{ASSTR} The Judge’s Family Terror {Animal} (M+f+ MF, rp, forced oral, scat, fist, tort, etc)

THE JUDGE’S FAMILY – Part 2 by Animal

In “The Judge’s FamilyTerror,” widowed Judge Bryan Franklin, his beautiful young second wife LeeAnn, and his stunning daughters Andrea and Karen were captured at gunpoint by three ex-convicts and a woman when they arrive at their isolated and luxurious cottage for a month’s vacation. Martin Carson, the leader, his associates Donkey and Pete, and his girlfriend Lynda stripped them and abused them all day and all night, as vengeance for sending Carson to prison years earlier.

George Adamson had been thinking about the Franklins all weekend. George was Judge Franklin’s bailiff, but he had also been Bryan’s closest friend nearly all their lives. “What’re your plans for this week?” he asked his daughter, Sherri.

The lovely brunette shook her head. “Nothing. Vegetate, I guess. I gotta be back at school in three weeks.” She had just finished her summer classes at the University.

“Want to go up to the Franklins’ cottage for a few days? Bryan invited us; they went up yesterday morning.”

Sherri didn’t have to think about it very long. “Sure!” she agreed.

“They’re probably having breakfast right about now,” he said.


LeeAnn Franklin looked at Martin Carson, the leader of the team of captors, and held her hand up, like a child in school, asking for permission to speak.

“Did I do something that made you think I want you to talk, Cumface?” he demanded. He had put on his dirty work pants, but LeeAnn was still naked, as she had been for nearly a full day.

Naked and bruised, and sore inside after a night with Carson’s partner Donkey, whose actual name was Duncan, but had been given his nickname because of his freakish huge cock. He had taken her three times through the night and once yesterday. The third guy, Pete, had sodomized her, and Lynda had fisted her, and they had made her clean them with her mouth after each assault.  Carson and Pete had raped her teenaged stepdaughters, and they had made her suck Lynda’s ass while Karen ate her pussy … she shuddered at the memory of what followed that scene. And her feet hurt, from wearing “fuck-me” shoes, half a size too small, with very high heels.

The rules. No speaking unless one of them told them to. Do what you’re told, when and how. No lies. When asked a question, give full and complete answers, and always use the names Carson gave them. LeeAnn was named Cumface; fifteen-year-old Andrea was Cuntcream; her older sister Karen, who had small breasts, was Titless; and LeeAnn’s husband the Honorable Bryan Franklin was Dickbreath. When a rule was broken, Carson’s crew punished one of the other family members, instead of punishing the offender.

LeeAnn shook her head. “No, uh, Cumface did not think you wanted her to speak, but, uh, Cumface needs to go to the bathroom.”

Carson clicked one cuff on her right ankle and locked the other around the leg of the heavy commercial gas range in the gourmet kitchen of the Franklin’s isolated cottage. 

Lynda got out a package of bacon and a carton of eggs and placed them on the counter next to the stove. Lynda had showered and was wearing one of LeeAnn’s robes. Evidently they had gotten the bags out of the car.

“If I want you to go to the bathroom, I’ll tell you,” Carson said. “Right now I want you to fry up that bacon and get ready to do the eggs. I like the bacon crunchy.” 

LeeAnn was pressing her thighs together. Lynda watched her, amused.

LeeAnn turned on the gas under the griddle. At least that gave her a little heat. It was early August, but nights and the mornings were cool. She heard shuffling from the big room in front. They were bringing the others down. She trembled, wondering what sort of hell they would put her, her husband, and his teenaged daughters through today. She began to peel off strips of bacon and put them on the griddle. 

The bacon began to sizzle, and she jerked back when a spatter hit her naked belly. Then another landed on her thigh. She was manacled to the stove and couldn’t get away.

Lynda was over by the sink, grinning. 

LeeAnn tried to stand as far back from the griddle as she could, but as more of the bacon began cooking, more tiny droplets of hot bacon fat spattered on her belly and thighs, and occasional spatters even hit her breasts.

She was dancing, trying to tend to the bacon, avoid the spatters, and hold her bladder.

She couldn’t do all three. She felt a spurt and squeezed her legs together to stop it, and when she flipped some bacon, several bigger spatters hit her belly, thighs and loins. “Oooh!” she cried, and as she jerked back, her bladder let go. 

LeeAnn stood and sobbed as her hot urine dribbled down her thighs and pooled at her feet. The shoes were soaked as well.

Lynda laughed, and when Carson and Pete came in to see what was fully, they laughed as well.

“Watch her, Lynda,” said Carson. To LeeAnn, he said,“You get any piss on my bacon and I’ll make one of the little cunts lick the floor clean.”

LeeAnn cringed when she saw Lynda get out four more of her Limoges dinner plates, remembering how they had trashed the dishes and crystal, along with her antique linen table cloth, the night before. She had to fry the eggs to order, sunny side for Donkey, over for Pete and Carson, and scrambled for Lynda. Lynda made toast and poured them each a large crystal tumbler of orange juice.

“Boy, fucking all night really gives you an appetite!” Carson said as they began to eat. He had spent the night with sixteen-year-old Karen tied to his bed. His friend Pete had been with fifteen-year-old Andrea.

Her husband, Bryan, had been tied to Lynda’s bed. 

When they finished, Lynda stacked the plates, which still had enough food left to feed the Franklins, and brought them into the kitchen. She held them over the porcelain sink and dropped them. Pete was behind her with Waterford tumblers, and smashed them on the broken china.

LeeAnn couldn’t help but add it up. They had just destroyed several thousand dollars worth of rare china and expensive crystal. But she would let them smash everything in the house if they would just leave and not torture her family any more!

Carson removed the cuffs from her ankle and the stove, and led her into the living room.

Bryan was on his knees, naked, with his back against one of the balcony support posts, his wrists and ankles cuffed behind the post. He looked terrible! His eyes were bloodshot and his face was shiny with … she had a pretty good idea what Lynda had made him do.

Carson made her stand facing Bryan, with her feet outside his legs, and cuffed her wrists around the post. 

LeeAnn sobbed. She had always been a very neat and fastidious girl, and always made herself fresh for Bryan. Now she smelled of her sweat and urine, and Donkey’s semen, which was leaking from her … cunt. And Bryan’s face was practically in the worst of it!

She heard the girls whimpering upstairs, and then several pairs of feet on the balcony above her as Donkey and Pete brought the girls downstairs. Their long, silky blonde hair was tangled and matted, they had dark circles under their eyes, their thighs and breasts were bruised, and there were crusts of dried semen in their pubes and on their legs. Andrea had spent the night with Pete, tied to the bed, and LeeAnn had heard her cry out in pain when he sodomized her. Karen had been with Carson, and he had sodomized her too.

“Cuntcream pisssed the fuckin’ bed,” Pete announced. “I had to lay on top of her to stay out of it! So I fucked her again.” Andrea’s face reddened.

“How about Titless?”  Carson asked. “She didn’t piss while I was with her.”

Donkey shrugged. “Bed still looks dry.”

“Well, it’s cleanup time,” Carson went on. Cuntcream, on your knees!” he pointed to the floor beside the coffee table. “Titless, stand in front of her, and put one foot on the table!”

They both sobbed; both had an idea what he would order next.

Karen was obviously near distress with a full bladder.

“Cuntcream, clean her up.” He made some lapping gestures with his tongue.

“Start at her knees, get the thighs first,” ordered Lynda.

Tears running down her cheeks, Andrea began licking the dried cum from her sister’s thighs. When she reached the top, Lynda told Karen to open her legs wider. 

Karen whimpered, still trying to hold her bladder.

“Don’t stop licking,” warned Lynda.

Andrea’s mouth was open and her tongue in Karen’s cleft when Karen couldn’t hold it any longer.

“Drink it! Swallow it!” ordered Carson.

Karen knew what her sister was tasting, because she had been made to swallow Lynda’s piss yesterday, while LeeAnn had been eating Lynda’s shit. She retched at the memory, but there was nothing to come up.

Carson made Andrea continue until he saw Karen gasp and take a couple deep breaths. “Okay, switch!” he ordered.

As Karen began licking the filth from Andrea’s thighs, Lynda commented, “I guess Cuntcream doesn’t have anything left for titless to drink!”

“Hey Pete” asked Carson, “Did she cum for you last night?”

Pete grinned. “Like a fuckin’ nympho! Why don’t you have her tell us about it?”

Carson nodded. “You heard him, Cuntcream. We want the whole story, blow by blow!”

Andrea paled. “N… I can’t.” she sobbed.

He picked up a heavy leather belt and lashed it viciously across LeeAnn’s bottom, which drove her lower belly and thighs into Bryan’s face. LeeAnn arched her back to get her messy sex away from Bryan, and Carson lashed her again. “I can keep this up until you start,” he told Andrea. “Titless, don’t stop licking!”

“I’ll tell you!” Andrea began quickly. “Pete came to bed “I … Titless was already in bed, and Pete … felt my breasts …”

“Tits!” corrected Carson, “and tell us how he felt them!”

“Pete squeezed my tits and pinched my nipples, and he … he put his fingers in my … cunt. He rubbed my cunt and sucked my tits.” Her sister’s tongue was getting some response. “He got on top of me and put his … cock in my … cunt, and fucked me and came in me. And he made me cum.”

“Is that all?” Carson asked.

Andrea swallowed. Oh, no, it was going to happen! “No. He made me …” she remembered she was supposed to use her nickname, “… he made Cuntcream get on her hands and knees and he put his … cock in my … in Cuntcream’s ass. He played with Cuntcream’s cunt while he fucked me in the ass … and I! Oh, god! Cunt! Cream! Came!” Her hips began bucking as her big sister kept sucking on her clitoris and made her cum.

“That’s enough, Titless,” Carson said.

Andrea crumpled to her knees and buried her face in her hands and sobbed in despair.

“Time for Cumface’s morning exercise,” Lynda announced. Dickbreath, start cleaning her up!”

Bryan didn’t know how much more LeeAnn and the girls could take, but he wasn’t going to do anything to make their ordeal worse, no matter how bad it was for him.

The smells of the urine, sweat and cum on LeeAnn had almost sickened him when they manacled her in front of him, but he had become somewhat accustomed to it. He began licking the salty taste from her thighs.

LeeAnn moaned. Licking her thighs had always turned her on.

Lynda knelt behind LeeAnn and reached up into her crotch and drove two fingers up her vagina.

“OH!” gasped LeeAnn.

Lynda added a third finger. LeeAnn was well lubricated with Donkey’s semen. “Suck her clit, Dickbreath! I’ll stop after she cums!” She added a fourth finger and forced them in up to her knuckles.

LeeAnn moaned, partly from the pain in her abused sex, and partly in pleasure from Bryan’s mouth on her clitoris. She grunted when she felt Lynda fold her thumb into the cone of her impaling fingers. She knew what was coming!

Lynda twisted her wrist back and forth as she pumped her hand deeper and deeper.

“AAAaaagghhh!” LeeAnn moaned as the knuckles slipped through the muscular ring. She felt Lynda form a fist inside her, and then drive it even deeper. She grunted when the fist punched against her cervix. 

“It’s much easier today,” Lynda said. “Donkey must have really worked her over last night!”

“I fucked her three times,” said Donkey, “She wasn’t so tight the third time.”

Lynda pulled her fist down, again straining and stretching the ring of muscle and drawing a groan from LeeAnn. She punched upward and jerked down again. And again!

LeeAnn wailed. It hurt! It felt good!

LeeAnn cried out as she came. It wasn’t bad enough they abused her, but they also made her enjoy it!

When LeeAnn slumped, Lynda pulled down and twisted, until she pulled her closed fist through LeeAnn’s tortured opening.

“Hey Dickbreath!” said Carson. “You wanna watch Donkey and Pete doublefuck one of your daughters?”

Bryan gulped. No! Absolutely not, but he had to be careful or one of them would get hurt.  They probably wouldn’t hurt LeeAnn again, at least not right away. “No, uh, Dickbreath does not want to watch Donkey and Pete … double fuck … Titless or Cuntcream.”

“Your choice, Dickbreath, either you fuck one of them, or I turn the boys loose on both of them.”

“Uh, then … Dickbreath will ... fuck one of them,” he said dispiritedly. Yet he was getting an erection. He tried to will it down.

“Let’s see, which one did you fuck yesterday?” Carson asked, as if he didn’t know.

Bryan squeezed his eyes shut. He had to give a full answer. “Dickbreath … fucked … Titless yesterday.”

“Oh, yeah, the cherry. She had a cherry asshole too, until last night.” He rubbed his crotch and grinned. “So, what, you wanna fuck the other one now?”

Bryan had to answer. He nodded, “Yes, I, uh, Dickbreath wants to fuck Cuntcream today.”

Carson looked down at Bryan’s rising cock. “Yeah, I guess you do. Okay, but we want to get it on tape. Okay?”

Pete was loading a tape in Bryan’s video camera.

“No!” Bryan objected. “You can’t … make me defile my own daughter and … make a movie of it!” He immediately regretted his outburst, but it was too late.

Carson laughed. “Can’t I? The hell I can’t! But first, we’ll have to punish someone for that outburst.” He grabbed Karen’s arm and jerked her to her feet. “On the table!” he ordered her, and forced her on her back on the coffee table, where she had lost her virginity the day before. 

“Pete, Donkey, hold her legs open!” He held both of Karen’s wrists over her head. Pete and Donkey each grabbed an ankle and spread her beautiful long legs wide apart.

“Lynda, get the belt. What do you think, about five?”

Lynda shook her head. “At least ten.”

Bryan began sobbing. His beautiful youngest daughter was going to get beaten on her naked body with a belt because he had blurted out an objection to Carson’s perverted orders!

Karen bit her lip.

Lynda laid the first lash across Karen’s taut little belly, and Kelly yelped. The belt left a white stripe that slowly turned red, with the edges a little darker. The next was across her sweet little breasts, and she screamed. A red stripe developed across her nipples.

“Jesus, put something in her mouth to shut her up!” Carson complained.

“How ‘bout my dick?” asked Donkey.

“We don’t want to strangle her,” said Carson.

Lynda pulled a pair of girl’s panties from the floor and wiped them through Karen’s crotch several times, and then stuffed them in the girl’s mouth. Then she lashed the belt across Karen’s thighs. “Raise her ass, guys,” she said.

They doubled Karen’s legs against her chest, and Lynda lashed the sobbing girl across the cheeks of her ass. Then she lashed again across the backs of Karen’s thighs. She motioned for the men to move Karen’s legs the other way, and she put a second stripe across her breasts, and two more across her belly.

She moved to the end of the table and motioned for them to spread the slender legs as wide as they could, and then she brought the belt down hard on Karen’s spread pussy.

Karen shrieked, spitting out the foul gag.

“Sit her up,” said Lynda.

She lashed the belt across Karen’s face, leaving a big red mark on her cheek. 

Karen passed out.

“Now, Dickbreath,” said Carson, “Tell me what you want to do to who, and what you want Pete to do.”

Bryan was totally defeated. “Dickbreath wants to fuck Cuntcream and he wants Pete to … videotape it.”

Carson grinned. “We want you cleaned up for this. You and Cuntcream go upstairs and take a shower together. I want you to wash each other.”

The master bath had a large, glassed-in shower stall. Bryan turned it on, and he and Andrea stepped in, while Carson watched and Pete taped.

Bryan tried to signal to Andrea that he was sorry as he soaped his hands and began soaping her supple young body.

He thought of the many times he and LeeAnn had showered together, and his cock hardened. He did Andrea’s face, and she pressed her firm breasts against him as he washed her back and her buttocks. He knelt and did her sleek legs, and then he stood and did her face and then her breasts (God, they were so perfect and so firm!) and her belly, and finally, he gently soaped her sex and her cleft, resisting the impulse to slip a soapy finger into either of the tantalizing openings, but returning briefly to the very top of her cleft.

Andrea did Bryan’s legs, gently cleaned his scrotum and his stiff cock, and then did the rest of him, ending with her hand soaping between his buttocks. Just before she finished, she prodded his anus with a finger, shocking him.

When they had rinsed and dried, Lynda handed Andrea a tiny yellow bikini –one he had bought LeeAnn on their honeymoon in Rio. She had worn it on the beach in Ipanema. It was, basically, three little triangles with string ties.

“I’ll do it,” Lynda said as Andrea began to struggle with it. “I want to get just the right look.”

That look was with the little bra cups loosely perched on the tips of Andrea’s firm breasts, baring about an inch of the bottoms of her breasts, and the bottom triangle pulled into her cleft to expose part of her vulvae. From the back, there were just the strings behind her neck, across her back, and across the top of her hips, with another string disappearing between her buttocks.

“Jeeze, what a hottie!” Pete exclaimed.

Lynda had found a very small pair of royal blue low-rise briefs that LeeAnn had given to Bryan several years ago. He never wore them, because the skimpy pouch just barely covered his cock and his balls when he was soft. If he got a hardon, his balls would slip out under one of the legbands. He was semi-erect after the intimate shower, which made his cock pushed the pouch out, exposing the sides of his scrotum.

Carson told Andrea to stretch out on a chaise lounge on the front patio. He gave Bryan a tall bourbon-and-water, and told him to encourage her to drink it. “Simple script. You’re there to fuck her, and she’s happy to go along with it. Give her a drink, get her pussy hot, get her naked, suck her tits and her cunt, then fuck her to an orgasm and cum in her. If she doesn’t cum before you do, you go down on her and eat her cunt until she does. If you don’t both cum inside an hour, then we turn her over to Pete and Donkey. And, I want to see smiles” 

Karen and LeeAnn were handcuffed to a post at one end of the patio, behind Pete. 

Bryan felt more exposed by the partial covering of the briefs than when he had been naked. Andrea was lying on the chaise, and Bryan approached from behind her, so the camera would show clearly who they were, and knelt beside her. He took a sip of his drink and handed the glass to Andrea.

Andrea took a sip, grimaced slightly, and then downed the rest of the glass. She leaned forward and kissed him on the face, and then on the lips, trying to ignore the camera four feet away. He opened his mouth to her inquisitive tongue. He put his hand on her face, slid it down to her shoulder and then her arm, and then put it on her breast. He didn’t squeeze, until she put her hand on his and made him squeeze. He felt her nipple poking into the palm of his hand.

He fondled her other breast, and began kissing her throat, and then her incredibly firm cleavage, and she reached behind her neck to untie the top.

Then he was licking her firm youn breasts and gently biting her nipples, while caressing her flat little tummy.

Andrea turned on her side to make room for Bryan on the chaise, and he slid his hand over her smooth, bare buttocks. She put her arm around him and squeezed his bottom.

He untied the side of her bikini and pushed his hand under the tiny triangle of fabric. Andrea raised her leg to give him room.

She was wet! He kissed her on the mouth again, and helped her lie on her back, and he kissed and licked his way down the front of her body, lingering at her breasts and navel, then went to her thighs.

Andrea opened her legs. Bryan noticed that her pussy was slightly reddened and swollen, and he began kissing it to make it better. He wondered briefly if he was tasting any remnants of Pete’s cum, and pushed the thought aside.

Andrea was squirming. She grabbed his arms and pulled him up on top of her, his hips between her spread legs, and she pushed his briefs down.

She put her hand on his cock, now raging with desire for her, and she nodded slightly to let him know it was all right, that he should proceed. “Do it, Daddy,” she whispered.

Andrea sighed as the head slipped in. She wasn’t tight the way Karen had been, but she was much tighter than Lynda, and so wet he went all the way in two strokes. He forced down the urge to cum; he had to make her cum this way! He took long, gentle strokes because he knew she must be tender, and soon she was gasping and bucking her hips to meet his strokes, and she came with a long cry.

Now that Andrea had orgasmed, he wanted to get this over. He was still just as hard, but the urge to cum didn’t return for a while, and by the time it did, Andrea was building up again. Bryan came in her, and tried to keep fucking and get her over.

But he went soft too quickly, and Andrea moaned her diappointment as his cock slipped out.

She put her hands on his shoulders and pressed him downward, but instead of letting him get up, she kept pushing him down. She guided his face to her open, wet, dripping sex.

At least, this time it was his own cum! He began lapping, and soon Andrea came again.

Carson and his partners clapped their hands slowly.

“Damn! I bet that tape is melting!” said Donkey.

“Come over here, Dickbreath. Let Titless suck your cock clean!” She had released Karen from the cuffs, and Pete videotaped her sucking Bryan’s cock until it was hard again. 

“Now do the cunt, Titless” Carson told her. “Lay down and Cuntcream can sit on your face.”

Karen lapped the rest of Bryan’s cum from her sister while Pete taped them.

“That made me horny as hell,” Carson said. He dropped his work pants and led LeeAnn to the chaise. “Get on it,” he ordered.

LeeAnn impaled herself easily, and began fucking him.

“Too goddam loose,” he complained. “Lift up and turn around.” He repositioned his cock and told her, “Now down again, take it all!”

Her face registered pain as she let her weight down and slowly forced his cock up her ass.

“Much better!” he said, bouncing her and driving deeper. When he was all in her ass, he asked, “Donkey, come see if this makes her any tighter.”

Bryan didn’t want to watch, but he couldn’t take his eyes off as Donkey again drove his huge cock into his wife’s abused pussy.

“Yeah, that’s a little tighter,” Donkey agreed.

“Hey, Dickbreath, remember that. If her cunt isn’t tight enough for you, get somone to stick his cock up her ass first!”

LeeAnn moaned. It hurt to be filled with two cocks, one big, and the other bigger! But worse than the pain was the response of her body. She felt her own lubrication ease some of the pain, and then she felt the stirrings of a real response. She cried out as she came.

To Bryan, her cry of pleasure was like a nail being driven into his forehead.

“Cuntcream! Get over here and clean our cocks!” ordered Carson.

Andrea knelt beside the chaise and sucked Donkey’s big dick, which was no worse than what she had done for Carson and Donkey before, but then she was faced with Carson’s cock, which had just been in LeeAnn’s ass. Refusing was not an option, and delaying would only made it worse for one of the others. She opened her mouth and took in his soft, smelly cock. She tried to get rid of as much of the taste as she could quickly.

“Now do Cumface,” Carson told her. She licked the traces of cum from LeeAnn’s cleft, and was surprised at how easily her tongue slipped into her. 

“Suck it all out,” Carson told her, and then do the back.”

Andrea was somewhat thankful that they hadn’t been fed the day before, thinking of what LeeAnn had to swallow the day before. Her tongue slipped into LeeAnn’s anus too easily as well.

“Pete, you wanna fuck anybody before lunch?”

“Yeah, I got a hardon a cat couldn’t scratch.”

“Why don you see if Titless’s ass is any tighter than Cuntcream’s?”

“Why doesn’t Titless beg for it?” replied Pete as he stepped out of his jeans.

Carson pointed a warning finger at Karen.

“Pete, would you please fuck Titless in the ass?” she asked.

Pete made her kneel on the chaise. He drove his cock into her pussy for several strokes, then pulled it out and forced it into her ass. He fucked her hard, driving her flat on the chaise, and pinching her little breasts and twisting her nipples all the while until he cums in her ass. 

Karen wondered why he wasn’t getting up, and then she felt the warm pressure in her bowel. “Oh, God,” she wailed, “NOOOooo!”

 “Oh, that’s gonna make a mess if someone doesn’t clean it up right away,” said Lynda.

“Cumface, get over there and clean Pete’s cock. And then clean Titless’s ass. Titless, hold it in until Cumface gets there!”

It was just going to get more and more disgusting, Andrea realized as she watched her beautiful young stepmother kneel in front of Pete and lick his cock and balls, and then suck his cock until he thought it was clean enough. These people were driving them to do more and more degrading things to them selves and to each other, and it wouldn’t stop until Carson and his friends had stripped them of every dignity and every decency they had!

Very reluctantly, LeeAnn knelt behind Karen and spread the girl’s firm little bottomcheeks. She knew what she had to do, and the thought made her almost get dry heaves. Finally, she pressed her face into the cleft and positioned her mouth tightly over her stepdaughter’s anus. When she teased the rosebud with the tip of her tongue, she tasted urine. Then she sucked just a very little. Suddenly a big gush of foul piss and traces of fecal matter flooded her mouth, She tried to swallow, but Karen let go another gush that went up her nose and in her eyes. She fell back and began vomiting.

When she could breathe again, Carson made her get up and finish cleaning Karen’s ass.

Lynda turned on the garden hose and let LeeAnn clean herself up in the cold spray so she could cook lunch. 

Carson cuffed her ankle to the range again, and made her cook hamburgers while Andrea sliced onions, lettuce and tomatoes and got out the buns and condiments. The small shoes made her feet hurt so much she could hardly stand. As soon as the hamburgers began sizzling, LeeAnn was again spattered with hot fat.

Lynda insisted on using more of the good china, and crystal goblets for beer. After lunch, she and Pete again smashed the dishes and crystal in the sink.

After lunch, Carson sent Andrea, with Pete supervising her, to get a bucket full of hot water and some towels. She had to take a plastic cleaning bucket to the main bathroom upstairs and fill it in the bathtub, while Pete sat on the toilet behind her and rubbed her pussy with the toe of his boot.

“Okay, Titless, sit in that chair,” Carson ordered, pointing to a silk brocaded wingback chair in the corner by the fireplace.

Karen sat in the chair nervously.

“Hook your knees over the arms and scoot your ass as far forward as you can.”

This opened her up and put everything on display, but by this time Karen has lost almost all her modesty. She figured they were going to rape her some more, and just hoped it would not be Donkey.

Lynda handed Andrea a small pair of sewing shears. “Cuntcream, trim that hairy bush as close as you can,” she ordered.

Andrea trimmed away most of Karen’s small, sparse blonde pubes.

“Now wash her pussy and her asshole good with soap and water and lather her up real good.”

 Now both girls realized what was coming.

When Karen was lathered up, Lynda handed Andrea a safety razor. “Now shave her cunt really smooth, all the way down the crack of her ass.”

When she was finished, Andrea had to wash Karen again with clear hot water. Karen’s pussy looked like that of a little girl.

“Now go over it with your tongue and make sure there’s no stubble,” Lynda demanded. “If there is, you’ll have to go over that spot with the razor again.”

Then the girls traded places, and Karen shaved Andrea. By the time she was finished, the upholstery on the chair was surely ruined by the soap and water.

“Let’s see how good they did it,” Carson said when Karen had finished checking Andrea with her tongue. He stroked each girl, and passed them on to Pete, who stroked them a bit more crudely, more interested in sticking his finger in them than checking out the shave, and then to Donkey, who spent most of his turn stroking their clitorises.

“You both did a fine job,” he told them.

Lynda coached them to respond, “Titless thanks you,” and “Cuntcream thanks you.”

“I think they should get a reward,” Carson went on, “We should let them have a good cum.”

“Good Idea, Marty,” agreed Donkey. 

“Let’s go out in front where the light is better,” said Carson. The deal is, you two are going to put on a lesbian show. You’re going to start by kissing each other on the mouth, and you’ll work your way down each other’s body until you’re both sucking cunt. And you’ll keep sucking cunt until both of you cum. Understand? First one who cums gets to suck Dickbreath’s cock.”

Outside, he told Karen to repeat the instructions after Pete started taping. “Oh,” he added, “For the tape, you can use your real names.”

Karen told the camera, “My sister Andrea and I are going to put on a lesbian show. We’ll kiss each other on the mouth, and then all over our bodies, and then we’ll suck each other’s cunt until we both cum. The first one who cums gets to suck our father’s cock.”

Pete moved around with the video camera, getting closeups of mouths on young breasts, and tongues in young pussies, and any other degrading view, as the teenagers each worked to make her sister cum.

They both came, so close together Carson and Lynda weren’t sure which had been first so they agreed the girls could both suck Bryan’s cock. Lynda made Bryan stretch out on the patio chaise, with his legs open and his feet on the patio deck. She arranged Karen on one side and Andrea on the other, and gave them their instructions:

One girl would lick his scrotum and the other would lick his cock, and then they would switch. They would take turns slipping their mouths over the head of his cock, but the idea was they had to work on his for at least twenty minutes. Then they would each suck for a few seconds and trade off. When he started to cum, the girl sucking would take part of the load, and give his cock to the other for the rest. They would both show the camera the pool of cum in their mouths, and then they’s kiss and swap the cum back and forth.

Pete began taping, and the girls performed exactly as they had been told.

“That made me horny again,” Pete said. “This time I want Titless to suck me off.”

Karen knelt in front of him and began sucking his cock, and he kept forcing it deeper, making her gag. He asked Donkey to hold her head back, so he could drive his cock down her throat.

He held it there, and Karen couldn’t breathe. Just when she thought she’d pass out, he pulled back and let her have a few gasps, and then he drove it deep and held it again. Karen was faint and dizzy by the time he pulled almost out of her mouth and ejaculated on her tongue.

Lynda was satisfied that she was well on her way to destroying LeeAnn, the girl she had envied in high school years before, and then resented later. LeeAnn had started with privilege, and had acted like Lynda didn’t even exist. Then, when Lynda was pregnant, LeeAnn and her friends looked down at her like she was dirt. Lynda’s father had sent Martin to jail – for trying to set things up so they could be married.

If Martin hadn’t gone to prison, he would have married Lynda and raised their child with her. They could have been comfortable. Not wealthy, like LeeAnn, but at least comfortable. And then the bitch had gone and married the lawyer who had prosecuted Martin, and that helped Bryan get elected as the new Distict Attorney.

And now, although the bitch was her same age, she looked at least five years younger! She was going to remedy that!

She was enjoying rubbing the delicate little blonde’s nose in everything she could think of. “Cumface, come here,” she said, “I need my cunt sucked!”

She made LeeAnn get down on her knees, and lean back and grab her ankles. Then Lynda straddled LeeAnn’s face. “Beg for it!” she sneered.

LeeAnn took a deep breath. “Please ... let Cumface suck your cunt and make you cum?”

Lynda grinned. “Make it good for me,” she warned.

LeeAnn licked Lynda’s cleft, and nibbled gently on her pussylips. She sucked on the inner lips and drew Lynda’s clitoris into her mouth and sucked it.

Lynda didn’t want to cum too quickly; she liked having this privileged young socialite service her with her mouth. “Fuck my cunt with your tongue!” she ordered, and, “Lick my asshole!”

LeeAnn did everything she was told, and then returned to licking and sucking in Lynda’s cleft, until Lynda couldn’t hold back any more and came.

“Jesus!” Lynda exclaimed, “The bitch wore me out! I’m too tired to help her with her stretching exercise.”

There was an omenous tone in her voice, and LeeAnn cringed.

“I know,” Lynda exclaimed, as if an idea had just popped into her head, “Titless and Cuntcream can do it for me, right?” she asked LeeAnn.

LeeAnn nodded, realizing that the level of degradation was going to increase.

“Get on your hands and knees,” Lynda told her. She positioned Andrea and Karen behind LeeAnn, on either side of her. “Cuntcream, stick a couple of fingers in her cunt.”

Andrea wanted to refuse. LeeAnn had been like an older sister to her all her life, and she didn’t want to hurt her. But she knew that if she refused, either Karen or Bryan would be hurt, and the punishments had been getting more brutal. She gently worked two fingers into LeeAnn’s vagina. She remembered how easily her tongue had slipped in there when she had to clean up after Donkey had fucked her.

“More fingers,” ordered Lynda.

Andrea worked a third finger in rather easily, and then a fourth with a little more effort.

“All the way up to the knuckles!”

LeeAnn moaned as Andrea pushed her hand in up to the web of her thumb. 

“Fuck her like that, and twist your hand back and forth.”

She knew that it was hurting LeeAnn, and she felt the ring of muscle slowly give way as she pumped her fingers in and out and twisted her hand. 

“Now the thumb. Make a cone of your fingers and put the thumb in the middle. Fuck her like that and keep twisting your hand.”

Her hand was in LeeAnn’s vagina up to her knuckles, and then a tiny bit more, and more … Then her hand slipped through and LeeAnn groaned. She had never felt anything like the inside of LeeAnn, soft and yielding, and yet wet and tight around her hand. 

“Make a fist in her cunt.”

Lynda made her fuck LeeAnn with her fist until LeeAnn’s groans began changing to moans.

“Pull it out of her cunt and start on her asshole.”

Andrea’s mouth dropped open, and she blurted, “She’s not … big enough there.”

“Make her big enough!”

LeeAnn’s anus was tight on two fingers, and a third finger definitely hurt her.

Lynda squirted a clear goo from a toothpaste-type tube on Andrea’s fingers, which made them very slippery. She had three fingers all the way in LeeAnn’s ass.

“Titless, see how many fingers you can get into her cunt!”

Karen glanced at Bryan, hoping he would do something to stop this nightmare, but he just closed his eyes and bowed his head. He could do nothing. She gingerly slid two fingers into LeeAnn’s opening, and then a third. Even the fourth went in more easily than it should.

“Go on,” Lynda growled, “The whole hand, and make a fist in her cunt!”

LeeAnn groaned as Karen’s knuckles slid through, and again as she felt Karen’s fingers become a fist.

Meanwhile, Andrea had felt LeeAnn’s anus relax further.

“Go on, unless you want Donkey to do it,” Lynda warned. 

Andrea cringed at the thought of any woman taking Donkey’s hand in either opening. She folded her thumb in with her fingers, and began screwing her hand deeper in LeeAnn’s ass.

She was in to her knuckles. The twisted, pumped, and pushed, and her knuckles slid through. 

LeeAnn cried out in pain as Andrea’s hand went into her bowels to the wrist. She felt her sister’s hand against hers, and for a moment thought they had torn through LeeAnn’s inner flesh to join her bowel with her vagina, but realized the thin layers of flesh still separated them.

Lynda made both girls fuck LeeAnn with their fists inside her. Sometimes together, sometimes pumping opposite to each other, and sometimes at different rhythms.

They stopped after LeeAnn came, but Lynda made them start again, and fist their beautiful young stepmother until she came again, then pull their hands out at the same time.

LeeAnn was soaked in sweat, and too limp to even get up. 

“I gotta take care of this hardon,” Donkey said as he knelt behind Andrea and rubbed the huge head of his cock up and down her cleft.

She knew it was going to happen sooner or later, and any resistance would only make it worse for her entire family. At least this was sex, even if he had the biggest cock she could imagine. What they had just done to LeeAnn went beyond sex, as did most of what Lynda forced on them.

She whimpered when he pressed against her opening. She moaned as he slid the head into her, and then she kept moaning as he worked his monster deeper. She felt things shift inside her to make room.

And then he was fucking her! Long, gentle strokes in and out of her stretched little pussy, while his fingers played expertly with her swollen clitoris.

The last thing Andrea expected was for him to make it good for her. Her body began meeting his strokes, and it felt better when he began fucking her harder and faster!

She came like a skyrocket, crying out and bucking beneath the big man, and when the spasms had passed, she realized he hadn’t finished.

He fucked her to another, even stronger orgasm, and he came with her.

Lynda made Karen suck the juices from Donkey’s cock, and then from Andrea’s pussy. Lynda was disappointed that neither girl had resisted at all.

“Someone’s coming,” Carson announced.

“That was Cuntcream, cumming on Donkey’s cock,” Pete said with a laugh.

“No, that’s a car!” said Carson. 

Lunda said, “You all know what happens if any of you makes a warning sound, or calls out for help.”

“No they don’t,” said Carson, “but they know damn well that it will be worse than anything they’ve suffered up to now.”

“Bryan?” called a male voice from outside.

Bryan recognized the voice of George Adamson, his oldest friend and bailiff of his court. He wanted to yell for him to get away, to bring help, but he knew that if he did, by the time George could get the authorities, it would probably be too late to help Bryan and his family.

“LeeAnn? Karen? Andrea,” called a female voice.

“Sherri,” whispered Karen.

“Shut your goddam cocksucker!” hissed Carson. He gestured for Donkey and Pete to cover the door, and he crouched behind the stained wingback chair. He had the shotgun, and Donkey and Pete had their handguns. Bryan wondered where they had hidden them, to have them at a moment’s notice.

“They’re probably out in the boat, Sherri.” said George. “Let’s go inside.”

They came through the front door and froze at the sight of four naked people crouching in fear and looking at him.

And a brunette woman, half-naked in a short, open dressing gown.

And another man, in beltless unzipped workpants racking a shotgun and pointing it at them.

Two more naked men, one well over six feet tall, pointing handguns at them.

Sherri had never seen this many men naked in her entire nineteen years!

The one with the shotgun said, “I’m sure you’re smart enough not to try anything.”

“Who are you?” demanded George, “And what is going in?”

Lynda replied, grinning. “We’re having a little sex party with our friends the Franklins. We’re so glad you were able to join us.”

George took in the situation quickly, and tried to take charge. He’d been a cop for sixteen years before he became Bryan’s bailiff. “I don’t know what you think you’re doing, but you’ll never get away with it. Why don’t you just give me the shotgun …” he held out one hand toward Carson. “You other two can just put down those pistols.” 

No one moved.

“Do it now, before you get in so deep you’ll never get out!” George ordered.

Carson gave Pete a quick glance, and he pulled Sherri back against him and pressed the muzzle of his revolver against her breast.

“No!” she screamed, trying to break free of him.

Carson pointed the shotgun at George’s foot. “This is double-ought buckshot,” he said. At this range it’ll take your foot off.”

Lynda grabbed and handful of Andrea’s hair and pulled her to her feet. She clicked her switchbalde open and held the edge under Andrea’s breast. “Want to see how quick I can do a mastectomy?” she asked George.

“I know you,” Donkey said. “You’re the fuckin’ cop that busted me tryin’ to leave town!”

George remembered Donkey. He’d been the enforcer for a loan shark. Instead of just breaking legs of guys who were behind in their payments, once in a while he’d rape their wives or daughters. It didn’t take much detective work to get enough evidence to arrest him.

“And is this sweet thing your wife, girlfriend, or daughter?” he asked.

Sherri gasped. Even half erect, Donkey’s cock was a fearsome thing to a chaste young woman of nineteen.

Donkey wasn’t at all self-conscious standing naked in front of George and Sherri. He had a gun and a semi-hardon.

“Dickbreath!” said Carson, “Stand up!”

Bryan glanced at Lynda, still holding her knife under Andrea’s perfect breast. He slowly rose to his feet, and tried to position his hands in front of his genitals.

“Don’t be so fuckin’ shy, Dickbreath,” said Carson. “Introduce your family to our guests! Tell them what they are supposed to call you and your cunts!”

“I … call me … Dickbreath,” Bryan stammered. “This is Cumface, and Titless, and Cuntcream.”

“What the hell?” asked George.

“Tell him the rules, Cuntcream,” ordered Carson.

“Do not speak unless they tell you to or ask you a question,” Andrea said. “Do everything they tell you, when they tell you and how they tell you. Don’t try to run away.”

“Tell them what happens if you violate one of the rules, Titless.”

Karen said, “They punish someone else.”

“Tell them why you were punished the last time,” said Lynda.

“My Da … Dickbreath … refused to … fuck … Cuntcream.”

George simply stared, shaking his head in disbelief. Sherri had turned as white as a sheet.

“And how were you punished?”

“They whipped me … I mean, they whipped Cuntcream’s tits and ass and belly and cunt with a belt. Ten times.”

“God, NOOooo!” moaned Sherri.

“Dickbreath, back against the post,” Carson ordered. “Donkey?”

Donkey cuffed Bryan’s wrists behind the post.

“Cuntcream and Titless, the other post.”

Donkey cuffed their wrists together around a second post. He then led LeeAnn to the third post and cuffed her hands behind it.

George realized it would be dangerous to try anything. Even if he could somehow manage to get away, Bryan and his family would be hurt badly, and Sherri too, if she didn’t get away with him. And his chances of successfully escaping three armed men were very slim.

“Now,” Carson went on, “They’ve explained the rules to you, and you broke the one about talking.  Lynda here is going to punish one of them for your little outburst.”

“Actually,” said Lynda, “I think it was four little outbursts. That’s one for each of them.” She went over to Bryan. “Want me to nut him?”

Bryan’s eyes went wide.

“No, not yet …” He glanced over at a big desk in the corner. On top was an eighteen-inch wooden ruler. He picked it up and handed it to Lynda. “Do something with this.”

She took the ruler over to Bryan. “Feet apart!” she ordered. “More!” until his feet were about a yard apart. She grabbed his cock and pulled it up in front of him. “I’m gonna rap you twice in the nuts, but if you pull your cock out of my hand or put your feet together, it won’t count.”

She snapped the ruler up, slapping it viciously against his unprotected scrotum.

Bryan groaned in agony, and bent forward.

“You got more guts that I thought,” she said. “Just one more.”

She rapped him again in the testicles.

He doubled over and retched.

She let him go.

“You got something to say, Hero?” Carson asked George.

George shook his head.

Lynda went to LeeAnn. “Your turn, and you don’t have to worry about pulling your dick out of my hand, so you get four. Open your legs!”

LeeAnn spread her legs.

Lynda spanked her pussy four times with the ruler, leaving LeeAnn whimpering in pain.

Since Karen and Andrea were facing their post, she made them step back, spread their legs, and arch their backs. She slapped the ruler up into Andrea’s sex first, then went around to slap it up into Andrea’s. Back to Karen, then Andrea again, and two more times.

“I guess that’s another rule,” Carson said. If you get a punishment, you gotta take it.”

George shook his head sadly. He was beginning to understand why his best friend and his family were acting so subservient.

Lynda walked slowly over to Sherri, the short dressing gown open and exposing her naked front. She clicked open her switchblade. 

George could tell that she knew how to use a knife.

“Now, Hero, get naked like everybody else. Shoes and socks first.”

George was wearing boat shoes, jeans and a black tee shirt.

Sherri was wearing a golf shirt, denim shorts and tennis shoes. When George didn’t begin right away, Lynda slid the point of her knife up one sleeve of the golf shirt and sliced it open almost to the collar. “There’s skin under the cloth,” Lynda said. 

George kicked his shoes off, then pulled off his white athletic socks. He began to pull his tee shirt up.

“No, I want to see you rip it off,” Lynda said with a laugh. “That always turns me on a lot.”

Glaring at her, George took the neck of his tee shirt and ripped it down to the hem, then ripped off the remnants of the shirt.

“Now the good stuff,” Lynda laughed.

George unbuckled his belt, thinking it was a possible weapon, and deciding that it was of little use against guns and knives. He unbuttoned and unzipped his denims, and slowly drew them down.

George was in excellent shape, especially for a man naring his fortieth birthday. Just under six feet and one hundred eighty pounds. He tugged the jeans down past his lean hips, and then took them off, leaving him in white y-fronts. He paused.

“Keep going,” Lynda said, “now it’s getting interesting.”

He turned away from his daughter as he began to take down his shorts. 

“Hey, you wanna show the guys what you want, you can show them later. You’re stripping for me!” Lynda said sharply.

Reddening, he turned toward Lynda and Sherri, and pulled his shorts down. 

“Nice cock!” Lynda said. “Maybe I’ll try it out later! Show me your balls!”

George swallowed and lifted his thick soft cock so she could see his scrotum. He was glad that Sherri was looking the other way.

“Over here,” said Carson. “I got an idea.”

Naked, George went toward Carson.

“Lay down on the coffee table and put your hands under it.”

Carson cuffed George’s wtists beneath the table. He was completely helpless.

Lynda went over and sat on his belly, and began fondling his cock.

“Take the shirt off,” Carson told Sherri.

Her mouth dropped open, although she knew this was coming. She slowly pulled her golf shirt off over her head. She was wearing a gray sports bra, the thin stretchy kind made more for a little modesty and control rather than for support and shape. Her 36-C bosom didn’t need any support or shaping. Her fear-hardened nipples were very obvious.

Carson nodded in approval. “The shorts. Shoes and socks too.”

She was wearing gray low rise boy-style briefs that matched the bra. The past spring, she had been a runner-up in a state-wide beauty pageant, and she had the long legs, flat tummy, tiny waist, and soft curves of a beauty queen. She had long, thick dark hair, dark brown eyes, straight white teeth, high cheekbones, and a perfect nose.

Sherri’s only social problems were that she was so pretty that people almost couldn’t take their eyes from her. And guys were too intimidated by her beauty to approach her.

“Let’s see the tits first,” said Carson. He wasn’t at all intimidated by her beauty.

Tears ran from her lovely dark eyes, and she sniffled. She slowly pulled the stretchy bra up and over her head. Her breasts settled just slightly, so her prominent nipples tipped up just a little.

“Jesus those are nice!” said Pete.

Lynda had found another young woman to envy and hate.

And ruin!

“All of it,” Carson ordered.

Sherri stripped her briefs down and stepped out of them. She had a small dark pubic patch, and Lynda realized that the edges weren’t shaved. This bitch didn’t even have to trim her bush to wear a bikini!

“Show me your clit!” Lynda ordered.

“Why are you doing this to us!” cried Sherri. “You’re . . . You’re criminals! You’re all criminals! I’m not . . . I won’t cooperate in this . . . travesty!” She broke down sobbing.

Lynda looked at Carson, who had been talking softly to Donkey. Carson grinned, and nodded toward George. “Give the hero a good one in the nuts, Lynda.”

Lynda was still sitting on George, and she still had the ruler. She pinched the head of his cock and pulled it straight up from his crotch, and slapped the ruler viciously against his scrotum.

George let out a bellow of pain, and tried to double up, but only managed to lift his head and shoulders from the table. He kept groaning, and his scrotum began to swell.

“Now show everybody your clit, you fucking overprivileged bitch!” she said with venom. She raised the ruler again.

Sherri couldn’t let her father take another blow like that. She reached down and spread her pussy open, and turned toward Sherri, then toward Carson and Donkey, and then toward everyone else.

“When was the last time somebody fucked you?” Lynda asked Sherri.

Sherri was defeated. “A . . . a year ago.”

George closed his eyes. He figured Sherri would get around to sex when she was ready for it, and he didn’t want to hear the details.

“Did he have a big cock?”

Sherri looked confused, and shook her head. “I . . . suppose so. It felt big to me.”

“As big as Donkey’s cock?”

Donkey held the base of his cock and swung it up and down.

“Oh, God! No!”

“Did you like it?” Lynda asked.

Sherri hesitated. “It was . . . okay,” she replied.

Carson came forward and took Sherri’s arm. “I think it’s time you got fucked again,” he said.

Sherri paled.

“And,” he went on, “I’m gonna let you pick who fucks you. If you don’t ask one of the guys to fuck you, I’ll decide who will do it!”

Sherri’s eyes went wide.

“You can pick from any of us, or any of the Franklins. If you want one of the women, Lynda has a nice big strap-on!”

“Please,” she begged, “don’t do this!”

“Lynda, give the old man another rap.”

“No!” cried Sherri, as Lynda raised her ruler.

She slapped the ruler down on George’s balls again, and this time he retched with the pain.

Carson waited for a response from Sherri. “Okay, since you won’t choose, I will. You and your old man can fuck.”

Sherri shook her head and collapsed.

Carson went over to her and held a little capsule under her nose. Sherri coughed and sneezed, and raised her head. She wailed when she saw the same scene she had seen before she fainted.

“Go over and make his cock hard, unless you want to see what else Lynda can do to a guy’s nuts!” he told her, in a tone that said he was tired of waiting for some action.

Sherri stood up on shaking legs, and looked at her father. 

Lynda stood up so Sherri could see his face as well as his naked loins. She turned around. “You can pretend it’s me,” she taunted him. She sat on his chest, her dressing gown spreading open so he was looking at her naked belly and breasts. “Wouldn’t you like me to fuck you?”

George gulped.

“He needs more inspiration,” Carson said. “Cuntcream, come over here and sit on Fuckdaddy’s face!”

Pete released Andrea from her handcuffs, and she walked slowly over to the coffee table. She didn’t know that George had secretly fantasized about her since she’d begun to fill out. Just the sight of her, naked, was enough to stir a response in his aching loins.

Lynda moved back, and guided Andrea to stand astride George’s head, and then to kneel down.

As soon as her pussy was within reach, George began licking her, unmindful of the taste. His cock began to rise.

“Hey, he likes to eat pussy!” said Pete.

“Shit, did I miss my chance?” laughed Lynda as she climbed off George’s abdomen. She looked at Sherri. “You got about a minute to get his cock in your cunt. After that, he probably won’t be able to fuck anyone for a while!”

Motivated by the threat to her father, Sherri straddled his hips and lowered her pussy toward his rising cock.

George grunted when he felt Sherri’s pussy touch him, and he sighed into Andrea’s pussy as his daughter slowly impaled herself. She gasped when her ass met his loins and his cock prodded deep in her pussy. Then she raised up and dropped down, again and again.

Andrea was already moaning, especially when she felt George’s tongue slide up into her cunt. When she started cumming, so did George.

Sherri felt her father pump spurt after spurt of semen deep inside her pussy. She slid from his softening cock and crumpled on the floor beside the coffee table.

Carson wasn’t satisfied. He sent Andrea back to be shackeled to her sister, and ordered Sherri to lie on her back on top of George.

“I don’t think Lynda likes the new cunt,” he said. “Maybe she’d like it better if it was shaved.”

Lynda grinned, “Can I shave her cunt?” She clicked her knife open again.

“Okay,” Carson agreed, “Unless Dickbreath wants to do it.” He looked at Bryan. “How about it, Dickbreath? You wasn’t to shave her cunt, or do you want to watch Lynda do it?”

Bryan gulped. “I . . . I mean, Dickbreath will shave her cunt.”

It took him less than ten minutes to clip Sherri’s pubes and shave her smooth.

“Now get her wet for another fuck.” Carson ordered.

Sherri’s ass was on George’s hips, and George’s cock was right beneath the cleft of her buttocks. Bryan didn’t hesitate. He knelt beside his best friend and began to lick Sherri’s newly-bald pussy. She was soon responding to his tongue, and when she began to moan in pleasure, Carson nodded to Pete.

Pete grinned and pushed Bryan away, and drove his cock half-way into the beautiful dark-haired girl. “Shit! This one is tight!” he said, as he drew back and drove all the way into her. 

Sherri cried out in pain.

After two days of fucking Karen, Andrea and LeeAnn in the ass and cunt, Pete had no trouble holding back so he could fuck this black-haired beauty a long time. Bryan had gotten her near an orgasm, and when the initial pain of Pete’s penetration began to fade, her need returned.

As Sherri started to cum, Pete changed his angle, so his cock drove into one side of her vagina and then the other; brutally pounding her insides from every possible angle.

He didn’t give her any time to recover, but fucked her into another orgasm, and then a third, and then he shot his load into her.

“Time for some more stretching exercises, Cumface,” Lynda announced to LeeAnn.

LeeAnn paled. Her pussy and her asshole ached and burned from all the abuse.

“Marty says I should give you a choice. I can either stretch both holes with these,” she held up both her fists, “or you can put three golf balls up each hole. Tell me which you want.” She waited.

Realizing that golf balls would hurt less than Lynda’s fists in her, the choice was easy. The hard part was asking for it. “Cumface would rather put the golf balls in her cunt and her asshole,” she replied.

The tormentors made everyone watch.

The golf balls slipped into vagina easily, and LeeAnn wondered if she could ever tighten up her muscles again. Then she tried to push the next one into her anus, but it hurt

“Thirty seconds,” said Lynda. “If I have to do it, I’ll put four up your ass!”

With a groan of pain, LeeAnn managed to force the golf ball through the aching ring of muscle. The second one went in more easily, but it hurt more, and the third one hurt even worse.

“Let Donkey make sure they’re all the way in,” said Carson with a grin.

Donkey made her bend over and grab her ankles. He pushed a big finger into her pussy and pushed the golf balls deeper. Andrea felt them shifting inside her.

Then he used his finger to push the three further up her rectum. When he pulled his finger out of her ass, he held it up. “I need a volunteer to clean cumface’s shit off my finger.” He looked at the girls. “Which one of you was fucked last?”

“Titless was fucked last,” Karen replied.

“Then I guess Cuntcream volunteers, right?”

Andrea nodded. “Cuntcream wants to suck . . . Cumface’s shit off your finger,” she said without enthusiam. She stood submissively and sucked Donkey’s finger, surprised that there was little taste. Then she realized that LeeAnn had been fucked and fisted in the ass several times since she had been to the bathroom.

“You did that well, Cuntcream,” said Carson. “So you can be the first to suck one of the balls out of Cumface. Cunt or asshole, whichever you like best.”

Andrea knelt in front of her beautiful young stepmother and pressed her face into the older woman’s pussy. LeeAnn opened her knees as wide as she could, and felt Andrea’s tongue search and find the first golf ball. But the girl couldn’t get any kind of grip on it, until LeeAnn pressed in on her lower belly. Andrea pursed her lips against the ball and sucked it out, and into her mouth.

“I bet the little cunt could suck that golf ball through a garden hose,” said Pete, remembering how quickly she had learned to suck cock.

“Yeah, but this is more like sucking it out of a drain pipe,” said Donkey.

“Titless, you get the next one,” ordered Carson.

Karen sucked the second golf ball from LeeAnn’s pussy.

Carson grinned at Sherri. “Your new name is Daddyfucker.”

Sherri began to sob.

“Say it!” he growled.

“My name is . . . Daddyfucker,” she whimpered.

“Good. Now, Daddyfucker, it’s your turn to suck a ball out of Cumface. Cunt or ass, take your pick.”

Sherri was bewindered. She had never put her mouth near either place on anyone, but she had learned that refusing was not an option. She knelt in front of LeeAnn, and hoped she would not have to describe what she was going to do.

She was nearly sick. LeeAnn smelled strongly of two days of sex and abuse. She tried to ignore the odor and pressed her face into LeeAnn’s pussy. The golf ball was right there! She figured out she had to suck on it to pull it out, and a moment later it was in her mouth. She quickly spit it into her hand.

“Okay, that leaves three in your ass, right?” Carson asked LeeAnn.

“Yes, three in cumface’s ass,” she replied.

“Go sit on Fuckdaddy’s face so he can suck one of them out of you. And tell him what to do.”

LeeAnn gave George a sympathetic look before she squatted over him. She wanted him to know what she had been forced to suck out of Lynda’s ass. “Uh, Fuckdaddy, suck a golf ball out of Cumface’s ass.”

Certain that Sherri would suffer if he didn’t cooperate, George opened his mouth and pressed his lips around LeeAnn’s anus, hoping he would not have to actually suck the golf ball out.

He didn’t. LeeAnn bore down and groaned as she popped a golf ball into his mouth. When she stood up, he spit it out.

“Fuckdaddy doesn’t like how she tastes!” sneered Pete.

“Dickbreath can get the last two.”

Donkey released Bryan’s cuffs and forced him to his knees. LeeAnn quickly, and painfully, pushed the last two golf balls out, and Bryan spit them to the floor.

“Daddyfucker looked like she really enjoyed sucking Cumface’s cunt, so I think the two of them should put on a lesbian show,” said Carson, clearly enjoying putting the captives through their paces.

Sherri and LeeAnn looked at one another.

“And it better be the best cuntlicking performance we’ve ever seen!” Carson added.

Despite following the suggestions of Pete and Lynda, their lesbian show was little more than half-hearted. 

Carson shook his head. “Well, you weren’t much good at that. I think I’ll just have to fuck Daddyfucker’s ass now.”

Sherri began sobbing. That was the one thing she had sworn she would never allow anyone to do to her. But she knew she had no choice.

Carson made her suck him to get him as big and as hard as she could.

He fucked her in the cunt first, and she hoped he would cum there, but instead he pulled out and drove his cock into her ass.

She screamed in pain.

Carson didn’t even give her time to loosen up, but pounded hard to drive his cock all the way in, and then he fucked her brutally until he came.

Sherri was sure she was ruined.

Then Carson made her sit on her father’s face while she sucked her own bowel taste from Carson’s cock.

Lynda made LeeAnn slump down in the big chair and pull her knees up to her chest, and she worked her hand in LeeAnn’s vagina again. This time she was able to close her fist right in the opening, to stretch the muscles even more. 

When she pulled her hand out, she pushed a ribbed plastic spring water bottle, bigger around than a beer can, into LeeAnn’s stretched opening and pushed it in until LeeAnn cried out. Finally, she made LeeAnn sit up in the chair, forcing the bottle even deeper.

The Carson gave George and Bryan a choice, “Fuckdaddy and Dickbreath, you two can double fuck Titless,” he grinned, “Or Donkey and I will.”

He made Karen suck George until he was hard, and then impale her anus on his cock. Then Bryan laid over her and slid his cock into her pussy. Bryan came soon, and George went soft but pretended that he came.

“Cuntcream, clean their cocks,” Carson ordered, and then clean up Cuntcream.”

“Donkey, you want any of them?”

“Yeah, I bet I can get my cock in Cumface’s ass.”

LeeAnn had to get down on her hands and knees, with the water bottle still deep in her pussy, and Donkey fucked her in the ass.

“Pete? How about you?” Carson asked.

Pete shook his head. “I’m all fucked out for now.”

“Lynda?”

Lynda shook her head.

“I’m done too,” Carson said. “So we’ll just arrange everybody and leave. Pete, did you take care of things outside.”

“Yeah. No problem.”

“Cuntcream and Titless, over here, on the floor, one of you turn around. When the girls were on their backs facing in opposite directions, he and Lynda made them each force a hand into the other’s pussy, and then they tied ropes around their wrists and around the other’s neck, so they couldn’t pull their hands out.

Lynda made Sherri lay on her father in a sixty-nine, and tied her to him.

Finally, they tied Bryan and LeeAnn in a sixty-nine, and they left.

It took nearly two hours to get everybody untied.

