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Tied Up By My Tutor

I know it didn’t seem like it, but I wasn’t trying to flunk out of school.

I had wanted to go to submissive University since I was old enough to know what it was. As soon as I turned 18, I sent in my application, and as soon as I was accepted I had my bags packed and ready to go. I knew – just knew – that I was meant to be a submissive. It was my destiny.

I wanted to do well. I wanted to be the best in my class. I wanted to graduate Magnum Cum Lotta, the highest honor bestowed upon a student. I wanted to be the best little slave in the world, a vessel for Doms to use as they saw fit. Graduates from sU were employed at the world’s finest sex clubs, or in the households of the world’s richest Doms.

Why wouldn’t I want to do well?

But if you took a look at my mid-term grades, you’d think I was begging for academic probation. My first semester had gone smoothly enough – it was the easy semester, where all you took was the Intro courses. Intro to Oral Sex, Intro to Anal Sex, Intro to Vaginal Sex, Intro to Dynamics and Terminology. It was tough on the body, especially since I came in a virgin, but otherwise easy enough.

But now I was in my second semester and things were getting…rough.

I was acing two of my classes. But the other two, I was nearly failing. Bondage and Corporal Punishment.

Here’s the thing. I always thought I would want to be tied up and whipped. I always fantasized about it. But now that I actually had to do it, I found myself chickening out every single class. I would get as far as actually getting tied up, or halfway through a spanking, and then I would just freak out and use my safety word to get it to stop.

It was embarrassing. My classmates snickered at me as I would return, red-faced, to my seat. I’d have to sit there, watching all the other subs take their punishments or getting cuffed – all willingly, without complaint. Even when called upon to climax on command, I only ever succeeded half the time.

I didn’t know what was wrong with me.

And neither did the school.

That’s why I was spending a Saturday afternoon in my room, waiting for my tutor to arrive, instead of working out with the rest of the girls in my dorm. All students are expected to keep in good shape, and at least I follow that rule well enough. I am petite but busty, with C-cup breasts and a firm ass. I ran track in high school and still run every day.

I was nervous to meet my tutor. I’d heard from the upperclassmen that he was something of a miracle worker. But I was such a mess…I needed more than a miracle. I needed a brainwashing.

I was wearing the school uniform: a short leather skirt and a white blouse that tied under the breasts, exposing my midriff. As per school rules, I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties. I was also wearing knee-high socks. I’d done my hair in ponytails and applied minimal make-up.

I wanted to be worth the tutor’s time.

He was extremely punctual, arriving exactly at 3:00. He knocked on my door, and I rushed to assume the position. I knelt down on my haunches and lowered my head.

“Come in,” I called, having left the door unlocked. When he entered, I peeked up and nearly gasped.

He was so handsome. So much more so than any of the other teachers. For instance, my Bondage professor was about seven million years old, and had moles coming out of his moles. But this guy was a silver fox. Not even, since he had very distinguished salt-and-pepper hair. He had hardly any wrinkles, unlike my shar-pei-esque Corporal Punishment professor. He had dark eyes and an attractive mustache. Immediately, I felt my body warming at the thought of being tutored by such a hunk.

“Hello, Missy,” he said, closing the door behind him. The two of us nearly took up the whole room. It was your typical dorm room, with just a desk and a bed and a bureau for clothes. The tutor held a black velvet travel bag, and set it neatly on the bed.

“Hello, Sir,” I managed, nearly breathless with anxiety and anticipation. What if I still couldn’t perform, and just embarrassed myself and disappointed him?

“My name is Roger,” he said with a nod. “But of course, you know what you’re to call me, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said with a quick nod. All men, all Doms, were to be called Sir. Except for special occasions, when they might be called Master.

“Very good,” Roger said. “Now, I hear you’ve been having difficulty keeping up in your classes?”

“Yes, Sir,” I admitted, blushing. I was glad my head was lowered so he couldn’t see my red cheeks.

“Well, you might be surprised to hear it, but I do understand,” he said, standing before me. I was so surprised I nearly snapped my neck looking up at him. Only, as soon as I lifted my face I remembered I wasn’t supposed to do that, so I snapped my head right back down. Roger chuckled. “You can look at me, Missy.”

“Thank you, Sir,” I sighed, looking up into his eyes.

“As I was saying, you’re a young woman. You can’t be expected to just suddenly be a perfect submissive. Especially since I looked at your course schedule and saw you’re taking classes with Lundstein and Phillips.”

I bit my cheek to keep from smiling at Roger’s tone when he said their names. He clearly didn’t think much of them as teachers, a sentiment I had to agree with. I had only the utmost respect for them as men, as much respect as I had for any man who was my superior, but they lacked a certain finesse when it came to hands-on training. I fought the urge to wiggle at the thought of Roger having his hands on me.

Roger reached out and stroked my hair, smiling slightly.

“That being said, we cannot allow girls like you to fall behind,” he mused. “So I’m afraid you’ll find this first session with me to be quite vigorous. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” I nodded, leaning in to his palm. He took it away, and I almost pouted in disappointment.

“Get on your feet, let’s have a look at you,” Roger said, motioning me to stand. I did as he said, doing a slow twirl so he could examine every inch of me. I stood a good foot shorter than him. He rubbed his jaw and nodded slowly, approving of my form and figure.

“You’ll do,” he said with a lopsided smile. “Now, I’d like to get right into it. Alright?”

“Whatever you say, Sir,” I nodded, now fighting a rising panic. I’d been okay so far, even getting excited…but now I actually had to do things. What if I screwed up? What if I was just a big loser who didn’t deserve to go to sU, or be in the presence of a Dom, or even to serve as a public urinal at a mid-range sex club?

The thought made me shudder.

“Bend over the desk.” I hesitated, heart pounding, nerves firing in all the wrong directions. Roger frowned, then leaned down and grabbing my chin. Immediately, my resistance began to melt as my submissive training kicked in. “Let’s go.”

When he released me, I rose and crossed the room. My desk was messy, and I had to shove some books and toys away before I could comfortably lay my stomach on the white-painted wood. I pressed my cheek to the wood and closed my eyes, preparing myself to get through another harsh and humiliating training session.

With my eyes closed, I couldn’t track Roger’s movements across the room. But I certainly felt it when he grabbed my wrists and yanked my arms behind my back. He tied them quickly, and tightly. I gave the bind a tentative tug, which, of course, yielded no results. As I was doing that, Roger was at my ankles. I bit my lip as he tied both my ankles to the desk. I hated feeling confined like this!

Roger’s fingers touched my ankle, then trailed up my calf. Slowly, he made his way up my inner thigh. Despite my discomfort at being tied up, my pussy reacted to his touch. As he pushed my skirt up, revealing my bare pussy, I shuddered in anticipation. His hands covered both my ass cheeks, giving them a good squeeze. Some instinct made me kick slightly, testing the ties on my ankles. Just like my wrists, they were too tight to fight. I was well bound, going nowhere fast.

I sighed.

“Alright, Missy,” Roger said. “We’ll start with a nice, gentle spanking.”

“Yes, Sir,” I murmured, wiggling my hips slightly. My pussy was just starting to tingle. Roger’s hand smoothed over my ass one more time before withdrawing, only to return in a light swat. My eyes popped open. Wow. That wasn’t as bad as…

I yelped as Roger spanked me again, harder. And then again, even harder. The sound of his palm hitting my flesh filled the room as he lay into me with increasing vigor. My flesh burned under his violent slaps, itching and tingling as I squirmed and moaned.

“Missy, tell me how you’re feeling,” Roger instructed, never losing his rhythm. He put his free hand on my lower back, forcing it down, constricting my movement even more. Not that I had much freedom to begin with, but now I couldn’t even squirm.

“H-hurts,” I admitted, panting, a distinct whine in my voice. “It hurts, Sir.”

“Do you want me to stop?” Roger asked, though his continued spanks gave no indication that he planned to stop regardless of what I said. I gathered my thoughts enough to answer him.

“Yes!” I exclaimed. Immediately, Roger stopped. My stinging, tingling flesh threw up a protest. Now that he wasn’t spanking me, my flesh had time to feel the effects. It was, somehow, worse than if he’d continued. Besides that, I felt a renewed desire to impress him and show him I could be dedicated to my studies. “No!”

Roger chuckled.

“That’s what I thought,” he said, and I heard him rummaging in his bag. “But since you requested I stop, I’ll have to move on to the next phase.”

“Wh-what’s that?” I whimpered, trying to look over my shoulder. I tested the binds again, even though I knew it was a waste of time. They were still tight.

“The paddle, my dear,” Roger explained.

Oh, no! Not the paddle! I’d never made it to the paddle – I always gave up way before. But I’d seen it used plenty on the other students. I swallowed hard and screwed my eyes shut. My nails dug into my palms, and I waited for him to begin.

“Just a few minutes, and then we’ll have you cum,” he said soothingly. “You’re doing wonderfully so far.”

Despite my fear of the paddle, I bloomed with pride at his praise. I could be a good student, I really could. I just needed the right teacher. I knew Roger would never go too far, and that made it possible for me to withstand the abuse. My ass still tingled and itched, and I was almost beginning to look forward to the paddle, thinking it would give me some relief.

Boy, was I wrong.

The very first smack had me crying out. It was a rubber paddle, bigger than his hand. The stinging intensified. While there was some relief to the itching and tingling, the new pain more than compensated for it. I wailed, then bit my lip, taking each blow with a whimper and a moan. Roger went harder and faster, until it seemed like there was no time at all between spanks. The noise was loud, filling the room.

“How does it feel now, Missy?” Roger said, barely sounding out of breath despite his exertions.

“B-bad,” I whined. “Hurts more!”

“That’s right,” he said, knowingly. “It does. Now, if I stop, will you cum like a good girl?”

Anything! I would do anything to get him to stop. I’d try my very hardest to cum as hard as he wanted. Sniffling, I shook my head. Just as quickly as it began, the spanking stopped.

“Alright, then,” Roger said, dropping the paddle and smoothing a hand over my raw, burning flesh. I sighed – his hand felt cool compared to my reddened skin. He crouched down, and began to kiss my cheeks, caressing them with his tongue, soothing the flesh. I moaned, thinking every dirty thought I knew. “Now, let’s try something…”

“Oh!” I squealed as Roger slid his hand between my legs. Gathering some of my arousal on his finger, he then moved it upward until he found my clit. My hips jerked, my body moving less than an inch total. Pleasure swept up my spine.

“That’s right,” Roger said, sounding pleased. “You’re not such a bad girl, are you?”

“No,” I said, feeling better and better as he rolled his finger around my clit. My ass throbbed, he continued to kiss and tongue my scarred skin, stimulating my clit like an expert. “I’m a good girl.”

“Yes, you are,” Roger murmured. “And good girls cum for their Sirs, don’t they? Even when they’re tied up? Even when they’ve been spanked?”

“Y-yes,” I admitted, panting now, eyes open but seeing very little. My cheeks were hot, flames licking at my face. My thighs quivered, body straining against its multiple binds. I thought I was going to start panicking again but…

“Calm down,” Roger said soothingly. “Enjoy the feeling. You can’t move, Missy. You’re at my will. There is nothing you can do to stop me from making you cum. I’m going to make you scream with pleasure. You can’t get away, you can’t stop it. Just let it happen. Be a good little slut and cum for Master…”

My eyes rolled back, my mouth flopping open, my body going tense. My muscles contracted, going rigid. Then they released, and I felt the swooning relief of an orgasm course through me. My pussy gushed, dripping down my thighs as Roger continued to stroke my clit and coax my climax to go longer and longer. I groaned, unintelligible syllables of pleasure as my body gave over to its submissive state.

“That’s a good girl, Missy,” Roger crooned, pulling away as my body went limp. “See? Not so bad, right?”

“Mmm,” I hummed, amazed at how good it felt. Even my sore bottom and confined limbs felt good now. “No, Sir.”

“Good,” Roger said, getting down behind me. “Because we’re just getting started. I’m very pleased with your performance so far. I think you deserve a little reward.”

“I do?” I asked, feeling relief as Roger freed my ankles. I waited for him to do the same for my wrists but…he didn’t. He stepped back, and grabbed my bound hands. Yanking on them, he pulled me to my feet. My skirt, which was scrunched up around my hips, fell down to my waist. Roger pulled it all the way down.

“I should have done this before…” Roger said, reaching around and grabbing my blouse. With a savage rip, he tore it apart, the buttons popping everywhere. I squealed in surprise. He pulled it down the length of my arms, until it reached my wrists. Since he couldn’t get if off without undoing the bind, he just wrapped the shirt around my wrists, like another layer of confinement. I was now fully nude, my pink nipples erect and puckered in arousal. Roger spun me around, until I was facing him.

“Was that my reward?” I asked, arching my back slightly to give him access to my tits. He smirked, and turned around, shaking his head.

“Not quite,” he said. My nipples craved stimulation, my body already well past aroused. “On your knees, Missy.”

I sank down, somewhat awkwardly, off-balance with my arms behind me. I took the submissive pose, resting on my heels, lowering my head. I peered up through my eyelashes, watching Roger take something from his bag. When he turned back, I quickly lowered my eyes and pretended I hadn’t seen anything. He approached.

“Look up now,” he instructed gently. I did, and saw that he held a thin blue collar. Silver letters read: FUCKTOY. I blushed, excited to be rewarded, feeling pleased with myself. Other girls at school had collars like that, and I always envied them. “I’m going to put this on you now, Missy. But it’s only temporary – unless you prove you deserve it. That means being obedient, totally obedient, for the rest of our session. No hesitation, no whining. Okay?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, too excited by the prospect of wearing the collar to really process his request. Hey, the spanking was over, so what else could be so bad? I wiggled in place, craning my neck upwards. Roger chuckled, amused by my excitement. He stepped forward, leaning down and pushing my hair to the side. After fastening the collar tight around my neck, he stepped back to look at me.

“It looks good on you,” he said. “I hope you prove you’re worthy.”

“I will,” I promised. “I swear, Sir.”

“You can start by demonstrating your cocksucking skills,” Roger said, unzipping himself. Without my hands free, I wouldn’t have been able to do it. He stood a few paces away from me, so I had to crawl towards him. I was excited to suck his cock – it was my best subject in school, and I wanted to show him I deserved the collar. This was the easiest way to do it, in my opinion. As his cock popped into view, I was practically salivating in excitement.

“Thank you, Sir,” I mewed, looking straight up at him, his yummy-looking cock just inches from my lips. “May I begin now?”

“You may,” he said. He was already plenty hard, so I leaned in and began to lick his shaft. Up and down, I dragged my tongue along his hard flesh. From base to tip, I covered every inch, moaning all the way to show him how good he tasted. It was a little awkward, having to balance only on my knees, but I managed.

When he was all wet and slippery, I leaned in and took his head between my lips. Gazing up at him, I flicked my tongue over his tip, sucking hard, letting my spit flow down my chin. Slowly, I began to bob up and down, taking him in one inch at a time. My eyes never left his, and I moved quickly, until I finally had every inch of him stuffing my throat.

I kept him there, balls against my chin, for as long as I could, sucking him deep. My eyes watered, my nostrils flared, and my body begged for air. I pulled up, gasped, and then went back to it, fucking him with my mouth the way I’d been trained.

“Balls, slut,” Roger said, pushing my forehead until his cock sprang free of my lips. Obediently, I lowered my mouth to suck and lick his balls while he stroked himself slowly. I worshiped his balls, licking every inch, savoring their weight against my tongue when I sucked them into my mouth.

Roger stroked himself faster. I thought he was going to cum that way, on my face, the way some men liked. I was more than a little surprised when he suddenly let go of himself and pushed me away.

“Alright, I’m satisfied that you haven’t missed any lessons in that subject,” he rasped. “Now, bend over the desk again.”

“Oh? But…”

“Excuse me?” Roger snarled, reaching for my hair. He yanked, tugging me to my feet. “What did I say about hesitating?”

“Sorry, Sir,” I moaned, crying from the pain. Roger released me with a violent shake, and I stumbled over to the desk. I leaned over, my tits pressed against the wood. I watched him approach from behind, and wondered if he was going to fuck me.

I got my answer soon enough.

“I assume you haven’t been flogged yet?” Roger asked, tying my ankles again. I shook my head, wincing as he tugged on my bound wrists. I glanced over my shoulder. He was making another bind, something more complicated than I thought. He undid the tie that held my wrists together, and relief washed over me. It was short-lived.

Tugging my ruined shirt off, he proceeded to position my arms around the edges of the desk, then tied my wrists together underneath it. I had even less mobility than before. While he was working on the binds, his hard cock kept bobbing almost close enough for me to lick, and I had to fight the urge to do so. Once I got started worshipping a cock, it was hard for me to stop.

But the threat of the flogging was enough to keep me in check. I actually prayed for him to come up with more ways to bind me, because every moment he was tying me up was a moment he wasn’t flogging me.

Of course, once I was totally immobilized with my ankles bound to the desk’s legs and my arms bound around it, there was nothing else for him to do but return to his bag. I winced, watching him pull out the many-tasseled tool. The cat o’ nine tails had a braided leather handle, and velvety-looking black strings that moved smoothly through Roger’s hands.

“I’ll make this nice for you,” he promised, standing at my rear once more. He put his hand on my lower back again, even though I could barely move as it was. I closed my eyes, preparing for the pain. Biting my cheek, I reminded myself that I was doing this to earn my collar.

Roger lay the tassels on my lower back, and dragged them down my reddened ass. It made me shiver. It felt good, all those little strings tickling me. And then he reared back and slapped me hard, and all those little strings stopped tickling and started hurting. I whimpered, but kept myself from whining. I could take this, I could do it, I could…

SWACK. Another blow rendered my flesh raw. I gasped when Roger changed his angle of approach; instead of striking me across the ass, he slapped my bare, spread pussy. Fire and ice met in my stomach, arousal and pain mingling. He did it again, and this time I moaned in pleasure. Roger slapped me again right away, this time on my upper thighs, someplace he hadn’t spanked before. My flesh there was new and ripe for abuse, and I tried to wrench my hips to escape the pain. It was no use, I was held tight by the ropes.

“Relax,” Roger mused aloud. “Let the pain relax you.”

How could pain relax me? I winced as another two blows hit the backs of my knees. Roger started his way back up, whipping the backs of my thighs, then my tender slit, then my ass. He was so perfectly rhythmic, like a metronome. Relax, I told myself, again and again, with each stinging blow. Relax, relax…

And, strangely enough, I did. Started to, at least. By the time he began to make his way down again, I had stopped struggling at all, stopped wincing. Stopped doing much of anything…except feeling. I was all sensation. And the sensations were…strange. Arousing. The marks stung where he tortured my flesh, but my pussy was dripping wet with arousal. And when Roger slapped the cat o’ nine tails upwards between my legs, I actually cooed with pleasure as it stimulated my clit.

“There we go,” he murmured, suddenly stopping. For a moment, there was nothing. And then I felt something hard – braided leather – between my legs. Roger slipped the handle against my flesh, rubbing my clit with the end. I gasped, and rocked my hips as much as I could manage.

“Now, that’s a good girl,” Roger praised, sliding the handle back and forth until I was quivering with need for more. “Dripping wet and desperate. Ten more blows, and then I promise, I’ll give you what you need. Beg for them.”

“Please,” I mewled. “Please, whip me more, Sir. Please make my ass red!”

“It already is,” Roger chuckled, withdrawing the handle and slapping my thighs with the tassels. “But I know what you mean. Keep begging.”

“More,” I gasped as he slapped the backs of my knees. “Please, Sir! I need more punishment! Your fucktoy needs to be abused!”

Three, four, five…Roger slapped my ass in quick succession while I cried out pathetically, begging like a slut.

“Please, Sir! Give me more, I need more!”

Six, seven, eight, nine…the pain was almost unbearable, but it was driving me mad with desire. For this much pain, I realized, there had to be as much pleasure. And my body was lusting for that pleasure.

“God, Sir, I need you to fuck me so hard, please just fuck me, please!”

Ten. Roger laid the last slap against my pussy, making my body jump as much as it could. I cried out, wanting him to fill me up right away. But he didn’t. I moaned, clawing at the bottom of the desk, juices dripping down my thighs. I heard Roger rustling in his bag, and then felt him return.

“One last thing,” he said, teasing me with a finger tracing down my vertebrae. “And you’ll get just what you need, princess. They tell me you’ve resisted this…”

My eyes popped wide open as I felt something lubed and smooth pressing against my rosebud. I should have known. It made sense that Roger would be slowly pushing a butt plug into my tight little hole. I moaned, not wanting to whine but unable to just lie there and take it. How could I bear it, when my pussy needed to be filled so bad – and he was filling my ass? I felt myself being stretched, my muscles fighting the intrusion – and losing.

“Relax, or you’ll stay tied up here for another hour without any hope of cumming,” Roger warned. I forced myself to breathe deeply. Roger spread my cheeks wide and pushed, forcing the plug all the way in. I grimaced, but didn’t make a sound, as I adjusted to the sensation of being stuffed and stretched.

“There we go,” Roger said, smoothing his palms over my ass again, soothing. “Now we’re ready.”

Pleasure gripped me so hard that I forgot all about the butt plug. Roger’s thick, hard cock slid between my legs. He teased it up and down my labia first, soaking it in my juices, stimulating my clit with the head. I wanted to thrust back against him, force him inside me, but I couldn’t move. Roger’s hands held tight to my hips, keeping me from the slightest bit of wiggling.

“Soon, you’ll be taking a cock in your ass and your pussy at the same time,” he told me, positioning himself at my entrance. “This is just preparing you for that. You understand that you’re nothing but a slut, right? That you’ve devoted your body to the use of men? That you have willingly given up all control, and offered your services as a public cum-dumpster?”

“Yessss,” I hissed. Roger, satisfied with my response, slowly entered me. Too slowly for my needs, but I was thankful all the same. My eyes rolled back into my head as his cock filled my cunt, my stuffed ass making me feel even tighter than usual. My pussy was dripping wet and hot, and Roger groaned as he slipped all the way into my slit, until he couldn’t go any further. His balls nestled against my flesh, he rocked against me, teasing me.

“How do you want me to fuck you?” He asked.

“Hard,” I moaned. “Please, fuck me as hard as you want, Sir.”

“Good,” he grunted, pulling out. “I plan to.”

And with that, he began to hammer into me. I screamed from the sensation as he plowed his cock into me again and again, slamming his body into mine, fucking me like the fucktoy I was. Roger reached forward, buried his hands in my hair, and pushed my head down.

“Your naughty little cunt is so wet,” he said, the head of his cock hitting my womb with each thrust. “You’re going to love being trained. You’re going to be a good pupil from now on, aren’t you? No more disobeying your teachers? No more ignoring your lessons?”

“Yes,” I said, voice muffled. “I swear, Sir, I’ll be the best little slut in school. I’ll be so good, so good…”

“Then beg to cum for me,” he growled. “Beg to cum like the animal you are.”

“Pleaaase,” I begged. “Let me cum, please, sir, your sweet little toy needs to cum!”

“Do it,” Roger said, reaching around my waist and finding my clit. With one roll of his thumb, he had me in pieces. I shuddered, fighting the binds that held me to the desk, crying out, spasming and cumming like a wild animal. My pussy clenched hard on his cock, my ass clenching on the butt plug. Roger groaned, leaning over me with his full weight, releasing his load into my pussy. Hot, thick cum poured out of his cock and into my womb.

“Thank youuuu,” I screamed, nearly blacking out from the pleasure. Roger pulsed inside me, emptying the last precious drops of his cum into my slit.

“Ah,” he said, slowly pulling out once his cock began to go limp. “Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“No, Sir,” I admitted, rubbing my cheek against the cool wood surface of the desk. My limbs ached, but I felt tingly and warm all over.

“We still have a long way to go,” he said, slapping my ass gently before leaning down to begin untying me. “You still have a lot of resistance in you.”

“I know,” I said. “I’m sorry, Sir. I’m going to work on it, I swear.”

“Oh, I know,” Roger said with a slight chuckle. I moaned in relief as my ankles suddenly came free, followed by my wrists. I just slumped backwards, barely able to use my strained and bruised limbs. “I’ll be here same time next week to work with you again. In the meantime, I expect your performance in class to improve. If I hear otherwise, you’ll be paying for it.”

“I understand, Sir,” I said, thinking that now I had a much better idea of how to get through my classes. Roger was a good tutor. I reached up and touched the collar.

“You can keep that, for now,” he said gravely. “But only if you promise to be a good girl for your professors. It’s a privelige, not a right. Do you understand?”

“Yes, of course, Sir,” I nodded fervently, looking up at Roger as he collected himself and his things, zipping his bag back up.

“Now, I have some extra homework for you,” he said. “Every night this week, after your shower, I want you to write the following phrase across your stomach, where everyone can see it.”

He grabbed a pen and paper from my messy desk and jotted down the phrase. He passed it down to me on his way to the door.

Please spank me.

“I expect you’ll get plenty of practice in the hallways with that message,” he said with a grin. He was right. I’d seen girls with similar messages on their bodies, and all the men on campus were eager to follow whatever direction was given. I blushed at the thought of becoming the campus spank-slut, but I knew it was for my own good.

“Yes, Sir,” I said, but Roger was already halfway out the door.

“Same time next week,” he reminded me before closing the door behind him. I sighed, lying back on my floor, stretching out my aching limbs and feeling his cum drip from my slit. I smiled. Maybe my dream of graduating Magnum Cum Lotta wasn’t so impossible, after all.


Bonus Story: The Pet Store

I’d been working for the agency for a few years before they finally saw my potential and promoted me. A promotion meant more money, and more time working from home.  I decided it was time to give myself a treat. All the stars had aligned. For years, I’d wanted a pet, and now I could finally get one.

But not just any pet. No canaries, puppies, kittens, or hamsters for me. I had a very specific kind of pet in mind. A specialty item, very pricey and a big commitment, but worth it. Not wanting to go alone, I called up my friend John to see if he was still thinking of getting a pet for himself.

“I sure am,” John confirmed. “You’re taking the plunge too, Henry?”

“Yup,” I said. “I’m going this weekend. Want to carpool? I’d like someone else there to make sure I don’t wind up with a lemon.”

“Oh, man, I’ve been waiting for just this occasion! I didn’t want to go alone, either,” he said. I grinned. See? Stars aligned.

“I’ll pick you up on Saturday, at noon? I already called the store to set up the showing.”

“Sounds good, my man,” John said. “See you this weekend.”

I hung up, licking my lips in anticipation. The weekend couldn’t come soon enough! I couldn’t wait until I was bundling my new pet into my car and taking her home for the first time, to break her in. I had already taken the following week off work to make sure I had plenty of time to devote to her training.
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Saturday finally came, and I was a bit early getting to John’s house. But he seemed just as eager as me, because he was waiting outside, a big grin on his face. John isn’t what you’d call a looker – in fact, he’s pretty chubby, with big cheeks and beady eyes. But then, I’m hardly a looker myself. I’m too skinny, or at least that’s what the bitches I met through online dating tended to say. Well, screw em. I wouldn’t need online dating anymore, never again. The beautiful thing about being a self-made man? I could buy whatever I needed, including a faithful, loyal, loving companion.

The store was about an hour’s drive from John’s house, and we spent the drive discussing what we were looking for in a pet. I wasn’t too picky: as long as she was sweet and playful, I would be happy. John had a much longer list of desires. He liked gingers, with big breasts and big lips, who were more docile than playful. I could see how a guy like John would need a really submissive pet. He liked to do some crazy stuff, threesomes and BDSM and things. I was pretty vanilla, overall. I wouldn’t turn down a threesome, but I didn’t need to whip anyone to be happy. It was enough for me to hold a bitch down and fuck her mouth like I owned it.

Soon, it wouldn’t be like I owned it. I would own it. That thought made me smile as I took the exit that would lead us to the store. Just before we got out of my car, John produced two blue pills and I happily accepted one of them. The proprietor of the shop told me there were four pets available, and I planned on trying out at least two of them, if not all of them. I would need some extra help to keep myself going.

The store was called Wags and Kisses, and it was the usual shop for human pets.  The storefront held supplies like leashes and collars, food bowls and cages, leather goods and toys. No one greeted us as soon as we entered, so I took it upon myself to start mentally tallying what I’d need to buy once I selected my pet. My mental inventory was getting pretty long when the short, excited man who owned the shop bustled out from the back, welcoming us with a gleeful smile.

“Hello, hello! Welcome, welcome! So sorry to have kept you gentlemen waiting…”

“No problem at all,” I said, offering him my hand to shake. He shook it, then John’s. “I was just thinking about all the supplies I’ll need. I didn’t really think too much about it, I was so focused on the pet herself…”

“Ah, well, we have a take-home package available,” the proprietor explained. “It makes the process much simpler for you. It has all the basic essentials: collar, leash, cage, food dish, and some starter toys. Of course, some people like to pick out their own stuff, but…”

“No, that sounds excellent,” I nodded. “Very good.”

“I’ve already got everything,” John said with a hint of pride in his voice. “I planned for this months ago!”

“Aha, I like that, sir,” the proprietor chuckled. “Shows dedication! I like to make sure my pets will go to good homes.”

“I promise, we both will provide excellent homes for our pets,” I said, speaking for John and I. It was true, of course. We were both well-off, reasonable, and compassionate men. We wouldn’t adopt a pet just to abuse her.

“Now, as I told you on the phone, we have four pets available today,” the proprietor said, starting to walk with us towards the back of the shop. “Candy and Star, Rocky, and Blondie. I do have more pets arriving tomorrow, but they’ll need to have some time to adjust before they’ll be ready to go home. I just want to let you know, if you don’t find someone you like today, there will be more to choose from soon.”

“Thanks,” I said, all but salivating as we approached the back room where the pets were kept. “I appreciate that.”

“Of course, I want my customers to be happy as my pets!” The proprietor beamed as he reached for the door and swung it open.

I walked into the back room and was immediately treated to the sight of two pets playing together. The two girls were kissing deeply, tongues tangled together between their lips. One, a lovely dark-skinned pet, was on her back. The other, fair-skinned and blonde, was on top. Of course, they were naked, since pets don’t need to wear clothes.

There were the two other pets the proprietor mentioned, both lounging on one of the couches that lined the room’s velvet walls, but my attention was drawn to the two at play. It was truly a lovely sight. They pressed their hips together, moaning. The white pet nipped at her playmate’s taut nipples and was rewarded with a thigh thrust between her spread legs. The white one began to thrust against it, riding the dark one’s leg and panting.

“That’s Candy and Star,” the proprietor explained, pointing to each girl in turn. Candy was the black one, Star the white. My cock was hard, and I could only imagine John’s was too, but obviously I wasn’t going to look. It was hard enough tearing my eyes away from the pets at play as they pawed and licked at each other’s breasts.

The only thing that really could take my eyes off them was a mewling sound that came from my left side. I looked down to see a blue-eyed girl on her knees, pawing at the air, trying to get my attention.

“And that’s Rocky,” the proprietor chuckled. “She seems to have taken a liking to you.”

And I liked her. She had huge eyes, long brown hair, and the biggest tits of the bunch. They were topped with perfectly pink nipples. My mouth watered. I dropped my hand to the top of her head, giving her a gentle pat. She grinned, bottom wiggling.

“She’s not shy,” the proprietor chuckled. “But she’s very quiet. Rocky, if you want something from the man, you ought to ask for it.”

“Dick,” she yipped up at me, then pointed to her mouth. “Please!”

Well, how could I refuse such a cute little pet? I still had my hand on the top of her head. I nodded, and she immediately went to work on my jeans, unzipping them. I sighed in relief as my cock was released – it was so hard it hurt. I looked back at the pets playing and was delighted to see that Candy was now on all fours, her ass high in the air. Star was busily licking her playmate’s dripping slit, her own ass wiggling in happiness. Candy was enjoying it, making animal noises of pleasure.

Looking down, I watched Rocky approach my cock with excitement in her eyes, investigating it before she began to lick. I groaned at the softness of her tongue as it wrapped around the tip. Wet and hot, she licked slowly at my cock, exploring it inch by inch. She wiggled slightly, looking up at me with those sweet eyes of hers.

“Please, can I touch?” Rocky whimpered, her mouth leaving my cock for a second. She gestured to her own breasts, showing what she meant. I nodded, pleased to see how eagerly she grabbed her tits, pinching her tight little nipples as her eyes rolled back with pleasure. Then she was back on my cock, more excited than ever. It was a little overwhelming, having this adorable little pet kissing my cock while two more played in front of me. Star and Candy had moved into a 69 position, both thrusting against the others’ mouth.

“And that’s Blondie,” the proprietor said, pointing to a girl with a pixie cut who was approaching John, a little apprehensively. My friend was a little overeager and already had his cock in his hand, was wagging it in her face as she crawled forward.

“Come on, girl,” he goaded. “Come on, suck me off…”

I had to close my eyes before I saw how that turned out for him, because Rocky had finally closed her whole mouth over my cock. Instead of gently licking me, she was beginning to swallow me, inch by inch. The hand I still had in her hair stiffened as I grabbed some, exerting a bit of pressure to inspire her. Pre-cum dribbled into her mouth as I thrust forward slowly. I wanted to see how well she could take my whole cock.

I peeked through my eyelids and saw that John had his hands tight on Blondie’s hair. She didn’t look overly pleased as he thrust between her lips, already fucking her throat hard. I felt bad for whoever ended up getting adopted by my buddy. He didn’t have much tact. Not like me. I was gently forcing my way into Rocky’s hot throat, only exerting the slightest pressure to hold her head in place as my hips shoved against her. I went slow, watching her eyes fill with tears as her body reacted to the lack of oxygen.

But she didn’t struggle at all, which was good. When I finally felt my balls against her chin, she was drooling, her nostrils flaring. But she still didn’t protest or struggle, not like Blondie, who clearly wasn’t prepared for the deep-throat fucking John was giving her.

The playful pets who were giving us a show had found themselves a toy. A double-sided dildo was the perfect tug-of-war toy, only they weren’t so much tugging on it as they were sucking it together. I groaned, unable to hold back anymore. Rocky’s sweet throat tightened around me as I started to fuck it, her still body showing very few signs of distress even though I had jammed myself all the way down, past her jaw. She sat obediently, only her flaring nostrils and tearing eyes betraying her. I liked that quite a bit.

“Good girl,” I grunted, holding her head tightly to keep it from moving as I increased my pace, stroking faster and harder, until the sound of my balls slapping her chin was almost the loudest sound in the room. She wiggled her bottom slightly in pleasure at my praise. Rocking back and forth in her mouth, watching the two pets writhe together with the dildo between them, seeing Blondie struggle to keep up with John out of the corner of my eye, I found myself losing control all too quickly.

“Rocky’s probably pretty hungry,” the proprietor chuckled. “She didn’t get breakfast this morning because she was a bad girl last night. I hope you have plenty of cum for her to eat.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, my balls churning, the base of my spine tingling. I looked down, at her wide-open, wet blue eyes, how they pleaded for me to feed her. I couldn’t deny her that! Relief spread like a fire through me as I shot my first pump of cum into her throat, the hot stream making her face light up in pleasure. Her eyes rolled back at the taste. I held her head firmly still, to make sure I could unload every drop straight into her throat, not wanting to spill any of her food.

Meanwhile, it seemed that John didn’t care to feed his girl, because he was spraying his load on her face and tits, holding her by her hair to keep her still as he aimed. She didn’t especially seem to enjoy it, but she was a pet. She could always walk away and play with one of the other pets. She chose to approach John and take his cock, because she wanted to be adopted. She’d get used to his treatment, if she was lucky enough to be adopted by him.

“Ah! Thank you!” Rocky gasped as I finally released her. She fell back onto her haunches, her slit so wet it was dripping down and making her thighs gleam. She couldn’t stop herself from reaching between her legs, and within seconds she was shaking in pleasure, cumming while savoring my taste and the way my jizz filled her belly. The shuddering of her body made her enormous tits bounce in the most beautiful way.

I knew it wouldn’t take long before I was hard again, which was good. As much as I liked Rocky, I didn’t want to just take the first pet I played with. Both Candy and Star looked like a lot of fun! Who knows, I might even be inspired to come home with two pets.

“Aren’t you going to thank me?” John said as Blondie licked herself clean. She whimpered, then pawed at him in supplication.

“Thank you,” she whined, rubbing her head against his now-limp cock. “Thank you, sir.”

“A bit toothy, this one,” John said to the proprietor. Blondie’s face fell. The proprietor shrugged.

“She needs some training, it’s true,” he said. “But sometimes it’s good to have a girl like that. It means you get to start from scratch, so to speak. Really make her into the perfect pet.”

John considered this. It made sense to me.

While we spoke, Candy and Star had finally gotten tired of playing with each other. Panting, they were licking each other clean, but they both had their eyes on John and I. They may have been tired of playing with each other, but they clearly weren’t tired of playing. I was glad I’d taken that pill, because I desperately wanted to see what else these pets were capable of. I looked at Candy and Star, wondering which to start with.

“Candy, come here,” I said, whistling at the darker pet. Her eyes lit up brightly and she pushed Star away, bounding towards me. Her excited movements made her generous tits bounce, along with her plump ass. Her molten chocolate eyes blinked up at me, full of lusty energy. I knelt down as she seated herself in front of me, rising up to sit on her heels with her breasts on display.

“Good girl,” I murmured, inspecting her body. Curious, I slipped my hand between her legs, and wasn’t too surprised to feel how desperately wet she was. She gasped and moaned in pleasure as I thrust two fingers into her wet slit. She spread her thighs, leaning back and putting her hands on the ground behind her ass, pointing her tits up at the sky while her head hung back, hair brushing the ground. Her tongue hung out, and she panted as I played with her tight, slick folds.

“She’s very personable,” the proprietor chuckled.

“I can tell,” I said, watching her lick her lips. Her hips moved subtly, and I could tell she was trying to fuck herself on my fingers. I liked that. To my surprise, I felt something warm and wet close over my ear. Shocked, I turned to see that Star had come forward too, and was kneeling at my side, kissing my ear, looking at me with sad, pay-attention-to-me eyes.

“Jealous, are we?” I chuckled.

“They’re like sisters,” the proprietor said. “They enjoy nothing more than playing together.”

“I see,” I said, eying Star’s perky tits. Her pale pink nipples were hard but small, looked delicate. With my free hand, I squeezed her breast, pinching her nipple to see how she would react. As I expected, her eyes rolled back in her head and she panted in pleasure. Meanwhile, Candy was whimpering, hips moving faster, and I was getting hard.

“Sir,” Candy whined. “D-dick?”

“Candy! Where are your manners?” The proprietor crossed his arms, frowning.

“Please,” Candy finished, thrusting desperately against my hand. I smirked.

“Well, since you asked so nicely…”

I stood up and withdrew my fingers from Candy’s warm cunt. I walked over to the couch and sat down, my cock now fully erect. Candy – and Star – both followed me eagerly to the couch. I patted my lap, making eye contact with Candy, and she climbed onto the couch, then positioned herself on top of me. Her eyes flashed with excitement as she straddled me, her pussy already dripping down my cock. I held her hips, eye-level with her pert nipples.

She began to lower herself down, her warm heat enveloping me. I groaned, and then my groan dropped an octave when I felt a warm tongue lapping between my legs. While Candy slowly impaled herself on my cock, Star was licking and sucking my balls! Moving my hands to Candy’s breasts, I fondled her, relaxing even deeper as the girls worked their magic on me. I didn’t even have to move, Candy bouncing herself up and down on my lap, Star lapping at my sac.

I could see John across the room – he had Rocky bent over and was drilling into her hard. Candy put her hands on my shoulders to help propel herself, making animal noises of pleasure. I could actually hear her wet pussy gushing over my shaft, her juices running down to coat my balls even as Star sucked them clean.

“Sweet girls,” I moaned. “Good pets…”

“Thank you,” Candy sighed, impaling herself all the way on my cock and grinding hard.

“Who’s a good girl?” I asked, reaching down between us to stroke her clit, wanting to feel her cum for me. “Who’s gonna cum for Sir?”

“Me! I am!” Candy gasped, immediately fulfilling her promise. Her pussy tightened around me, clenching hard on my shaft as she shuddered in pleasure. I wrapped my mouth around her breast, licking her nipple as she cried out in pleasure. Star didn’t miss a drop of her playmate’s juices, using her tongue to collect it all from my balls.

“Star want a turn?” I asked when Candy had finished cumming.

“Yes!” Star yipped, nearly pushing Candy off my lap to take her turn. However, Star straddled me with her back to my chest, so I could reach around and hold her breasts as she rode me. And Candy, being a good little pet, took Star’s place between my legs. But she opted to lick Star’s clit as she bounced up and down, instead of my balls.

I was alright with that, because I had my hands full of Star’s perfect tits, and she was much tighter than Candy. Even as she gushed with pleasure, riding my cock and her playmate’s tongue at the same time, it was like fucking a virgin. I couldn’t believe how hot she was, how eagerly she swiveled her hips, as though all she wanted in the world was to make me cum. I guess that was accurate, because she started to whimper and beg me to fill her up.

“Cum, cum, please,” she whined. “In me, Sir! Give me cum!”

Well, who was I to deny her? The next time she thrust down, I held her in place and thrust up, letting my churning balls release into her cunt. She screamed in ecstasy as my orgasm triggered hers, her pussy milking my shaft until I was empty. My cum and her juices leaked down into Candy’s waiting mouth. Star panted, leaning back against me until I slid out of her, then positioned herself over Candy’s eager little mouth. Fascinated, I watched the darker pet gorge herself on my cum while making Star cum again.

“Fuck, yeah,” John’s voice filled the room as he slammed into Rocky and jerked in orgasm. The pet whined in pleasure, rocking her hips back to take as much of his seed as he could give her. She had her eyes closed in ecstasy. Meanwhile, I noticed Blondie sitting alone and dejected, watching me closely. Poor thing. While Candy and Star went back to amusing each other in a 69 position, I patted my lap and beckoned Blondie over. She approached, cautious but bright-eyed.

“What’s the matter, girl?” I asked, stroking her platinum blonde hair. “Want dick, too?”

She nodded, blinking up at me.

“You can fuck me if you get me hard again,” I told her. She licked her lips, staring at my cock, still drenched in Candy and Star’s juices. Tentatively, she leaned forward, licking me like an ice cream cone. I leaned back, closing my eyes and letting her tongue bring my cock back to life. Slowly, leisurely, Blondie lapped at my cock, as though she had all the time in the world to enjoy my taste. I liked that. When I finally twitched into a full erection, she sucked the tip between her lips.

“Hey, Henry, want to see how she does two at a time? You know how I like to share,” John suggested, watching us.

John did like threesomes, whether it was two girls or two guys. I shrugged. I didn’t mind, so long as I got her pussy. John grinned, approaching us. Blondie craned her neck, looking up at him, a sweet smile on her face. Either she didn’t remember how he’d last treated her, or didn’t care that much. Her bottom waggled in excitement as we picked her up and positioned her between us.

She straddled me, arms loose around my neck, patiently waiting for us to take our places. I felt pressure as her pussy slid down over the head of my cock and John spread her cheeks wide, angling himself against her ass. He spit into his hand and rubbed it on his cock – not quite adequate lube, but she took it like a pro as he began to slide inside her.

“Oh, fuck yes,” he groaned, feeling her tight ass accept him. Her cheeks immediately went red. Holding her up, I thrust myself forward into her pussy. It was all the more tighter with John in her ass, and she shook slightly in pleasure at the feeling of us double-stuffing her.

She even reached down to rub her clit, eyes lidded, mouth open and tongue hanging out. John had his hands around her, gripping her tits and pinching her nipples as he immediately started abusing her ass, fucking it hard while I took her pussy slowly.

While my eyes were closed, I felt pressure on the couch on each side of me, and opened my eyes to the treat of Candy and Star at my sides, each presenting me with their beautiful tits to grab and kiss. I could see Ginger behind John, on her knees, sucking his balls as he fucked Blondie’s ass. Moving back and forth between Candy and Star, I felt Blondie’s body begin to flush and stiffen, her cheeks bright red, eyes glazed over.

“Cum, pet,” I whispered. She nodded, closing her eyes and shuddering in silence as she climaxed. The tightening of her pussy while John lodged himself balls-deep into her ass was just too much, and I found myself cumming one last time into her sweet slit. She took it like a pro, even while she salivated in ecstasy. I could feel John’s cock pumping deep in her ass, the three of us cumming at once while the other pets aided us with their tits and tongues.
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Well, gentlemen,” the proprieter clapped his hands together as John and I settled down beside each other on the couch. We had finally put our cocks away, and the pets were sitting in an orderly row on the floor, all looking up at us with big, pleading eyes. All begging to be chosen. It broke my heart to think that I couldn’t bring them all home! “Have you made a decision?”

I looked at John, who was stroking his chin. I looked at the girls, who were clearly struggling to contain themselves. Candy and Star had their arms linked and hands together, clearly supporting each other during this tense moment.  Blondie was biting her lip in worry, looking down at her knees. Rocky was wiggling, excited by everything. I sighed.

“You said that Candy and Star are like sisters,” I said. “I’d hate to separate them.”

The proprietor’s eyes glinted.

“This is true,” he said. “But do you think you can handle two pets, sir?”

“Sure,” I shrugged. “It might even be easier, if they can amuse each other while I’m at work…”

“Hmmm,” he said, looking at the girls. “I’ll tell you what. I’ll make you an offer. BOGO: buy one, get one half off. I really don’t want to separate them, if I can help it, and I can tell you will make a good owner.”

“It’s a deal,” I said, extremely pleased with my purchase. The girls seemed pleased, too, as they started pouncing all over each other and yipping in excitement. I laughed, drawing out my checkbook.

“Now, wait a moment,” John interrupted. “That’s a good deal. You can’t give him that deal and not give me the same deal.”

“You’d like two pets as well, sir?” The proprietor asked. “Rocky and Blondie? They aren’t particularly close…”

“Fair’s fair,” John insisted. “I get one full price, one half off, or I’ll go somewhere that doesn’t play favorites!”

“Very well, sir,” the proprietor said, bowing his head, not seeming particularly upset by the turn of events. I imagined it must be a good day if he could clear out his whole stock in one sitting!

I added the price of two beginner’s packages to the cost of the pets and signed the check, handing it off.

“Yes, sir, I’ll get started assembling the starter kit for you,” the proprieter said, taking my check as well as John’s credit card and disappearing back into the shop. I stood, looking at my two new pets.

“Girls,” I said, spreading my arms wide. “Come to Master.”

They nearly knocked me over as they rushed to kneel at my feet. I laughed, stroking their heads, feeling the warm weight of their breasts against my thighs. I almost felt like I could get hard again…

But now I had plenty of time to play with them, and there was no rush to get them all worn out too fast. After all, I was their owner, I was responsible for them now. I had to make sure they stayed fit and happy and fresh. They already needed baths! I looked over to see that Rocky and Blondie were rubbing their heads against John’s legs, clearly getting comfortable with their owner. I imagined we’d have lots of playdates together, and looked forward to seeing those two again.

“Let’s go home,” I said, smiling fondly down at my pets. They batted their lashes up at me, licking their lips, excited. My little family was perfect. I’d never been happier. And from the looks of it, neither had they!


Bonus Story: Queen Bee Brought to her Knees

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Don’t even get me started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Show me.

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

Take off your shirt.

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

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

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

Take off shorts. Show me pussy.

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

Oh, no.

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

“Leroy! You creep! How did you…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You creep!” I yelled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My eyes were wide and my lips were quivering.

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

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

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

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

But that was so wrong!

He was my stepbrother!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I held back, biting my lip.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Leroy, what are you…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wha…what are…”

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

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

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

“Mmmfff,” I moaned into the cushions.

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

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

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

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

He was right.

I was going to beg him for more.

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

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

And saw something that made my blood run cold.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smiled for the camera.
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