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Alice 



I’ve  always  been  awful  with  money.  Even  though  I  come  from  a very wealthy family, I always manage to be in debt. 



I work an odd job, for a man who owns half the state— I stay with him,  as  a  sort  of  servant,  along  with  a  boy.  When  my  employer kicks the bucket, finally, he’ll name one of us his successor. I guess he’s  an  eccentric  older  guy  who  wants  to  pretend  to  mean something  to  some  younger  people.  My  boss  threatens  once  in  a while to cut me off. He always seems like he’s joking, since he’ll immediately give me whatever I need right after. 



Now that my room-mate, Jack, is working for him and is pretty much guaranteed to take over everything when my boss dies, my future monetary security is in jeopardy. It’s not that Jack doesn’t love  me,  he  does,  but  he  gets  so  irritated  that  I  get  everything handed to me while he has to work hard and prove to dad that he can succeed. 



But even though I can remember a time before this lavish lifestyle, I  am  still  somehow  bad  with  money.  And  right  now,  more  than 

ever, that is clear to me. I always tell myself that next time I’ll do better, next time  I won’t buy that $5,000 dress. But I always do. 

Somehow my dresses are always more expensive  than the dresses my  friends  buy.  Maybe  it’s  because  of  my  size.  Being  a  size  20 

makes it hard to find fashionable clothes for a reasonable price! 



And now I’m $93,000 in  debt. It’s an insane amount, and it’s an amount I’d never be able to pay back on my own. It’s not entirely my  fault  it’s  gone…  I  made  a  few  mistakes,  trying  to  start  up online companies and paying shady contractors. And maybe there was some betting in there. And a lot of clothes. But come on, can you blame me?! 



I’ve  been  trying  to  think  of  a  way  to  tell  Randy,  my  boss,  or  to otherwise  get  the  money.  But  I  know  I  can’t  tell  him.  What  if  he kicks  me  straight  out?  I’ve  really  got  to  straighten  my  life  out.  I can’t keep living like this! 



I’ve  been  pacing  in  my  bedroom  for  a  half  hour  now,  knots  of anxiety eating away at me. The plush carpet and the pink comforter on the bed are just annoying me in my fear. 



Fed up, I go to the bed and let myself fall onto it, my eyes closing. 

There’s no hope. I’m going to have to ask my boss for the money. 

He’s going to kill me. 

 

But then it hits me… I don’t really need to ask for the money at all. I can just log onto his laptop and transfer the money from his bank  account  to  mine.  It’s  simple  and  of  course  I  know  his password! A girl has got to have her talents, you know. 



That’s when I first learned he’ll never notice if I just take a little bit more than he promised! This was the perfect plan. Why hadn’t I thought of it sooner?! 



Randy is out at a meeting right now, and Jack is playing tennis, so I  should  have  plenty  of  time  to  do  what  I  need  to  do  without getting  caught.  The  maid  is  also  out  for  the  night  and  the  only other  person  around  is  our  gardener,  and  he’s  way  out  back dealing with our rose bushes. 



I  stand  up  and  head  out  the  door,  down  the  hall  to  my  boss’s room. The mansion is large, and so it takes a while to get there. 

The door creaks open, and slowly I creep in, looking for his black computer  case.  There  it  is, right  by  his bed  as  usual!  I  can’t  help but smile at how easy this is going to be. Picking up the case, I set it on his bed and unzip it. 



Inside  is  the  brand-new  laptop  he  bought  a  month  ago.  Flicking the switch that allows the computer to open, I pull the screen up. 

Immediately, the operating system resumes from sleeping and asks me  for  his  password.  Typing  it  in  quickly,  I’m  greeted  with  his desktop and a browser window already open. Easy as pie! 



I type in the web address for the  bank, logging into his account. 

This is where it  gets tricky though, I’ve never transferred money over before. Where is the button for that…? 



“What’s this?” I freeze. No, no, this isn’t good. I whip my whole body around and find Jack standing in the doorway. His tall, thin body  pushed  against  the  door  frame;  his  brown  hair  messy  from tennis. “What are you doing on Randy’s computer, Alice?” 



I gulp and try to think of an excuse, but he’s walking closer now and can probably see what website the computer is on. In stressful situations I tend to just break down into tears and I can feel them welling  up  already.  I  hear  his  gasp  as  his  eyes  finally  fall  on  the screen. “Were you trying to steal money from him?!” 



There’s  no  point  in  lying  now.  “Yes.  Oh,  please  don’t  tell  him, Jack! I’m so far in debt and if he found out what I was doing he’d have me thrown in jail!” 



Jack scoffs and rolls his eyes. “He lets you get away with murder. But he  would  be  pretty  pissed  and might  cut  you  off.” He  turns  to  me 

with  a  horrible  smirk  on  his  face.  “What  are  you  gonna  do  to convince me I shouldn’t tell him?” 



Bastard! 



“Anything  you  want!  I  just  need  the  money  and  I  promise  after this it won’t happen again! Jack, please!” 



“Anything?”  The  wicked  smirk  is  turning  more  into  a  grin  now, and  my  stomach  is  filling  with  worry  again.  He  starts  moving closer to me, backing me up towards the wall. He pins me there, and as I try to slide away from him, he grabs my wrist and holds it against  the  wall  above  my  head.  “Where  do  you  think  you’re going? We’re still negotiating, young lady.” 



“Wh… what are we negotiating?” His actions are freaking me out. 

Is he trying to intimidate me, or…? 



And that’s when I notice there’s something hard pressing against my pelvis as he moves his body closer to mine. “You know, you’ve always been a larger girl. I’ve seen you go through so many shitty boyfriends, none of them loving you the way you should be. I’ve been here, wanting you 

but  never  able  to  have  you.”  He  moves  in  closer  now,  whispering into my ear. “Now I get to have you.” 



I pull my head away from him in horror. “What are you saying? 

We can’t!” 



I can feel the heat of his body as he presses it even harder into my own, his hard penis becoming very distracting. “No, Alice. You’re going  to  do  what  I  say.  Unless  of  course  you  want  the  boss  to know you were trying to steal from him.” I whimper at the threat. 

His free hand, the one that isn’t pinning my wrist to the wall, is suddenly on my waist. It grabs at my curves, slowly moving up to my D cup breasts. “I’ve wanted to touch these for a long time, my dear.” 



All of a sudden, his mouth is on my neck, his hand on my breast. 

He squeezes it, too hard at first, but soon it starts to feel good. I don’t want it to, but it does. I wonder, for a second, if I could get away from Jack, but that won’t do me any good. I have no choice but to submit to him. 



He pulls away from me suddenly, looking me in the eyes with fire and passion. “Stay there.” Jack moves away, allow my hand to fall. 

He grabs Randy’s chair and pulls it over to where we were, sitting 

down. His bulge is even more obvious, lewdly pushing up against his pants. 



“Take  your  shirt  off,  Alice,”  he  commands.  He  knows  this  will make  me  uncomfortable,  I’ve  never  even  been  in  a  bathing  suit around  him.  Somehow,  though,  through  my  embarrassment  and fear, I have a desire to obey him. Pulling my shirt over my head and  exposing  my  bra-covered  breasts,  he  takes  one  of  my  hands and  pull  me  closer.  He  leans  forward  enough  to  trace  my  large nipples through the silky fabric, kneading them gently as he rubs his  cock.  My  nipples  are  growing  larger,  and  a  tingling  is  going through my whole body with each touch. “Your bra, too.” 



I reach my arms behind me and unclasp my bra, allowing it to fall to the side. Jack leans back against the chair and drinks in the sight of me, his dark brown eyes showing his approval. I have to admit, I’m getting hot from this attention. 



My panties are damp now, and as he leans forward again, I can’t help but moan as he places his mouth over my nipple. 



My  hand  reaches  up  and  holds  his  head  there.  It  feels  so  good! 

With his tongue flicking my nipple and going in circles, causing it to  raise  even  more.  He  switches  to  the  other  nipple,  sending  a 

shiver through my body. A strange feeling in my lower abdomen, a  kind  of  tickling  tingle,  makes  me  moan  again  as  my  knees quiver. 



With his hand working my other breast, he continues to lick and suck, alternating which breast he’s on. His teeth nibble, his tongue dances,  and  somehow  this  attention  is  bringing  me  close  to  an orgasm. But before I can cum, he pulls away. 



I  can  feel  a  heat  in  my  face,  and  I  know  I  want  more  of  his attention, but he leans back again. “Now your pants, Alice.” 



His commands, which would normally annoy me, are turning me on  so  bad.  I  hook  my  thumbs  under  my  stretchy  yoga  pants, slipping  them  down  my  large  hips  and  thighs.  I  hesitate  for  a moment, though. Jack has never seen me naked, and no one has in years.  I  know  I’m  fat,  and  most  people  find  that  gross.  I  don’t want  to  be  mocked  by  my  competition,  not  when  I’m  suddenly feeling desire for him. 



He  can  see  the  fear  in  my  eyes,  and  showing  the  first  sign  of tenderness since this started, Jack stands up and hugs me. “I truly do find you beautiful. Please, show me.” 



I  continue  to  pull  my  pants  down,  still  anxious,  still  hating  this, but  loving it  at  the same  time.  I  step  out  of  my  pants  and  stand completely nude in front of my brother. I watch him examine my body,  walking  around  me.  My  mind  is  on  my  cellulite,  my  big butt, my huge stomach, but I know his is only thinking about how beautiful I am. 



“Bend over.” 



I am close enough to the chair that I can use it to help balance me as I do as I’m told. My ass high in the air, my pussy clearly visible, I feel  him  draw  closer  to  me.  My  clitoris  is  engorged,  my  body needing to be touched like never before. 



“If  you  move,  I’ll  punish  you.”  His  voice  is  deeper  now.  Sexier. 

The  threat  makes  the  tingling  in  my  abdomen  even  worse. I  feel Jack’s  fingers  on  my  slit,  massaging  it  slowly,  moving  up  and down the lips. Suddenly, he forces two fingers into my hole. I can’t help but gasp, but I stay still. I’m a good girl. I don’t want to be punished. 



He presses against my inner thigh so that I can spread my legs. My vagina is always shaved, it’s just how I prefer it. Though I can’t see his face, I get the impression he’s pleased with that. 



His  two  probing  fingers  slide  in  and  out  of  my  cunt,  his  thumb moving in circles around my clitoris. It feels better than any time I’ve  ever  masturbated.  Jack  knows  how  to  please  a  woman,  that much is for sure. 



My eyes are closed, and I’m imagining it’s his prick instead of his fingers inside of me, but I forget my orders and start to move with each of his thrusts. 



A sudden slap on my ass reminds me. The sting makes me pout, but it also feels good, sending an electric pulse too my pussy as he continues to fuck me with his fingers. 



Jack  stands  up.  I  hear  movement  behind  me  the  unmistakable sound of his zipper moving down. With a thrill, I feel his hot cock head press against my slit, rubbing up and down, swirling around my clitoris. 



“Fuck,  your  body  is  so  hot,”  he  moans,  the  friction  between  his penis  and  my  slit  clearly  making  him  lose  his  head.  I’m  going crazy  with  desire.  I  know  I  need  him  inside  of  me  soon.  I  move against  him,  my  hips  dancing.  I  can  feel  his  cock  swelling  more and more. It twitches and pulsates. 



Finally, he forcefully penetrates me, his hot prick piercing through my  hole  and  overcoming  me  with  pleasure.  I’ve  never  imagined fucking him, but now I wonder how I could have not. I want Jack to  fill  me  completely, to  cum  in me,  to  make  me  his.  Who  cares about the money or anything else? I want to be his whore, his slut, forever. 



I thrust back, needing him deeper. He rides me hard, not able to control himself after teasing me for so long. He uses his hands to force my hips to slam down onto him as hard as I can. Each thrust causes the zipper of his pants to scratch the back of my thighs, but the pain only heightens the pleasure. He pulls and pushes me back and forth on his cock. 



I  pull  my  hips  forward,  and  he  slams  his  cock  back  into  me, deeper  and  harder  with  each  thrust.  A  feeling  of  warmth  is spreading throughout my body as I cry out, the head of his cock rubbing against my g spot. 



I bend over, giving him better access to my cunt and a new angle for me. His hand falls against my round asscheek again, slapping it roughly  and  leaving  a  stinging  red  mark  against  the  skin.  Our grunts sound more like animals than humans, our fucking growing louder and wilder. 



He  uses  his  hands  to  spread  my  asscheeks,  getting  his  cock somehow deeper in me than before. The forbidden pleasure we are enjoying  is  forcing  me  further  and  further  towards  the  edge, building up extreme ecstasy that I never knew of. 



My sopping wet pussy tightens and relaxes around Jack’s cock. My room-mate’s huge, hard cock. I try to put off orgasming. I want to wait until he cums in me. 



I work my muscles to massage his prick inside of me. His grunts and groans tell me he is so close to cumming, and so I work faster, thrusting  my  hips  back  at  him  as  fast  as  he’s  thrusting  his  cock deep inside of me. My toes are beginning to curl as I work up to the best orgasm of my life. I pull a hand up to my mouth so I can bite  down  on  something.  If  I  don’t,  I’ll  scream  so  loud  that someone might call the police. 



Jack’s cock pulsates again, the twitching telling me he is going to cum soon. And as I reach the top of my orgasm, he finally releases his  sperm  deep  inside  of  me,  forcing  my  explosive  orgasm  to shatter  finally.  I  scream  loudly  anyway,  the  bliss  making  me uncontrollable. 

As Jack cums he continues to thrust in me, prolonging me orgasm as long as possible. My knees now wobbly, he pops his cock out of my hole and I all but collapse to the ground. 



I feel his juices sliding out of me onto our father’s hardwood floor. 

Jack crouches down and pulls my head up into a kiss that brings me  out  of  my  post  orgasm  dream  state  and  back  into  reality.  I return the kiss. 



He bites my bottom lip lightly before pulling away. 



“Alice, you are mine now. Do you understand?” 



I look up into his dark brown eyes, and over at our boss’s laptop. 

He shakes his head. “Don’t worry. If you agree to be mine, I’ll pay your debt off.” He holds out his hand and helps me up. 



“Then yes, Jack. I’m yours.” 



With  me  still  nude  and  his  juices  now  sliding  down  my  leg,  he pulls me into another kiss, more passionate and loving this time. I find  myself  wondering if  I’m  destined  to  be  his  slut  forever.  But really, would I mind if I was? 



If  only  I  knew  then  that  the  situation  would  only  become  more complicated. 
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