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Chapter 1: Meet Cute


Emma

“What are you doing in here,” I said to my new stepbrother, as I walked into the rec room of our house.

My new stepbrother, Wade.

My new big hot muscular stepbrother.

He was practicing pool by himself when I walked in, the muscles in his arms flexing smoothly as he drew the cue back. He was wearing gym shorts and a blue sleeveless tank top; he was huge, about six and half feet tall his arms were solid muscle and slathered in tattoos.

He’d been away in Iraq, serving in the Navy, when my father married his mother. Then he’d come back and was living in the nearby city, trying to establish himself as some kind of professional fighter. MMA, I guess it’s called. There’d been an injury to his knee, though, recently, and he’d moved back in with us while it healed. Strangely, he’d hurt his knee in a fight at a nightclub, not in the ring.

Wade took his shot, sinking the 6 ball in the corner pocket, and then straightened and looked at me with his cool blue eyes. “I’m playing pool. What does it look like I’m doing?”

“It’s my time to do my yoga workout. I like to watch TV while I do it, and you’ve been in here long enough.”

“Do it in your room,” he said, regarding me with his big blue eyes. “You’ve got a TV in there, don’t you?”

Though our house was huge, his sudden entrance into my family was causing some tension, to say the least. I was just not used to having a guy around, particularly a huge athletic hot guy!  

He checked me out slowly. I was dressed in my yoga outfit – a tight white Lycra top and my tight black knee length leggings. He was staring at my tits, of course. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and my 36-C breasts were prominent and my nipples were visible through the thin fabric.

Okay, maybe I wanted him to look a little.

“I always work out in here,” I said, stepping forward.

“Well, I won’t disturb you. Go ahead.”

“Aren’t you supposed to be cleaning up outside by the pool? My daddy won’t like that mess you and your friends made out there last night.”

“Well, it’s a good thing he’s not here then.” said Wade, smiling at me disdainfully.

“Hmf,” I said. “You act like you’re some kind of big shot. You’re just a pit fighter,” I said.

He looked at me sharply. “Don’t talk about stuff you don’t know about.”

“How’d you hurt your knee, anyhow?” I asked.

He shrugged and shook his head.

“I read some stuff online. Some stories,” I said, moving closer.

“Yeah? What stories?” he asked, looking at me disdainfully.

“I heard you were involved with some Russian gangsters. They were trying to pay you to throw a match, or something, and that led to the fight that broke your knee.”

“You Googled me?” he asked with a crooked smile. “Are you cyber-stalking me?”

I shrugged. “I just saw it, that’s all.”

He shrugged his big shoulders and smiled, and now his smile was big and toothy, like a shark. “You read a lot of stuff online. That doesn’t mean it’s true.”

I took a deep breath, aware of my breasts rising … as was the tension between us.

“Listen to you talk,” I said, moving closer to him. “It’s a nice day.  Why don’t you go swim?”

“I felt like playing pool, that’s all,” he said.

“I don’t want you in here watching me exercise!” I said. I was standing about five feet from him now, my arms held behind my back, breasts pointing towards him.

I took a step closer.

“Oh no? Well you sure seem to like showing off your body down at the pool when you’re sunbathing.”

“Hmmmf,” I said. “You shouldn’t look at me when I’m sunbathing like that. It’s my house, I can sunbathe when I want to.” The previous week, I had been sunbathing topless by the pool when Wade arrived. I’d languidly covered my breasts with my hands as he swam fifty laps.

“It’s not your house, is it? It’s your daddy’s house. Funny how you always come out to sunbathe when I’m doing my swimming,” Wade pointed out.

I toyed with a lock of hair with one finger. “I like to work on my tan, that’s all. Don’t talk to me like that.”

“Talk to you like what?”

“Talk to me like I’m…” I let the sentence trail off.

“Like you’re a little tease?”

“I am not!” I said, moving a little closer to him. “Now, I mean it, you have to get out of here. I want to work out.”

“It’s okay, little tease, if you want to show off your body to me, you can do it in here in the air-conditioning. It’s pretty hot out there today.” He straightened up and turned towards me, smiling, and moved a little closer to me. We were less than three feet apart now.

I turned slightly away from him, crossing my arms under my breasts, looking down. “I’m not a little tease, don’t talk to me like that. I mean it.”

“Or what? Or you’ll tell daddy?”

“Yes!” I pouted, still looking down. I turned sideways to him, rocking my body back and forth a little.

“You’ll tell daddy that you were in here teasing me and showing off your body, and I was mean to you?”

“Yes! I mean … no! I’m not teasing you, why are you saying that?” I said, still pouting and looking down, and teasing him.

“Are you kidding me? You come in here in a tight top like that. You might as well just take it off, because I can see your tits clearly. Look at how hard your nipples are.” His voice was soft and low and sexy.

“Don’t talk to me like that!” I said again, turning towards him. “I just came in here to do yoga. You’re my stepbrother! Don’t be a pervert and don’t harass me! That’s illegal!”

“How old are you, anyway?” he asked.

“I just turned 18. And you?”

“I’m 25. Exhibitionism is illegal, too, did you ever think of that? Little rich teases who show themselves off for everybody to see.”

I looked into his blue eyes, then looked away again. “I’m not trying to tease you.”

“You didn’t answer me, why are your nipples so hard?”

“You’re very crude!” I said.

“Rude and crude and socially unacceptable,” he agreed. “But it’s not an answer. I guess it’s the air-conditioning, hmmm?” he reached over and put his arm around my waist. “Want me to put my arm around you and warm you up, hmmm?”

I didn’t move, and raised my eyes to look at him again. “Stop talking to me like that, about nipples and stuff. It’s not polite. You’re my stepbrother.”

“Yeah? And you’re a little brat and a tease.”

“I am not!” I said, my lips still pursed, pouting, looking up at him from under a lock of stray hair. “All the girls wear tops like this when they do yoga. It’s not teasing.” I turned towards him and laid my hand on the arm that was encircling my waist. It was as thick and solid as an oak railing, and finally touching him – the first time-- made my pulse race. My breathing quickened.

“And what about showing me your tits last week, hmm?”

“I just wanted to have an even tan. See?” I pulled one of the straps of my top down to show him that there was no tan line, and then I pulled it back into place. My heart was hammering now.

“I’ve seen you. You really like to oil yourself up when I’m around, too.” He moved closer, tightening the grip around my waist, and I didn’t resist.

“I have to protect my skin,” I said, moving a little closer. One of my breasts brushed against his rock-solid chest, and then I moved back a little. “My skin is very sensitive, that doesn’t make me a tease.”

“Very sensitive, I think. And last week, you started feeling your own tits when I was there.”

“I didn’t!” I said, putting a hand on his huge hard rock-solid chest and pushing backwards, as he tightened his grip around my waist and then added the other arm. “I was just covering them, I didn’t want you to see my…”

“Your tits?”

“My breasts!”

“Then why did you come in here dressed like this today wiith your nipples showing through? Don’t you want me to see them?” he asked in a low voice, pulling me closer at the waist. I squeezed his big hard pectoral muscles. It was like trying to push the wall – he wasn’t going anywhere.

He lifted me easily and sat my ass on the edge of the pool table.

“Okay, I’ll go put on a bra now,” I said. “I’m not a tease.”

He pulled the strap off my shoulder, and then tried to pull it down over my breast; I grabbed it and slipped it back into place, my heart racing. He grabbed the other strap and gently tugged it down, and I pulled it back into place also, shifting closer to him.

I licked my lips and hooked one of my legs around his legs.

“Okay, what color bra do you want to wear for me? Black and lacy? Or your blue one is nice. Although I also like that purple one. That’s hot.”

“You’re been watching me undress?” I asked. “I should tell daddy.”

“You parade through the hallways in your underwear, and expect me to believe that wasn’t for my benefit?”

“I just forget there was a guy here, that’s all, I said, looking into his eyes. He was pulling me closer so that our pelvises were touching now, and I put my hands on his trim hard waist.

“Yeah, you just forgot, three or four times, day and night?” he said. “Just teasing your stepbrother, that’s all. Little rich slut.”

“I’m not!” I said, squirming in his grip and grinding my pelvis against his. I could feel the huge solid bulge in his basketball shorts pushing against the thin fabric of my yoga pants. I whimpered and felt myself growing wet.

“Look at how hard your nipples are. Show them to me. Show me that you don’t have any tan lines again.”

“Noooo,” I said again, pushing against his chest. “Let me go! I’ll tell daddy.”

“I’d like to hear that. ‘Daddy, I’m such a little tease that my stepbrother finally grabbed me!’ You know he doesn’t like you wearing those slutty clothes. I’ve heard him scolding you.”

“They’re yoga clothes! I’m not a slut,” I said.

“No? Have you had anybody suck your nipples before?”

“Stop talking like that!” I said again, pushing harder against his chest as I locked my leg around his. “Stop talking like that and let me go! I’m not a tease or a slut!”

“Let you go?” he said. “Okay.”

He let me go.

I put my arms around him and pulled him back as he started to move away. I was so fucking excited! I couldn’t believe I was doing this but I just couldn’t control myself.

He put his arms around me again as I sat on the pool table. “If you’re not a tease,” he said, “you need to show me your tits then.”

I licked my lips and said, “Listen, let me go. This isn’t right. My Daddy will be very angry with both of us.”

“You think so?” he said. “Show me your nipples or I’ll tell your daddy that you were sunbathing naked.”

He tried to pull the strap off my shoulders again and I pulled his hands away.

I kissed him briefly on the lips, an electric hot moment that made us both gasp, and then pushed him away. “And you said you can see them already, can’t you?” I leaned back on my arms so that my breasts were better displayed. I licked my lips; I could still taste his kiss, and it was fucking delicious!

“I want to suck your tits,” he said and began kissing my throat and cleavage.

I moaned and tilted my head back submissively, rubbing the stubble on the back of his head as he licked my neck.

I tried to push him backwards again. “You can’t! Daddy could home any minute.”

“But you want me to suck them, right?”

“I just wanted you to look at me,” I said as he kissed my neck. “Do you really think I’m a little tease?” I asked in an innocent voice. “Do you think I’m pretty?”

“Yeah, you’re pretty,” he said, straightening up to look into my big green eyes, and I kissed him again, and this time our tongues slid together.  “And I’d fuck you, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Oh, god, stop being crude!” I said, and he tried to put his hand on my breast and I pulled it away quickly. “You like my body, don’t you?” I leaned back on my arms again and looked down at myself.

“Yeah, I like it.”

“Don’t you think I have nice breasts?”

“Nice tits?”

“Nice breasts,” I corrected. “Don’t be crude.” I finally relented and stopped pushing his hands away and I sighed and arched my back, pushing my full breast forward as his huge rough hand engulfed it, sending a thrill through me.

“Yes. Very nice.” He was feeling them through my tight Lycra top with both hands now and I arched my back and moaned.

“So it’s not a bad thing to show my body to you, is it? It doesn’t mean I’m a tease? Or a slut?” I let my legs be parted and he moved his body between them.

“I’m not sure yet,” he said. He was grinding his crotch against mine now as I sat on the table, legs wrapped around him, rubbing his ass with the back of one thigh, my tight Capri yoga pants growing damp in the crotch.

I made another pouty noise. “I don’t want you to think that I’m a tease or a slut,” I said, and reached up and hooked my thumbs into the straps of my top. “I’ll show you my nipples.”

“But you’re my stepsister,” he smiled.

“Don’t you want to see them?” I asked innocently.

“If you want to show them to me.”

I pouted at him, and then kissed him again.

He leaned back and smiled cockily at me. “Okay, you can show me your nipples,” he said.

I pulled the left strap down, and then the right, both of my breasts bared but cupped at the base by the thin fabric of my top. “See? There they are. Little pink nipples.” I touched them with my thumbs. “They’re hard, you’re right. Do you think it’s the air-conditioning?”

“I don’t know, probably not. It’s pretty hot in here,” he said.

“It’s starting to warm up, it’s true,” I said. I lay completely on my back on the pool table, my crotch still hanging over the edge and pressing against his as he stood over me, dry humping me, my legs still wrapped around him, heels and calves rubbing over his muscular ass.

“Do you want to suck them?” I asked. I pinched my own hard nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, and moaned softly.

“Do you want me to suck them?” he smiled down at me. “It’s not right. Daddy wouldn’t like it. I’m your stepbrother.”

He bent down so that his warm breath was on my chest. I ran my fingers through his hair as he kissed me between the breasts. I moaned and shivered. “Ohhh, that feels nice.”

“You didn’t answer me. Do you want me to suck your nipples, even though your daddy wouldn’t like it?”

“Mmm, yes, I do. I want to feel your tongue on my nipples,” I whispered.  “Put them in your mouth. I want to feel your hot mouth on my nipples, I think that would feel awesome … but then you need to leave, okay? Then you have to stop and go out of here...”

“Your stepbrother sucking your nipples, that’s kind of slutty isn’t it?”

“Ohh, just a little,” I murmured.

“So you’re only a little bit of a slut?”

“Yes,” I moaned.

My stepbrother took one of my nipples in his mouth and I cried out, moaning at the sudden warm electric sensation darting through me as his tongue danced over it. “Oh, I love it,” I moaned.

He pulled my top down over my breasts, the straps pulled down my arms.

He moved to the other breast, sucking more roughly now, using his teeth, eliciting a yelp of pleasure from me.

“Don’t bite it!” I whined. “Just suck it…use your tongue…”

He was grinding his tongue into my nipple while squeezing my breasts with both hands; I had my back arched and both hands were rubbing through his short hair, clutching his head to my chest.

“Stop,” I finally moaned. “You have to stop. Daddy will be back soon.”

He responded only by lifting me momentarily to completely remove the small white top I wore, and then attacked my breasts with his mouth again.

“Ooohhhhh,” I moaned. “Please, stop, you have to stop, Daddy will kill us if he see us!”

He bit the other nipple and I cried out. I tried to push him away, and he grabbed my wrists and held me down on the pool table, and then bit my other nipple, eliciting another cry.

“Don’t bite me!” I whined again. “Please, you have to stop.”

“Shut up,” he said, his mouth muffled by my warm firm breast.

“Please, please” I said. “Please, we can’t! You’re my stepbrother! Daddy will kill us!”

“I can feel how wet your pussy is,” he said. Our crotches were still grinding together, separated only by the thin fabric of my panties and his basketball shorts.

“I can feel your big hard cock,” I moaned. “I love it when you suck my nipples, but please, please stop!” I tried to push him away again but he grabbed both my wrists easily with one huge strong hand.

He moved his head down and began kissing my stomach, and forced my legs apart and thrust his face against my crotch, still covered by the yoga pants, eliciting another cry of pleasure of me. He rubbed his face and mouth against the moist fabric over my pussy and I moaned again.

“Stopppppppp,” I whined. I continued struggling and trying to close my legs, but he used his shoulders to keep my legs spread wide.

And then he took handfuls of the fabric and ripped my yoga pants apart at the crotch.

“Oh god,” I moaned.

His head dove back down between my legs, and pulled my panties to the side and wriggled one huge hot finger into my extremely wet and receptive pussy.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That feels so good. Do you like it?”

“Ohhh, your pussy is fine, girl. It’s so wet. So smooth and tight, it’s like wet silk in there,” he said.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “You can’t do this, I just told you that you could suck my nipples,” I whined.

“You love it,” he said. “You’re so wet,” he said.

“Ohhhhhh,” I moaned, licking my lips and thrusting my hips as he forced his finger deep into me. “Ohhhhhhh, please, please.”

“Please what?” he asked.

“Daddy won’t like it,” I moaned.

“Yeah, you’re right, Daddy won’t like it at all.” He bent his head down and dug his tongue between my labia and began sucking my clit, as he thrust a second finger into my tight pussy.

“OOOHHHH!” I cried out again. “Ohhh god it feels so good!” I began thrusting my hips against his finger and face more forcefully.

He released my wrists and used his other hand to reach up and squeeze my breasts as he kissed my clit and fingered me. Unable to control myself, I reached up and began pinching my own nipples, rapidly losing my mind with lust.

“Ohhh, god, I’m going to have an orgasm,” I said. “We can’t do this. Not here! Please, please, please, don’t do this. You’re my stepbrother!”

“Shut up,” he moaned into my pussy.

“Oh god, it feels so good. Oh please you have to stop!” 

He dug in harder with the two fingers, sucking my clit hungrily between his lips, and I bucked and arched my back and cried out as I had a huge orgasm, my whole body shaking with it.

“Ohh, god, please,” I said, when I stopped gasping. “Please stop, please you have to go now!”

“I thought I told you to shut up,” he said, straightening up and grabbing me by the hair. He kissed me long and hard, his lips still slick with my pussy juices. “You like the way your pussy tastes, you little rich tease?”

I whimpered again. “I’m not a tease!” I said.

“I know you’re not. You’re not going to tease me anymore. You’re going to do everything I want you to do.”

“Ohhhh, god,” I said, as he reached down and ripped the front of my white panties apart..  “No, we can’t do this!”

He unzipped his shorts and pulled out his cock, long and thick. “Play with my cock now. Come on, play with it.”

I made another whining noise as he took my hand and wrapped it around his thick pulsing penis. I began pulling it slowly up and down, looking at it with wide eyes and wet lips, mesmerized by the sight of the huge hot dick.

“Ohhh, you’ve done this before,” he said. “You like that nice cock, don’t you? You like to play with a nice big cock, hmmm?”

“Ohhh, please,” I said softly. “No, we can’t do this. Please . . .”

“Please what?” he asked sweetly. “Please what, hmmm?” He reached down and pinched one of my nipples hard, making my again cry out.

“Please give it to me,” I said softly.

“You want me to fuck you, hmmm?”

“Yes,” I said, a plaintive whine, looking up at him.

“You don’t care about your daddy now?” he asked, squeezing my breasts with his rough hand as I stroked his big cock with my small soft hands. “I’m your stepbrother, after all.”

“Noo, please, fuck me, quickly, before he comes back.”

“All right, I’ll fuck you,” he said.

I still lay on the pool table and he moved between my legs again and began rubbing the dark-purple head of his cock against my slick pussy lips.

“Ohhhhhhh,” I said. “It’s so big, it’s too big …” I said.

“You can take it, little tease,” he said, and slid the head of his cock inside of me.

I gasped and made a low growling sound like a hungry animal. My hands clutched at his hips. “More,” I said.

“Oh, my little rich bitch of a stepsister wants more?”

“Yes, please,” I gasped. “I want it inside of me.”

“What do you want inside of you?”

“Your cock!”

“Are you sure? Don’t you think that makes you a little slut? Won’t daddy think you’re a little slut?”

“No, no,” I said, “I don’t care, I don’t care, give it to me,” I panted.

“Tell me that you want your stepbrother’s cock,” he said.

“Oh, god, I want my stepbrother’s cock!” I moaned.

“I’m just some fighter, huh?”

“No! Please, give it to me …”

He thrust his cock all the way into me, all the way to the root, stretching me and filling me completely, and I cried out in pleasure, the room spinning around me.

“You’re not a little tease anymore, are you?” he asked. “Now you’re a little slut.”

“YES!” I cried out, breathless with pleasure, pushing myself against him.

“Say it,” he said.

“I’m a little slut!” I screamed. “Please, fuck me!”

He pulled his cock out and then thrust it into me again, and I screamed my pleasure and rocked my hips against him. “Oh, god, give it to me, I love it, please give me your cock, please fuck me, please fuck your little slut stepsister!”

He thrust violently into my wet pussy, holding my hips and pulling me against him. I raised my head to watch him fucking me, pulling on my own nipples as he slammed his cock into me, hard and rhythmically. I gurgled and moaned, breathless and shaking on the table.

As I felt the heat and pressure of another orgasm approaching, he pulled out of me, and as all the beautiful pressure faded away, I screamed, “Oh god no! Please don’t stop! Don’t stop fucking me!”

He bent down and kissed me again, and grabbed me by the hair. “Come on, little stepsister slut, I want you to suck my cock now. I want to come in that hot little mouth of yours,” he said.

“Ohh, yes, I want to suck your cock,” I said. He pulled me sideways on the pool table so that he had access to my mouth; I opened my mouth obediently and extended my tongue, like a baby bird waiting to be fed.

He reached down between my legs and inserted two fingers into me again; I was so wet that they slipped in easily, and I moaned in pleasure and reached for his pulsing cock, trying to pull it into my mouth.

“Don’t do it till I tell you,” he said, and slapped my flushed cheek with his big thick cock.

I moaned hungrily, and reached down to rub my own clit as he fingered me.

“Are you a good little slut? Are you ready to suck it?” he asked, and slapped my cheek lightly again with it.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Are you gonna suck it good? Hmm? Gonna suck your stepbrother’s cock good?”

“Yes, I promise,” I said.

“Not going to be a little tease?” He punctuated this sentence by slapping my face again with his huge cock, and I shuddered.

“No I’m not,” I moaned. “I promise, I’ll suck it good, stepbrother, please let me suck it.”

“Okay, go ahead and suck it,” he said. “Bitch.”

I hungrily took his big throbbing cock into my mouth, moaning my pleasure around it, caressing the head with my tongue before I took it between my swollen full red lips.

He threw his head back and moaned in pleasure as I eased his cock into my throat. “Ohh, you like to suck that big cock, don’t you?” he asked.

“Mmmmmm,” I moaned my affirmation around it.

“You don’t care if your daddy sees you now, do you?”

“Hmm-mmm” I moaned again, this time negative, my mouth full.

“Such a bad girl, what would daddy think? Little slut sucking her stepbrother’s cock,” he teased me, reaching down to pinch a nipple as I sucked.

“Mmmmm!” I moaned in protest.

He withdrew his cock from my mouth, a string of saliva and pre-cum trailing from the head to my mouth.

“No, please!” I said. “Let me suck your cock, cum in my mouth.”

“In your mouth? Are you sure?”

“Yes,” I said, reaching for it with my tongue as he held it just out of reach, tantalizingly close. “I want it in my mouth, I want your cock in my mouth, I want your cum in my mouth.”

“Not on your tits?”

I made a pouty noise of protest. “I want it everywhere but right now I want it in my mouth.”

“Good girl. Suck it good or I won’t fuck you anymore.”

“I’m sorry I’m such a bad little tease. Please let me suck it.”  He rubbed the tip gently across my forehead and nose and briefly towards my lips.

Panting, I lifted my head to try to suck it and he slapped me across the bridge of the nose with it again.

I whimpered and writhed on the table, still rubbing my own clit and playing with one of my nipples as he teased me with his cock. My mouth was open wide and a stream of saliva was falling from it, my mouth watering as I hungered to taste his dick again.

“Okay, suck it good and make me cum,” he commanded.

I again swallowed his cock, ravenously. He thrust between my hungry swollen lips, growing more frenzied, moaning and grunting in pleasure as I toyed with my clit, as my body began to approach orgasm again, the waves of pleasure rolling off my clit and the pressure and taste as his cock filled my mouth and throat, as he fucked my face.

Finally the wet hot pressure of my tight mouth and eager sucking was too much and his whole body began to shudder; the vibrations caused me to moan more fervently in anticipation and finally he exploded in my mouth, a hot salty mouthful and I came for a second time, my finger quickly stroking my own clit, moaning in pleasure around the mouthful of cum as he pulled his cock out, streams of stricky whiteescaping and running down my chin.

When we caught our breath, he used my Lycra top to clean the semen off my chin.

I sat up and put my arms around him, sighing in pleasure. “You don’t really think I’m a slut, do you?” I asked meekly.

“Not yet,” he said.

“What do you mean?” I murmured into his broad muscular chest.

“You’re not a slut because I haven’t fucked your ass yet,” he whispered in my ear.

I whimpered. “Oh, no, my ass?” I said weakly.

But he was moving my hand down to his cock, which was still semi-hard and slick with my saliva and pussy juice. “Come on, play with my cock. It’s nice and wet now, so it’ll go into your ass more easily.”

“Nooo,” I pleaded, stroking his cock smoothly, looking down at it and licking my lips. But my body and pussy, despite the two orgasms, were already starting to quiver with lust again. “Ohhhh, are you sure? What if Daddy comes in?”

“Well, he’ll just have to wait, if he wants to use the pool table,” he said. He was feeling my breasts as I stroked his cock and we kissed deeply, sucking on each other’s tongues as his cock sprang back to its fully hard state.

“Ohhhh,” I whimpered as he turned my around and bent me over the table, face down, my bare breasts on the smooth green baize of the pool table.

I felt his finger dip into my pussy, briefly and I let out a moan.

“Just to make it wet,” he said, and I felt the finger tickle my asshole. My sphincter clenched and a shiver of pleasure went through me.

“Ohhh, god,” I moaned. “Oh god, are you sure it’s okay? Is it going to hurt?”

“Of course, little stepsister,” he said. “But you want it don’t you?”

I moaned. “Yes, I want it.”

“You don’t care if Daddy sees? Hmmmmm?” As he spoke he thrust his finger slowly and incrementally into my asshole.

I began to pant and bit into my own forearm and moaned a negative response. “Nooo,” I said.

“No what? You want me to stop? Hmmm?” The finger pushed farther in, making me shudder, and then withdrew.

“No! Don’t stop!” I gasped.

“Good girl,” he said, and forced his finger rhythmically back inside of me, and I moaned and gasped in pleasure.

Then I felt something larger – his cock – begin to push at my asshole.

“Ohhhh god,” I moaned. “Oh, please, it’s too big, don’t hurt me …”

“Oh, you want me to stop? Hmm?” He withdrew his cock, still rubbing it tantalizingly against my anus.

“No! Don’t stop!” I begged.

“You want me to fuck you again? Huh?”

“Oh yes, please, please.”

“Please what?” The cock was pushing against the tight ring of my asshole again. I felt it spread and relax in anticipation.

“Please, fuck me,” I whimpered.

“Fuck you where?”

I whined, “Ohhhhh, you know where!”

“Say it.”

“In the ass! Fuck my ass, please fuck it. Please fuck my ass, stepbrother.”

He began to push his cock hard into my asshole, and I cried out in pleasure, thrusting back against it, relaxing my anus, enjoying the pressure.

“You like that, hmmm?” he said, bending down to whisper in my ear, reaching under me to pinch one of my nipples and entwining the other hand in my hair. “Little slut likes it in the ass, hmmmm?”

My response was simply to moan, helpless with lust.

He began to thrust harder, and I cried out again, answering, “Yes, oh god, yes, I love it, I love it when you fuck me in the ass!”

He thrust harder, finding his stride now, pumping hard smooth strokes into my ass while pulling my hair and pinching my nipple hard, and I started to moan helplessly, incoherently, lost in lust, deep animal grunts, pure sensation and heat and pressure, building and building and building …

Finally I came, for the third time, clawing at the pool table, my entire body trembling, sphincter spasming as he rammed in and out of me, and he threw his head back and yelled, “Oh fuck,” as he pulled his cock out and sprayed hot white ropes of cum all over my back.

I collapsed on the pool table, breathless, a few tears spilling from my eyes.

He bent down and spoke into my ear. “Do you feel like a slut, Emma?”

“Yes,” I whimpered.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” he asked.

“Yessssss,” I said softly, smiling, turning my head to kiss him. “Welcome to the family, Wade,” I said.
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Chapter 2: The Plot Thickens


Wade

I woke up with my cock in my stepsister’s mouth.

Damn!

I looked down at her face, glowing in the light from the TV, which I had fallen asleep watching. The Scotch I’d been drinking hadn’t helped, I guess. And I was still taking painkillers for my knee, of course. Mixing them was a bad idea, but I was full of those.

Despite that, my cock was fully hard, and she was sucking it like a champ, slowly easing it in and out of her tight lips. She’d eased it right out of my basketball shorts without even waking me. I wasn’t wearing any underwear, and only a sleeveless black t-shirt otherwise.

She bobbed all the way down to the root, and I couldn’t help but moan at the hot wet suction. She certainly sucked a good cock.

Her dark hair fell in unruly waves down over her face as her head bobbed slowly up and down, worshipping my dick. I reached down and lifted it out of her face so I could watch her.

She was watching me, too, her dark eyes gleaming.

“Damn, girl,” I said. She moaned around my cock. I stroked her cheek and she took my fully erect cock out her mouth with an audible “pop” and began licking the shaft with her tongue, long slow licks all the way from my balls up to the head.

Still perhaps feeling like I was dreaming, I looked around the room, and realized we weren’t alone.

Jesus Christ!

My heart was hammering, at the thought of my new stepfather or my mom catching us like this.

But I saw it was a young girl; a slender cute red-head.

What the fuck was going on here!

My stepsister saw me looking at her friend, and giggled softly, and plopped my cock back in her mouth, making me groan again.

Damn!

Obviously, I had unlocked her inner slut a little more than I’d thought!

I shouldn’t have fucked her in the ass like that last week, that was probably true.

She was my stepsister after all. There were bound to be complications, and I didn’t need any more of those in my life.

But when she mentioned she Googled me and heard that I’d fought those Russians over a fixed fight, I’d gotten really pissed. Some bullshit sports website posted a bunch of unverified shit about me, and she’d read it, and she’d picked the wrong day to tease me about it.

And the wrong day to be looking so hot in her yoga outfit.

My mother had been married to her father for a couple of years, but I’d been away in Iraq for most of it. One tour, and that was more than enough, but then I’d spent some time travelling around. When I came back I was trying to establish myself as an MMA fighter, and while doing reputable fights and waiting for a chance to get into a good organization, I started fighting in cage fights at some clubs run by Russians.

Yeah, I know, stupid, but the money was good and the experience was a fucking adrenaline rush like no other. Fighting in front of a huge crowd or on TV was something, but fighting in an underground den full of gangsters and players and strippers and party girls, well, that was a whole different level of testosterone.

Completely illegal and unsanctioned of course, and standard MMA rules were occasionally bent and often disregarded completely.

There was another loud sucking plop as she took my cock out of her mouth again, her pale slim fingers in a fist wrapped around the shaft, stoking it up and down slowly as she smiled at me and said quietly, “Are you awake, stepbrother dearest?’

‘Wide awake,” I said, looking over at the redhead, and then down at Emma, and then back at the redhead. The redhead giggled and covered her mouth.

“I don’t think we’ve been properly introduced,” I said.

She giggled again. “Valeria,” she said.

“Russian?”

She nodded, and I said nice to meet you in Russian. Ochen preyatna.

They were both dressed like they’d been at a club or a party; Emma was wearing a black mini-dress and the redhead was wearing tight white jeans and a white halter top, with a black bra clearly visible underneath it. I could identify this chick as Russian from that particular fashion move, if not her high cheekbones and long legs.

Emma saw me looking and sucked my cock a little harder and squeezed my balls a little to get me looking back at her again.

I was on the sofa of the living room of the big house owned by her father, where I had been living, somewhat to my embarrassment, since I gotten an ACL injury fighting those Russians in the night club. My knee was swollen up like a grapefruit for weeks, and I could barely straighten it, but the doctor was hoping I could get by without surgery.

Not over any bullshit like them wanting me to throw a match, of course; it had been over a woman of course.

Women, always a fucking problem, one way or another.

“Don’t you think we should go back in the bedroom, Emma?” I said, a little breathless; my pounding pulse could be seen in the twitching of my cock as she stroked it. “Or maybe go into the rec room and have another game of pool?” I’d fucked all three of her holes on that pool table.

She took my cock out of her mouth. “Do you think so?” she giggled.

“Your father or my mother could come through here any minute,” I said. Their bedroom was a hallway and a couple walls away, and they had their own bathroom of course, but suppose one of them woke up in the night and decided they wanted a drink of water or something? 

“Yes, that’s right,” she said, and put my cock back in her mouth, and I couldn’t control a loud moan, and the redhead giggled and put a finger on her lips to “shhh” me.

The redhead, Valeria, sat down on the sofa, next to me but a bit apart from me, sitting with her back straight and her legs crossed. She licked her lips, looking down at Emma sucking my cock.

Damn, what the fuck were these freaky chicks up to?

Fucking Russians, man.

After I’d fucked Emma in the ass on the pool table in the rec room, she’d frozen me out for a few days. I came to her room and offered a repeat performance, and she’d acted like she didn’t know what I was talking about.

“Well, you weren’t drunk, so I think you remember it,” I said.

She’d gone into her room and locked the door. She stopped parading around in her bra and panties and sunbathing topless by the pool for a couple days, and I started to feel a little bad, thinking I’d taken it a little too far. But hey, there were other pieces of ass out there, and I chased those.

Then one day as we were having breakfast, she reached over and took my cock out while I was eating.

My dad was reading the paper right across from me, and we were discussing basketball, and she kept calmly and patiently jacking me off the whole time. I’d had to fake a coughing fit to cover up my orgasm.

She handed me a napkin under the table to wipe the cum up.

That had been the morning before last, and she’d gone out to spend the weekend with some friends, and hadn’t come back until now.

And here she was with my dick in her mouth.

I reached over to put my arm around the redhead, and she giggled and scooted out of reach, squeezing her legs together and holding her long straight hair off her neck, posing for me and making a pouty face.

Emma took my dick out of her mouth, “Oh no, Wade. Don’t you touch her. She wants to watch, that’s all. I told her I fucked my stepbrother and she didn’t believe me.”

“Well shit,” I said, breathless and quiet, “climb up here and we’ll show her.”

“Oh no,” she said, in between deep hard sucks on my cock that made me gasp and lay back, my hips spasming. “We’re going to do this at exactly my pace and exactly the way I want, got it? You don’t do it my way, and I’m going to shout for my daddy, and say you took your cock out and showed it to us while we were sitting here.”

I just looked down at her, and then at the giggling redhead. She had a nice high firm pair of tits on her, and the edge of her black bra and the straps peeked out of her white top, and my cock pulsed in Emma’s mouth. That slutty underwear shit always turns me on. I’ m shallow, I know.

“Tell her how you fucked me, Wade.”

“Yeah,” I said, looking at Valeria’s big green eyes. “Yeah, I fucked her. I ate her out and sucked her tits good, first, of course, but then I fucked her.”

“In the ass?” asked Valeria sweetly.

“Well, I finished up with that, but I smashed her pussy first, of course.”

“Mmmm,” said Valeria. “That big cock in your ass must have hurt a little, Emma.”

Emma made an affirmative sound, muffled by my dick.

“Take off your shirt,” I said to the redhead.

She giggled and put her hand on her mouth again, and then shook her head.

“I won’t touch you,” I said. “You want to watch, so do I.”

She looked down at Emma, who was still eagerly sucking my cock, and Emma nodded and made another affirmative noise around my dick, her eyes glistening with lust and glee.

The redhead pulled her tight white top off in a smooth motion, and her black lacy bra held her firm white tits tight. Her skin was pale as alabaster, and I could see her hard nipples through the lace, and I reached over to touch them and she playfully pushed my hands away and took her tits in her hands herself.

Jesus Christ, what the fuck had I gotten myself into?

Crazy chicks always fuck the best, everybody knows that, but on reflection maybe it’s also crazy guys who fuck the best. I’d known my new stepsister was kind of a late bloomer, but definitely a ratchet bitch even though she wasn’t finished with high school yet. Barely 18, to my 25, she was a cheerleader at her school and her Instagram had all kinds of followers and pictures of her doing all kinds of things.

She had also been in the chess club, and was a good student, unlike her stepbrother. I think she was more tease than whore, though, and I think I was the first guy in her ass. Felt like it anyway. You can always tell by how they sort of tense and clench up if they haven’t done that before.

The redhead was squeezing her own tits, and licking her lips again as Emma, watching both me and her friend, sucked harder and again made me groan.

All right, she wants it in the mouth, she gets it.

I took her cheeks gently in my hands and stroked them with my big swollen fighter’s hands, and then wrapped her hair around my fist and pushed my cock into her throat until she choked.

Emma gagged and took it out, breathing deeply, and then plunged it back in and took it all the way to the root, making herself gag and choke again, and then let it pop free, jacking it off while she sucked and licked my swollen balls.

The redhead giggled, crossed her legs again, and arched her back, still cupping her titties in the black lace bra. She blew me another kiss and giggled again.

“Where’d she learn to suck cock like this, huh? You teach her?”

The redhead just giggled, and pinched her nipples through the bra. “I gave her some suggestions.”

“Sure you don’t want a taste of that? Friends should share.”

She just smiled at me knowingly.

“Take off your pants, I want to see your ass,” I said.

She didn’t hesitate this time, she stood up and stripped off her tight white jeans, revealing her matching black lace panties. They were those kind of big ones, cheeksters, I think they’re called, and her ass was round and firm and sculpted in the tight underwear.

She turned around, posing for me as I fucked my sister’s mouth.

Now, Valeria had a good body, but so does my stepsister, and I wanted to see more of it. “Aren’t you going to take your dress off, Emma? Here the rest of us are half-naked.”

She took my dick out of her mouth long enough to pull her black mini-dress up over her head in one motion, and her underwear was sort of purple, lavender maybe, one of those bras made of smooth material, silk maybe, and string panties.

Damn! 

“You like this, baby stepbrother?” she asked softly. She looked back at her friend and licked her lips.

“You two sluts are off the chain, is what I think,” I said. “You want to get in my lap and let me fuck you now?”

She shook her head and kneeled down between my legs again and began rubbing my hard dick over the smooth cups of her bra.

Double damn! It felt amazing, the smooth material stretched tight over the hot firm big tits beneath. No padding or egg-shell Wonderbra shit here, just quality material and quality tits. I was about to nut, in spite of myself. These two bitches had me seriously worked up.

“She said you fucked all her holes, Wade, but you didn’t put it between her tits. I want to see you put it there, put it between her tits, Wade. Then you can put your cream all over her,” said Valeria. She was moving behind Emma and unhooked her bra.

Emma smiled and moaned, closing her eyes as the bra fell away from her beautiful big 36C tits, the nipples hard and pebbled, and now she was rubbing my cock against her bare tits, and I was moaning uncontrollably now, a few drops of precum glistening on my dickhead. She teased each of her nipples in turn with the swollen purple head of my cock, and I couldn’t think of a single smart-ass or alpha male thing to say as she slid it into the beautiful warm cleavage between her big firm tits, and squeezed them together with one hand while the other hand slid into her own panties.

I started thrusting my hips, and she moved her body in time, and I looked over and Valeria had her hand in her panties also, biting her lips and tweaking her hard pink nipples with the other hand, and I couldn’t hold it anymore. Trying not to yell my pleasure, the cum pulsed out in waves, my whole body shaking and flushing, and Emma bent her face down, opening her mouth and extending her tongue, and the cum went everywhere, on her tits and on her tongue and everywhere.

Then Valeria was next to her, pulling her head back, kissing my cum off her lips and face, and then moving down to suck and lick it off her big tits, and Emma held her breasts and squeezed them, looking me in the eye and moaning as Valeria sucked my hot semen off her tits.

I was starting to get hard again by the time they finished.

“Let’s go down into your bedroom, Emma,” I said.

Emma smiled at me. “What do you think is going to happen there, Wade?”

I smiled at them. “You know what, I have a … well, I’d like to ask you two a favor. Kind of a business proposition.” 

They hugged each other and looked at me, giggling again. “What kind of business proposition?” asked Valeria.

“I want you to help me rob the Russian mafia,” I said, smiling.
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Chapter 3: Three’s Company


Emma

My big muscular stepbrother Wade picked me up in his arms, making me gasp, and I threw my arm around his neck and kissed him hard on the lips as he carried me through the hallway of our quiet dark house, and back to my bedroom. My Russian friend Valeria, still wearing nothing but black lace bra and panties and her red Louboutins, walked close behind us, her heels making subtle clicks; she knew enough to be quiet.

Daddy was home and asleep in his room after all.

My tits were still tingling and sticky with Wade’s drying cum … at least the parts that Valeria hadn’t licked off. She’d gotten most of it … but there’d been a lot.

Okay, maybe things were moving a little fast!

I’d kissed a girl or two in the last year, just fooling around at parties and stuff, mainly for effect of course; something so simple can up a girl’s hotness rating quite a bit, it seems.

And now Valeria had felt me up and sucked my stepbrother’s cum off my tits, after I’d sucked him off and jacked his cock off between my tits.

Hot!

My head was still spinning with it.

Valeria was a girl I’d known a bit in school – she and her friend Gabriella were kind of legendary for their sexual adventures, especially with some of the teachers at the school. Me, on the other hand, I’d been pretty shy, even bookish.

Yeah, I know, right?

Until recently. The last year or so – since my tits had completely blossomed, to be honest – I’d started dressing a little better, or at least a little sexier, I’d gotten on the cheerleader squad, and I’d started going out more, and had a few adventures …

And then my stepbrother had fucked me up the ass on the pool table, a few months past my 18th birthday.

I think you can safely file that under “next level.”

And I lost my fucking mind while I did it. I spewed obscenities and loved every minute of the way he used me thoroughly in all three holes.

I couldn’t stop thinking about it, and about him, of course, but I was completely flustered.

I didn’t know how to talk to him or what to say to him. He was a badass even among badasses – a soldier in Iraq, and now training to be an MMA fighter. I’d never seen anybody so chiseled, so confident, so dangerous looking. Not in real life, anyway. I went to an all-girl school, and although I’d been to some parties with hotties and jocks, Wade was like a whole different species.

I wanted to fuck him again, of course, but it was clear that he saw me as not much other than another conquest … and I wanted to bring a little something more to the table.

So I brought Valeria.

I’d gone to a party with some friends and started talking to her, and as I knew she hung around at the Russian nightclub where the illegal cage fights happened with Wade, I’d asked her if she’d seen him fight.

Her eyes lit up when I mentioned him, and she started breathing heavily and twirling her hair around her finger when I told her we’d fucked.

When I suggested we go visit him, she nearly leapt out of her Louboutins.

Which is a funny way to think of it I guess, because she kept them on as she crawled onto my bed, next to me, as Wade lay me across it.

We lay on our backs, me in nothing but lavender panties, looking up at Wade kneeling on the edge of the bed. He peeled off his shirt, towering above us, chiseled and muscular and covered with tattoos. He looked like a monument to alpha males.

‘You are such a naughty little thing, Emma. What would your daddy have thought, if he had seen you sucking my cock like that?” he spoke in a low purring voice.

I smiled up at him. “And putting it between my tits, don’t forget.”

“How could I forget?”

“He’d have thought his daughter was a little slut, but I don’t care because I like sucking your big dick, Wade.”

He smiled back. “Now that’s what I like to hear.”

Valeria was stroking my hair, and then pulled my head to the side and kissed me, and I kissed back, our tongues twining together. I’d kissed a few girls before, as I’d said, but that had been playing.

This? This was the real thing.

The kiss broke and I whispered, “Will you do it more? Suck my tits some more.”

I brought my hands up to cup and feel my own breasts – they’re big, 36C, with super-sensitive nipples, and I love touching them and loving having people touch them -- and Valeria moved her head down to suck them, her hands touching mine, and we squeezed them together as she sucked and licked the hard buds of my nipples, sending electric thrills rocking to me.

I was gasping and moaning and finally I pushed her head away, and looked up at Wade. He was naked now, and his impressive cock was at full mast again, extending straight in front of him.

“Emma,’ said Valeria. “Help Valeria out of her bra and panties.”

I moaned my pleasure and pulled Valeria tight against me, our breasts rubbing together thrillingly. The lace and her firm high tits beneath rubbed against my big chest and it felt amazing. A lot different than Wade’s flat hard muscular torso, but a delicious counterpoint.

I unhooked her bra and pulled it off her. Her firm round tits and hard pink nipples didn’t jiggle or bounce or even move; they were standing firm at attention.

After making out some more and kissing each other’s necks until we were both panting and breathless, I skinned her black cheekster panties down her hips to her knees, and she helped me get them down over her spike heels.

“Very good,” said Wade. “Now, Emma, you just lay back and watch.”

I whimpered as Wade got on his hands and knees and moved forward like a jungle cat; Valeria, lips parted, hair in her face, gasped and spread her legs, touching her own hard nipples as he moved over her.

“I know I’ve seen you around the club,” said Wade. “You’ve seen me fight, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” she said. “Many times. The Brute, they call you.”

“You know Sergey?”

“I’ve seen him, of course. Spoken to him a couple times.”

“Fucked him?”

She smiled. “Not yet.”

He smiled and kissed her briefly. “That’s what I was hoping to hear. You like dangerous men, huh?”

“All kinds,” she said boldly. “But especially dangerous ones.”

“And dangerous women?” Wade said, turning his head to smile at me.

“Those too,” said Valeria.

“You’ve never seen me fight, Emma,” he said. “But you are gonna get to see me fuck.”

His head moved down, and he sniffed Valeria’s pussy like an animal, making her whimper again, before nuzzling and kissing her stomach, right below her navel. She was writhing and squeezing her own firm tits, and I could imagine how his razor stubble would feel there and I reached down and touched the crotch of my lavender panties; they were soaking wet.

“Yeah, go ahead,’ he said, nodding approvingly. “You watch, and touch yourself while I fuck this hot Russian bitch. Okay, Stepsister?”

“Yes, Stepbrother,” I said, and giggled.

He sucked both her tits hard, almost savagely, and she clutched his head against her chest and moaned as he did so. I licked my own fingertips and stroked my nipples with them, imagining his tongue.

“You like to watch, hmm?” he said, looking me in the eyes and then bobbing his head over to kiss me on the lips.

“I like to watch you,” I said. “And I like to fuck you.”

“Dirty mouth on you,” he said. “Pinch your nipples hard,” he said. “Make it hurt.”

I pinched my nipples hard, electric pain / pleasure shooting through me, and I moaned loudly.

He kissed his way down Valeria’s stomach and his head sank between her legs, licking and sucking at her wet pussy. She moaned and spread her legs, pulling on her own nipples, head thrown back breathlessly.

“Oh yeah,” I said. “Eat her out. Let me see you kiss her pussy.”

Oh, god, just watching it, I could remember how that long nimble tongue felt, his razor stubble, his fingers, which were about as long as some guy’s dicks were. I stopped touching myself for a second to prop up some pillows behind me so I could get a good view of what he was doing, so I could watch his tongue dance over her pink pussy lips.

I was squeezing my own big tits as I watched, writhing and moaning, and finally I dipped reached my hand down into my panties, and traced my finger along my slick pussy lips, easily parting them to find my own throbbing clit.

I cried out in pleasure.

Wade raised his head, watching me, and he licked his lips and nodded approvingly. “Oh yeah,” he said. “Rub that pussy and those big tits for me.”

“Oh God, Wade you make me so hot,” I said.

He moved up and kissed me again, this time long and hard, his tongue meeting mine, and I could taste the sweet nectar of Valeria’s juices on his lips as he did so, and I moaned into his mouth, helpless with pleasure.

Valeria was breathless beneath him, arching her back, her hands wrapped around his big hard cock. “Oh, fuck me now, fuck me,” she moaned desperately.

He pulled a condom – a Magnum XXL, of course-- out of his basketball shorts on the floor and expertly ripped it open and got it on quickly. He rubbed the swollen latex-covered head of his cock against her wet, smooth-shaved pussy; she cried out and threw her head back, her red hair hanging tangled in her face.

Wade reached down and smoothed her hair back, his cock still poised to enter her. He looked into her eyes, which were wide with lust and awe, and then he kissed her.

‘But first I want to ask a little favor,’ he said.

“Oh, god, anything,” gasped Valeria.

He bent down and bit one nipple, making her cry out again.

“Anything?” he asked.

“Oh fuck, Wade, anything, just fuck me,” she moaned, thrusting her hips.

He kissed her lips again, and then moved his head over to kiss me again, and I dipped one finger into my own pussy as he did so, unable to control myself, shivering with pleasure. It felt like wet silk inside there, just like he’d said.

“Here’s what I want,” he said in his low velvet tiger-growl voice. “I want the two of you to go to the Russian club next week. I want you to hook up with Sergey. You know he likes his girls barely legal, and he likes them two at a time.”

“Yes,” groaned Valeria, looking down at his cock poised against her pussy lips, licking her lips and bucking her hips against it. “Give it to me,” she whispered. “Please give me your cock.”

He slowly began to slide it in, and the sight of it slowly disappearing into Valeria’s tight shaved glistening pussy almost made me cum. I had two fingers inside of myself now, and was working them in slowly, seeking my G-spot, imagining Wade’s big cock stretching me, my other hand squeezing and jiggling my big tits.

Valeria rolled her eyes up in her head like she was having a seizure and began shaking, her pale skin flushing scarlet. “Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh god your cock feels so good, fuck me, fuck me …”

“Shhh,” he said. “Listen. I want you to get into Sergey’s room over the club. I’m going to give you a little listening device, just a little thing. No bigger than a button. Want you to distract him – fuck him if you want, don’t fuck him if you don’t want, just don’t let him see the button – and one of you will stick it under his bed. Easy, right?”

He was all the way inside Valeria now, and she wrapped her legs around him and squeezed hard, and I could imagine the feel of him filling me, my eyes dancing over Valeria’s face contorted with lust and Wade’s rippling muscles, and I began fingering myself faster.

“Oh god,’ said Valeria, whipping her head side to side and biting her lip. “Faster, fuck me faster,” she begged.

He stepped up the pace as he looked me in the eye. “What do you think, Stepsister? You’ll help your big stepbrother out with this little favor, hmmm?”

“Oh god, yes,” I said.

“Sound hot to you? The two of you trying to seduce a Russian gangster, so you can help me rob them?”

“Yesss,’ I whispered. I stopped touching myself long enough to take off my panties. I rubbed them against Wade’s cheek. “See how hot and wet you make me, Wade? I’ll do anything for you, anything …”

“You ready to watch me fuck her?” he asked.

“Oh, yes, Wade, fuck her, please fuck her …”

He looked at me and let out a growl like wolf, and began plunging harder into Valeria.

She gripped him hard around the waist with her legs and wrapped her arms around his neck and sank her teeth in to his earlobe while spurring him in the ass with one of her red Louboutins, saying through gritted teeth, “Fuck me HARDER!” and he let out another angry growl and began jackhammering her, his muscular butt moving rhythmically up and down, his coiled muscles beginning to glisten as he broke a sweat.

“Fuck her,” I said. “Fuck her hard, fuck that bitch hard!”

I was on my side now, and I reached back and began fingering myself from behind. I was still squeezing my tits with my other hand, and found if I pulled my breast up a bit, I could lick my own nipple as I did so, and my toes began to curl and I felt my orgasm building.

I slowed down a bit, as Wade fucked her at a steady pace, watching me, and we paced each other for a while until I couldn’t stand it anymore. Valeria couldn’t stand it either – she was red-faced, breathless, almost hyperventilating with lust.

“Fuck her hard, Wade,” I said through gritted teeth. “Make that bitch cum, and cum all over her, I want to see your cum all over her!”

I was still fingering myself from behind, occasionally stopping to tickle my own asshole, and I reached down with my other hand and felt my own clit. I scooted over and pushed my breasts into Valeria’s face and she eagerly sucked them, hard, biting, and Wade was growling and fucking her hard, hard, hard, and I was starting to cum, the vulgar helpless slutty moans rising from me, and Valeria was trembling all over, cumming hard, moaning helplessly around my tits in her mouth.

Wade pulled out of Valeria and ripped off the condom, and he roared like a tiger as he came, and high-pressure jets of cum shot all over Valeria’s stomach and then her tits and then her face and she loved every drop of it, opening her mouth and rubbing the cum all over herself.

We all collapsed into a sticky exhausted heap, hugging each other.

“I hope Daddy didn’t hear that,” I whispered, and we all laughed quietly.

Robbing the Russian mafia. He’d made it sound so easy.

Of course, it wasn’t … and if I’d known how hard, I would have run far and fast.
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Chapter 4: Just Crazy Enough


Wade

Let’s see, I tit-fucked my stepsister, and then I fucked her hot Russian friend, and I enlisted them in helping me rob the Russian mafia, so I got a lot done this evening.

But let’s see, what else did I have to do tonight? 

Oh, right. I need to go seduce the daughter of the most dangerous Russian billionaire in town.

Right!

And all the fucking I had been doing already, well, that was fine.

It just meant I’d last longer.

I bid good night to Emma and Valeria, leaving them sliding into exhausted slumber in Emma’s bedroom, still sticky from our session. I checked my watch – almost 4:00 am.

Perfect.

I stepped back through the dark house – Emma’s dad’s house, where my mother now lived as his wife, where I was a barely-tolerated visitor.

Not for long though.

I went out back to my room, which was by the pool, and freshened up a bit – I considered showering, but decided, fuck it, and just washed my junk off a bit in the sink. I smelled my fingers – they still smelled like Valeria’s sweet buttery pussy.

Good.

The Russian mafia princess ought to like that smell.

I changed out of my basketball shorts, and into a pair of jeans and a hooded sweatshirt. No bullshit with clothes was going to be necessary tonight – if she was going to fuck me, it wouldn’t be because of what I was wearing.

I got into my Mustang and headed out to the club.

Elena Volkova would just be coming out of the club about now, the club which her Daddy, a Russian billionaire crime lord, owned.

I knew how she rolled.

She’d be in the club all night, dancing without any panties on, flirting with all the gangsters, hustlers, fighters, and ballers who hung out there, taking their drinks, rubbing her fake tits against them, making out with their girlfriends, and then she’d leave alone.

Always alone, since she broke up with Denis.

Since I broke Denis’s face on the edge of the bar.

She didn’t even have a driver or a bodyguard. Anybody who was halfway clued in knew not to touch her; anybody who wasn’t clued in knew enough to stay out of this part of town. If they hadn’t known enough to fear her MMA fighter boyfriend Denis, they surely knew enough to fear her father. A few years ago, shortly after Elena’s 18th birthday, a local player had decided to rape her behind the club, not knowing who she was.

That story had become legend. Every time I heard the story the torture the guy had gotten from the Volkova family grew more horrifying.

Anyway. Whatever. Bullshit.

I parked down the block and got a coffee from a Ukrainian all-night diner near the club. I waited by her car in the dark parking lot, watching the glammed-out-whores and drugged-up dipshits stagger out of the club, hanging on each other, laughing and talking out the last of their energy before they found a quiet place to pass out, fuck, or get fucked. Sometimes two of the above.

Elena said goodbye to a couple of large guys – Armenians, maybe, with steroid muscles and tight t-shirts and a lot of gold – and one made a brief move to grab her and kiss her but his friend pulled him back, and they got in their Hummer and drove away.

The parking lot was clearing out now and she saw me and she straightened up a little and shook her ass a little more as she walked towards me.

“Another fascinating evening?” I asked. “Good company and all?”

“You might get your ass kicked if any of Denis’s friends know you’re here,” she said, in her soft sexy Eastern European accent.

“And they will definitely get their asses kicked if they fuck with me.”

Her big blue eyes and huge dilated pupils focused on me, and she looked me up and down speculatively. “Why didn’t you come in the club tonight? Couldn’t get past the face control?”

I just gave that a sneer and an eye-roll. “You keep talking like a bitch, I’m going to slap your ass like a bitch.”

I saw her nostrils flare and her eyes widen, and knew she was mine.

See, a few weeks previously, I’d thought that also. We’d started talking after one of my cage fights in the basement of the club, and I could tell that her panties were wet. At least, they would have been, if she’d been wearing any.

We danced and she started humping my leg on the dance floor, her bare pussy rubbing against my jeans, and I swear she was about to cum.

Problem was, her boyfriend Denis arrived right about then.

This had led to a pretty lively fight, which led to Denis getting his head smashed on the bar, and me fucking my knee up.

Yeah, I knew who she was. And I didn’t give a fuck.

Usual nightclub bullshit shenanigans, right?

Well, only problem was, I was supposed to fight Denis the next week in an actual cage fight in the basement. Denis and I had both fought there a dozen times and were undefeated, and the Russians were betting heavily on the match between us. With Denis’s jaw broken and my knee fucked up, the match had to be cancelled and the betters and the bookies were all pissed off, as was Sergey, the Russian who ran the illegal fight promotion at the club.

And what’s more they hadn’t yet paid me for my previous fight. They owed me about $20,000 which they were now refusing to pay me.

Yeah, so I was just going to bend over and take that dick in my ass.

Yeah, right, sure thing.

She moved a little closer. “You probably heard what happened to the last guy who got rough with me.”

“Oh, I’ve heard plenty of stories. You want to tell me another one?”

She just looked at me again. She reached out and took my big cold hard hand in her small hot one. “Yeah. Come here. The alley over there.”

She walked me across the empty parking lot into the alley behind the club. The smell of piss and garbage from the dumpsters mixed with the smell of her expensive perfume as we walked into the dark.

“It happened here,” she said. Her voice was thoughtful and calm. “I came out to do coke with a guy, as I often did, and we started fooling around a little and he decided to fuck me, right here.”

She looked at me and laughed a cold little laugh. “The look on your face. Are you disgusted because he raped me, or because he did it in a stinky alleyway?”

I didn’t answer that. She wanted to talk, it seemed, so I’d let her.

“No means no, don’t you think, Wade?” she said, moving closer to me.

“I think I can tell when a girl doesn’t want to fuck me,” I said.

“But a girl can still be screaming no when she wants to fuck you?”

I shrugged.

“It’s true, Wade, but that doesn’t make it any less wrong. People are fucked up and confused. I’m fucked up and confused. I came twice when that guy raped me. But I wanted him to stop, I begged him to stop, and he wouldn’t.”

How had that asshole not known who she was? She’d been new in town then, and that had been slightly before her father’s proxies had crushed all the other organized crime gangs in the city.

I just looked at here standing there in the dim reddish light of the exit sign behind the club, wearing a black mini-dress and high heels, her blonde hair piled up in porn-star curls tonight. Her jewelry probably cost more than my Mustang.

But she looked young and lost and somehow innocent. Albeit drugged up. God knows what she’d taken tonight.

I nodded.

She was swaying a little on her high heels, and she cupped her big tits in her hands, squeezing them and looking at me.

“He fucked me and he paid the price. Are you ready to pay the price, Wade?”

I just looked at her.

“I showed him my tits, Wade. He asked me to show them, and I did. Does that make me a slut? Does that make me a tease?”

“I don’t know. Does it?”

She laughed and pulled the straps of her mini-dress and her bra down, showing her big perfectly shaped tits. It was only my very practiced eye with tits that allowed me to know they were implants – extremely expensive and high-quality ones. “You like them?”

“Worth every penny you paid for them,” I said. A little neg to keep her attention. Wouldn’t want her to think her pussy was made of gold or anything.

She laughed, giggling like a schoolgirl and playing with her hard nipples in the chill of the predawn.

“It wasn’t the first time I’d been raped, and it wasn’t the first time I’d cum because of it. Does that make me a whore, Wade? Does it make me a slut? Does it mean I deserve it?”

I moved closer and put my arm around her waist, pulling her towards me. She purred, tweaking her hard nips and then releasing them and rubbing her hands up my sweatshirt and over my hard abs and chest.

“Do you feel like you’re a whore and a slut?” This conversation was a bit heavier than I’d been expecting, so I fell back on a time-honored technique of answering questions with questions.

“I do, Wade, but that wasn’t what I asked you.”

“I don’t think I’m the one who gets to decide if you’re a whore and a slut, but I’ll call you one if that turns you on.”

She smiled at that, and then stepped back, tugged on the hem of her dress, revealing that she had no panties, and cocked her hips towards me and then turned around and showed me her ass.

No panties. She was famous for that.

“You like my ass, Wade?”

“Yeah,” I said. It was round and firm and beautiful. No implants there.

“Spank me, Wade. Slap my ass hard.”

I slapped it.

“Harder,” she said.

I slapped it hard, putting some shoulder into it, and then did it again. Even in the dim light I saw the red handprints.  She was panting and her teeth were gritted, and she looked back at me over her shoulder with eyes blazing, her skirt hiked up over her ass and her tits hanging out of the slinky little black dress.

“Are you going to fuck me, Wade? Fuck me like a dirty whore in this alley?”

“Yeah,” I said, unzipping my jeans.

“Fuck me hard. Fuck me like a dirty bitch,” she said, and then turned back towards the brick wall of the alley, putting her hands on it.

I took my hard cock out and a Magnum extra-large condom from my sweatshirt pocket and rolled it on quickly. No fumbling; I had plenty of experience. I maneuvered it between her ass cheeks and up against her wet pussy, pausing the swollen head and her lips, letting her feel it, and she gasped again, and her mouth hung open, and she began to pant.

She looked at me over her shoulder. “Bet you think it was my daddy, don’t you? Think my daddy fucked me. No, Daddy spanked me a lot but he never fucked me.”

I began sliding my dick farther into her as she spoke, stretching her and making her shiver.

““It was Sergey,” she gasped. “The man he trusts the most in the world. Ever since I was a kid. Almost every time I was alone with him, he ate me, or fingered me, or fucked me, or had me suck him.”

I grabbed a handful of her hair with one hand and her hip with the other and began to slide my cock all the way into her tight clenching pussy, with careful slowness, letting us both feel every inch of it.

She was moaning. “He always made me cum, every time, and then he made me swallow every drop of his … god, he made me so hot, there’s never been anything like that feeling … the fucking shame … he hurt me and humiliated me and he made me cum …”

I was becoming enraged. Enraged at her for involving me in her sick fucking fantasies. Enraged at myself for getting off on the same sick shit.

I started fucking her hard, thinking about punching Sergei’s fucking teeth down his throat.

She thrust her hips back against me with equal ferocity, whipping her head and her hair back and forth, her hands clawing at the brick wall of the alley. I saw one of her long heavily lacquered nails break off.

She fucked back so hard I began to wonder who was fucking who.

She looked back over her shoulder, now she could barely speak. “My ass … fuck my ass … like Sergey did. He always fucked me there because he didn’t want me to get pregnant.”

I punched my cock in her ass and drove it home, all the way in, making her scream, and pulled her back against me and actually lifted her off the ground as I fucked her, my arm around her neck.

“Fuck me, you dirty motherfucker!” she screamed. Then she lapsed into Russian, which I understood enough of to know she was continuing to insult me in the least polite ways.

I locked my arm under her chin. Time for a little treat.

I started to choke her.

Maybe even a freak like her had never had this happen. She clutched at my arm, gasping, her air cut off, my cock still buried all the way inside her.

I hope she was scared, but I wasn’t worried. I’m plenty good at chokes. I flexed my arm just enough to cut off the blood flow to her brain, and there was no chance she’d do more than partially lose consciousness.

Now, I’ve been choked out a couple times, and lack of oxygen to the brain is quite a good high. The world swims and you just sort of float off into the dark. But I controlled it; I didn’t let her pass out, I let her come back, and she screamed and gurgled, and then I tightened it again, timing it to another long deep thrust.

Some people do it to themselves – autoerotic asphyxia, it’s called. Sometimes they die from it.

She began to spasm from oxygen starvation, and she screamed breathlessly, cumming again and again, and I blew my load into the condom and we rode it out together, my choke hold turning into a tender and desperate embrace. I buried my face in her sweet-smelling hair and soft neck.

I set her gently back onto her high heels, which amazingly had not come off during the act, and peeled off the condom and tossed it into the nearby dumpster.

“You think I’m fucked up, Wade?” she whispered, hugging against me.

“Hard to think otherwise,” I said through gritted teeth. “Are you going to tell me now?”

I felt her head nod against me. “I’ll tell you everything I know. I told you I know where they meet, but not when. They arrange the meetings at random, but do them in the same place.”

“I have that covered,” I said. That’s what Valeria and Emma were for.

“Rob him, and this will be the end for Sergey. He’s fucked up enough times, my father will put him down for this.”

“No security? No cars full of men with machine guns?”

“They think nobody would be stupid enough to rob them. Volkov’s guy paying off a crooked cop, there’s nobody desperate or crazy enough for that,” she said.

“Do I seem desperate or crazy to you?” I asked.

“Just crazy enough,” she whispered.
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Chapter 5:  The Edge


Emma

Sitting in my super-short skirt in the dark bedroom of the Russian gangster, I was starting to feel less like a super spy than like a super slut.

I’d wanted a more interesting life, I guess, and now I had it.

Be careful what you wish for.

The cocaine and alcohol rushed through me as I watched my Russian friend Valeria slowly strip, as the muscular and heavily tattooed Russian gangster sat shirtless on the edge of the bed, smoking a cigar.

My head was spinning. 

It had all seemed like such great fun.

I mean, robbing the Russian mafia, right?

What could go wrong?

Yeah.

Valeria and I got to the club around midnight, just as it was starting to jump. We’d been partying at her apartment – a nice-sized place a short taxi ride from the club, in the heart of the Russian part of the city – just the two of us, since Wade was off being mysterious somewhere. We laughed and talked and drank – you can imagine she had some stories, most of them about sex -- and I only hesitated a minute when she pulled out some cocaine.

After I sniffed it, I had no hesitations about anything anymore.

So, let’s see, in the last three weeks, I’d become a party girl. I’d fucked my stepbrother. I’d made out with Valeria, while my stepbrother fucked her, and we’d sucked each other’s tits, too. We hadn’t had full-on sex, yet, I guess, that was something.

But now I was a coke-snorting club kid.

We got to the club and we quickly established that we were the hottest girls there and were out for a SERIOUS good time.

I know that Valeria had a friend named Gabriella, a half-Venezuelan, half-African girl who was about as exotically beautiful as you could imagine, and I’d heard all kind of stories about how the two of them slutted it up together – at clubs, at our school even, although they’d both graduated the year before.

But Gabriella was abroad for the summer, so now I was Valeria’s other half.

A poor substitute? Well. I’d always been kind of shy, kind of mousy and bookish, but in the last year I’d been learning a lot about how to be sexy. Hell, I’d learned a lot in the last three weeks, obviously.

My tits were my best feature – recently and perhaps not even fully developed yet at 36 C, so I was wearing a tight black transparent lace top, my black Wonderbra clearly visible beneath it, my tits packaged for maximum effectiveness, and a short white skirt. Valeria was wearing a pink skirt even shorter than mine and a tiny, tight white top with no bra.  Her tender little nipples seemed to be hard pretty consistently, and I really wanted to touch them again, and when I’d suggested it at Valeria’s apartment, she’d kissed me on the lips and told me to wait for the club.

She had her trademark red Louboutins on, and Wade my dear badass cage-fighting ass-fucking stepbrother had bought me a black pair the day previously, down payment for the enormous crime he’d asked us to commit.

Also, Wade had requested Valeria wear no panties, which was a little confusing as he’d expressed a fondness for seeing us in underwear. “It’s for your mission,” he said vaguely.

At the club, Valeria and I danced and made out and took drinks from all the various gangsters, fighters, ballers, peacocks and posers that hung out there, basking in the attention and lost in the music and the lights. We danced on tables, and made out some more. And finally, she let me touch her tits again.

And of course, as planned, Sergey eventually came up to us and invited to his VIP box for champagne and more coke.

I’d heard about Sergey, but he was perhaps more handsome even then I’d heard. His features were angular and chiseled and his eyes were a bright green, like Valeria’s. He was a little older – in his 30s – but that just gave him more presence. He was not as tall as Wade, but bigger; he had the body of a professional bodybuilder.

I’d heard the term Alpha Male a lot, but here was a guy who was clearly Large and In Charge.

Everybody in the club deferred to him and got out of his way, even the powerful fighters and rich rappers and ballers who hung around there. He was basically second-in-command of the most powerful crime organization in town, and quite frankly, he oozed confidence and power. This was a guy who could deal with problems. Any problems.

And my brother Wade wanted me to plant a bug in his room, so he could rob him.

My head was spinning with it. Me, at the coolest and probably the most dangerous club in town? With one of the coolest and hottest girls in town? After getting fucked by one of the hottest and most dangerous guys in town, who just happened to be my stepbrother? 

The mind boggled.

It all seemed like a funny lark, kids playing pretend, until he took Valeria and I up to his room.

Valeria had made it clear to me; if I didn’t want to fuck Sergey, she would certainly be happy to, and I could pretend that I was sick or whatever.

In any event, it was my job to plant the listening device.

It was a tiny little thing, not too much bigger than a button, and I clutched it in my sweaty palm while Valeria did a very nice strip tease.

Stick it behind the headboard of his bed, Wade had suggested. Or under a table.

Would the sofa be okay? The little device had one sticky, adhesive side; I just had to scratch it with my thumbnail to reveal the sticky part, and it would be good to go.

We’d started making out and dancing again, both of us high as kites, when we got to Sergey’s private room above the club, Valeria and I, and Sergey was happy to smoke a cigar and watch that.

Valeria was sex personified; young and as vital and full of so much personality and lust that she could barely contain it. Some girls who acted slutty, you got the impression they were empty vessels that needed to be filled with something.

But Valeria?

She was just overflowing.

She pushed me down on the sofa, and put her favorite song on the sound system, and she danced – I mean, she danced. And she slowly eased her top and skirt off, until she was dancing in nothing but her Louboutins.

My panties were wet just watching her of course, but I realized also that my mouth was dry and my palms were sweaty and I was beginning to feel a bit dizzy.

Sergey was watching her, but I could see his eyes linger on me occasionally. I smiled back seductively, letting my eyes fill with lust. Which I felt, definitely.

He stood up and stripped out of his expensive suit until he was down to his black boxers, which looked to be silk. The tattoos were elaborate, most of them, but some of them looked to have been done in the jailhouse.

And the scars. He had several long, ugly scars on his arms, and a few puckered ones that looked like punctures. Stab wounds? Gun shots?

I started to feel fear.

What if he caught me with the listening device? What would he do to me? 

Beat me?

Kill me? 

Sergey finished his cigar and stood up and put his arms around Valeria. She threw her arms around his neck and tried to kiss him.

He turned his head away, as if kissing was distasteful to him.

“Your friend looks a little ill,” he said, turning his laser-eyes on me.

Oh shit.

I smiled and let my eyes go wide, playing the ingenue.  “I don’t drink very often,” I said. “And I don’t often get to meet … important people.”

He smiled at me, in a way that made me think of Shark Week.

I smiled back, eyes wide, and sat up straight, thrusting my tits out, and putting my arms behind me.

If I stuffed the listening device in the sofa cushions, would it pick up any sound? Somehow that seemed like a bad place for it. But I pushed it in there for a minute so I could use my hands freely.

I peeled off my transparent top and left it on the sofa next to me.

“Oh, I love your tits,” moaned Valeria.

Sergey simply nodded. “Spread your legs,” he said.

I hiked my skirt up and let him see; they were white lace. This had also been his recommendation. I’d been thinking black, but he said, “He wants young girls, so he probably either wants no panties or white panties.”

Sergey was known to bring at least two – sometimes three – girls back here per night. That was how Wade figured that nobody would connect us to the listening device.

I admit, that had sort of turned me on at first, but now it seemed kind of … icky.

“Take off your skirt, also,” he said.

I stood and unzipped it and squirmed it down over my hips and let it fall at my feet, and then stepped out of it.

Sergey stepped forward and inspected me up and down, licking his lips, close enough for me to feel his body heat and smell his musk.

I closed my eyes, aware that I was practically breathless now.

“She actually looks kind of … scared,” said Sergey.

Valeria smiled. “She’s never been with a Russian before. But I think you can win her over. Why don’t you fuck me first, and she can watch?”

Sergey smiled again, and extended his hand to me.

Heart pounding, I took his hand and moved close to him, feeling tiny.

He put his arm around me. “I can smell the fear on you. I can see you tremble. I like it. It shows that you’re not stupid,” he said.

Then he lifted me and threw me on the big bed which was the centerpiece of the room.

He bent down to kiss me, his full lips tasting of cigars, and he took my wrists in his powerful hands, and the next think I knew, I was handcuffed to the headboard.

“Hey,” I said, “What the fuck?” I rattled the handcuffs as he sat back to watch me. There were no fake love-cuffs with fur lining; there were cold hard steel.

“I don’t want you running away scared,” he said.

I looked to Valeria.

She looked at him and then at me. “That will hold the little bitch,” she said sweetly.

“What are you doing!” I said. “Let me go!”

My heart was pounding and I felt like I was about to piss myself. He’d found out about the device somehow, and now he was going to hurt me. I found myself hoping he’d just hurt me and not kill me.

Sergey laughed at that. “I love to watch you squirm.”

Valeria bent down and kissed me on the neck and whispered in my ear, “Don’t be scared. It’s just kinky stuff he likes, he’s not going to hurt you.”

Sergey said, “You can fasten her legs.”

Valeria fished around in the gap at the base of the mattress and found handcuffs on longer chains and fastened one around my left ankle, and I kicked weakly as she pulled the other leg out so my legs were spread. One of my high heels was still on; the other had fallen off.

Sergey did something to the chains where they went under the mattress, and it took almost all the slack out of them.

Valeria was sitting on the bed on her knees, still wearing nothing but her Louboutins, stroking my bare and very vulnerable stomach with her fingertips, looking up at the muscular Russian gangster with lust in her eyes.

“Oh god,” I moaned. She was in on it, somehow, of course she was, she was going to help this monster hurt me.

My eyes started to fill with tears. “Don’t hurt me,” I said. “Please, Valeria, don’t hurt me.”

“I love listening to girls beg in English,” said Sergey. “Sounds like music.”

Valeria was feeling my breasts now, through the black silk push-up; I was aware my nipples were hard and my pussy was still wet.

And then he pulled out the knife.

It was fucking gigantic. It must have been close to a foot long. It gleamed in the soft indirect lighting in the room.

Valeria’s eyes widened, but her look of lust didn’t change much.

Oh god, what the fuck had I gotten myself into? The urge to piss myself again had me holding my breath.

Valeria bent and whispered in my ear again. “It’s called knife play, it’s just a BDSM thing, he’s not going to hurt you I swear.”

My eyes didn’t leave the knife.

Sergey swished the knife through the air in diagonal and back-and-forth patterns, some kind of routine he’d practiced.

“Is she telling you not to be afraid?” he asked, sounding amused.

Valeria looked up and bit her lip. For the first time, she looked a little uncertain.

“I can do anything I want to you two, you know. Make no mistake about that.”

He sat on the edge of the bed, and pressed the edge of the knife against my throat.

Valeria was staying very still now; her hands came up and covered her own breasts. “Sergey … please …” she began.

“Shut up,” he said.

The cold steel of the knife against my throat was hard and sharp, but I barely felt it; I felt like I was very far away.

“So soft and delicate. This knife would cut through your neck like … butter.”

His eyes were blazing.

He took the knife and slid the edge of it down over the slope of my cleavage.

I was aware I was holding my breath, and the room was spinning around me, and he moved the edge of the cold cold steel over the top slopes of my breasts. If there had been hair there, it would have shaved it off. My whole body exploded with tingling goose pimples, and my pussy was throbbing.

“Be very still,” he said. “This knife is razor sharp. If you move suddenly, it could cut you … deeply …”

Then he carefully sliced through the strap between the cups of my push-up bra; my breasts sprang free.

My jaw began trembling and the tears started flowing. “Please don’t,” I said.

He smiled, and reached down and pulled his fully erect cock out of his boxer shorts.

“Please don’t what?” He ran the flat of the knife blade over my breast and teased one erect nipple with the sharp tip of it. The cold seemed to sink into me, and I started to shiver.

“Please don’t cut me,” I whispered. My heart was hammering hard, and black clouds were gathering at the edge of my vision; I was about to lose consciousness.

“Don’t cut you?” he said, clearly savoring my terror, still smiling the cold smile. He used the flat part of the cold blade to caress my stomach, and then finally touched it to the lace-covered mound between my legs. “Don’t cut you, but instead just fuck you?”

“Yes,” I said. “Fuck me, please, but don’t cut me.”

He pulled my panties off my stomach with two fingers so the knife could get under them, and they made a whispering sound as the knife sliced easily through them.

“Oh god,” I moaned. I could barely breathe.

He pulled the sliced pieces of lace out from under me, and stuffed them into my open mouth.

Then he was on me, crushing me, feeling like he was made of rock, his huge cock entering me, filling me and stretching me, feeling like it was impaling me, and now Valeria was next to me, kissing my neck and whispering in my ear, “Oh god baby I’m so sorry please please it’s okay let go and cum for us baby don’t be afraid.”

He hammered into me, and I struggled against the chains that held me and screamed through the panties.

And I came, and I shuddered, and I felt myself squirting, choking on my own panties, and he fucked me harder, and I came again, and again, and I cried like a baby while I did so.
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Chapter 6: The End


Wade

My stepsister was a bit freaked out after the Russian mafia boss held her at knifepoint and fucked her.

Okay, I mean, I guess that’s a normal reaction.

But hey, it was for a good reason right? How else were we going to rob the guy?

I met them at Valeria’s apartment the morning after, when they finally limped home at 7:00am, both thoroughly hungover and debauched, makeup smeared and hair mussed.

Emma, in fact, was in shock. She was pale and trembling, her eyes huge.

“He was going to cut me,” she kept repeating.

“He never actually threatened to cut you,” said Valeria. “It’s just knife play, it’s a bit of kink, that all. He didn’t hurt you, I knew he wasn’t going to hurt you.” Valeria was speaking in a consoling voice, as you’d speak to a child, gently stroking Emma’s hair.

We bathed her and gave her some vitamins, some hot green tea, and finally, a Valium, and we tucked her into bed, where she continued to shiver.

“I thought I was bleeding,” she said.

Valeria explained that Emma had squirted while cumming, and thought she was bleeding.

Squirting. Whoa.

I’d heard a lot of moaning and crying out on the listening device I’d given them, of course, but the sound wasn’t great.

“The listening device,” I said, as she calmed down. “Where did you put it?”

“In the sofa,” she whispered. “Between the cushions.”

Oh for fuck’s sake. It wouldn’t pick up sound well there, and it would be easily found.

Well, I probably should have given the listening device to Valeria. She was considerably less easily shaken than my stepsister.

When Emma passed out, Valeria was still smoking a cigarette and looking at me speculatively, fresh out of the shower, wrapped in a pink towel.

“You’re not too tired?” I asked.

She shook her head, smiling.

“Did he fuck your ass?” I asked.

She shook her head, smiling.

Now this was my kind of girl.

I had brought some condoms, of course.

“Get on your hands and knees,” I said.

She pulled her little pink towel up and showed me her round pink ass.

It was more pink after I’d finished with it.

Monitoring the listening device turned out to be a little more complicated than I thought. I was recording everything, but I had no idea when he was going to make the arrangements, which meant I didn’t know how long I’d have to wait.  It was a sound-activated device and the program that goes with it shows me when it’s recording something, and what time it recorded things, and allows me to listen on my phone to the portions it has recorded separately.

Elena, the daughter of the Russian billionaire mob boss Ivan Volkov, had found out where the meetings were happening and when the last one was, and passed the information to me. I knew the last one had happened about a month previously, and I knew it was at an abandoned hotel, on a hill overlooking the city. It had been the beginning of a development that had failed, and the cost of tearing all the shit down and carting it away exceeded whatever value the land had. It had been deserted for years. As Elena understood it, they always met there.

I knew I could get there before they did. I had rented a room at a cheap hotel full of meth-heads and hookers and it was about ten minutes from the place. They’d be looking for cars along the road, but I had a plan. I’d gotten my old dirt bike out of storage and I was going to take it up the back of the hill.

I had set my phone to alert me whenever the device was recording, but I couldn’t do much else but wait. I paced around, did push-ups and sit-ups and squats, drank a shit load of coffee and ae delivered pizza and cat napped, and watched a lot of dumb movies on cable without really seeing them. I knew somebody cleaned Sergey’s room at the club there every couple days, changing the sheets on his bed after his nightly orgies, but I hoped they didn’t pay much attention to the sofa.

I was tense though, since it could be found at any time.

I talked to Emma on the phone; she was staying with Valeria while our parents were on a vacation to Maui. She was still pissed, and didn’t want to see me.

Well, whatever. Soon I’d be gone to Brazil and there were plenty of hot pieces of ass down there. Some of the hookers in the parking lot weren’t bad, but I figured I had better keep a low profile. A dick like mine would be remembered.

Finally, 4 days after we’d planted the device, I heard it. Just as I’d finished the pizza I’d ordered, just as the sun was going down

Not much of a greeting beyond, “Da.” And then, in Russian, “Tonight, 10:30pm.”

The actual robbery turned out to be easy. I knew that the Russians would be meeting with the Chief of Detectives of the city to deliver a bag full of money and discuss matters that concerned them both. I knew they were taking a bit of security, but not much, because they figured nobody would be stupid or ballsy enough to rob a cop and the Russian mob.

They didn’t count on me. 

I hid the dirt bike in some bushes, and went in through the back of the abandoned motel. It was all sprayed with graffiti and every window was broken; in my opinion a bad place for a meet just because there were so many places to hide. But they didn’t want to meet in public because they didn’t want to be seen together, and they didn’t want to meet on the other’s turf. They wanted a private place to discuss the usual corrupt bullshit.

They had agreed to come alone to these meets, which was also kind of dumb. I guess they didn’t want security guys overhearing their intrigues, or maybe didn’t want their goons flexing nuts at each other. They’d set up a motion detector around the perimeter of the place, but it wasn’t hard to get around it since I knew it was there. A car full of thugs came by and checked the place before the two main men arrived, but they weren’t looking too hard, and they didn’t see me. I think they were just making sure no homeless people or drugged out kids had wandered up there.

Finally, the cop and the mobster arrived, and they parked their cars opposite each other and got out and even bumped fists.

I basically just snuck up and threw a stun grenade at them.

I’d brought a few of them back from my last hitch as a military contractor, along with some knives, an AK-47, and some other fun stuff. We had our own transport and no customs.

The flash-bang went off right at their feet, and I rushed across the parking lot before the two of them could stand up and went to work on them with my collapsible baton, slamming them both around the heads and shoulders before they could stand up again. I removed both of their guns from their belts and tossed them, and then grabbed the duffle bag of money and got on my dirt bike before either of them had fully regained consciousness.

Easy as pie.

What surprised me, I should say, was the amount of money. When I got to the rental car I’d stashed in a secluded place nearby, I counted it.

It was almost half a million dollars. Mostly in hundreds and twenties, it pretty much filled up the gym bag. Some of it was banded in stacks and some of it was loose.

This was a percentage of the money the nightclub made, as well as the drugs and the gambling on the illegal fights there. I knew it would be a lot, but I had no idea it would be THAT much.

This made me a little more worried about what they were going to do to get it back.

I figured that Sergey fucked so many chicks, he’d have no idea which ones had planted the bug there, but what if he just decided to round up every girl he’d fucked in the last week, or the last month/ They’d figure out it was me when I disappeared, but I figured once I was out of the city I was out of Sergey’s sphere of influence.

I had rented a nondescript Toyota with a fake name and a stolen credit card number, and I was planning to abandon it at the train station two towns away and get a train down to the border. All I had to do was call Emma and tell her where I was leaving their share of the money; Valeria had already rented a locker at the station and given me the combination.

I’d estimated that the money would be about $100,000 max, and had promised them $20,000.

Should I leave them more?

Nah. They both had rich daddies anyway.

What they didn’t know wouldn’t hurt them.

I called Emma’s phone from the train station.

And Sergey answered.

I nearly shit myself.

“Yeah, that was clever,” admitted Sergey. “You took the money from me like taking candy from a baby, isn’t that what the Americans say?”

I didn’t say anything.

“But did you really think I wouldn’t figure out who left the bug?”

I sighed. “Maybe I just didn’t care.”

“Well, you probably didn’t know that we had access to Valeria’s fingerprints through immigration department records, and we found them on that stupid little bug she left.”

“Aw shit,” I said. “God damn, you could do that so fast?”

“The cop did it,” he said. “I can promise you, anyway, that we will get at least a half million dollars’ of use out of these two young ladies.”

I didn’t say anything. Fuck this …

“Bring the money to the club,” he said. “Maybe I’ll trade you for … oh, one of them, I guess. Or one of your balls.”

“Fuck you,” I said, and hung up.

Emma

I thought things were about as bad as they were going to get.

Raped at knifepoint by a Russian gangster, after letting my inner slut run loose.

After fucking my stepbrother on the pool table.

Yeah, bad as it could be. The bottom.

It’s stupid to think like that, though because you’re practically daring the universe to slap you down.

I lay in Valeria’s bed crying for most of the first two days.

Valeria was patient with me. “Sweet baby,” she would say, and cuddle up next to me and hold me. “I know, I know.”

I’m sure she did know, actually.

“I know that it’s hard to know what you want,” she said. “Sex can … cloud your judgement.”

“It doesn’t seem to bother you,” I said.

“I’m used to it,” she said. “I made my decisions about my life and I’m going to live with those decisions. You made a choice, maybe it was wrong for you, but you can always change what you’re going to do next. If you don’t like this life, don’t live it, live a life that you do like.”

That made me cry harder.

Finally, I stopped crying and we went out for a long walk in the park and talked about things other than sex. We liked some of the same movies, it seemed, and she had travelled a lot, something which I’d always wanted to do, so we talked about that. We went to the gym together and she showed me some yoga that really seemed to help relax me.

Wade called, and asked if we wanted to meet somewhere and fuck.

“I thought we weren’t supposed to see each other until you did it,” I said.

‘Well I’m bored and horny,” he said.

“Fuck yourself then,” I said and hung up.

One the third night, Valeria and I had sex. It started with a massage, and I pulled her head down and kissed her and then I rolled her over and kissed her all over and went down on her, and before I knew it we were in the 69 position. My god, the girl could really lick. We must have stayed like that for a half-hour, and I think I came about five times.

On the fourth night, we went out to a movie and had a late dinner together, and then went to a bar where we talked to each other and fended off the dudes who tried to hit on us.

We had just parked outside Valaeria’s apartment at about 2:00 am when the black Esplanade with Sergey in it pulled up beside the car.

The bruises on Sergey’s face were not nearly as scary as his frown. Valeria tried to lie her way out of it, and then she threatened to call her father, who was a powerful dude in his own right. But he was back in Russia, of course, and he finally gave her a slap across the face and took her phone away and pulled us both into the Esplanade. There were two other big muscular Russian dudes with him, so there was no escaping.

For the second time in a week, I was helpless in the grips of a sadistic Russian mobster.

And it was mostly my own dumb fucking fault.

An hour or so later, Valeria and I were both handcuffed to opposite posts of the cage in the basement where they performed the illegal fights.

It was a Monday, so the club had been closed that day.

I was still in my underwear, but Valeria had already been stripped naked and fucked once by the obviously very irate Sergey. He was not at all gentle with her, but she bit back the screams of pain and kept her eyes closed and her mouth shut throughout.

Naked in the middle of the ring, Sergei took his knife from the pile of clothes he had left there. He made a point of showing it to me – the same one from the other night.

“Did you miss me, little whore?”

I didn’t say anything.

“It would seem so. Otherwise, why would you do something so stupid that would practically guarantee seeing me again?”

“You know, your English isn’t bad,” I said. Trying not to show how scared I was and failing, I nonetheless saw his expression darken a bit.

“I can only tell you that your life is going to take a major turn for the worse,” he said. “So you’d better learn to be polite.”

“Shove that knife up your ass,” I said with a defiance I didn’t feel. I was just hoping he’d kill me quickly and get it over with.

“I like you, Emma. I might have to cut that nasty tongue of yours out. You could still suck dick okay with no tongue, I guess. Maybe I’ll take your teeth out, too.”

He took his belt from the trousers he’d left in the center of the ring and slapped it in his palm sharply a few times. “I’m not going to cut you, not just yet,” he said, and sliced the belt down across my thighs. I turned my body around to get away from it and he spent about five minutes flogging me across the ass and back with his belt, and it felt like being set on fire, and I was crying and blubbering like a baby by the time he stopped. I was aware that Valeria was screaming at him to leave me alone, to beat her, that it had all been her idea.

I didn’t say a word.

Finally he said, “Well, that was a nice beginning, but I’m going to smoke a cigar and have a vodka. You girls can just hang there for a while and think about what comes next.”

He left us alone and walked out of the dark ring area, disappearing through a heavy metal door, leaving us under bright overhead lights surrounded by empty seats and the smell of smoke and sweat and our own terror.

Valeria tried to assure me that everything would be all right, but I didn’t answer, I was just trying to squirm my hands out of the handcuffs. It wasn’t going to work, I was just hurting myself.

Sergey appeared again some indefinite time later, but this time he wasn’t alone.

This time Wade was with him.

Wade’s hands were on his head, and another burly Russian was holding him at gunpoint..

Wade

All right, I fucked up.

Kind of late to admit it, maybe. I thought I could fix it. I mean, I took Sergey down once easily enough, right?

I tried to sneak into the club, but it was a pretty secure place.

One of the security guards surprised me as I was trying to pick the lock on a side entrance. He threw open the door and I barely managed to knock him out before he fired his gun. I grappled with him for too long – he was a fighter in training, too – and by the time I’d broken his arm and  pounded his head against the concrete walls of the emergency exit corridor, another guy was already at the end of the hallway pointing a gun at me.

I thought I’d let him get close enough and try to take the gun from him, but he didn’t give me the chance. Somebody had taught him a thing or two. He led me into the main dance floor, and Sergey was sitting there with a vodka in his hand waiting for me.

He came over and kicked me in the leg, the bad knee, and pain exploded through me but I managed to get a hold of his throat and his forearm and had my fingers sinking in but the other guard stepped in and smashed me on the top of the head with his gun.

When the lights stopped flashing, I realized I was on the floor, and the two of them were kicking me in the stomach and the legs. I kept trying to get up but my knee kept giving out on me.

Finally, they stopped and let me stand, and the guard was still holding me at gunpoint.

“Money?” asked Sergey.

“Somewhere safe,” I said. “Nearby.”

“Come on,” said Sergey. “Let’s go see your sister.”

“Stepsister,” I said, spitting blood from my split lips at him.

Valeria was naked and Emma was in her white bra and panties, and I’m not ashamed to say I felt a momentary twinge of arousal and my dick flinched seeing them strung up like that.

Even in a situation like that, I could still think with my dick.

Sergey opened the cage and the guard pointed the gun at me carefully as I walked inside.

“Emma,” I croaked. “I’m sorry.”

Sergey shook his head. “You dumb shit. You want her back? All right. It was a fight over women that started this, let it be a fight over women that ends it.”

I nodded my head. “Want to get Denis in here? For a fair fight? Finally? Winner take all?”

Sergey laughed. “No, how about flesh versus steel?”

And he lunged at me with his knife before any of us even had a chance to realize what was happening.

Emma screamed, and I felt the knife slice through my sweatshirt and through my side as I lurched away from Sergei.

It felt … cold, that’s how I’d describe it. But Sergey was now close enough to grab and I grabbed his knife hand and punched him hard in the face with the other hand, and then managed to put all my weight behind shoving him towards the guard with the gun.

The guard was mindful enough to hold the gun to the side as Sergey’s heavy weightlifter body collided with him, and I was trying to drive forward, and I knew now that getting the gun was going to decide all this.

We were a tangle of big muscular sweaty bodies on the floor, and I felt the knife pierce me again, in my arm this time, and then in my side again, cracking off a rib, and I hammer-fisted the guard on the side of the head again and again, felt my fist slide off his sweaty bald head but then he was out, and I drove towards Sergey and saw the gun and grabbed the arm and threw all my weight on it, and the gun spun away …

But my knee gave out and my arm was suddenly wet with blood and too weak to raise, and leverage was gone and the knife slashed my chest, and Sergey punched me in the face several times and then he had me in a rear choke, and I felt the knife press against my throat and I realized I was going to die …

And then I heard a gunshot.

I looked up and Valeria was standing there naked, with the guard’s gun in her hand, and Sergey and was lying dead, a bullet in his skull.

The guard was struggling to his feet, and Valeria shot him in the face, too.

When my ears stopped ringing, I realized Emma was screaming.

Fucking Russians, I thought and looked at the blood around me and passed out again.

Emma

It didn’t look at all like the movies, none of it.

The fight was a tangle of sweaty bodies with no choreography or grace, and the blood was much darker than the blood you saw in movies. I didn’t have any idea who was winning. Time slowed to a crawl in which I was very aware of my own breathing and my own heartbeat and my own precious, precious mortality.

And all the dumb decisions that had brought me here.

And then I saw Valeria slide out of her handcuffs. I guess her wrists were skinnier than mine; but I saw both her hands were bleeding, she’d ripped flesh escaping. A shame, I remember thinking, she had such beautiful little hands.

She picked up the gun on the mat and shot Sergey in the back of the head.

That didn’t look like the movies either.

His head didn’t explode or anything. He just flopped down on the canvas with a round black hole in the back of his head, and that was it.

Then she shot the other one in the face, and he flopped flat, also.

I was aware of my screaming, but Valeria looked at me with her cool green eyes and I stopped, and she found the handcuff keys in Sergey’s pocket.

Wade

I woke up in the backseat of a big car, and was aware I was shirtless and covered with dried blood and tampons.

Tampons! Somebody knew that maxi-pads were good for patching up lacerations.

That brought it all back. The fight, the stabbing, the gunshot.

Valeria was driving the big car.

Emma sat opposite her in the front seat.

“Emma,” I groaned. “I’m so sorry.”

“Yeah,” said Valeria. “You’re about the sorriest hunk of shit I know.”

“Emma, forgive me. Come with me to Brazil.”

“Fuck you,” said Emma. “I don’t need any more of your bullshit, Wade. We’re done.”

“Where did you stash the money?” asked Valeria.

I told her where it was hidden, in a park not far from the club, and she nodded, and nobody spoke as we dove there and she got the money and started the car again.

“Where are we going now?” I croaked. I’d lost so much blood I felt like I could barely move.

“Elena Volkova arranged a doctor for you,” said Valeria. She looked absolutely flawless, not a hair out of place and her makeup was perfect. I’d seriously underestimated this girl; she’d blown two men away without even batting an eye, and looked good doing it.

“You know Elena Volkova?” I asked.

“Yeah, I do,” said Valeria, without elaborating.

Had this even been my idea? I wondered. Maybe Elena Volkova had played me like a puppet from the beginning. Maybe she’d only hit on me because she knew it would pit me against Sergey.

“Emma?” I said. Emma looked beautiful, too; she’d gotten cleaned up somewhere along the way, also. But she didn’t answer me. She just looked straight ahead.

We all sank into morose silence. Outside the sun was beginning to rise.

After about twenty minutes. the big car pulled up in front of a small house in a nondescript part of town, and Valeria got out and opened the door for me. “Come on, Brute. Out. Go knock on the door, the doctor is expecting you.”

I painfully got out; my knee was completely shot and I couldn’t put weight on it.

“What about the money?” I said.

She opened the bag and handed me a stack of bills. “I think that’s about 20 thousand. I think we earned the rest, don’t you?”

“Emma,” I said, leaning into the window to look at her. “Please, come with me. Please, I’ll never risk you like that again. I came back for you, didn’t I? I knew I couldn’t live with myself. I … I love you, Emma. Come with me.”

Finally, she looked at me.

“Fuck off, Wade,” Emma said firmly.

Valeria smiled. “Good choice, Emma. There are plenty of big dicks attached to hot bods out there, and some of them even have brains.”

And she got in the car and the two of them drove away, leaving me alone in the harsh light of the rising sun.

I shook my head and sighed.

Fucking Russians …

The End … for now!
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Resisting one sexy barely-legal teenage school girl might have been possible.

But resisting two? 

They came back to the room, which also served as my office, after class, at 4:00pm. I’d written them up for using their telephones in class, and told them they’d get detention for it. 

Valeria was Russian; her family had come to America five years ago. She was tall and slim, with long blond hair, big green eyes, and smooth white skin.

Gabriella was American by birth, but her mother was Venezuelan and her father was from Kenya; she had long curly dark hair, and was shorter than Valeria but more curvaceous. Her skin had a lovely golden cocoa color.

They were both eighteen – they’d be graduating soon – and were two of the hottest girls in class, and they certainly knew it. Not that there were many men around to appreciate them, at this all-female academy. 

They both wore their uniforms, in accordance with regulations; plaid skirts – past the knee, of course – and white blouses, with a necktie with the school insignia. And white socks with their plain flat brown shoes.

They came into the room as confident as a couple of lionesses. 

“Teacher!” pouted Valeria, sitting on the edge of my desk. “We’re so upset that you gave us detention!”

“Well,” I said, pushing back in my chair and considering them. “You did something wrong, and you get punished. That’s the way the world works.”

“But detention! Sitting in the library for two hours after school? It’s awful!” complained Gabriella.

“Yeah, we weren’t doing anything! Really! I was just sending Gabriella a picture that I made last night. Do you want to see it?”

She put her Iphone on my desk, a picture on the screen; it was a picture of her in pink lace bra and panties, posing on her bed, nibbling on a school pen. 

I looked at it, and then at her. “Really, Valeria. Sexting? You might get two days of detention.”

She smiled at me. “Sexting? What sexting! I just wanted to show Gabriella the new underwear that I bought in the city yesterday. It’s nice, isn’t it? Don’t you like it?”

“It’s nice,” I admitted. “You remember that it’s against regulations to wear colored underwear with your white blouse, though, I hope.”

She smiled at me then pulled off her necktie, standing in front of my desk. “Oh, I follow the rules, teacher. You want to see?” Valeria deftly opened the first button of her blouse and toyed with the second. “Hmm, sir? Do you want to check, and make sure my bra is the right color?”

Gabriella removed her tie also. “Mine, too sir. Do you want to see mine? We follow the rules!”

“Well,” I said, throat dry and my erection already starting to swell. “I don’t know, taking off your uniforms, that would definitely be against regulations.” I pushed my chair back from my desk to appreciate these two gorgeous young creatures.

Valeria made a pouty noise. “Well I don’t have to take it off, I can just open it a little. . .” she opened the second button and leaned over, putting her arms on my desk, cupping her breasts between her arms and looking at me with those big green eyes as she displayed the beautiful firm pale cleft of her cleavage.

Gabriella moved closer to Valeria and said, “Don’t take all of his time up, you show off! He has to check mine, too!” She opened her blouse even further than Valeria – the second and third buttons -- and bent over to show her golden breasts and the white lace bra in which they were held.

“Well, girls . . . I uh, I’m not sure we’re following regulations here …” My heart was thudding and I felt light-headed.

Valeria stood up, pulling her blouse closed but not buttoning it. “Oh, regulations! I know, there are so many of them. It’s hard to keep from breaking them.” 

Gabriella also stood up and pointed at Valeria. “In fact, she has on black panties today. I know the school rules don’t specifically address the color of our panties, but it kind of suggests that we need to wear white. To match the bras, I mean.”

“Well, I think you have freedom, on that issue,” I said, feeling myself start to sweat.

Valeria and Gabriella smiled at each other.

“Did you hear that, Val?” Gabriella said. “Your black panties are okay!” 

“Anyway,” said Valeria, looking me in the eye. “It’s not fair, is it? Are there rules about what kind of underwear the teachers have to wear?”

“No,” I admitted.  “But you’re the students, and that’s just the way it is ...” 

“Well, you’re not so much older than us, are you?” asked Gabriella, stepping around the desk and moving closer to me.

“I’m 29,” I said.

“So you remember what it was like to be 18,” said Valeria, moving around to my other side. “To be young and full of energy.” 

“Yeah! Life is so full of … distractions … at this age!” said Gabriella.

“Well, anyway, ladies, I told you not to use your phones in class, and you were doing it.” I tried to take a stand. “If you think coming in here and flashing your breasts at me is enough to get me to cancel that … “

They were both standing close to me, on either side of my desk chair, and I could practically feel the body heat coming off of them.

“Oh but sir!” said Valeria. “No, we didn’t come here for that!” She stepped backwards.

“No sir!” said Gabriella. “We know we need to be punished. But we were thinking, detention, it’s just so boring! And it takes so long. Can’t we do something that could be over more quickly?”  She moved away also.

“For example?” I asked.

Valeria leaned over my desk again and displayed the cleavage between her beautiful young firm breasts again and the white smooth satin bra that encased them.

“Spanking,” said Valeria, finally, batting her huge wet eyes at me, unsmiling.

“You girls know that corporal punishment is not allowed at this academy,” I said, weakly.

“Oh, yes sir!” said Valeria. “I know, a big strong man spanking little girls like us? That would be totally inappropriate!”

“Absolutely! Your big hands on our soft little bottoms? It’s unthinkable,” said Gabriella, mockingly.

The two of them were circling me and my desk like vultures, now.

Finally Valeria came closer to me, leaning down to speak in my ear. “We think we should spank each other.”

I just looked at them, and it must have been a stunned look, because they both laughed.

“No, really sir!” said Valeria. “Don’t worry, I’ll spank her hard!”

“Yeah!” said Gabriella. “I won’t have any mercy. I will spank her ass until it’s red!”

“We’ll do it right here,” said Valeria, and leaned over my desk so that I could see her cleavage again and so her ass was right in position for Gabriella to spank.

I tried to speak, knowing I should protest, but knowing that I was never going to.

“You might want to stand up, or move your chair a little, sir, so that you can see … so that you know that I’m not taking it easy on her.”

“I can see fine from here,” I said, looking at Valeria’s tits. She was just smiling at me -- a small, knowing smile.

“Are you ready to take your medicine, Valeria?” Gabriella said kindly, pulling Valeria’s plaid skirt up.

I had to stand up and see that; indeed, Valeria’s small string panties were black, and her legs and heart-shaped ass were every bit as beautiful and flawless and firm as the rest of her.

“All right,” said Valeria, licking her lips and closing her eyes.

Gabriella’s small hand slapped down on Valeria’s ass, eliciting a gasp from Valeria.

“Is that all right sir, or should I do it harder?” asked Gabriella.

“Harder,” I whispered.

Her hand flashed down on Valeria’s ass again, and there was a louder crack this time, and this time Valeria let out a little cry, then bit her full bottom lip and moaned.

“Is that good, sir?” asked Gabriella.

“Yes,” I said. “That’s just right.”

“Should I hit her again? How many licks does she get?”

“Uh,” I said, breathlessly. “I don’t know, really, how many do you think she deserves?”

“Oh, maybe ten? How about you, Val? How many do you think you deserve?”

“At least ten,” she said.

“Ten more, or ten total?” asked Gabriella.

“Ten more,” I said. They both smiled at me.

“Ready, Val?” said Gabriella, and smacked Valeria’s ass again, harder, and then harder again, and now she was really putting her weight into the spanks, and then a few more and the loud smacks echoed through the room as Valeria stifled her cries.

“Ohhh,” said Valeria. “How many is that?”

“That’s eight,” said Gabriella. “Four more. Come here, look sir! Her ass is nice and red.”

I stood up, mindful of the huge erection that was now very evident in my khakis, and saw that Valeria’s ivory-pale ass now had some bright red highlights.

“Yes,” I said. “Very good, Gabriella. You’re doing a good job.” 

Valeria now had her chest flat on the desk and purred, “Yes, Gabriella, I agree, you’re doing a very good job.”

I sat back in my desk chair and looked Valeria in the eye. “Are you going to break rules again, Valeria?”

“No, sir!” she said. “But I have four more spanks coming, and I’m afraid I’ll make too much noise. Can I suck on your finger while she spanks me?”

“I don’t think that’s appropriate, as we discussed. I’m not allowed to touch the students under any circumstances.”

“Even an emergency?”

“Well . . .” I considered. “I suppose, in an emergency.” This was certainly an emergency – I felt like I was going to have a heart attack if I didn’t touch her. “You could suck your own fingers,” I suggested.

“I can’t suck my own fingers, my fingernails are too long,” she pouted.

I extended my hand and she took my index finger in her wet mouth, rolling her tongue around it and tightening her lips around it. I couldn’t help but moan.

“Ready Val?” said Gabriella eagerly, and drew her arm back and gave Valeria four more hard spanks, putting a lot of energy into it.

Valeria moaned and gurgled around my finger, her tongue dancing around it. When she finally released my wet finger, I felt like I was about to cum in my pants.

“All right,” said Gabriella, bending down over the desk and assuming the position, again cupping her breasts between her elbows and eyeing the bulge in my pants, which I was now unable to keep from stroking.

Valeria was looking at me. “Aren’t you going to give her your finger, sir? We don’t want anybody to hear us!”

“I suppose we don’t,” I said hoarsely.

I put the first finger of my other hand in Gabriella’s mouth. She moaned and ran her tongue around it, as Valeria had done; but then she opened her mouth, took my hand and inserted both my ring finger and middle finger in her mouth.

“Ready?” asked Valeria, pulling Gabriella’s skirt up around her waist. “No problem here, sir; Gabriella’s panties are white. She likes white lace, don’t you Gabriella?”

Gabriella nodded and made an affirmative sound around my two fingers she was sucking.

Indicating the bulge in my crotch, Valeria said, “Sir, don’t worry if this turns you on. The school counselor tells me that it’s perfectly natural to get a bit excited at times like this.” 

I just nodded, both ashamed and more aroused than I’d ever been in my life.

Valeria raised her hand and brought it down hard on Gabriella’s ass, and Gabriella gurgled and took my fingers so far into her mouth that she gagged.

“Should I spank her the same? Is twelve times enough?”

I could only nod now; I was getting close to cumming, rubbing myself through my khakis.

Valeria swatted Gabriella’s ass three more times, putting just as much force into it as Gabriella had. Even muffled by my fingers, Gabriella was moaning more loudly than Valeria had.

“Gabby likes to be spanked, doesn’t she?” said Valeria, sweetly, stroking Gabriella’s long dark hair.

Gabriella spit my fingers out of her mouth and was looking up at me, eyes moist with tears and glazed with lust. “Sirrr,” she whined. “Give it to me, please, let me suck your cock while she spanks me …”

“I can’t,” I said, but felt my prostate starting to spasm and knew that I needed relief, and that the rules didn’t matter anymore.

I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. Gabriella opened her mouth eagerly, like a baby bird, and closed her eyes as she took my engorged cock between her full lips and into her perfect wet mouth, meeting it with her lively tongue.

I cried out in pleasure, and Valeria was watching us closely and as the cock went into Gabriella’s mouth, Valeria’s hand flashed down again, eliciting another cry from Gabriella, now muffled by my cock.

With the six remaining spanks meeting the six thrusts into Gabriella’s hot wet mouth, I came with a cry of anguished pleasure, feeling like I was unloading from the very bottom of my body and soul.

Gabriella eagerly took every drop in her mouth.

Valeria made a happy sound, watching us closely, and then bent down to kiss Gabriella, sticking her tongue into that mouth that was full of my semen. The two moaned and kissed hard over my desk for a moment as I collapsed, breathless, into my desk chair.

But they weren’t finished with me.

They both stood up, as if they’d rehearsed it, and picked up their discarded neckties and began tying them around my forearms, binding me to the chair.

“Girls!” I said, still trying to catch my breath from the powerful orgasm I’d had. “What are you …?” 

They both tied my arms down with bow knots and smiled at me. I suppose I could have ripped my arms free – if I’d really wanted to. 

Valeria put her arms around Gabriella’s waist, and snuggled close to her, both of them smiling tauntingly down at me.

“We know you’re not allowed to touch the students, sir, so we want to help you resist temptation,” explained Gabriella, and planted another kiss on Valeria’s full lips, their tongues intertwining.

I just gasped and tried again to make a feeble protest. “Girls, this isn’t . . .”

“Not what?” said Valeria, bending down and rubbing her nose against mine. “Not allowed? You didn’t touch us!”

“A cock in my mouth, isn’t that touching?” asked Gabriella, innocently.

“No, I don’t think oral sex is specifically addressed in the school rules,” said Valeria. Valeria and Gabriella were unbuttoning their blouses now, and I could see their white bras and full breasts more fully now.

“Don’t take your shirt off, Val!” said Gabriella. “That would be against the regulations.”

“Oh, I know,” said Valeria, holding her shirt open with both hands. “See, sir? All white.”

Gabriella stood behind Valeria and snuggled up to her, cupping Valeria’s breasts from behind. “What do you think, sir? White enough?”

“Definitely,” I gasped.

“Her skin’s nice and white too, isn’t it?” said Gabriella, fanning one hand down to stroke Valeria’s flat stomach.

“Very,” I said.

“Do you like her tits, sir? It’s a shame you can’t touch them, they really feel nice ... so firm to the touch …”

“Yeah,” I croaked, “A terrible shame.”

Still feeling Valeria’s tits, Gabriella said, “I can feel her nipples right through the bra, sir, I think she’s excited.”

“I am,” said Valeria, her voice quavering with pleasure, and leaned her head back to kiss Gabriella.

“Is it okay if I pull her bra straps down and play with her nipples, sir?” asked Gabriella sweetly.

I could only nod. In my lap, my cock was starting to stir again, without even being touched.

“It’s okay, Gaby, I think the rules don’t address nipples, either,” said Valeria, moaning as Gabriella pulled the cups of her bra down and teased the big stiff pink nipples.

“I have such sensitive nipples, sir, oh it turns me on so much when she touches them,” groaned Valeria. “Even more than when she spanks me. Does that make me a bad girl?”

“Oh no,” I said hurriedly. “It’s perfectly natural, Valeria.”

“Did you hear that, Gabriella? The teacher thinks I’m a good girl,” purred Valeria.

“Well, you know . . . he put some things in our mouths, maybe we should put something nice in his mouth?” asked Gabriella, gently pinching Valeria’s nipples between her thumb and forefingers.

“Oh, I’d like that,” said Valeria. “How about you sir?”

“Yes,” I said, gasping.

“Like an apple for the teacher,” said Gabriella.

“Except it’s a nipple for the teacher,” said Valeria. She moved forward and pulled up her skirt and sat down on my left leg, straddling it. I could feel the exhilarating feverish warmth in her crotch as her legs wrapped around mine, the heat behind her panties on top of my thigh.

She pulled her shirt open and arched her back, then put her hands under her breasts and presented them to me.

“What do you think sir? Do you want to suck her tits?” asked Gabriella, pulling up her skirt and straddling my other leg.

“Yes,” I whispered, and Valeria pressed her breasts forward, the left one tantalizingly close to my mouth and then pulled back.

“Yes what?” asked Valeria sweetly.

“Yes, I want to suck your tits, Valeria,” I said, and then she pulled my head and mouth against her breast and gasped in pleasure as my tongue and lips met with her hard pink nipple.

“Does that feel good, Val?” asked Gabriella. “It looks like it feels good …”

Valeria pulled my head against her other breast, and I eagerly tongued and sucked her other nipple.

“Oh yeah,” murmured Valeria, throwing her head back. “It feels really good. He’s got a talented tongue.”

“Awww,” said Gabriella. “Look, he’s hard again … “and I felt her small cool hand wrap gently around my rapidly-swelling cock.

I gasped into Valeria’s breasts, opening my mouth wide and seeing how much of her tit I could force in there. Valeria was grinding her crotch against my leg now, and I felt the heat and the moisture through the fabric of my khakis, as I could feel the edge of her bra cup digging into my chin.

“Hey!” said Gabriella. “What about me?” she pouted.

I looked at her; she had her blouse pulled open also, and she smiled at me as she released the clasp between the lacy cups of her bra and her breasts sprang free, the nipples small and brown but just as hard as Valeria’s. “Now I hope I’m not breaking the rules, sir,” she said, covering her own breasts with her hands. “I didn’t remove my uniform or my bra! I just opened it.”

Valeria pouted. “I don’t have any bras that open in the front. Should I buy one, sir?”

“I kind of like the way your bra looks pulled down around your tits like that, actually,” I said.

Now it was Gabriella’s turn to pout. “Don’t you like my bra, sir? Don’t you like my body?” She arched her back and cupped her bare breasts, rubbing her own nipples with her thumbs.

“Yes, you’re a good student,” I said as I moved my head towards her tits. She moved her hands and I attacked her breasts with my mouth, my tongue flickering over her nipples. My arms were straining against the bonds now, desperate to touch them, both of them, either of them.

“Suck them, sir, don’t be afraid to bite a little,” she lectured me. “I’m not as sensitive as Valeria; I like to be bitten a little.”

I gently sank my teeth into her nipple until she cried out, “Yes!”

Valeria took my cock away from Gabriella. “You have to share, Gabriella! You’re getting all the fun today,” Valeria pouted.

Valeria’s head bobbed down and I felt the exquisite wetness of her tongue encircling my penis. I moaned loudly, helplessly, into Gabriella’s tits.

Valeria sucked my cock only briefly, and then her head came up. “Why didn’t you tell me he had such a sweet cock, Gaby?” she asked.

“I thought you could taste it on my lips,” said Gabriella, and the two of them tongue-kissed again, their breasts pressing together around my face.

Then Gabriella pushed me back in the chair, pulling my tie open and unbuttoning the blue shirt I was wearing.

“He sucked our nipples so well, don’t you think we should suck his?” asked Gabriella.

“I don’t know. Some guys don’t like that. Do you like that, teacher?” asked Valeria.

“Yes,” I said, almost whimpering. “Yes, I like it.”

“And do you want it?” asked Gabriella, teasingly. She’d unbuttoned my shirt now and opened it up.

“Yeah,” I said, panting. “Please, I want it.”

Gabriella moved her head down and kissed the center of my chest, and then began using her tongue gently on my left nipples, like a cat lapping milk. I shivered and moaned. At the same time, Valeria got back down on her knees and was sliding my cock in and out of her mouth with exquisite careful slowness.

“Oh god,” I moaned.

“Hear that Gabriella?” asked Valeria, standing up. “He’s praying. Isn’t it illegal to pray in school?” she asked.

“I think so, Valeria,” said Gabriella, pulling away from me and standing up. “He’s a bad boy.”

“I get to be first, Gaby,” said Valeria. “You got to swallow his cum, I get to fuck him first.” 

She pulled her plaid skirt up around her waist, and pulled her little black string panties out of the way. Her pussy was completely shaved. She rubbed her finger against her own moist slit, and moaned as she straddled me, her plaid skirt pooling around us.

“No, girls, this isn’t right …” I complained. I made a brief show of struggling with the bonds that still tied my arms to the chair.

“I think he needs something in his mouth again, Gaby,” said Valeria as she straddled my lap and took my swollen cock in her hand and rubbed it against the wet lips of her pussy; this elicited simultaneous groans from the two of us. 

Gaby put two fingers into my mouth as Valeria mounted me; my cock sank into Valeria’s sublimely tight and wet pussy with cry of pleasure from Valeria and a stifled moan from me. Gabriella’s long fingernails were hard and cold in my mouth, an alien yet erotic sensation.

Gabriella removed her fingers and briefly touched her nipples with them, and then dipped them into her white panties, where they worked busily.

I was bucking my hips, thrusting as Valeria rode me.

“Sir,” she said, “I told you my nipples are so sensitive, can you please suck them again and make me cum?” she begged in a liquid voice.

I buried my face in her breasts again, licking, sucking and finally biting, and she threw her head back and began moaning hungrily and bucking harder on my cock.

“Ohhhhhhh!” she finally cried, biting her lips, trembling as she had an orgasm.

“My turn! My turn!” said Gabriella, eagerly, pulling her panties to the side of her pussy – she had a little dark landing strip, I saw -- as Valeria carefully stepped off me and stood up; Gabriella was in my lap and again I cried out in pleasure as Gabriella’s hot wet pussy engulfed my cock.

I was starting to shake uncontrollably now as Gabriella clutched my head to her tits, bouncing up and down energetically in my lap, pumping my cock inside of her. Valeria was standing behind Gabriella and she reached around and began squeezing Gabriella’s breasts, pushing them into my face as I sucked them. Then she reached down and touched Gabriella’s clit, causing Gabriella to mewl with pleasure.

Gabriella, too, seemed to orgasm in a matter of minutes, trembling and throwing her head back. Clearly the two girls had enjoyed their little games a great deal. 

“AHHHHHHHH,” I started to feel like I was going to explode. Gabriella hurriedly climbed out of my lap, and both girls got on their knees and kissed and sucked my cock together, like two puppies fighting over a chew toy, and then my ears were ringing and I could hardly breathe and hot waves passed through me and when I finally ejaculated it felt like my heart had stopped.

I think I might even have passed out for a moment; they were kissing the semen off each other’s lips when I finally caught my breath and looked up at them.

They just smiled at me as they untied my arms and began buttoning their blouses back up and straightening their skirts.

“So, have we served enough detention for one day, sir?” asked Gabriella.

I said that I thought they had, but we made arrangements for another detention session the next week.

“Following the rules is important, you’ve certainly taught us that, sir,” said Valeria and winked at me as the two of them walked out of the classroom, arm in arm.

Read more about Gabriella and Valeria in this collected edition of their three stories: 
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Buy it HERE on Amazon


If you liked that story, you might also like these works by Natasha Stevens
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Jana is blonde and beautiful, and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin.

But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment.

Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them.

But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes...

Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon
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Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past. Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy.

One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband.

But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ...

Get it BOUND BY THE BURGLAR HERE on Amazon!
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He picks the lock and quietly enters the dark house.

She awakens to find a man in her bedroom, touching her.

But he is not a stranger. Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her.

The man in her bedroom wants to get even ... and he wants her.

WARNING: THIS STORY CONTAINS EXTREMELY GRAPHIC AND DISTURBING MATERIAL It is not a romance, it is a dark and twisted tale of control and compulsion.

Buy I OWN YOU now HERE on Amazon


Or something a bit lighter but no less taboo …
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18-year-old Victoria has a problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of other ideas …

This collection follows the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship between teenage cheerleader Victoria and her good-looking stepfather (and the hot Russian babysitter!) in three stories.

Buy TEACH ME ABOUT SEX HERE on Amazon
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It all seemed like a dream...

38-year-old divorced former tennis pro Richard is driving back to his beach house one evening when he sees the 18-year-old girl next door, Mia, staggering down the road, wearing nothing but a bikini top and a short skirt, having had a bit too much to drink. And soon she is sitting on the sofa in his living room.

Can he resist her? Does he even want to?

What's more, Richard is divorced because his wife Ariel had an affair with Mia's stepdad. And this is only the beginning of a very naughty plan Mia has to get even, and to live out her most forbidden fantasies, and help Richard live out his.

But as usual in the works of Natasha Stevens, all is not quite as it seems...

Buy THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER HERE ON AMAZON!
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She’s one of the most highly-paid escorts in the world.

He’s one of the most dangerous assassins.

He used to love her, but now he’s been paid to kill her.

He wants to hold her and tell her that she’s safe.

But that would be a lie.

This is another sizzling and sexy dark romance Russian mafia erotic crime thriller from Natasha Stevens. Violent and shocking as well as tender and moving, this is Natasha Stevens at her very best.

Get THE HITMAN AND THE ESCORT HERE on Amazon now!
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An Extreme Horror BDSM Dark Erotica Thriller!

Tara is desperate to escape from her current life. A mysterious stranger offers her a way out: a completely new identity, a scholarship to a university far away ... and $50,000. 

But in return, she must endure three days of fiendish and twisted and hot and heavy BDSM scenarios, which will test the limits of her desire and teach her new definitions of pleasure and transform her physically through tattooing and piercing. 

Everything will stop if she says one word: mercy. Can Tara withstand their ministrations and find a new life? 

But someone doesn't want Tara to go anywhere, and he is trying to find her ... 

Buy THREE DAYS A SLAVE HERE on Amazon!
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Natasha Stevens is one of the hottest and most uncompromising voices in taboo and dark erotica and this is a collection of eight of her hottest stories. 

A trophy wife gets a visit from a thief who might want more than her valuables. A neighbor sees the girl next door walking home drunk, and can't resist inviting her in. A naive girl wants lessons in the most personal of acts ... 

These stories and others will teach you a new meaning to HOT. Younger men and older women, humiliation and reluctance, bondage and spanking, and other kinky fantasies that push the line -- and then go right over it. 

This book is a sampler of eight stories, introducing the reader to the dark and sexy world of Natasha Stevens.

Buy NAUGHTY BITS HERE ON AMAZON!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha Stevens is a bold an uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.

Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page

Visit the author’s website at http://www.natashastevensbooks.com


This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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