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I know I have the relationships of the characters wrong, e.g., in the series/movies Mike is the father of the boys and Carol is the mother of the girls. I’m using a little literary license to accentuate the incest.  
Chapter 1 – Cindy
(MF, Mf, inc, oral, ped)
Mike Brady looked at his three girls sitting around the dinner table with him.  Since his wife had died a year ago, he had been a single father to them.  It was hard taking care of girls and he wished he had their mother back to help take care of them.  He also missed having sex and with the girls around, he didn’t have much of a love life.  His wife had been a petit woman who had loved to help him fulfill his fantasy of seducing young girls.  When she was alive, she had the body of a teenager and wore the clothes to go with it to create an atmosphere for their hottest sex.  
When Mike looked at Marsha, Jan, and Cindy, he had thoughts of seducing them and he wondered how long he could put those thoughts off.  Marsha, his 13 year-old, was filling out nicely and she often wore short skirts or halter tops that showed off her young body.  She reminded Mike of his wife, but he knew his daughter would soon be more endowed than his wife had been.  At 11, Jan was just starting to show signs of small tits starting on her chest.  Mike had purposely overlooked her requests for a training bra until she'd insisted.  He'd loved looking at her small tits poking out her shirt.  Without a bra, he'd been able to see her nipples on occasion.  His youngest, Cindy, was only 9 years-old.  It was an innocent age that wasn't too young for Mike to admire.  She had nice legs and a cute face.  It wouldn't be long before she, too, would become a young woman.  
After dinner he went to his room and pulled out his private album.  It had pictures of his late wife dressed up like a little girl.  In one sequence she was a cheerleader, doing a slow strip tease for him.  In another, she was a Girl Scout, giving him more than cookies.  In a third, she was dressed in a pair of jeans and halter top, a runaway he had picked up at the bus terminal.  Each fantasy led to great sex and he settled down with his cock in his hand and the Girl Scout on his mind.  
The girl knocked at his door and he invited her in.  She said she was selling Girl Scout cookies and in her little Girl Scout uniform, she looked so innocent.  She also said, “I really shouldn’t come inside.  They tell us to stand outside.”  
“That’s OK,” said Mike.  “I have three girls of my own, you’re safe with me.”  He put a reassuring arm around the teenager and gave her a hug.  “I love Girl Scout cookies.  Come sit beside me and show me what you’ve got.”
The young girl sat next to Mike, opening her booklet of cookie samples.  Mike laid a hand on her bare knee as he leaned over to look at the booklet.  She startled, but didn’t make any move to remove his hand from where it did not belong.  
The two sat and discussed cookies and Mike started to place an order for several boxes.  Either the girl didn’t notice or didn’t care that Mike was absent-mindedly caressing her thigh from the bottom of her skirt to her knee.  In fact, as he caressed her, each up stroke seemed to push her little Girl Scout skirt up a little higher.  As they were positioned with a mirror across the room, Mike could see her white panties becoming more and more visible.  
“How old are you?” Mike abruptly asked the Girl Scout.  
She blushed and said, “Fourteen.”
“You’re very pretty,” he continued.  Again she blushed, and giggled.  “I’ll bet you have plenty of boy friends.”  
She giggled and replied, “Not really, mommy and daddy don’t want me dating yet.”  
“Oh, that must be very hard on a pretty little thing like you,” said Mike.  “You’re cute and sexy and probably dying to meet some boys.”  
Again she giggled, “Yeah, I know a couple of cute boys, but I’m not allowed to meet with them.  You think I’m sexy?”
“Oh, yeah,” agreed Mike.  He ran his approving eyes over the slim form seated next to him.  “Pretty frustrating for a young teenager to be thinking about boys, probably thinking about sex and not being able to do anything about it.”
Her giggle was a little nervous this time.  “Don’t you want to order some cookies?” she prompted.  
“Sure,” said Mike.  “In time.  I thought we’d talk about you for a while.  I’ll bet your parents don’t talk to you about boys and sex.  How are you supposed to learn?”  His hand was now running from the bottom elastic of her panties down to her knee and back.  The smooth thigh was so inviting, but he had to remember to take it slow.  She was obviously a virgin.  
The teenager looked up at the big strong man sitting next to her.  His eyes were so understanding.  She had noticed the caress and it felt very nice.  It felt very nice in a forbidden kind of way.  Part of her wanted to stop him, but most of her was just enjoying the gentle touch.  “You’re right, mommy and daddy don’t talk about boys and … and… and stuff.  We talk about boring things.”
“I’ll tell you what,” said Mike.  “We’ll talk about anything you want to talk about.  Then we’ll play a game.  Then I’ll buy a whole bunch of cookies.”
The Girl Scout liked that idea.  She could get a big order of cookies and get closer to winning top honors for her troop.  “So, how do you, how do I know if a boy likes me?” she asked.  It was a question she wanted to ask at home, but knew she couldn’t.  
“Well, if the boy pays extra attention to you, then he likes you.  If he does nice things for you, like caressing you, then he likes you.”
“Like you’re doing?” she asked innocently.  “You like me?”
“Yes,” said Mike.  “I like you very much.  You’re cute and fun to talk to.”
She blushed again and giggled.  “Thank you,” she said.  “Why do boys want to have sex so much?”
It was a straight-forward question, but Mike had to chuckle to himself over her innocence.  “They only want to have sex with the cute ones,” he said.  “Like you.  But girls want to have sex, too.  At least, those that have had sex and know how much fun it is.”
“Oh?” she said.  “Mommy and daddy don’t say much, but they didn’t give me the idea that it was fun.”
“That’s too bad,” said Mike, his caress moving to her other thigh.  “Sex feels good.  Does this feel good?”
“Yes,” she said, dreamily.  It did feel good to have him caressing her.  
“You have other parts of your body that are more sensitive and it feels even better to have them caressed.”
“Like what,” the teenager asked in surprise.
Mike’s hand moved to the front of her panties as he said, “Like right here.”  He continued stroking the girl’s pussy through her cotton panties.  
She grabbed his hand, gently trying to force it back to her thigh.  But she didn’t try hard and didn’t win.  The hand continued to stroke her in a place that she knew this man shouldn’t be touching, but it felt good.  He was right; there were nice places to touch.  “Where else?” she asked.
“Here,” said Mike as he put his hand to her soft cheek, then leaned over and kissed her on the lips.  She felt his tongue trying to pry her lips apart.  Wondering if that would feel good, too, she parted her lips and let his roaming tongue enter her mouth.  
“Mmmm,” she replied, touching his tongue with hers, then putting hers into his mouth.  It seemed disgusting when she saw it done, but this felt wonderful.  When they parted again, she asked, “Where else?”
“And here,” said Mike as he gently rested his hand on her small breasts.  
Somehow she knew that was coming and she didn’t jump at his touch.  Instead, she thrilled at the forbidden touch.  It did feel good and she had asked him to touch her there, hadn’t she?  Gosh, what would mommy and daddy say if they knew she was being fondled by a grown man?  She blushed at the thought and knew why they didn’t talk about it.  They didn’t want her to enjoy sex.  Still, that was as far as she planned to go with this man, so she asked, “Are you ready to buy cookies now?”
“Oh, no, you promised a game after we talked,” said Mike.  She nodded as she remembered and he continued.  “We’re going to play poker for your cookies.”  
“Poker?” she asked.  She knew how to play.  They played sometimes at home, with toothpicks for their bets.  “We’re going to bet cookies?”
“Kind of,” said Mike.  “If you win a hand, I buy two boxes of cookies and lose a piece of clothing.  If I win a hand, you lose a piece of clothing.  We play until one of us is naked.”  Mike had seduced many young girls and found this to be a way to break the ice.  The game took their mind off stripping and made it fun.  The promise of winning the man’s clothes made it exciting.  
“What?” said the startled Girl Scout.  “You want to play strip poker?”  It was a game she’d heard about at school, but never imagined really playing.   
“Yeah, the better you do, the more cookies you sell.  And you can’t lose.  You’ll get to see me naked and I’ll bet you’ve never seen a man naked before.”
“Nooo,” she conceded.  “But I can lose my clothes.”
“Just temporarily,” said Mike.  “You get them back when we’re done.  And besides, the caressing feels even better when there are no clothes in the way.  Come on, I’ll spot you my shoes and socks.  That way you won’t lose.”  He kicked off his shoes and socks.  
The teenager was tempted.  She wanted to feel what it was like to be caressed as he described.  And she could win this.  After all, he had probably four articles of clothing left and she had eight.  “OK,” she agreed.  “But you have to buy,” she paused and thought, wondering how much this was worth to him, “fifty boxes of cookies.”
“Done,” said Mike.  He did like Girl Scout cookies almost as much as he liked girl scouts.  He grabbed a deck of cards and dealt a hand.  He lost and took off his shirt.  She’d been wrong.  He didn’t have a T-shirt on, so he didn’t have four articles of clothing.  All he had left were his pants and underwear.  
He dealt again, this time from the bottom of the deck.  She lost, not knowing she’d been cheated.  She took off her left shoe.  “Oh, come on,” said Mike.  “I didn’t spot you that much.  Two shoes count as one article of clothing.”  
She shrugged and kicked off her right shoe.  She was still ahead five to two.  He dealt and she lost again.  She slipped both socks off.  Four to two.  He dealt again and she lost again.  She paused, too shy to continue.  “Let’s not dawdle, now,” prompted Mike.  “I’d say the jumper is next.”  He wasn’t going to let her get away with backing out now.  
She set her face with determination and unzipped her jumper.  She stood and pulled it up over her head.  She needed better luck than this to win.  She put her hands in her lap, shyly covering her exposed panties.  Mike dealt another hand and he lost.  He stood and made a big fanfare about dropping his pants.  He was wearing only his underwear now.  The teenager couldn’t help but notice the bulge in his crotch.  He looked at his own bulge, then at her.  “I told you that you were sexy.  That’s all for you.”  
The young girl felt tingly at the thought.  The warm spot between her legs got warmer and a strange sensation started to build there.  She knew from sex ed class what an erection was and knew that it meant the man was excited.  She realized that she was sexy.  The cards were dealt again and she lost.  She slipped off her blouse, leaving herself in only a bra and panties.  Mike dealt again and she lost.  She hesitated again.  This was the moment of truth.  So far it was not much different than wearing a bikini.  Now she would expose her breasts to a man for the first time.  Mike sat patiently as he watched the girl’s indecision.  Finally, she reached behind herself and unfastened the bra.  When she pulled the bra off and tossed it on the floor, her hands went to cover her small mounds.  
“Ah, ah, ah,” said Mike, shaking his finger at her.  “That’s no fair.”  
She blushed as she dropped her hands.  Mike took in the lovely little titties.  They were just barely mounds, small even for a 14-year-old, and capped with small brown nipples.  The slim young girl shivered in the cool air and her nipples hardened.  She’d lost her bra and her lead.  They were both down to one article of clothing.  She didn’t realize that her fate was already sealed as Mike dealt the cards, again from the bottom of the deck, leaving her with a loser.  Shocked, she tried to protest, “I changed my mind… I don’t want to…”
Mike looked at her with disappointment.  “So, you’re going to cheat at the end?” he asked.  “You’re not going to go through with the deal  I thought you were nicer than that.”
She hated to hear the disapproval in his voice.  Never mind that she’d finally made the right decision.  She knew she shouldn’t be giving in to this man, but she disregarded her mother’s advice.  She stood and slipped her panties down and stepped out of them.  She resisted the urge to cover herself.  That wasn’t fair.  So, she just stood for his hungry eyes to drink her in.  Her pussy was still bald and her tits so small, so Mike wondered if she was really 14.  Never mind, he told himself.  She was gorgeous, petite, and so naïve.  “Stand up on the table,” he instructed her.  
Though she was amazed and embarrassed at the request, she found herself complying.  She watched the bulge in his underwear as she did.  It looked like it was ready to rip through the material.  On the low table she was instructed to put her hands over her head and turn slowly.  Mike marveled at her small mounds, just right for sucking and kissing.  Her pussy was so tight and inviting.  Her ass was slim and muscular, athletic.  Her legs were beautiful and smooth.  He had to have her.  
“I guess I don’t have to buy any cookies,” he said to her obvious disappointment.  “But I’ll tell you what.  I’ll still buy 50 boxes of cookies and take off my shorts so you can see me naked.  I’ll do all that, if I can have you.”  
“Have me?” she asked, not sure what he meant.  
“Have you,” he repeated.  “You know, show you what sex is really like.”
Fifty boxes of cookies, she thought.  And she did want to see what was behind that bulge.  She knew she wanted to do it, but for decency sake, she made him wait, made it look like she wasn’t so eager.  Finally she said, “OK, but it’s my first time.”
I wouldn’t have it any other way, thought Mike.  He dropped his shorts and watched her face as she saw his eight inch cock spring out. 
The innocent girl scout had never seen something like that before and her face showed her amazement.  Mike gathered her in his arms and laid her back on the couch, he was overcome with lust and tossed the fantasy aside as he rammed his cock into his petite wife’s shaved pussy.  In just a few strokes he was cumming inside her.  “Jesus, Karen,” he exclaimed.  “That was fantastic.”  
But, those moments were gone to Mike Brady.  His wife dead in a car accident a year ago.  Now he just sat with his limp cock and a handful of his own come, fantasizing about a fantasy.  
The next night, Mike was determined to take drastic steps.  Marsha would become his girl scout, his cheerleader, and his runaway.  He knocked on his 13-year-old daughter’s door.  Cindy and Jan shared a room, but as the oldest, Marsha had her own room.  In his fantasy, the little girl had always been easy to seduce.  His wife knew what the outcome would be and she wanted him as much as he wanted her.  But, with his daughter it was a different world.  He sat down on the bed next to her to have what he hoped would start as a fatherly talk and lead toward something more.  
Marsha was wearing shorts and a halter top.  His eyes wandered over her small breasts as he talked to her.  He tried to talk about sex and she clammed up.  Part of him was tempted to just reach out and touch her bare midriff or leg, but he wanted to take it slowly.  He tried to talk about boys and she said, “Jeez, dad.”  He told her how pretty and sexy she was and she said sarcastically, “Wow, that means a lot coming from my daddy.”    She'd rebuffed all of his attempts.  Frustrated, he left, thinking of his teenage daughter as the “ice princess”. 
Marsha didn’t think of herself as an ice princess.  She knew about sex and thought about if often.  She was just determined to save herself for the right man.  In fact, she'd gotten a tingly feeling in her pussy when she'd noticed her daddy looking at her tits.  So, after he left her room, Marsha took off her clothes and lay down on her bed.  Her right hand moved to her pussy and her left hand caressed her small tits.  In her fantasy, she was having sex, but it was OK because she fantasized about her future husband.  He would be handsome, like her daddy, and strong, caring, and gentle.  But now, he was fucking her good and she loved the thought of that.
Though she didn't think of herself as an ice princess, Marsha knew she was a tease.  She knew the boys at school looked at her.  She knew that men looked at her.  And now she'd even seen her daddy give her that same look.  She was such a good tease, that she even teased herself.  Her hand moved up and down her pussy slit, but she didn't allow herself to cum.  Masturbating is a disgusting act, she thought, so she only got herself worked up, then slipped her panties back on.    
The next night Mike asked Jan to come to his room.  If Marsha wouldn’t do it, maybe his 11-year-old would.  He put his hand on her back, rubbing it through her shirt.  She moved against his hand, encouraging the back rub, but when his other hand moved to her tummy, she jumped and pushed it away.  Mike backed off and tried lines that worked in his fantasy and finally Jan said, “Jeez, daddy, you sound like you need to get a woman.”  But not me, her words and actions said.  
Like Marsha the night before, Jan had noticed her daddy's attention was different than usual.  She'd almost thought he was going to touch her tits when he reached for her tummy.  The more she thought about it, the more she became convinced that if she hadn't moved his hand, he would have worked his way up to her budding mounds.  Curiously, though she didn't want that to happen, she still thought about how that might feel.  Her daddy's strong hands would be wonderful on her body, she thought.  But, then she caught herself, thinking instead, why would daddy want to touch a flat chested, plain girl like me?    
Finally, in desperation, Mike called Cindy into his room the following night.  His 9-year-old was probably too tight to fuck, but maybe he could teach her to suck his cock.  He talked to her awhile and found himself getting nowhere again.  Suddenly he had an inspiration.  He was trying to make his girls fit into his fantasy.  Instead, he should be using their personalities to build a new fantasy.  Cindy was the youngest, jealous of her older sisters.  She was also the most empathetic.  Taking that into account, he said, “Cindy, your sisters are too insensitive to care about their daddy.  But, I know you are my sensitive one.  You'd do anything for me, wouldn't you?”
“Yes, daddy,” said the little girl. “What do you need?”
“I've asked Marsha and Jan to help me, but they wouldn't.  I guess they're too immature to be able to handle the responsibility.  Even though you're the youngest, you're the most responsible one, aren't you?”
Cindy didn't miss that her daddy had just told her she was more mature than her two older sisters.  She was speechless at the compliment that her daddy had just given her.  All she could do was nod her head in agreement.  She liked being treated so grown up.
Mike continued, “I know I can count on you when I'm feeling bad or when I need relief.  Will you be the woman of the house, you know, fill in for your mommy and do the things for me that your mommy used to do?”
“Oh, daddy, you know I will,” said the innocent 9-year-old.  She didn't know exactly what daddy was talking about, but she was willing to help if he needed help.  It made it all the better that her sisters wouldn't help him.  She'd be the big girl and take mommy's place.  
Mike stood up and started undressing in front of his little girl.  She stared at him as his shoes and socks came off, then his shirt.  As he reached for the buckle of his belt, she couldn't stand it any longer.  She didn't want him to stop, but she didn't understand what was happening.  “Daddy,” she whispered, barely able to make a sound.  “What are you doing?”
“Cindy,” he said, “I haven’t had sex since your mother died.  I need a woman to have sex.  Your sisters won’t do it.  Will you?”  
That made Cindy feel very grown up.  Her daddy needed her.  Her daddy called her a woman.  “Of course, daddy,” she said.  She wasn’t sure what she was getting herself into, but her big, strong, handsome daddy was showing a side he hadn’t before.  In fact, he was showing it all.  
As his pants came down, he paused and asked, “Do you want to see your daddy naked, Cindy?”  
Transfixed, Cindy nodded.  His underwear was already poking out and she wanted to see why.  As he stripped for his little girl, Mike felt his cock pounding.  Cindy stared at the big cock that he displayed to her.  “What do you want me to do?” she asked.  
Mike knew he had to take it slow.  He didn’t want to hurt his daughter or scare her away.  “Touch daddy's cock.  Take my cock in your hands,” he instructed her.  “Stroke your hands up and down.”  He took her hands gently and showed her how to stroke him.  He looked at her little hands wrapped around his cock and thought this was better than any fantasy he’d had.  In seconds, his cock was spurting and he carefully aimed it away from his littlest daughter.
“Oooh, daddy, was that supposed to happen?” she asked, her voice full of innocence.  
“Yes, baby,” said her daddy.  “That’s what I needed.”  He picked her up and sat down with her in his lap.  His still hard cock pushed against her panty clad ass and her hand reached under her to grab the cock and shift it slightly.  Though he wanted to touch her, he held himself back.  Later, he said to himself. To her he said, “I want you to come back tomorrow and I’ll show you some more.”
“OK, daddy,” said Cindy.  She slid off his lap, taking one last look at her daddy's big cock.  She was taking care of her daddy and her bigger sisters weren’t.  She was getting to see her daddy's cock and her sisters weren't.  
“And don’t tell your sisters,” her daddy called after her.  
“Of course not,” she said as she stepped out of the bedroom.  Of course not, she thought to herself.  I don’t want to share daddy with my sisters.  
The next night, Mike looked at his innocent little 9-year-old daughter and almost had second thoughts about going any further with his youngest daughter, but the eagerness on her face was evident.  She wanted to be here.  He also knew that he had to have her and that he had to proceed slowly so as not to scared her off.  When she came to him as she had promised, he said to her, “You know, baby, it’s normal for the man and the woman to both be naked during sex.”  
“Really?” she asked.  Her daddy hadn’t mentioned that yesterday.  But, she’d seen that he was in a hurry yesterday.  Maybe today he was a little more relaxed.  
But, before she could relax, her daddy suggested a game of strip poker.  It was his fantasy to watch a young girl slowly undress herself for him and that’s what he wanted tonight.  Cindy agreed to the game.  If that’s what her daddy wanted, then that’s what she would do.  Mike resolved to himself that he wouldn’t cheat his daughter.  He also didn’t offer to spot her any clothes.
He had a deck of cards waiting and dealt the first hand.  He had a pair of queens.  When he laid them down, he saw Cindy had a pair of threes.  Cindy took off her shoes, not even waiting for him to tell her that they counted together.  Then, she took the cards and dealt a hand.  When she laid down a pair of tens, her daddy laid down three twos.  She slipped off her socks.  Daddy dealt another hand.  He had nothing but a king and she had a pair of aces.  He took off his shoes.  Another deal and another loss to Mike.  He took off his socks.  
Mike dealt the next hand and saw three kings.  Confidently he laid them down and was not disappointed.  Cindy had only a pair of eights.  She hesitated, just like in his fantasy.  It was down to showing off some skin and his little girl was having second thoughts.  But, without a prompting from her daddy, Cindy took a deep breath and pulled her T-shirt off over her head.  Mike looked at the flat little chest his daughter was showing off and sighed.  Her tiny nipples were cute as hell and her flat chest was just what he wanted to see.  He said to her, “You’re beautiful, baby.  You look really sexy.”  
Cindy beamed at the compliment.  She hadn’t been too sure about how her daddy would react.  It wasn’t like she was a mature woman he could really appreciate, but his remark made her feel good.  She felt very grown up to be stripping for her daddy.  Her nipples tingled as if her daddy's eyes were tickling them.  Her pussy tingled, too, even though he couldn't see that yet.  She dealt the next hand and lost again.  She confidently stood and slid her jeans down.  Stepping out of them, she was wearing just a pair of white panties.  It felt kind of strange to have her daddy looking at her like he was.  He'd never looked at her like this before.  “Beautiful,” he said again.  “You have the perfect body.”  
He dealt and lost the hand, then nearly ripped his shirt off to expose his upper body.  Cindy returned the compliment to him as she said, “Oooh, daddy, you have such a strong looking chest.”   Mike beamed back at her and watched her deal the cards.  Again he lost and dropped his pants for his daughter.  “I can see your cock,” said Cindy.  “Right there,” she pointed at the bulge in his shorts.  
Mike laughed.  Her innocence was wonderful.  It was down to one final hand, which he dealt.  He looked at the two fours in his hand.  Might be enough to win, he thought, but might not.  He laid them down.  Cindy looked sad as she laid down a pair of threes.  “Guess I lose,” she said.  Bravely she stood.  She fingered the waistband of her panties, savoring the anticipation in her daddy's eyes.  It was hard to believe, but her daddy wanted to see what was under her panties.  Her pussy was tingling and feeling moist as she slid down her panties.  
Mike gasped at the lovely bare pussy that was exposed to him.  He picked up his little daughter and put her in his lap.  His hands went to her hard little nipples and massaged them.  She cooed at his touch, nothing had ever felt so wonderful to her.  Mike was thrilled at the chance to fondle his pre-pubescent daughter.  He slid his hands down her cute little body to her bare pussy.  There he gently caressed her pussy lips and clit, making her moan with pleasure.  His hands roamed over the soft thighs and back up to her crotch.  He couldn’t believe he was finally getting his fantasy to come true.  A little girl all his own was sitting in his lap and moaning in pleasure at his touch.  But, he remembered his promise that he wouldn’t hurt Cindy.  Straight intercourse with this little girl was out of the question.  
He put her back on his feet and said to her, “I’ll take off my shorts, too, but you have to pay a penalty for losing.  Instead of using your hands on my cock, you have to lick it.”  
Cindy pondered that idea for a moment, then asked, “Did mommy lick it?”
“Yes, baby,” said her daddy.  “Mommy licked it and she loved to lick it.”
“OK,” said Cindy and the 9-year-old stuck out her tongue and ran it over her daddy’s cock.  If mommy had done it, then it was something she was determined to do as well.  She licked it up and down, top and bottom.  It had a salty taste and she enjoyed the reaction she got from her daddy, “Oh, yes, baby, lick my cock.  Lick it right there.  Yes, baby, your tongue is just right.”  
Mike was mesmerized by the naked body kneeling in front of him.  He almost had to pinch himself to believe this was really happening.  He looked into Cindy’s blue eyes as she looked up at his face.  She was looking for his approval and he rewarded her, “That’s perfect, baby.  You’re wonderful.”  But he didn’t want to cum in her face, so he instructed her to grab his cock with her hands and pump it like she had the night before.  Happily, the little girl wrapped her fists around the huge cock and pumped until it shot the white stuff it as it had last night.  
Quickly Cindy dressed and as she left the room, she said, “I’ll be back tomorrow, daddy.”
The next night, when Cindy arrived, her daddy was already naked.  She was surprised to see this and asked him what was going to happen.  “I want you to strip for me, baby.  Take your clothes off for me, baby.”
Cindy did as she was told.  First she removed her shoes and socks so they weren’t in the way.  Then she unbuttoned her shirt, pulling it apart to expose her chest.  Her daddy liked her nipples, so she flashed them a couple of times before slipping her shirt off.  She was wearing a short skirt and just on a whim, she flipped it up to expose her white panties.  When her daddy smiled at her for that, she turned around and flashed her panties from the rear.  Looking over her shoulder, she saw her daddy smile again and smiled back, a sexy yet innocent smile.  She slipped her skirt off and then slid her panties down slowly.  Naked, the little 9-year-old posed for her daddy and then moved to lick his cock.  
“No, baby,” said her daddy.  “This time, take it in your mouth, suck on it like it was a lollipop.”  
Cindy opened her mouth and felt daddy’s cock enter her mouth.  It came in a few inches and then she stopped it.  Though she loved the taste of the hard, warm cock in her mouth, she couldn’t take any more.  She looked up at her daddy with questioning eyes.  “That’s great, baby,” said her daddy.  “In time you’ll learn to take it all.  Now, take your hands and slide them up and down my cock like you have before, but keep my cock in your mouth.  When it shoots the white stuff, catch it in your mouth and swallow it.”  
Cindy’s eyes got wide at that last remark, but confident that her daddy wouldn’t do anything bad, she did as she was told.  It took just a couple of minutes and she felt the cock in her mouth tense, then shoot its stuff into her mouth.  She was momentarily surprise at the warmth of the salty goo and some of it trickled out the corners of her mouth.  But what was left, she swallowed.  
This time Mike didn’t let his daughter leave right away.  He cuddled her close on the big bed that he used to share with his wife.  It was a special place and Cindy knew this meant she had really pleased her daddy.  She snuggled up close, feeling his strong hands all over her little body.  Her daddy wanted her and she wanted him.  He put his hand her to smooth pussy and started to caress it.  The little girl beside him was mewling with pleasure as her daddy stroked her most private parts.  At first she was just enjoying daddy's forbidden touch, but as he continued, she started to feel the tingling in her pussy increase.  
Mike watched his daughter as he brought her close to what he knew would be her very first orgasm.  She was breathing heavy, yet looking at him with a wide-eyed, innocent look as if she was constantly checking to make sure everything was OK.  Her daddy has another surprise for her in mind, though.  His hand slipped away from her pussy, leaving her with a look of disappointment.  It had felt so good, but now daddy was finished.  Or so she thought.  
Mike laid Cindy back on the bed and spread her legs, moving between them as he did.  Gently he kissed her inner thighs, bringing more moans of pleasure from the 9-year-old.  He kissed his way up until he was kissing her sweet, puffy pussy lips.  His hands went to her sensitive nipples, arousing them to hardness.  All the while he kept his eyes on Cindy's face, watching her reaction.  He was not disappointed as the surprise was evident on her pretty, young face.  She was getting payback for the blow job she'd just given her daddy, but she didn't know exactly what to expect.  
Gently, slowly, Mike parted the young girl's bare pussy lips, tasting her sweetness for the first time.  He ran his tongue up and down his daughter's crack, savoring the juices he found there.  After several seconds of this, he found her clit with his tongue and started licking and sucking it.  The sudden intake of breath from his little beauty told him he'd hit the right spot.  
Cindy's hands instinctively went to her daddy's head, digging her fingers into his thick curly hair.  She couldn't believe the wonderful feeling she was having.  “Oh, God, daddy,” she moaned.  “You know how to make me feel good.  I've never …  I can't … Oooooo, yes, daddy.”  
Mike wandered away from her clit and took one pussy lip into his mouth, sucking noisily.  He moved to the other pussy lip and did the same thing.  “Oh, God, daddy,” said his little girl again.  “What's happening?  My cunny is on fire.  Ooooo, it feels so good.”  Mike returned to her clit, intent on bringing her to an orgasm now.  He sucked the hard little button and rolled it between his lips.  Her moans were increasing, becoming unintelligible, as she neared her peak.  Furiously he worked the little clit with his tongue, until he heard her squeal, “Oooooooo, daddy, daddy, daddy, do it, do it, lick my cunny, daddy, oooooooo, yes.”  Her words tapered off into a moan of pleasure and Mike knew he'd licked his little 9-year-old to her first orgasm.  
With his cock pounding from the thrill, the daddy gently took his baby into his arms, holding her tight.  His hard cock pressed against her soft bottom as he caressed her little body.  Pressing hard against her ass he started stroking his cock against her.  He felt her push back against him, increasing the pressure on his engorged cock.  “Daddy, do it again.  Shoot the white stuff.”  She wiggled from his grasp and turned to put her lips around his cock for the second time tonight.  Her small hands stroked the length of his cock and he said, “Oh, yes, Cindy, baby, suck my cock, little girl.”  He looked at the sweet face, the soft lips spread around his cock.  Her blond curls bounced as she sucked him hard.  “My little cocksucker, Cindy, suck it hard, ooooo, yes, here it comes, get ready to swallow it all.”  He sent his load into her mouth and watched her swallow, then smile.  
As she snuggled with him, Mike said, “You’re wonderful, Cindy.  Tell me what you want and I’ll do it for you.”
Cindy thought for a minute.  She was panting so hard she couldn't speak anyway.  After she caught her breath she said, “I want to have a room of my own.  I want you to make Jan move in with Marsha.”  
“Cindy, I can’t do that,” said her daddy.  It would make the older girls suspicious and angry.  “What would they think?”
“I don’t care, daddy,” said Cindy.  “You said they wouldn’t do this for you.  I am.  So, I think I deserve to be your favorite, not Marsha.  Please.  I’ll suck your cock every night.”
With that promise, Mike could not resist his youngest daughter.  He kissed her, a hard and passionate kiss with his tongue pushing deep into her mouth.  Cindy returned the kiss, running her tongue inside her father’s mouth.  She kissed her way down his chest and kissed his cock one more time.  “Thank you, daddy,” she said and then she got up, dressed, and left.  
The next day there was hell to pay in the Brady household as Marsha yelled back at her daddy.  “No way, daddy.  I’m not letting Jan move in with me.”  Mike grabbed his rebellious daughter and dragged her into her room.  He threw her over his knees and raised his hand to spank the 13-year-old.  It had been years since he had done something like that, but he was determined to get his way.  His hand came down hard on the denim covered ass.  It hurt his hand and hardly got a reaction from Marsha.  “Stop it, daddy,” she yelled.  “I’m not letting Jan move in.”  
Pinning his oldest daughter with one arm, he reached under her with the other and undid the snap of her jeans.  “Daddy!” shrieked Marsha.  He pulled down the zipper and slowly worked the jeans down over her spreading hips.  “Daddy!  Stop that!” she shrieked again.  With nothing but her panties between him and her ass, he spanked her again and again.  Finally she succumbed, crying, “Please, daddy, stop, you win.  Jan can move in to my room.”  Meekly Marsha stood and pulled her jeans back up.  Mike couldn’t help but notice the triangle in the crotch of her panties as she did.  It was barely visible, obviously a blond pussy like the hair on her head.  That evening it was a done deal.  Jan had moved in with Marsha and Cindy had her wish come true.  
Triumphantly, Cindy came to see her daddy that night.  Without being asked, she stripped off her clothes and knelt in front of her daddy.  When he put his cock in her face, the little girl took it quickly and sucked hard.  When she went to grab it with her tiny hands, her daddy stopped her.  “Time to do it right,” he said.  “Take the entire cock down your throat, no hands allowed.”
When she gagged on the cock, she pulled back.  “How, daddy?” she asked.  “How did mommy do it?”
“Breathe through your nose and swallow when my cock hits the back of your throat,” said the horny man.  “Suck it down your throat and I’ll start sliding in and out.  You breathe through your nose when you can.”  With that he thrust again.  Cindy swallowed, but gagged again.  It took several tries but eventually she managed to get all eight inches down her throat.  Then Mike started thrusting in and out while his little girl sucked hard.  In a few minutes he felt his cum rising and he shot it down her tight throat.  Cindy swallowed hard to get all the cum into her tummy.  “Good girl,” said her daddy.  
Again Mike cuddled his naked 9-year-old daughter, running his hands over her little girl chest and her bald pussy.  He stroked her for several minutes before he let her get up and get dressed.  Before she left, he called her over to him.  Then, he grabbed her and kissed her hard, a deep French kiss that left them both breathless.  
While Marsha was being furious, Jan was being suspicious.  What had Cindy done to deserve the special treatment?  She’d noticed Cindy going to visit daddy every night in his room, but didn’t imagine what was going on.  The next night she hid in daddy’s closet with the door slightly open so she could see what was happening.  
Jan didn’t have to wait long.  First daddy came into the room.  He took off all his clothes.  Jan covered her eyes when he did.  She thought he was just changing clothes, but when she looked again, he was still naked.  Then Cindy walked in and daddy didn’t act surprised.  Next, she watched Cindy strip off her own clothes and stand naked in front of daddy.  In what now looked like a practiced ritual, Cindy knelt down in front of daddy and put his cock in her mouth!  Jan watched in amazement as daddy’s cock bobbed in and out of Cindy’s mouth.  When daddy tensed and moaned, Jan couldn’t tell that Cindy had just swallowed a load of cum, but she knew something had just happened.  
Cindy crawled in bed with daddy and Jan watched as daddy’s hands went all over the tiny form.  This is surely not supposed to be happening, Jan thought, but there is nothing I can do to stop it.  When Cindy finally left, she said, “Thank you, daddy.  Thank you for making me your special girl.  Thank you for letting me have my own room.”  She kissed daddy long and hard.  
Then daddy said, “Thank you, my little baby.  You deserve everything I did for you.”
So that was it! Jan thought.  Cindy was doing disgusting things with daddy and getting rewarded in return.  Jan thought about what to do and decided on a plan.  The next day at school she talked to three of the biggest boys in school.  She didn’t really know them, but then she didn’t want to know them.  She just wanted them to teach her little sister a lesson.  They came home with her that afternoon.  Daddy would be working late.  Marsha stayed at school to study and be with her friends every afternoon.  So, it was just her and Cindy at home.  When she got home, she introduced Johnny, Kyle, and Hank to her little sister.  
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Cindy looked at the three boys that her sister had introduced her to.  She didn’t like the look of them.  They were about 12-13 years old, older than Jan usually hung out with.  The three of them leered at the little blonde 9-year-old and she felt nervous.  She couldn’t believe her ears when the largest of them, Johnny, said, “Jan tells us that you suck cock, Cindy.”
Cindy flashed a shocked look at her 11-year-old sister.  “Jan!” she exclaimed.  
“Yeah,” said Hank.  “Your daddy’s cock.”  
Cindy realized her sister must have seen what she and their daddy had been doing the last few days.  “Jan, how could you?” she demanded.
The boys laughed and Kyle said, “You’re right, Jan.  She isn’t denying it.  She isn’t even acting like she doesn’t know what we’re talking about.  She has been sucking her daddy’s cock.”
“Get out of here right now,” said Cindy, trying to sound brave, but her heart was pounding.  She was humiliated that her sister had been watching her swallow daddy’s cock and now even more humiliated that Jan had told these boys.  What could her sister possibly have been thinking?  The cute little blond swallowed nervously as she looked from one boy to the next.  Her eyes caught the smirk on Jan’s face and she realized her older sister intended for her to be humiliated.  
“I’d don’t think we’ll be leaving soon,” said Johnny.  “We figure if you’ll suck your daddy’s cock that you’ll suck ours, too.”  Honestly, Johnny wasn’t sure what it was like to have his cock sucked, but he’d heard that it felt good.  He was eager to find out first hand, even it was from a little girl.  He imagined her mouth open and his hard cock sliding between her lips.  Man, it sure sounded good.  
“No, I won’t,” said Cindy.  “I’ll tell my daddy what you’re doing.”
“OK,” said Johnny.  “Let’s see what your daddy can do for you.  You know it’s wrong for him to have sex with his daughter.  You know a 9-year-old shouldn’t be sucking her daddy’s cock.  So, what’s your daddy going to do?”
Cindy felt a sinking feeling as she realized she might be in trouble, but she bravely continued, “My daddy will make you stop.”
Johnny came right back with, “If your daddy does anything, we’ll tell the police what he’s been doing and he’ll go to jail.  You’ll end up in a foster home or maybe the juvenile hall, little cocksucker. You belong to us and there’s no one that can save you.”  
The air went right out of Cindy when she heard that.  Foster home, juvenile hall.  Both of those sounded terrible.  And her daddy in jail.  That was something she hadn’t counted on.  She looked at Jan and pleaded, “Please, Jan, don’t let them do this.”
Jan only smiled and stepped back.  The three boys advanced on Cindy.  Hank and Kyle grabbed her arms.  Johnny stepped behind her and she heard and felt the zipper to her jumper sliding down.  “Please,” she pleaded.  “Please don’t take my dress off.”   Being naked with her daddy was one thing, but being naked in front of three boys would be terrible.  But, the zipper reached the bottom and she felt the jumper being slid off her shoulders.  Hank released his grip long enough for the strap on her left shoulder to slide down her arm, then he grabbed her again on her bicep.  It happened so quickly she didn’t have a chance to pull away.  She winced in the cruel pain as Hank squeezed her biceps and didn’t notice that Kyle had released her right arm until her strap was down past her elbow and Kyle had grabbed her arm again.  
With the straps free, Johnny pulled her jumper all the way down to the floor, piling it around her ankles.  Hank and Kyle forced her backwards until she had stepped out of the pile of clothes.  She was now wearing only her white cotton shirt, flowered panties, and shoes and socks.  “Jan, help me,” she begged, squirming in the grasp of the two boys.  She couldn’t pull free.  
Johnny started undoing the buttons of her shirt.  One by one, he went from top to bottom, until the shirt hung open.  Then he pulled it open, revealing her flat little chest and cute pink nipples.  The boys repeated the effort they had done on her jumper, Johnny pulling the sleeves down her arms as Hank and then Kyle released her arms and then grabbed her again.   Squirm and plead as much as she could, it didn’t stop the boys from stripping her.  Now she was utterly humiliated to be standing nearly naked in front of the boys.  Only her panties remained.  Humiliated as she was, she knew it would get worse.  
The cool air made her nipples stand out and Jan was quick to point that out to the boys.  She felt the cool air on her back and tummy, knowing these were exposed to the boys.  Her young thighs were creamy smooth and her panties rode up into her crotch.  The three boys stopped to admire the tiny nipples standing out hard on the flat little chest.  The little blond fought against their grasp, but she couldn’t get free.  Johnny ran his hands over her bare back, up her smooth thighs, and then over her little preteen chest.  He took her hard little nipples between his fingers and rolled them, making them stand out like little bullets.  Cindy was horrified that her body could respond as it was.  
Then, she could only watch the final humiliation as Johnny reached for the waistband of her flowered panties and pulled them down below her knees.  Her hairless pussy was bared for all to see.  With her arms being held, she couldn’t cover herself.  Kyle leaned over and said, “Look at her ass.”
Cindy could only moan as Hank whistled his appreciation and Johnny walked around to get a view.  From her rear, Johnny grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed hard.  Her humiliation turned to fear as he sank his fingers into her soft flesh.  It hurt and she couldn’t pull away.  “Please, Johnny,” she begged, “please stop.  That hurts.”  She gasped in relief as he let go.  Then she felt his hands snake around from behind and finger her pussy.   “Oh, please, Johnny, stop.”
But, Johnny walked around in front of her again and knelt down eye level to her bare pussy.  He spread her virgin lips, satisfying his curiosity as he got his first good look at a girl’s pussy.  First he ran his finger up and down the slit, then he discovered the hole at the bottom and stuck his index finger up inside the frightened 9-year-old.  When he was done, he stood and grabbed her left arm, freeing Hank to do his own exploration.  
Hank walked around the naked girl, commenting on her nudity and smiling at the reaction he got.  Each time he made another comment, Cindy groaned in humiliation.  He started with, “So, Cindy, did you think you’d ever be naked in front of a bunch of boys today?”  Groan.  “Do you like to show off your bare ass?”   Groan.  He lightly traced her shoulder blades as he said, “Even your naked back looks so nice and soft.”  Groan.  As he came around to her front, “Cute little nips,” and he bent his head to suck on first one, then the other.  Moan.  “Nice legs.”  Groan.  “And this little pussy,” he said, kneeling down as Johnny had.  “Ooooh, boy, this looks nice.  Bet it hasn’t ever been fucked before.”  Groan.  He turned and looked over his shoulder at Jan.  “Thanks, Jan.  This is great.  I can hardly wait for her to suck my cock.”  Cindy and Jan both noticed that Hank was rubbing his crotch.  “God, you’re a hot little number, Cindy.  Showing off your body like this. What a slut you are.”“ 
Hank took her right arm and let Kyle admire the 9-year-old’s cute little body for a minute.  He touched her everywhere, pinching her roughly, then caressing gently.  Cindy felt herself getting aroused as she had with daddy.  Naked and embarrassed as she was, the admiring gazes, touching, and dirty talk were getting her warmed up.  
Since she looked a little silly as she was, Kyle removed Cindy’s shoes and socks, completing the job of stripping their captive.  Then he produced a length of rope from a pocket.  “What are you doing?” asked Jan, caught off guard by this move.  They were supposed to strip her sister, get their cocks sucked, and leave.  Hank and Johnny pulled Cindy’s wrists together behind her back and Kyle tied her wrists tightly.  Then he looked at Jan as if to say, “I’ll do whatever I want, so shut up.”
Cindy was horrified to find herself naked and tied.  She couldn’t pull free and couldn’t cover her bare pussy and exposed nipples.  Then the boys tied her ankles together.  They finished by laying her on her stomach and tying her wrists to her ankles.  Hog-tied, she lay on her stomach, her back arched.  She was completely helpless.  When the boys laid her on her back on the bed, she felt as if she was offering her cute little body to them.  
Then the boys turned toward Jan.  “Say, Jan, what do you think your father would do if we stripped you, too?”  After a short pause to let that sink in, he continued, “Probably the same thing he’ll do about Cindy.  Nothing!”  The boys laughed.  

“No,” screamed Jan.  “I brought you here to get even with her.  You can’t touch me.  It isn’t fair!”  She tried to run, but the boys were between her and the door.  A shiver went through her body as she realized the predicament she had put herself in.  
Johnny grabbed her right arm and Hank her left.  Jan squirmed, but couldn’t pull free.  “Please,” she begged.  “Just do Cindy.  Let me go.”  She caught Cindy’s eye and saw a smile on the little girl’s face.  Oh, my God, she thought to herself.  Cindy’s going to watch me get stripped.  I’m going to suck a cock.  It isn’t fair.
Kyle unbuttoned Jan’s shirt quickly and the boys got it off her.  “What do I do with this?” Kyle asked when he saw Jan’s training bra.  “The catch is in the back,” said Johnny, only slightly more experienced than Kyle.  Kyle went around behind Jan and she felt the catch of her bra being released.  As the bra came off, her little titties were exposed to the boys.  They were barely mounds at all, but they were more than the boys had seen on Cindy.  “Great,” said Kyle.  “She’s got tits.”  
Kyle grabbed Jan’s nipples, pulling them out hard as he had seen Johnny do to Cindy.  Jan moaned in pain and embarrassment.  It had been funny when Cindy’s nipples were standing out.  Now that it was her turn, she was horrified to be topless in front of these boys.  She’d never been exposed before.  But, there was more to come.  She watched helplessly as Kyle unzipped her skirt and let it drop to the floor.  She had stopped squirming, giving in to the inevitable.  Now she stood still, wearing only her pink panties.  “Oh, no,” she moaned as Kyle grabbed her panties.  He paused as if savoring her final humiliation.  Then, he pulled her panties down to get a view of her pussy.  Like her younger sister, Jan had no hair on her pussy.  There wasn’t even the slightest trace of down on the 11-year-old’s pussy.  
When her panties hit the floor, Jan could only groan her humiliation.  She’d stayed around to watch her little sister get stripped and now she was the victim.  Worse, she felt that she had more to show as the boys remarked about her tits, sucked on her nipples, and massaged her small mounds, copping their first feel ever.  When the boys produced rope for her, she knew they had been planning this all along.  In minutes she was lying beside her little sister on the bed, her back arched, her small tits displayed prominently in the hog-tied position.  
The three boys stripped themselves quickly to expose three hard ons, each around four to five inches long.  The three boys were all clearly entering puberty as each of them had dark strands of curly hair around their cocks.  But, none of them had actually had sex with a girl before.  This would be their first time.  
“Who’s first?” asked Johnny, waving his hard cock in the girls’ faces.  
Jan was mesmerized by the cock so close to her face.  She tried to recover some face by being logical.  “Cindy’s got experience, let her do it.”
Before Cindy could protest, Johnny said, “That decides it.  First one to speak gets to suck cock first.  That’s you, Jan.”
“No, please, it’s not fair,” whined Jan.  “Cindy…,” she sobbed, “Cindy is supposed to suck cock, not me.”
The boys positioned the 11-year-old on her stomach with her face at the edge of the bed.  Johnny stepped up to the pleading girl’s face and said, “Suck, my little Jan slut.”  
Jan shook her head and kept her mouth clamped shut.  Then she heard a sudden slap and yelped in pain as Hank brought his belt down across her left ass cheek.  “Suck it, Jan,” said Hank.  “Open wide and suck.”  Again Jan shook her head.  Smack.  She screamed as the belt hit her right ass cheek.  “Suck it.”
Jan might have given in right then, but Cindy said, “Yeah, Jan, I want to watch you suck cock.  Be a good cocksucker.  Open wide and say ahhhh.”
Resolved not to give in to her sister’s desires, Jan shook her head again.  The spanking ritual was repeated ten times before Jan finally screamed, “No more, please, I’ll do it.”  She opened her mouth with Johnny’s cock just inches away.  
Johnny slid his cock into the frightened 11-year-old’s mouth, introducing the preteen to cocksucking for the first time.  It wasn’t a large cock, but Jan gagged as it went nearly all the way in.  Beside her, she heard her little sister saying, “Jan’s a cocksucker.  Open wide and say ahhhh.   That’s it, Jan.  Suck that cock.”
Jan swallowed hard and found the cock was deeper and she wasn’t gagging anymore.  The cock was warm and salty, not nearly as disgusting as she thought it would be.  She felt Johnny’s hands grab her head, pulling himself to her face, forcing himself deeper.  Helplessly, she took the cock all the way, feeling her nose pressed into the sparse hair at the base of his cock.  Johnny started stroking in and out.  Jan had no control over the motion, and could only let her mouth be used as Johnny’s fuck tool.  
After Jan started sucking, Kyle stuck his cock in Cindy’s mouth.  With practiced ease the 9-year-old took his cock into her mouth.  It was smaller than her daddy’s and much easier to swallow.  She sucked hard, feeling Kyle’s balls slapping against her chin.  Her little blue eyes went up to look into her rapist’s eyes and she saw the look of power he felt over her.  Tied and helpless, she sucked.
Hank was momentarily at a loss of what to do, but he settled himself beside Jan and reached under her to cop a feel of her small mounds.  He rolled the nipples between his fingers and felt the smooth skin of the young girl’s little tits.  Then he shifted to Cindy, copping a feel of her flat chest, obscenely excited by the feel of no tits on their youngest victim.  
Kyle tensed in Cindy’s mouth as he watched Hank feel up the little 9-year-old.  He shot his load into her mouth and kept pumping until she’d swallowed and sucked his cock clean.  He looked to his side and saw Johnny still pumping away at Jan’s mouth.  
Hank took Kyle’s place in Cindy’s eager mouth.  Her tongue came out to meet the hard cock as it approached and she swirled her tongue up and down the shaft.  Thrilled by the touch of her tongue, Hank paused, his cock poised in front of her mouth as he watched her lick up and down the length of his cock.  She savored it like a lollipop, licking the head, then licking the shaft.  Finally, he could take it no longer and plunged his cock into her little mouth.  
Again the little girl gazed up at the eyes of her attacker, watching his power and sensing his lust.  He thrust hard into her mouth and she let him take her.  There is something more erotic about this, she thought.  Being helpless is hot.  Being owned is wonderful.  Hank shot his load into the hot little sucking mouth.  Cindy’s blue eyes never left his face as he came and finally pulled out.  
Beside her, Jan was getting a work out.  Johnny would stroke hard, then pull out.  He was savoring the power he had over Jan, not letting himself come yet.  She whimpered each time he pulled out, knowing that it would take longer to suck the boy off every time he delayed.  Cindy had now finished off two boys and was saying, “Suck his cock, Jan.  Cocksucker.  Can’t you suck his cock right?  Come on, Jan.  Naked and tied, Jan.  Open wide and say ahhh.  Naked and tied.  Sucking cock.  How does it taste, Jan?  Suck him good, and swallow his cum.”
Hank and Kyle untied Cindy, but Cindy made no effort to get dressed.  Instead she knelt down beside Jan and kept up her constant humiliation of her older sister.  “Suck that cock, you naked slut.  How did it feel to be stripped and shown off?  How does it feel to have your little sister watching you suck a cock?  How does it feel to know I’m a better cocksucker?  I sucked off two boys already and you haven’t even done one.”  
Cindy grabbed her sister’s head, pounding it into Johnny’s cock.  “Naked slut.  You should have seen your face when your panties were pulled down.  Do you like being our little sex toy?  Suck, suck, suck.”  And suddenly Jan found herself with a mouthful of warm and sticky cum.  She didn’t know what to do with it, but kept it in her mouth for a few seconds.  Johnny’s cock kept her from spitting it out and she didn’t want to swallow the slimy stuff.  “Come on, Jan.  Swallow his cum.  You finally sucked him off, now swallow.”  So, Jan swallowed.  She tasted the saltiness of Johnny’s cum; it was tangy and not entirely unpleasant.  So that’s what sucking a cock is all about, she thought.  
When Johnny pulled away, Cindy plunged her tongue into Jan’s mouth.  She swirled it around, French kissing her sister to get a taste of Johnny’s cum.  “Ooh, yum, sis.  You sucked him off good.”
Hank and Kyle flipped Jan over on her back and said to Cindy, “Come on, hot little thing.  Do a thing with your sister.”
Jan gasped in surprise at her new predicament.  Still naked and tied, she was to become her little sister’s plaything.  Cindy was delighted to further humiliate her older sister.  Jan had plotted to get Cindy to suck cocks and the plan had partially backfired on her.  Now Cindy could get even.  Jan squirmed, but hog tied as she was, she was helpless to Cindy’s acts.  Cindy slithered her 9-year-old body against her sister’s, and sucked on Jan’s nipples.  “Oooh, Jan, you’re nipples are standing up for the boys.”   She reached back and spread Jan’s thighs.  “Oooh, Jan, the boys can see your pussy.  Let’s show it off good.”  
“What would I like you to do next?” mused the horny little preteen.  “How about let’s get me to cum.”  She lifted herself up and sat back down, lowering her bare pussy onto her sister’s helpless mouth.  “Stick out your tongue and lick my pussy,” said Cindy.  
“No,” said Jan.  “Anything but that.”  
“But that’s what I want,” said Cindy.  “And you’re tied up.  Just for me.”  She looked over at the three boys and said, “Make her lick me.”  From just her recent antics, the boys already had hard ons again and were stroking their cocks as they watched Cindy embarrass her big sister.  But, Kyle stopped stroking and picked up his belt.  Smack.  Jan screamed as the belt cut across her bare thighs.  Smack.  The second blow was across her exposed tummy.  Again she screamed.  Smack.  The next one was just below her tits.  “Eeeeee,” screamed Jan.  “Please, stop.”  Smack, across her thighs again.  “Eeeeee, please, Cindy, don’t.”  Smack.  Smack.  “Eeeeee, please, Cindy, make him stop.”  Smack.  “Please, Cindy, I’ll lick you.”
“You’ll lick my what?” asked Cindy.  
Jan glared at her sister.  “I’ll lick your pussy.”
“Stick out your tongue, Jan,” demanded Cindy.  
Jan complied.  “Farther, farther,” coaxed her little sister, until Jan had her tongue sticking erect several inches out.  Cindy lowered herself on the waiting tongue and said, “Lick me good, Jan.  Show these boys what a good pussy licker you are.  Look, they’re jerking themselves off watching you lick me.  They’re looking at your naked body, your tits, your pussy, your fucking tongue.”  Jan licked at her sister’s pussy, their eyes boring into each other’s.  Cindy was watching her sister’s humiliation.  Jan was watching her sister dominate her.  She did indeed feel humiliation.  She was naked and tied for the three boys to look at, and she was licking her 9-year-old sister’s pussy.  She couldn’t take her eyes off Cindy’s eyes, but she knew Cindy was right.  The boys were jerking off over her.  
Cindy continued her verbal humiliation.  “Boy, Jan, you should have seen your face when the boys said they were going to strip you.  I thought that was just perfect.  Getting your own desserts.  Kyle stripped off your shirt, then took off your bra.  There you stood, held by Johnny and Hank with your little titties showing for all to see.  Bet that’s the first time you got to show off your tits to some boys.  Keep licking.  That feels good.  Keep that up and I’m going to cum on your tongue.  Then he pulled down your skirt and you were standing there in just your pink panties.  What a sight.  You begging that it wasn’t fair.  Them wanting to see you completely naked.  Me just smiling at you getting stripped.  How did it feel when your panties came off?  Oh, don’t answer, I know your tongue is busy.  How does it feel now to be completely naked and tied up.  Who knows what the boys will do when I’m done.”
At those words, Jan’s tongue momentarily paused.  My God, she thought, this isn’t over with yet.  Her tongue worked away at Cindy’s wet pussy.  Cindy stopped talking as her breath started to get ragged.  She leaned forward and sank her fingers into Jan’s long blond hair.  As she came, she pulled her sister’s face hard into her little pussy, “Oh, my God, Jan!  Lick me!  I’m cumming.  Fucking lick my fucking pussy, you little slut cocksucker, pussy licker.  Show these boys how… oooooh, I’m cumming… that’s it….. eeeeeee.”  As she came down from her spectacular orgasm, she said, “Thanks, sis.  You’ve got a great tongue.  Maybe the boys will come over every day and tie you up for me.”
With that, the boys all erupted onto the two girls.  Most of the cum went onto Jan’s face, but some went all over Cindy’s small body.  Cindy bent down over her sister and said, “Lick their cum off of me, Jan.  Then, lick it off your face.”  Helplessly, Jan stuck her tongue out and Cindy helped her lick off the cum.  “That’s it, Jan.  Lick my nipples, oooh, that feels good.  Lick my tummy.  Ooops, there’s a little on my thigh.  Missed a spot on this nipple.  OK, I guess you got it all.”  Then Cindy ran her finger over Jan’s face, scooping up the cum on her cheeks, chin, and forehead.  The younger girl offered her cum covered finger to her helpless sister and Jan opened wide.  “Say aaaah,” said Cindy. 
“Aaaaah,” said Jan as the cum slid into her mouth and down her throat.  
Just watching Cindy torment her sister got the eager young boys hard again.  Cindy saw that and said, “She hasn’t been fucked yet, boys.”  
Jan moaned, a victim of her own desire for revenge.  She was getting fucked and was about to lose her virginity.  “Please, let me go,” she pleaded.  But the seed had already been planted.  The boys untied Jan only long enough to tie her again, this time spread-eagled on the bed.  Cindy was right there, whispering in her ear, “Wow, Jan.  Stripped for the first time.  Letting the boys fondle you.  Cocksucking.  Pussy licking.  And now you’re going to get fucked.  Bet you hadn’t planned this for today?”
The 11-year-old had a sinking feeling.  She hadn’t planned for any of this today.  Nothing was going right.  Her sister, the slut, was having a good time and she was tied up, about to be raped.  She was scared that it might hurt and horrified that her first time would be with a boy she hardly knew.  But, helpless as she was, she could only watch as Johnny climbed on top of her and positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy.  Her legs were spread wide for him, inviting him in.  Inexperienced, he probed with his hard cock until he found her moist tunnel and pushed in.  He paused when he felt resistance, but he was not all the way in.  He was sure he ought to be able to get all the way in, so he pushed again and felt the resistance give way.  Jan screamed in pain as her virginity was torn and the boy’s cock entered her all the way.  
“Cool,” said Kyle.  “How’s it feel?”
“It feels great,” said Johnny.  “She’s real tight and it’s squeezing my cock.”  He started pumping his cock in and out.  “Oh, yeah, she’s tight and this is great.”  
Jan turned her head to the side and was amazed to see her 9-year-old sister wiggle her naked body sensuously at Hank.  The youngest of the boys, Hank was quite smitten with the little girl look of the sex kitten that was teasing him now.  He took the hint and approached her.  He wrapped his arms around her and started kissing the young girl.  Cindy opened her mouth and let Hank’s tongue into her mouth.  It felt so grown up to be hugged and kissed like this.  She desperately wanted to go all the way now.  Hank’s hands settled on her cute little ass, squeezing her cheeks as he shoved his tongue into her mouth.  
Cindy stepped back and put Hank’s hands on her flat chest, allowing him to massage her nipples.  “Come on, Hank, get me hot and fuck me,” she said hoarsely, her voice barely a whisper.  Hank complied by rubbing her nipples and watching her breathe heavily as he stimulated her.  She grabbed his hand and led him over to the bed.  She lay down on her back next to Jan and spread her legs, exposing her bare pussy to the young boy.  Hank needed no further encouragement to climb on the sexy little girl and put his hard cock into her tight pussy.  
Like her sister, Cindy felt the brief resistance, then Hank broke her hymen.  But, she was determined to show up her sister and not cry in pain.  Instead, she squealed in delight as she became a woman.  “Do it, Hank,” she urged.  “Fuck me.  Do it hard.”   Without argument, Hank became shoving his cock in and out of the tight pussy.  If Johnny thought he was fucking a tight pussy, Hank was in heaven with Cindy’s virgin pussy.  
Beside the horny 9-year-old, Jan was aghast.  She didn’t realize it was all in the attitude.  Cindy had given in to the inevitable, given into her own lusty feelings.  Cindy was having fun losing her virginity.  Jan was simply getting fucked, being raped.  She looked up at the face of her attacker, watching him leer at her nudity.  Her little titties were swollen with desire, but she was denying herself that pleasure.  Johnny tensed as he felt his third orgasm coming and shoved his cock deep into Jan’s tight, wet pussy.  Then he exploded into the poor girl’s pussy, spewing his cum inside her.  Jan felt her pussy go wet from the cum and knew she’d been totally fucked now.  
She could hardly believe it as Kyle then climbed on her and stuck his cock in her pussy.  Would this ordeal never end? 
Cindy felt herself cumming again as Hank slid in and out of the preteen’s pussy.  “Ooooh, Hank, don’t stop.  Fuck me hard, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” she screamed.  “That’s right, oh, Hank, I’m cumming.”  Then, Hank felt his own orgasm hit and he pounded ferociously on the little girl underneath him.  “Oh, yeah, Cindy.  I’m cumming, too.  You tight, little pussy, God, you are a great little fuck.”  
Spent, Hank collapsed on his young lover and they wrapped their arms around each other in the blissful after-sex feeling.  Hank continued to caress the small body underneath him as she listened to Cindy taunt her sister.  “That’s it, naked slut,” she said.  “Putting out for two boys.  How was she, Johnny?”  Without waiting for an answer she continued, “Bet she was a great fuck, tied up and letting you fuck her.  Look at her face, she’s getting excited.  Going to cum, Jan?  Getting excited?”  
Indeed, Jan was finally getting excited.  Her face was flushed and her breathing was coming in ragged gasps.  She felt a fire in her pussy where Kyle was stroking himself in and out.  Is this what sex is really like? she thought.  What’s going to happen?  She’d watched Cindy cum twice now and realized she had not had that same feeling.  Am I about to?  
But, before Jan could reach her peak, Kyle exploded into her tight pussy.  He stopped stroking and pulled his cock out.  In frustration Jan could only say, “Touch me again, please.  I want to cum, too.”  She was ashamed to ask for it, but after all she’d gone through, she wanted to cum.  Everybody else had cum, it wasn’t fair.  “Touch my pussy, please,” she begged.  
Johnny started to reach for the girl’s burning pussy, but Cindy stopped him.  She said, “Untie her right hand and let her do it herself.  Let’s see how bad she wants to cum.  Make her do herself while we watch.”
Jan was shocked to hear Johnny say, “Cindy, you are so full of great ideas.”  He reached over and untied her right hand, leaving her other limbs still tied.  Immediately Jan’s right hand went to her steaming pussy and began rubbing her sensitive clit.  This was totally embarrassing, but she needed to cum.  She deserved to cum.  Damn them for making her do this, but she had to cum.  
Even Cindy’s taunting didn’t get to Jan as she diddled herself off for the four other youngsters to watch.  “Go on, Jan.  Play with your pussy.  Show the boys how hot you are.  Finger yourself.  Play with yourself.  Make yourself cum, you little sex slut.”  
Jan’s hand became a blur between her legs as she approached her climax.  “Oh, God,” she moaned.  “This is wonderful.  Oh, God, it feels so good.  Oh, yes, let me fuck myself.  Watch me fuck myself.”  She looked at the boys watching her and looked at Cindy.  She had their rapt attention.  It was humiliating to play with herself in front of them, but exciting at the same time.  As she went over the edge, she screamed, “Eeeeee, oh, yes, oh, yes, oh, yes.  Watch me.  Make me.  Touch me.  Oh, my God, I’m cumming.”  She arched her back, lifting her body up off the bed and straining at the ropes.  
The three boys might have gotten hard ons again just watching Jan explode into orgasm in front of them, but the three of them were finally spent.  Instead, they finally untied the 11-year-old.  As they dressed, they laughed at Jan’s frantic efforts to cover her nudity as she rushed from the room crying.  Hank watched Cindy dress.  It was almost as much fun to watch her dress as it had been to strip her.  The little girl pulled on her flowered panties, then put on her shirt and carefully buttoned it.  Finally she slipped her jumper back on and was the same innocent looking girl they had first met just over an hour earlier.  
A couple days later, Jan was remembering the wonderful feeling of her first orgasm and she started rubbing herself between her legs.  After several minutes, nothing was happening, so she wondered what was different this time.  She was alone in her room, so she stripped off her clothes, stopping to admire herself in the mirror.  She cupped her small titties in her hands and rubbed the nipples to make them hard.  She caressed her own soft skin and started rubbing her naked pussy.  Still nothing was happening.  
The next thing Jan found herself doing was quite shocking to her.  She started fantasizing about the three boys stripping her.  It made her feel degraded, but in a way, the boys had made her feel desirable.  Perhaps that had added to her excitement, so she imagined it happening again.  She started talking in a whisper to herself, “You naked slut.  Tied up for the boys to look at.  Play with yourself for the boys.  Be their cocksucker.  Let them strip you and fondle you.”  Again after several minutes nothing was happening and the frustrated 11-year-old gave up for the day.  
Two days later, Jan found herself alone again.  Marsha would not be home for awhile and Cindy was playing with friends down the street.  Desperate to relive her first orgasm, Jan thought of another way to get herself excited.  She gathered up ties to her robe, Cindy’s robe, Marsha’s robe, and daddy’s robe.  Then she lay back on her bed and tied her feet to the corners of the bed with loose knots.  Then she tied her left arm to the upper left corner of the bed and realized she didn’t need the fourth robe tie.  She kept her right hand free and imagined she was getting herself off for the boys to watch.  She shuddered as she realized she was finally getting hot.  She needed to be tied up in order to cum!  Half-disgusted with herself, she kept rubbing her wet pussy, feeling the fire gradually building between her legs.  
Suddenly she heard Cindy’s voice in the hallway, “Jan, are you home?”  Jan panicked.  What is Cindy doing home?  She’s supposed to be playing with her friends and not home until dinner time.  When the door to her room burst open, Jan was frantically trying to untie her left arm, but the knot kept tightening.  
Cindy’s eyes went wide when she saw her sister tied to the bed.  She looked around, but there was no one else in the room.  “Did you tie yourself up, Jan?” she asked in amazement.  When there was no answer, Cindy grabbed Jan’s right arm and pinned it down.  “You did tie yourself up, didn’t you, Jan?  Now you need help to finish the job.”  
Frightened, Jan shouted, “Get out of here, Cindy.  Leave me alone.”
“Not on your life, Jan,” said her little sister with a smile.  She saw the fourth tie lying on the bed and grabbed it.  She fashioned a knot around the bedpost and then, pinning her older sister’s arm down firmly, she tied Jan’s only free hand.  Then Cindy walked around the bed, tightening all the knots and spreading Jan even wider than she had been.  The whole time, Jan was pleading with Cindy to leave her alone.  “Please don’t tie me up, Cindy,” she whined.  “Let me go.”
But Cindy had other ideas.  While her sister watched in amazement, Cindy stripped herself, exposing herself to her older sister.  “What are you going to do?” asked Jan.
“Anything I want,” said Cindy.  She climbed on top of her helpless sister and started sucking her tits.  
Jan moaned, half with fear and half with pleasure, as her little sister’s mouth brought her nipples fully erect.  Her tits started to tingle with the pleasure of the attention.  She watched as Cindy went from one to the other and back again.  Cindy sucked hard on Jan’s small tits, pulling them out from her chest.  Then she bit down on Jan’s left tit, bringing a scream from the 11-year-old.  “Eeeee, Cindy, that hurts, please stop.”  But there was no reprieve.  Cindy moved from one tit to the other, biting hard and pulling her sister up off the bed by her tits.  
Curious, Cindy moved down between Jan’s legs and smelled the aroma of the horny girl.  It smelled musky and sweet.  Tentatively she stuck out her tongue and ran it up her sister’s slit.  Jan moaned in pleasure.  Jan’s little sister started to tease her, licking then stopping until the tied up girl felt like her pussy was on fire.  “Ooooh, yeah, Cindy, lick me, please.  That feels so good.”
But Cindy stopped, torturing Jan by moving away and leaving her unfulfilled.  Instead, Cindy now moved up to sit on Jan’s face, ordering her big sister to stick out her tongue.  Knowing Cindy had no one to help her this time, Jan refused.  She didn’t want to eat out her sister again.  
Cindy got off her sister and picked up a leather belt that was lying on the floor.  As she approached Jan with it, she heard her sister start pleading.  “Please, Cindy, I didn’t mean it.  I’ll lick your pussy.  Please don’t hit me with my belt.”  Smack, she felt the burn of leather across her thighs.  “Cindy,” she screamed,” I’ll lick you.”  Smack, again across her thighs.  “Eeeeeee, what do you want, Cindy?”  Smack, right across her titties.  “Eeeeeee, Cindy, I’ll do anything.  Please stop.”  
Seven more times the 9-year-old whipped her older sister.  Then she said, “Don’t ever say no to me again, Jan.  Do you understand?”  
“Yes, Cindy,” whimpered Jan.  “Now what do you want me to do?”
“Just lick whatever I give you,” said the little mistress to her new sex slave.  She started by offering Jan her middle finger, sticking it deep enough to make Jan gag.  “Imagine it’s a cock, Jan slut,” said Cindy.  “Show me what a cocksucker you are.”  Jan sucked the finger like it was Johnny’s cock and Cindy started sliding it in and out of the 11-year-old’s mouth.  
Satisfied with Jan’s performance, she offered her flat chest to her big sister and let Jan lick her nipples erect.  Slowly she moved her body around, getting a full tongue bath from Jan.  Gradually she moved her pussy closer and closer to her sister’s mouth and tongue.  But, somehow she wanted to do something even worse.  Suddenly an idea came to her.  She stood over her sister and started lowering herself down, but ended up with her pert little ass sitting on Jan’s face.  “Lick my asshole, Jan,” ordered Cindy.  
My God, thought Jan, as she looked at the rosy asshole right in front of her face.  Cindy is disgusting.  I can’t do that.  But, then she thought of the leather belt and stuck her tongue out to fulfill her mistress’ demand.  The salty taste was odd, disgusting in a way, but not as bad as she’d expected.  She ran her tongue around the rim of Cindy’s asshole, then up and down the crack of the small ass.  
Cindy realized she’d discovered a new pleasure.  It felt wonderful to have her asshole licked.  She’d thought of it just as a way to demean her sister, but now she wanted it to continue.  “Lick my asshole, you little ass licker,” she said.  “Tied yourself up this time just so I could play with you.  Naked and tied.  That’s what my little Jan slut slave wants.  Lick me, slave.”  
Jan felt the truth of those words.  She was getting excited being tied up and being forced to lick her sister’s asshole.  Her pussy was getting hot and wet.  But, there was no relief.  She needed to touch herself.  Ashamed, she knew she would eventually diddle herself off with her sister as an audience.  
Cindy shifted her body so that Jan’s tongue could now reach her dripping pussy.  That’s what she really needed.  She turned so she could see Jan’s face.  She watched Jan’s tongue slide up and down her slit, finding and teasing her clit.  She looked into Jan’s eyes, and said, “Naked and tied.  I think I’ll keep you this way, slave.  This is what you want.  Licking my pussy, tasting my juices.  Does this make you hot?”
Jan nodded her head, ashamed to admit the truth, but afraid not to.  She was getting hot, but she longed for even more.  She waggled her tongue in Cindy’s pussy, bringing her sister to the brink of an orgasm, then stopped.  “That’s all you get, little bitch,” said Jan.  “You can’t make me lick you any more.”
“Oh, yeah,” said Cindy.  She picked up the leather belt again and administered five quick blows to Jan’s thighs.  “Now get back to licking.”  
Jan shook her head.  
Amazed, Cindy raised the belt again and started counting.  “Eeeeeee,” screamed Jan as Cindy said, “One.”  Again she struck her sister, “Eeeee, Cindy, please, please,” screamed Jan.  “Two,” said Cindy when Jan stopped screaming.  Smack.  “Eeeee, please, Cindy.”  “Three.”  After ten blows, each with Jan screaming her name, Cindy realized that Jan wasn’t begging her to stop.  She was just screaming.  After twenty blows, Jan’s thighs were red hot and she screamed, “That’s enough, Cindy.  Sit on my face.  Let me lick your sweet pussy.” 
Cindy pounced on her sister, rubbing her hot pussy on Jan’s face.  Jan’s expert tongue came out and licked Cindy’s pussy and clit.  It was only a matter of seconds before the hot little 9-year-old was cumming on her sister’s tongue.  “Lick me, suck me, lick me, Jan slut slave,” shrieked Cindy.  “I’m cumming on your hot tongue.  Lick me good, slave.  Naked and tied.  You love this, Jan.  You slut.”  
As she finished her orgasm, Cindy looked at her sister’s heaving body.  Jan was breathing heavily, moaning with pleasure, and begging for release.  Cindy untied her sister’s right hand and watched as Jan immediately began rubbing her own clit.  “Fuck yourself, slut slave,” said Cindy.  “Make yourself cum while I watch.  Do it faster.”  She picked up the belt and smacked Jan across the thighs.  Jan’s eyes opened wide at the sting of the leather.  “Oh, fuck yes, Cindy,” she moaned.  “Fucking spank me.  Watch me cum and fucking spank me.  I’m cumming for you, my little sister, my little mistress.  Watch me play with myself.  Ooooh, I’m cumming now.  Hit me, hit me, hit me,” she shrieked as her orgasm swept over her.  She arched her back, pulling at her restraints as her hand kept busy between her legs.  For nearly a minute, the preteen came, screaming at the top of her lungs for more.  When she finished her orgasm, she passed out.  
When Jan came to, she found herself in another predicament.  Taking advantage of her sister’s unconscious state, Cindy had hog-tied her sister and stood beside the bed now with the family’s camcorder.  She was putting Jan on tape.  Jan was horrified at what she saw, but quickly realized she was getting hot again.  Her little sister was putting her on permanent display and the thought of that really turned her on.  She started to talk to the camera.  “I’m Jan Brady.  I love sucking cocks and licking pussies.  Look at my body.  I’m naked and tied just for you.  Please, Cindy, please sit on my face and let me lick your pussy.  I’ll suck my daddy’s cock just like you do, mistress.”  
But, Jan hadn’t realized how long she had been unconscious until her daddy stepped into the room.  “My God, Cindy, you were right,” he said.  “Jan is a hot little sex slave.”  
“Daddy!” shrieked Jan, embarrassed anew at being naked and tied for her daddy.  “Please, I can explain.”
“Not with my cock in your mouth, you can’t,” said her daddy as he unzipped his pants.  While he was at it, he stripped completely, then reached for his middle daughter’s little tits.  “Oooh, Jan, I’ve been wanting to do this for months, my little sex slave.  Let me feel your young tits.”  With that, he fondled his 11-year-old daughter’s little mounds like it was his first time to feel a tit.  
“Daddy, please,” moaned Jan.  She was totally at her daddy’s mercy, totally exposed to him.  She found herself getting even hotter at the thought of it.  She was totally helpless.  He could do anything he wanted to her and he wanted to feel her tits.  It felt wonderful to be owned and appreciated.  She opened her mouth, inviting her daddy to fuck her mouth.  
But, Cindy intervened.  “You little slut slave,” she said.  “You haven’t begged properly.”  She raised the belt and started whipping her sister. 
At first Mike Brady was alarmed at Cindy’s powerful strokes on Jan’s already tortured body, but he knew Jan could give in whenever she wanted to.  He listened to the wonderful sound of her shrieks in pain.  “Eeeeee, Cindy, please.  Eeeeee, I won’t do it.   Eeeeee, please, please.”  Finally she sobbed, “Cindy, mistress, may I please suck daddy’s cock now?”
Mike was so overcome with lust that he didn’t wait for the answer.  He plunged his entire cock down the 11-year-old throat in front of him.  He grabbed the blond hair of his daughter and fucked her face hard.  Beside him, he was aware that his 9-year-old daughter was stripping.  When she was naked, Cindy picked up the belt again and delivered several blows to the helpless girl until their daddy finally came in her mouth.  When he pulled out and let Jan lick him clean, he heard his bound daughter say, “Thank you, mistress.”  
Without another word, Cindy flipped her sister onto her back and sat down on the offered tongue.  She’d gotten hot watching Jan suck daddy’s cock.  “Show daddy how well you lick pussy, too, Jan,” said Cindy.  In seconds, Cindy was cumming.  When she was finished, she helped daddy untie their sex slave, but they told Jan she couldn’t get dressed yet.  It would be half an hour until Marsha came home from her party, so Cindy told Jan, “Show daddy how a bad girl plays with herself.”  
Jan slowly reached for her pussy and started rubbing her clit.  “Naked little slave,” said Cindy.  “Play with yourself.  Show daddy how you cum.”  With Cindy’s taunting, Jan was getting hot.  “Play with your little bare pussy.  Rub your little titties.  Make yourself cum for us.”  Jan’s hand was a blur between her legs.  Her left hand pulled at her nipples.  Occasionally, she stuck the middle finger of her left hand in her mouth and sucked on it. 
“Fucking myself for daddy,” said Jan.  “Playing with myself for Cindy mistress.  Watch me cum.  I want to cum for you.  Look at my little titties.”
Mike started stroking his cock to erection again.  Watching his middle daughter was the most erotic thing he had ever seen.  Cindy started to lick daddy’s cock, but he had other ideas.  He pushed his youngest daughter away and said, “I’m going to cum on her face.”  Cindy smiled as her daddy planned yet another way to humiliate her sister.  
“Yeah, daddy, cum on my face.  Watch me cum.  Making daddy hot.  Making Cindy mistress hot.  Oh, God, I’m almost there.  Watch me play with myself.  Watch my titties.  Oh, yes, here it cums.”  She started bucking on the bed, totally lost in her orgasm.  She felt her daddy’s hot cum spray on her face and stuck out her tongue to catch it.  
As she fell back on the bed, she felt Cindy’s fingers scooping the cum off her face.  She knew what was coming next.  Cindy offered her cum covered fingers to the sex slave and said, “What does a good little slave say now?”
Jan said, “Ahhhhh” and took her daddy’s cum into her mouth and down her waiting throat.  
Two days later, Jan heard boys’ voices downstairs.  Again it was just her and Cindy home, so she immediately suspected Cindy had invited some boys over to take advantage of her again.  But, she didn’t know what to do.  She couldn’t go downstairs.  She couldn’t stay in her room because they’d eventually come up.  In the end, she decided to go downstairs and confront the boys.  She was relieved to see her cousins, Greg, Peter, and Bobby.  When she walked into the room, Cindy said, “Here she is now.”  
“What’s going on?” asked Jan, wondering what they had been saying about her.  
Her cousins were looking at her strange and then Cindy said, “Strip, Jan.”
“Cindy,” Jan breathed.  She was shocked that her little sister had demanded that.  She looked at the boys and saw them waiting expectantly.  She looked at her little sister and saw that Cindy meant business.  Jan took a deep breath.  She loved being treated as Cindy’s slave.  It made her feel wonderful to be mistreated.  But, this was going too far.  Or is it, she wondered.  If I don’t do what my little mistress wants, maybe Cindy won’t tie me up any more.  Maybe I won’t ever have another orgasm.  Her eyes ran over the four again and she knew she had to do what Cindy was demanding.  
Hesitantly, Jan reached for the tie of the halter around her neck.  The boys watched with rapt attention as her hands moved.  She took the knot in her hand and toyed with it a moment, then undid it, letting the straps fall over her front.  Her halter still clung to her body, but it was slipping down.  She wiggled her torso, shaking the halter looser.  Oh, my God, she thought to herself.  Cindy mistress is making me strip for my cousins.  She took the halter in her hands and pulled it off over her head.  Her titties were bared for them all to see.  She looked at the boys and saw the astonishment in their eyes.  It made her feel great to have their attention the way she did.  She kicked off her sandals, then slowly unzipped her shorts.  Their eyes followed every movement of her hands.  She pulled down her shorts, leaving herself wearing only a pair of pale blue panties.  “Please, Cindy,” she begged.  “Please don’t make me strip off my panties.”  She wanted to take them off in one way, but felt the terrible embarrassment of baring all for her cousins.  Cindy just stared at her older sister.  Seeing no reprieve, Jan slid her panties down her legs and stepped out of them.  Her naked pussy was the center of attention.  
“Jeez, she did it,” said Peter.  “Will she really suck our cocks?”  
“Cindy!” exclaimed Jan.  “Don’t make me do that.”
“Oh, I won’t” said Cindy.  She handed some rope to the boys and said, “Tie her up.”  
Jan should have been used to the routine by now, but she was still ashamed to admit her dependency upon her slavery to her sister.  “No, please, Cindy.  Please, Greg.”  But, her oldest cousin wanted to get a piece of the 11-year-old that was standing naked in front of him.  She’d stripped for them and now was going to do even more.  He motioned his brothers forward and the three of them swarmed on her.  Her arms were pulled back and tied behind her.  Then a rope was tied to her wrists and looped through an eye hook that had been screwed into the family room ceiling.  When the rope was pulled tight, Jan’s arms went up in the air, forcing her to bend at the waist.  Soon her arms were painfully high in the air and she was bent 90 degrees at the waist.  “Please, Cindy, it hurts,” she whined.  
Cindy just smiled.  “I guess you have your choice, Jan.  You don’t have to suck their cocks, but if you don’t, you’ll just stay there all afternoon.”
Greg stripped off his clothes and the two younger boys followed suit.  He put his cock in Jan’s face and said, “Come on, Jan, suck my cock.”  She kept her mouth shut.  If she gave in now, she’d be sucking her cousins’ cocks for the rest of her life.  He moved forward and grabbed the bound girl’s tits.  Though they were small, they were slightly enlarged from hanging straight down.  Greg squeezed her tits and then said, “Hey, Peter, Bobby, bet you haven’t felt up a girl before.”  Though the two didn’t admit it, they were eager to cop their first feel.  
Cindy produced a leather belt and showed it to Jan.  “Oh, please, Cindy,” moaned Jan.  
“Just let me know when you’re ready to suck cock,” said Cindy as she lashed her bound sister.  After three smacks on her exposed ass, Jan screamed, “Eeeeee, please, Cindy.  Please.”  Smack.  “Eeeeee, yes, Cindy, please.”  Smack.  “Eeeeeee, please, please,” she screamed.  The three boys watched in amazement as the 9-year-old whipped her older sister.  Jan’s ass was turning bright red, but still Cindy whipped her.  After several strokes, Jan finally panted, “Yes, Cindy, I’ll suck cock.”  And she opened her mouth for the first one. 

Greg shoved his cock into his cousin’s waiting mouth and watched her swallow the entire six inches.  He pumped for just a few seconds before he shot his load into her eager mouth.  She sucked hard on his cock after he came, sucking all the cum off of it and swallowing it.  
Peter was next, raping his cousin’s throat for several minutes before he shot his wad into her mouth.  Finally, little Bobby stood in front of his cousin and put his little cock in her mouth.  He’d seen his brother’s do it, but what they didn’t realize was that he was too young to have an orgasm.  He pumped for all he was worth, but nothing was happening. 
As Bobby was assaulting Jan from the front, Greg walked around behind her and saw her pussy squeezed between her tight thighs.  He was getting hard again and pushed his cousin’s legs apart.  Spread wide, her pussy was inviting from the rear and he stuck his cock into her from behind.  “Mmmmphf,” said Jan in surprise.  
“All right,” said Cindy.  “Jan’s getting fucked from behind and sucking a cock in front.  Peter, get under her and lick her tits.”  As Peter complied, Cindy started up her verbal humiliation of her sister.  “Naked Jan slut slave is tied up for the cousins.  Do you like getting fucked from the front and behind, sex slave?  I loved it when you stripped for them.  You wanted them to see you naked.  You wanted to show off your titties, your pussy.  You wanted to get fucked.”  Jan could only suck harder on the little cock in her mouth.  
When Greg shot off in Jan’s pussy, the boys began to get suspicious about Bobby.  “What’s the matter, Bobby?  Can’t come.  You’ve got a naked girl sucking your cock and you can’t come?” said Peter.  
“I don’t know,” said Bobby.  “I don’t feel anything.”  
“Maybe he’s a fag,” said Peter.  “Bobby’s a fag.”
“Am not,” said Bobby. 
There was extra rope lying on the floor.  Peter grabbed a length of it and said, “Help me, Greg.”  He pinned their 9-year-old brother down and started to tie his brother’s hands behind his back.  Bobby squirmed free until Greg joined in and held the little boy down.  With his hands tied, Bobby was helpless now.  Bobby felt a sudden fear as his middle brother said, “Maybe the little fag would like to suck a cock.”  
“No, I don’t,” shouted Bobby.  “Don’t make me do that.”  But lying on his back, with his hands tied, he was hardly in a position to put up much of a fight.  
Peter put his cock right in his little brother’s face and said, “Suck it, Bobby fag.”  When there was no reaction, Greg joined in, taking the belt that Cindy had set aside.  He hit his little brother across the thighs, then across his stomach.  Then he landed a sharp blow right on the struggling boy’s little cock.  “Aaaaa,” screamed Bobby.  “Don’t hit me, Greg.”  
Peter said, “Open wide, Bobby.  Greg won’t hit you if you suck my cock.”
It was Jan and Cindy’s turn to watch with rapt attention.  They hadn’t thought of anything like this.  It would be exciting to see Bobby humiliated with a cock in his mouth.  After two more blows, Bobby caved in.  “OK, OK,” he moaned, his mouth opened.  Peter slid his cock into his little brother’s mouth.  
“Yeah, that’s what I’m talking about,” said Peter.  “My little fag brother sucking my cock.”  Bobby had tears running down his face from the shame, but his little cock was standing up as hard as it had ever done.  
“Mmmphf,” said Bobby with a mouthful of cock.  He felt his brother’s balls banging on his chin and saw the cock stroking in and out of his mouth.  “Oooh, Bobby,” said Cindy.  “Bobby’s sucking cock.  Look at Bobby’s little cock standing up.  He’s getting turned on sucking a cock.  How about that.   Naked and tied for his cousins to watch.  He’s putting on a real show for us.  Suck that cock, little boy.  Suck that cock, little cocksucker fag.  Little boy sucking big boy, suck, suck, suck.”  Bobby felt his older brother tense in his mouth and wondered what was about to happen.  He didn’t have long to wait as he felt a sudden spurt of cum in his mouth.  He choked on the salty goo and some of it ran out the corners of his mouth.  “Swallow Peter’s cum, little cocksucking boy,” said Cindy.  Bobby swallowed hard and Peter stood up.  
“He’s got a great mouth,” said Peter.  “Maybe better than Jan’s.   Give it a try, Greg.”  
Greg put his larger cock in front of Bobby and said, “Open up, little cocksucker.”
“Please, Greg, don’t” pleaded Bobby.  Greg’s response was to grab his little brother’s cock and pull hard on it.  “Eeeaaaa,” screamed Bobby.  
Taking advantage of the open mouth, Greg plunged his cock into his brother’s mouth.  Bobby’s eyes opened wide in astonishment as he felt the huge cock hit the back of his throat.  His big brother was fucking his mouth!  
Cindy could take it no longer.  She ripped off her own clothes, barely even noticed by her cousins.  Naked she put Bobby’s hard little cock in her own mouth and sucked on it.  There was still no reaction from the little boy.  “Fag, cocksucker,” she said.  “Little Bobby is sucking some cock.  So turned on by a cock in his mouth, but he still can’t cum.  Suck that cock, Bobby.”  And suck he did.  He had no choice with Greg’s six inches stuffed in his mouth.  He sucked until he felt a mouthful of cum, then he sucked some more.  Greg pulled his limp cock out of his little brother’s mouth and stood up.  “Wow, we got some new fun at home,” said the oldest boy as he stood up.  
Suddenly the five children were aware that Carol Brady had entered the room.  “What is going on here?” she demanded.  Her littlest boy was tied on the ground.  One of her nieces was tied to the ceiling.  All of them were naked.  “Aunt Carol,” said Cindy.  “We weren’t expecting you.”
“I guess not,” said the boys’ mother.  The smell of sex was in the air and Carol’s sexual energy was not lost on the scene.  It had been some time since she’d had sex.  Her brother, Mike, had hinted some strange things were happening at his house, but she hadn’t imagined this.  She paused to take in the situation.  Jan looked ready to do anything for anyone.  Cindy was sitting on top of Bobby, obviously having just been sucking his cock.  Greg looked like he had just cum, though she didn’t guess it was in Bobby’s mouth.  
The five naked children were an arousing sight.  She remembered the sex she’d had with her brother, Mike, when she was about Jan’s age.  She’d be a real hypocrite if she threw a tantrum now.  Half of the adult woman wanted to yell, but half wanted to just let go.  She fought with herself for a moment, looking at three cocks and two pussies.  Then, slowly she started to remove her own clothes.  As she slid down her zipper, Greg said, “Mommy?  What are you doing?”
She didn’t answer, just pulled her dress down and stepped out of it.  She was wearing just a bra and panties now.  But she filled out her bra much better than Jan did.  Cindy said, in astonishment, “Aunt Carol is stripping for us.  She wants to join in.”  And sure enough, Carol undid her bra and let her tits spring free.  Her sons stared in amazement at their horny mother’s tits.  They were not huge, but were bigger than any tits they’d seen before.  Their mother slid her panties down, revealing a lush triangle of pussy hair.  Naked, she paused to let the youngsters admire her fully developed body as she looked at three limp dicks.  Those wouldn’t do any good.  But, Jan was available.  
Jan was so amazed when Aunt Carol shoved her dripping pussy into her face, that she instantly stuck her tongue out and started lapping up her aunt’s juices.  Carol pulled her niece forward, shoving her pussy into the helpless 11-year-old’s face.  “Oh, God,” she moaned.  “Lick my cunt, Jan.  Make me cum.”  After about a minute, Carol stepped back from her niece.  She looked at her little boy tied on the ground.  He was her next target.  She lowered herself on her 9-year-old’s face and starting humping herself against his mouth.  
Cindy started in, “Little pussy licker, Bobby.  Lick your mommy’s pussy.  Make your mommy cum,” she said.  She knelt behind her aunt and reached around to feel her aunt’s tits.   “Big Aunt Carol stripped for us all.  Look at her big tits.  She’s showing off for all of us.  Wants to cum.  Wants to cum on her little boy’s face.  Cocksucker, pussy licker, Bobby.”  Bobby’s tongue was working in his mother’s cunt, licking up her juices, but not with the expertise that Jan had.  
“Not good enough,” said Carol.  She grabbed her little 9-year-old niece and pushed the little girl’s face into her wet pussy.  On her way down, Cindy said, “Little Cindy, pussy licking, Cindy.  Going to make auntie cum.  Mmmmphf.”  Buried in her aunt’s pussy, Cindy ran her tongue over the pussy and found the waiting clit.  She licked it hard and heard her aunt moan.  She heard Jan’s voice, “Pussy licker, Cindy.  Put that tongue in auntie’s pussy.  Naked little mistress, licking pussy.”  
“That’s right, Cindy,” said Carol.  “That’s perfect.  Keep it up, my little cunt licker.  Come here, Greg, suck mommy’s tits.  You, too, Peter, suck the other one.”  Her two sons converged on her and each took a nipple in their mouth.  Carol was in heaven.  Cindy’s talented tongue in her cunt and two boys at her tits.  She saw Greg’s cock getting hard and had to have that.  
She let Cindy go and pushed Greg onto his back.  Then she climbed on the hard cock, uncaring that she was fucking her own son.  She rode up and down on the cock, moaning in pleasure.  “Fuck me, Greg.  Fuck me hard.  Oh, yeah, fuck me.  Fuck your mommy.”  She started cumming on her son’s cock and threw her head back to shriek.  “Yes, mommy’s cumming.”  She felt her son ready to cum and yelled, “That’s it Greg, fuck your mommy.  Cum inside me.”  She felt his cum inside her as she finished her own orgasm.  “Fucking wonderful, Greg.”  
Then she looked at Bobby, tied on the floor.  “What’s he doing there?” she asked.  
“Sucking cock,” said Greg with a grin.  
“Really?” asked Carol.  “Peter, you’re hard again.  Let me see Bobby suck a cock.”  
“Mommy,” moaned Bobby.  “I don’t like it.”
“You’ll have to learn, Bobby,” said his mommy.  She watched in fascination as Peter put his new hard on into Bobby’s mouth.  What a turn on it was to watch her little boy getting raped in the mouth.  A whole new world of sexuality had suddenly opened up for the aunt and mother.  
“What does she do?” asked Carol, referring to Jan.  
“Anything you want,” said Cindy.  “She’s my sex slave.  Have you ever had your asshole licked, Aunt Carol?”
“No, does it feel good?” asked her aunt.  
“Try it and find out,” said Cindy.  She picked up the belt and spanked Jan several times.  “Stick out your tongue, slut slave.”  Jan stuck her tongue as far out as she could.  
Carol backed herself up to her young niece and let the tongue run around her asshole.  Jan licked with enthusiasm.  She was turn on to the max, having watched so much sex.  She had just been watching her little boy cousin suck his third cock, before Aunt Carol’s ass had blocked her view.  But, never mind, she was turned on and wishing she had a cock in her pussy.  
“Bobby’s sucking cock, Jan’s licking pussy,” said Cindy.  “Come on, Greg.  Give me your cock.”  Though it was limp, Cindy took her cousin’s cock in her mouth and sucked it back to an erection.  “Cindy’s sucking cock,” said Greg with appreciation.  He looked over at his mother and said, “Mom, play with your tits.”  Carol complied, rubbing her nipples until they were hard, then lifting her tits up one at a time to stick the nipples in her own mouth.”
“Yeah, suck my cock, Bobby,” said Peter.  “You little fag sex toy.  Suck my cock.”  He was stroking hard, but had learned he could stop and then start again.  Every time he started again, he seemed to reach a higher plateau.  His little brother still had a hard on, but couldn’t cum.  Oh, wow, he thought, having a sudden idea.  He stood up and flipped his brother over on his stomach.  In that position, Bobby’s ass was sticking up in the air.  The 9-year-old felt relief that he was no longer sucking a cock, until he felt Peter pushing his cock into the waiting asshole.
“Oh, no,” moaned Bobby.  “Don’t fuck my ass.”  But it was too late.  He felt the pressure and then the fullness as his 11-year-old brother shoved his cock up his tight ass.  
“Yeah, Peter,” said their mommy.  “Fuck Bobby’s ass.  Fuck my little boy’s ass.”  Then she turned her attention to Jan.  “Little slut slave, lick my asshole.”  Carol put her own hand on her pussy and started rubbing her clit.  “I’m going to cum with your tongue on my asshole, little sex slave.  Go, Greg, fuck Cindy’s little mouth with your big cock.”  
Greg had had enough.  He erupted into his little cousin’s mouth, pouring a huge load of cum down the little girl’s throat.  Cindy swallowed every drop and smacked her lips when Greg pulled out.  
Bobby was moaning in pain and embarrassment, but found that as he relaxed, it felt better.  In fact, it was feeling pretty good to have his brother fuck his ass.  He still couldn’t cum, but it made his little cock even harder than it had been when he sucked cock.  He felt his brother tense, then shoot a load in his ass.  Peter pulled out and collapsed beside his little fag brother.  
Carol was the last one going.  She rubbed her pussy harder and felt her orgasm approaching.  The erotic feeling of having her niece’s tongue on her asshole was incredible and when she went over the edge, it was the best orgasm she’d ever had.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 3 – Marsha
(special story code for this series BB means Brady Bunch – an orgy with all 8 of them, inc, bdsm, oral, anal, ped, reluc)
Greg and Peter had such a good time with their two younger cousins that they decided it was time to involve Marsha in their sex parties.  But, Marsha was well known as the “ice princess” not only by the family, but by her friends as well.  She rebuffed every advance as if no boy was good enough for her and sex was the last thing on her mind.  The two boys decided they may not ever change her mind, but they sure could still get a piece of her ass.  
The two boys developed the plan without telling their other cousins, but they made sure all six of them were there for a Saturday afternoon.  Carol and Mike were both busy with other things that day, so the six of them had the girls’ house all to themselves.  Greg and Peter stashed what they needed for their plan in the family room and then rounded up the rest for what they said was a real cool experience.  
“Watch this,” said Greg.  He held his breath for thirty seconds with Peter counting.  When the thirty seconds were up, Peter handed him a wet rag and he inhaled deeply through the rag.  When he put down the rag, he rolled his eyes crazily and wobbled in his chair, giving the others the idea that he was getting high from his actions.  “Wow,” he said, “this is really cool.”  
“What’re you doing?” asked Marsha.  
Peter answered since Greg was still “out of it”.  “Simple, you hold your breath, then inhale like he did and it gives you this really cool rush.  Me next,” he said and handed the rag to Marsha.  “Count off thirty seconds, then hand me the rag.”
Peter took a big gulp of air and held his breath.  While he was doing that, Marsha took a sniff of the rag.  It was just water on the rag, so she wondered how this worked.  She’d been worried that it was some kind of drug.  She noticed that Greg was already acting normal, so it must just be some short term effect.  After thirty seconds, she handed the rag to her middle cousin who inhaled deeply.  He gave the same sort of act as Greg had.
Greg took the rag and said, “You try it, Marsha.”  She didn’t see any harm in it, so she took a deep breath and held it.  What she didn’t notice was Greg switching rags on her.  At about twenty seconds, Peter moved over next to Marsha.  At thirty seconds, Greg handed their 13-year-old cousin the rag and she inhaled like she had seen the other two do.  She passed out so quickly that Greg and Peter nearly dropped her on the floor, but they managed to catch her and ease her down.  
“Marsha,” exclaimed Jan and Cindy.  “What’s wrong?”  They were alarmed that their sister hadn’t had the same reaction as the two boys.  
“It’s OK,” laughed Greg.  “We just gave her chloroform instead of water on the rag.  She’ll be out for a few minutes.”
“That’s mean,” said Jan.  “What did you do that for?”
Greg just gave her a look that said, watch and see.  The two boys untucked Marsha’s T-shirt and pulled it off over her head.  “Oooh,” said Cindy, already getting the idea.  “The ice princess is going to get hers now.  Cool.  Let me help.”
But the two boys didn’t need any help at the moment.  They unsnapped their cousin’s bra and pulled it off to reveal a nice set of small tits.  The topless girl lay in their admiring gaze for a moment before they proceeded.  Slipping down her shorts and panties, they exposed a lightly furred pussy.  Not knowing exactly how much time they had, the boys hurried with their preparations.  
“Give us a hand getting her into the chair,” said Greg.  Between the five of them, they sat Marsha in a high backed cushioned chair.  Greg tied a rope around her right wrist, then ran the rope under the chair and handed the other end to Peter who pulled the rope tight and tied it to her left wrist.  She was now bound with her arms hanging over the sides of the chair and wouldn’t be able to raise them to cover herself.  They tied her feet to the legs of the chair.  Finally, they produced a ball gag that they placed in their unconscious cousin’s mouth.  Satisfied that she was well tied, they stepped back to admire their work.  
As Greg left the room, Jan, almost in a whisper, asked, “What are you doing?”
Peter answered, “We’ve been having such a great time together that we figured it was time to introduce Marsha to sex.  Since she’ll say no, we’re not going to give her a choice. Relax, Jan,” he reassured her.  “You’ll still be our sex slave. But just for today, Marsha is going to fill that role.”
Greg came back into the room carrying a car battery which he slid under the chair that Marsha was seated in.  He hooked wires to it.  One wire ran straight to an alligator clip.  The other went first to a switch, then to an alligator clip.  “Greg!” said Cindy.  “You’re going to shock her?”  
“Only if she doesn’t cooperate, but then, I bet she doesn’t.”  The five kids sat down to wait for Marsha to wake up.  
Jan started fantasizing about herself being tied up.  What would it feel like to be shocked?  If they were going to do it to Marsha, then sooner or later she would get that treatment.  She was their little sex slave.  It was so unfair, she thought.  She could just imagine the electricity shooting through her body.  It would hurt and she wouldn’t be able to stop them.  She’d again be forced to do whatever the others wanted.  It started to make her pussy wet just thinking about it.  
Marsha moaned and started to wake up.  She jerked upright and looked around the room.  Still groggy, she realized something had gone wrong.  Her arms felt like lead, she couldn’t raise them.  Her mouth was dry and she couldn’t talk.  She felt a chill.  As she looked around the room, she saw the others were watching her carefully.  She tried to tell them she was alright, but the words wouldn’t come out.  Still disoriented, she tried to stand, but couldn’t.  They were staring at her like she was doing something wrong.  
Peter laughed and Marsha saw his eyes run down her body to her lap.  What’s wrong? she wondered and she followed Peter’s eyes down.  Her eyes went wide as she found herself looking at her naked pussy.  She could see her own tits!  They could see her tits!  She looked up at them and tried to yell at them, but the words were muffled.  She realized then that there was something stuck in her mouth.  Looking down again, she saw that her arms were tied.  
She tried to summon the strength to cover herself, but her arms were too strongly pinned.  She was embarrassed to be sitting like that.  Greg and Peter had taken advantage of her and now they were all staring at her nudity.  
It was indeed something to stare at.  The 13-year-old had a nice set of growing mounds with large nipples atop them.  In the cool air, her nipples were hardening.  Marsha’s hips were beginning to flare, giving her a sexy figure.  Her legs were long and tanned giving her an athletic look.  And at the top of those lovely legs was a virgin pussy.  The light wisps of light brown hair set off the otherwise bare pussy.  It was sparse enough that her pussy slit was fully visible.  The best part was the way she squirmed and pulled at her bindings.  Her movements gave her an erotic, helpless look.  She was their captive, totally at their mercy.  
Greg stood up and took off his clothes.  When his hard cock sprang out, Marsha screamed into her gag.  She was going to be raped.  She was going to lose her virginity to her cousin.  She wondered if she could prevent what was going to happen.  Then, Peter stripped and Cindy and Bobby.  Jan sat transfixed until Cindy turned to Jan and said, “Strip, Jan.”  The 11-year-old did as her little mistress commanded.  
Marsha looked in surprise at her sisters and cousins.  She’d never seen a boy naked before, let alone three.  Yet, they all seemed so casual about it, as if they had done this before.  
Greg put his hands on Marsha’s nice tits.  He ran his hands over the smooth skin and pinched her nipples.  Marsha was horrified at being felt up by her cousin, on display for all to see.  Peter joined in, running his hands over his naked cousin, feeling her tits and playing with her pussy hair.  Cindy ran her little fingers up her older sister’s slit, then leaned forward and took Marsha’s left nipple in her mouth.  “Mmmm,” she said as she sucked on the available nipple.  
Bobby stood back, afraid that he’d get the name ‘little fag’ again, but it was his lack of participation that the others noticed.  Cindy called to Jan, “Come over and finger fuck Marsha.”  Obediently, Jan came over and ran her hands over Marsha’s pussy.  She found her sister’s clit and started stroking it gently.  Marsha knew the five of them had conspired against her.  They all wanted to humiliate and embarrass her.  
After several minutes of fondling the helpless teenager, Greg said to her, “You ready to let me fuck you, cuz?”  When Marsha shook her head wildly, Greg reached down for the wires under the chair.  He attached a clip to her right nipple and the other to her left nipple.  Marsha watched in horror, realizing the wires were electric wires.  Peter and Cindy held their breath.  The anticipation of Marsha’s torture was thrilling.  Again Marsha shook her head wildly, begging her cousin to stop.  But, Greg flipped the switch and Marsha screamed into the gag, “Unh, unh, unh.”  He stopped the flow of current.  “Ready to be fucked, Marsha?” he asked.  She shook her head no, begging for him to stop.  
Marsha continued to beg into her gag, writhing in exquisite anticipation as she watched Greg slowly close the switch.  When the shock hit her again, she threw her head back and screamed.  The pain in her tender nipples was incredible.  Both tits tingled from the electricity.  She looked down at her poor tits and saw her nipples jutting out, as if begging for attention.  Again the flow stopped.  Without asking his question, Greg did it a third time.  Marsha tensed, her head thrown back, screaming into the gag.  
Peter started stroking his cock.  Cindy was rapidly rubbing her own pussy.  Watching Greg torture Marsha was such a turn on.  The oldest boy asked his cousin again, “Ready to be fucked.”  Marsha couldn’t take the pain anymore.  She nodded her head frantically.  
Greg undid the gag in his cousin’s mouth and said, “What do you want to do?”
“Please, Greg, stop this,” pleaded the young girl, taking advantage of her ability to speak.  But, it was the wrong thing to say.  This time when Greg flipped the switch, the five others were treated to a full bodied scream from Marsha’s ungagged mouth.  “Aaaaaa, aaaaaaa, eeeeeee, pleeeeeeee-ase.”  When the current stopped, she said, “I … I… I’m ready to … to… to be … be… be fucked.”
“Good girl,” said Greg.  “Just a little something so you remember,” he said as he flipped the switch again.  Marsha’s head went back as she let loose with a terrible scream, her body tensed in the chair.  When he cut the current, Greg untied his poor cousin and laid her on her back on the floor.  She was breathless, unable to fight him, but she wouldn’t have anyway.  He pointed his cock at her pussy and slid it into the tight orifice.  When he felt resistance, he pushed harder, tearing her hymen.  The pain from that was nothing compared to what Marsha had already suffered.  She hardly flinched as it happened.  
Cindy knelt next to her oldest sister, rubbing her own pussy furiously.  “Marsha’s getting fucked.  The ice princess is getting fucked.  Poor little tits on Marsha.  You should have held out longer, Marsha.  Watching you get shocked was fun.”  She swung herself over to kneel over her sister’s face.  “Lick me, Marsha.  Lick my pussy.”
Marsha shook her head.  Getting fucked was one thing, but being a lezzie was something she wouldn’t do.  The clips were still on her nipples and Cindy looked around for the switch box.  But, it was in Peter’s hands and he’d already seen the refusal.  He flipped the switch.  Marsha bucked under the little girl sitting on her face and her cousin who was fucking her pussy.  “Eeeeeeee,” she screamed.  “Please don’t.”  Her tongue came out and found the wet little pussy sitting on her face.  
When Marsha tensed under the last shock, Greg had been treated to a wonderfully tight pussy.  It was the best feeling he’d ever had.  The virgin pussy he’d been fucking had managed to get even tighter.  He motioned Peter to do it again.  
Marsha couldn’t believe what she was doing.  Minutes before she had been playing a game with her cousins.  Now she was getting fucked hard and licking her littlest sister’s bare pussy.  When would this horror end?
Greg slammed his cock into the tight pussy and felt Marsha tense again.  She stopped licking long enough to scream into Cindy’s pussy.  “Eeeeeeeee,” then her tongue came right back out.  Greg was about ready to cum.  The next time Peter did that, he would totally lose control.  He pounded his cock into Marsha’s pussy a couple more times, then felt her tense again.  “Eeeeeee,” she screamed, as he shot his load into the tightest pussy possible.  
Greg pulled out and took the switch.  Peter got on his older cousin and stuck his cock in her tight pussy.  “Don’t shock her again,” said Cindy.  “She stops licking when you shock her.  Now lick me sister bitch, lick me good.”  
Greg held off for a few moments until he saw his 9-year-old cousin start humping herself hard on her sister’s face.  Overcome by her orgasm, Cindy shrieked, “Lick me, bitch, lick me.  Make me cum.  Lick my cunt, ooooh, yeah.”  She rolled off her sister’s face and lay on her back, breathing heavily from the marvelous orgasm she’d just had.  
Beside her, Marsha screamed again and Peter yelled, “Oh, yeah, that’s tight.”  Again and again the tortured 13-year-old screamed.  Four more times, until Peter yelled, “Oh, God, I’m cumming.”  Like his brother, he shot off into a very tight pussy.  
Marsha had a brief respite as the two older brothers were finished.  Her chest heaved from the exertion of fucking and screaming.  Sweat made her body glisten.  Cindy looked at Jan, and said, “Your turn sex slut.”  She waved at Jan to move over to Marsha.  Jan crawled up between her sister’s legs and stuck her tongue into the steaming cunt.  “No, no,” said Cindy to her sister.  The 11-year-old blond would think of herself as the victim for the rest of her life, but now Cindy wanted Jan to enjoy their older sister.  “Sit on her face, sex slut.”
Jan got up and knelt over Marsha’s face, feeling her sister’s tongue immediately come out to greet her wet pussy.  Without any further coercion, Marsha was licking another pussy.  It was only a matter of seconds before Jan started cumming.  She’d gotten herself turned on watching the torture and imagining it was her.  So, it didn’t take much until she was yelling, “I’m cumming, Marsha, lick my pussy.”  And Marsha did as she was told.  
Greg looked over at his littlest brother.  Bobby had kept his distance from the action.  “Hey, little fag boy, let’s see if we can teach you to lick pussy,” said Greg.  “Stick your tongue into Marsha’s pussy and make her cum.”  As Bobby crawled over to his cousin, Greg elbowed his other brother, “Watch this,” he said.  “He’s going to get a mouthful of our cum.  Bet he’ll enjoy that and learn to like a pussy that’s just been fucked.”
The little 9-year-old buried his face in the light fur of Marsha’s pussy and stuck his tongue in deep.  Sure enough, he came out with cum dripping off his tongue.  “That’s it,” said Peter.  “Eat our cum out of her pussy.”
“Gross,” said Bobby as he wiped the cum off his tongue.  

“Swallow that,” insisted Greg, getting up to threaten his little brother.  Frightened, Bobby licked the cum off his hand and swallowed it.  But, he wouldn’t get back between Marsha’s legs.  
Greg pulled the clips off Marsha’s tits and grabbed his brother.  “No, no,” shrieked Bobby.  Peter joined in to help pin down the little boy.  “I’ll lick her,” he yelled.  “I’ll eat the cum.”
“Too late, little boy,” said Greg.  “I have to teach you not to say no to me.”  While Peter pinned Bobby down on his back, Greg fixed the clips to his little brother’s scrotum.  
“Greg, please, no, not there,” screamed Bobby.  “Don’t hurt me.  I’ll never talk back again.  I’ll eat the cum.  Let me suck your cock.  I’ll do whatever you want.”
“You bet you will, little cocksucker,” agreed Greg.  “Right now I want you to scream.”  He flipped the switch.
“Aaaaaaa, eeeee, oh, God, that huuurrrrts,” screamed Bobby.  His cock jumped erect, as stiff as a rod.  He paused as the current stopped.  Then it hit again.  “Pleeease, pleeeease, stop, oh my God.”  When the pain stopped he shouted.  “I’m a little cocksucker.  I’m a little fag boy.  Let me suck cock.  Let me eat the cum.”  Once more for good measure, Greg hit the switch.  The little boy’s cock twitched like it was going to vibrate off.  “Eeeeeee, oooooh, God, Greg, pleeeeease.”  Again when the pain stopped, Bobby yelled, “I’m a cocksucker.  Let me suck your cock.  Let me… Oh, God, please, let me up.  I’ll eat the cum.  I’ll be your little fag.  I’ll do whatever you want.”
Greg and Peter let their little brother up.  He scrambled between Marsha’s legs and stuck his tongue deep in her pussy.  He came out with a mouthful of cum and stuck out his tongue to show it off.  Then he swallowed hard.  He plunged in again, sucking and licking until every drop of cum was in his tummy.  Then he turned his attention to his oldest cousin’s clit.  He licked her for all he was worth.  Marsha started to get aroused from her stupor.  Her hips started to sway and push into Bobby’s face.  Finally, she bucked hard, her back arched and she yelled, “Oh, God, I’m cumming, too.  Oh, God, it feels great.”  She was astonished at how wonderful it felt and what she’d been missing up to this point.  “Keep licking, Bobby, keep licking.”  She humped herself through multiple orgasms that lasted for nearly twenty seconds.  
“Look at the ice princess,” said Cindy.  “Cumming hard on her cousin’s tongue.”  
“Ooooh, yeah,” said Marsha.  “I want to keep him.”
“Don’t have to,” said Cindy.  “You got a great pussy licker that goes to bed with you every night, doesn’t she, Jan?”  Jan just meekly nodded.  “Let’s get to it,” continued Cindy.  She grabbed some rope that had been used on Marsha.  She handed them to Greg and Peter.  The two boys tied Jan’s hands behind her back, then tied her feet together.  They laid her down on her back on the carpeted floor.  It was Jan’s favorite position by now and one she’d become accustomed to.  
Marsha got up to position herself over her sister’s face, but Cindy said, “Wait, we have to warm her up.”
“Or is it jumpstart her?” laughed Greg.  He hooked the clips to Jan’s tits.  Jan didn’t complain.  
Cindy had the switch in her hand and she flipped it.  Jan tensed, her back arching up off the floor, “Eeeeee,” she screamed.  “Please, Cindy.”  The pain was more intense than any she’d felt before.  Her nipples ached and her tits tingled.  Cindy held the switch right in her sister’s face and slowly closed it.  Jan was breathing heavily as she waited for the thrilling pain.  “Eeeeeeee, God, mistress, that fucking hurts.”  The little 9-year-old let her sister relax, then hit the switch again.  “Oooooh, fuck me, mistress, please, please.”  Jan felt her pussy getting wet.  She looked at Marsha’s inviting pussy and then at Cindy’s.  Maybe she would suck Peter and Greg’s cocks, too.  
Again the switch closed, “Eeeeeee, fuck me, mistress, I’ll do it, I’ll do what you want.”  
“What do I want?” asked Cindy, as she flipped the switch again.  
“Eeeeeee, fuck, fuck, fuck, oh, fuck me, mistress.  I’ll show Marsha what a good pussy licker I am.”  Jan’s little nipples were hard as bullets, her tortured tits hurt and she was getting hot.
“Maybe that’s not what I want,” said Cindy.  She moved down Jan’s body and removed the clips.  Moving further down, she fastened one on each of Jan’s pussy lips.  
Jan looked at her predicament.  “Please, mistress, not that.”  She was afraid of the pain, afraid this would really hurt.  She was right.  This time when Cindy hit the switch, Jan’s pussy felt like it was on fire.  The electricity didn’t just flow through her body, it crackled and sparked across the tortured girl’s pussy lips, jumping the narrow gap between them.  “Eeeeeee, aaaaaaa, eeeeeeee,” screamed Jan.  
“Cool,” said Peter.  “Let’s turn off the lights.”  He turned them off at the wall.  In total darkness, Cindy hit the switch again.  Her sex slave’s pussy lit up like a Christmas tree, sparking and lighting up the room.  “Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee,” screamed Jan.  She was too breathless to speak as the pain stopped.  She could only pant, the sweat on her skin oiling her up.  Her little tits rose and fell in a fast rhythm.  In the darkness all they could hear was Jan’s heavy breathing.  Cindy did it again, “Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee,” the sex slave screamed at the top of her lungs.  She lay panting, waiting for the next burst of pain.  Cindy paused long enough for Jan to catch her breath this time, “Please, Cindy.  Let me suck some cock.  Let me lick your pussies.  Let me lick your assholes.  Tell me what you want and I’ll do it.”
The lights came on again and Cindy turned to Marsha, “Cool, huh?  She’ll do whatever we want.  You name it.”  
Marsha was turned on watching Jan’s body twitch and spark.  She’d heard what Jan promised, cock sucking, pussy licking, ass licking.  She must have done all that before.  Marsha wanted to be original.  What had Jan probably not done before?  But right, then, she had to pee.  She would think about it while she was in the bathroom, but then it came to her.  “I want her to drink my pee,” said Marsha.  
“Good one,” said Cindy.  “Some ice princess you turned out to be.  Fucking go for it,” said the 9-year-old.  
Greg and Peter and Bobby all watched in astonishment as Marsha lowered herself over Jan’s face.  Jan was horrified at what was about to happen, but she couldn’t take any more pain.  She opened her mouth wide and saw the trickle of pee come out of her sister’s pussy. The boys had never watched a girl pee before, let alone into someone else’s mouth.  They were in awe as Jan’s mouth filled up with Marsha’s urine.  Jan swallowed and felt warm pee run over her face and neck.  Her mouth opened again and filled it again.  Marsha’s pee trickled off and Jan swallowed her second mouthful.  Marsha looked at Cindy in awe, “She really will do anything, won’t she.”  
“Cool,” said Peter.  “Hey, little fag boy, kneel down here.”  Bobby scrambled to comply.  He still remembered the terrible pain.  “Open wide,” said Peter.  And he aimed his cock at his little brother’s waiting mouth.  It was Marsha and Cindy’s turn to watch in amazement as they watch a boy pee for the first time.  The stream of pee hit Bobby in the back of the throat and he flinched.  The pee splashed over his face and chest.  When his mouth was full, he swallowed and again felt the warmth of the pee splashing on his nose and chin.  The aroma of pee surrounded him.  He opened wide and took another drink of Peter’s pee.  Another swallow and a third mouthful.  Finally Peter was done.  
“My turn,” said Greg.  He stepped in front of his little brother.  
Cindy said, “No, you pee on Jan, and I’ll do Bobby.”  
Greg thought that idea was cool, too, so he squatted over his little cousin and pointed his cock at her mouth.  Dutifully, Jan opened her mouth and took the stream of pee in her mouth.  But, Greg wanted to be sloppy.  He waved his cock around, spraying pee on Jan’s face and chest.  Jan swallowed and sputtered as the pee went up her nose.  She opened wide again and Greg settled down on her mouth, filling it again before he stopped.  Before she could swallow, Greg grabbed her face firmly and said, “Gargle.”  Astonished, Jan opened wide and gargled the foul mixture.  It was horrible, but she saw Greg’s cock get hard watching her.  Then, she swallowed and smiled at her cousin.  
Meanwhile, Bobby looked up at the bare pussy of his cousin as she squatted over him.  He opened his mouth and Cindy put her pussy right on Bobby’s mouth, then peed.  When his mouth was filled, she stopped and waited for him to swallow.  When he did, she told him to open up again and she let loose with another burst of pee.  After he swallowed again, she stood up and said, “Good little pee boy.  You didn’t waste a drop.”
Marsha wasn’t done.  She just had her first orgasm and wanted to do it again.  “I want to cum again,” she announced.  She looked to her more experienced sister, Cindy, for her suggestion on how to do it.
“You wanted Jan to lick your pussy.  I think she’s ready now,” said Cindy.  
With a smile, Marsha lowered herself on Jan’s tongue, facing toward Jan’s torso.  Jan’s tongue was standing at attention, waiting for the pussy that approached.  Jan knew what was expected of her.  Marsha settled herself in place and felt the expert tongue of her sister as it stroked her clit.  Why had I denied myself this, she thought as the wonderful feeling spread over her body.  Her tied and naked sister had a cute little body and she ran her hands over it as she got more turned on.  
Cindy wanted to cum, too.  She looked at Peter and said, “Fuck me, Peter.  Stick your cock in my tight pussy.”  Without any further invitation, the 11-year-old’s cock came to its full length and he climbed on his little cousin.  His cock pushed into the pussy and he was surprised she wasn’t a virgin.  But, she was still tight.  He stroked in and out, savoring his cousin’s bare pussy.  He bent over and gave her a big French kiss, then worked lower to take her hard little nipples in his mouth.  “Ooooh, yeah, Peter, fuck me, suck me,” responded Cindy.  
Greg saw the other four engaged in sex and looked at his little fag brother.  Without even being asked, Bobby knelt in front of his big brother and opened his mouth.  “Let me suck cock,” said Bobby.  “I want your big hard cock in my mouth, big brother.”  Greg stood and looked at his little brother, his cock getting hard.  He wondered what Bobby would say to please him, so he just waited.  “Please, Greg,” continued Bobby.  “Put your big hard cock all the way down my throat.  I’m a little fag that needs his big brother’s cock in his mouth.”  Bobby turned around and put his ass in the air.  “Or fuck my tight little ass with your big cock, please?”  This was great, thought Greg, almost better than actually fucking his brother.  “Ram your big cock up my little ass.”  Seeing he was getting his brother aroused and wanting desperately to please him, Bobby said, “Tie me up.  Just like Jan.  I’ll be your little cock slave.  Make me suck cock.  Make me take it in the ass.  I’ll suck your cock.  I’ll suck Peter’s cock.  I’ll suck Uncle Mike’s cock.  Give me cock.  Make me suck it.”  Greg was getting too horny to wait any longer.  He took the time to tie his little brother’s hands behind his back, then put his cock in Bobby’s face.  Eagerly, Bobby opened his mouth and sucked the whole cock down his throat.  Greg grabbed his brother’s head and shoved his cock deep, holding it there for several seconds.  Bobby couldn’t breathe with the huge cock in his throat.  He waited patiently for his brother to give him air.  When it didn’t come, he looked up, his eyes pleading for his brother to pull out.  For several more seconds, Greg held his control over the little boy.  When Bobby’s eyes started to roll back into his head, Greg released his brother and heard the tremendous gasp for air that followed.  
Marsha ground her pussy into Jan’s face.  She looked over at Cindy, getting fucked by Peter.  Marsha remembered her middle cousin raping her, but Cindy was enjoying herself.  The little sex kitten was shoving her hips up to meet Peter’s thrusts.  She was mewling in pleasure as Peter sucked her nipples.  Marsha decided when she was done with Jan, she’d have to get fucked again, but this time she would want it.  Still, having nipples sucked looked like fun, so she slipped off Jan’s face and lowered her tits to the sex slave.  Jan licked the nipples, taking her sister’s tits into her mouth with great sucking sounds.  Oh, yeah, thought Marsha, it does feel good.  After a few seconds of that, she slid back up and let Jan resume the pussy licking.  That was even better.  
Under her cousin, Cindy was getting really turned on.   Peter was a great fuck.  “Do me, big boy,” she said.  “Fuck my little pussy.  Fuck your little cousin.  Ooooh, yeah, I’m going to cum.  Fuck me hard with that big cock.”  It wasn’t all the big, but for the little 9-year-old it was all she could take for now.  She squealed in pleasure and shoved her hips up against Peter’s thrusts.  “Oh, yes, I’m cumming now.  Fuck me hard, Peter.”  
Peter pumped as hard as he could.  His orgasm was near, too.  “You fucking hot little bitch,” said Peter.  “Here it comes.  Fucking you in your tight pussy.”  He let loose a stream of cum into the little girl’s cunt as she arched herself up off the floor.  
Greg had let his little brother recover, then shoved his cock into Bobby’s mouth again.  This time he started stroking in and out, his balls banging on Bobby’s chin.  With his hands tied behind his back, Bobby looked so helpless.   Greg knew he was raping his brother’s mouth.  As much as he’d asked for cock, Bobby was really just afraid of the pain.  Greg’s control over his brother made him so excited he couldn’t contain himself.  He shoved hard into Bobby’s throat, then shot his load into his little brother’s mouth.  The little boy swallowed hard, taking yet another load of cum into his tummy.  
Only Marsha continued to work on her orgasm.  Rubbing her pussy into her younger sister’s face, she was getting closer and closer to the edge.  She took her own nipples between her fingers and pinched them hard. It felt wonderful.  She watched the tongue working between her legs, and felt the rush of her orgasm come.  Marsha sank her fingers into Jan’s hair and pulled the helpless girl into her pussy.  “Lick me, slut,” said Marsha.  “Make me fucking cum.”  Jan had no choice, so she did as she was told.  Marsha threw back her hard and screamed, “Lick my fucking pussy, slut, I’m cumming.”
Just then she heard her daddy’s voice.  “This is my ice princess?” he said.  Her eyes opened wide as she looked at her daddy and Aunt Carol standing in the doorway.  Too far gone to care, she kept humping herself against her sister’s tongue for several more seconds.  
Carol said to her brother, “I don’t know about you, Mike, but …” She stripped off her clothes and stepped into the room.  Not one to pass up a good opportunity, the girls’ daddy stripped, too.  He wanted to fuck his cute little ice princess.  
Marsha gasped as she saw her daddy’s eight inch cock.  It seemed huge.  She’d heard that big was better.  She lay down on the carpet and said, “Fuck me, daddy.  Fuck me with that big cock.”  Her daddy did not hesitate as he stepped over and put his cock at the entrance to her cunt.  He gently pushed in, but Marsha grabbed his hips and thrust the cock into herself.  “Fuck me hard.”  
Carol looked at the limp dicks on her two older sons and her tied littlest son.  She took in Jan’s prone figure as well and Cindy lying on her back.  She decided on Bobby and put her pussy in his face, “Lick mommy’s cunt, little sex toy,” she said.  Bobby stuck his tongue into his mommy’s pussy and started licking.  
Greg and Peter didn’t keep their limp cocks for very long.  As Greg got hard, he shoved his cock into Jan’s mouth, getting his second blow job in just minutes.  Jan was as good a cocksucker as Bobby, and she worked enthusiastically on the hard cock in her mouth.  
Peter had just fucked Cindy, so he looked elsewhere for his satisfaction.  Seeing Marsha moaning in pleasure as her father fucked her pussy, he sat down on her face and pushed his cock into her mouth.  This was something new for the 13-year-old girl, but everything else had been fun, so she took the cock and sucked on it.  
Cindy was left alone, but she started wandering from one coupling to the next.  “Little ice princess is getting fucked by daddy.  Don’t you wish you hadn’t been missing this for years, little fuck bitch?  Bet you were scared when you were sitting naked and tied in the chair.  Bet your tits were hurting from the shocks.  Bet you didn’t think you’d be getting fucked by daddy and sucking Peter’s cock.  Cocksucker, Marsha.  Suck that cock, bitch.”  She moved on.  “Bobby’s getting his tongue hard.  Licking his mommy’s pussy.  How does it taste, little fuck toy.  How does it feel to do whatever we want?”  She licked her middle finger, then shoved it up Bobby’s tight ass.  “How does a little cock feel up your ass? And, ooh, Auntie Carol, such a bad mommy.  Getting her pussy licked by her little boy.  You should have just seen him sucking Greg’s cock.  He loves it.  He wants to suck his Uncle Mike’s cock, too.  He’s a great cocksucker and pussy licker.” She moved on again.  “Little sex slave slut, with a cock in her mouth… again.  Naked and tied, doing whatever we want.  Suck that cock.  Come on, Greg.  Cum in our sex slave’s mouth.  Pinch her tits and make her moan.  Fuck your cousin’s mouth.”  Again she moved.  “Go Peter, fuck Marsha’s mouth.  Show her what cum tastes like.  Fuck your little girl, daddy.  Fuck the ice princess.  You’ve been wanting to do this for years.   Fuck her hard.  Make up for lost time.”
Again Cindy moved, coming up behind her horny aunt.  Cindy reached around and cupped her aunt’s lovely tits.  She hugged the older woman and said, “Ride your little boy, auntie.  Ride his tongue.  Make him lick your pussy.”  She was playing with her aunt’s nipples and heard her aunt moan with pleasure.  “Cum on little Bobby’s tongue.  How does his tongue feel in your pussy?  Let me play with your big tits.”  She was cut off as Carol reached orgasm.  
“Ooooh, Bobby, lick me, I’m cumming.”  Carol pushed hard against the little tongue that was responsible for her pleasure.  Cindy squeezed her aunt’s tits even harder, moving with the older woman as she enjoyed orgasm after orgasm.  
Cindy turned to watch the others as all of them seemed to cum at once.  Greg shot his wad into Jan’s throat.  Peter came in Marsha’s mouth.  And daddy started cumming, too.  “Oh, God, yes, Marsha.  You’re so fucking tight.  I’ve wanted to fuck your tight pussy for so long.  This is just as good as I thought it would be.”  Marsha joined in, “Yes, fuck me daddy, I’m cumming.  God, this feels soooo wonderful.  Fuck me harder.”  Reaching his peak, her daddy shot his cum into her pussy and felt his teenage daughter’s cunt tighten around his cock even more.  With her orgasm, Marsha squeezed her thighs together, and squealed, “That’s it, daddy, I’m cumming.”
Mike lay exhausted on the floor.  He was in heaven.  He’d had his cock sucked by his two younger daughters.  Now he had his older daughter to fuck.  There wasn’t much else he could ever fantasize about.  His sister lay down next to him, her arm draped across his chest and her tits pressing into his side.  “What a great family we’ve got, huh, bro?” she said.  “What say we move in together and share everything?”  Cindy joined in, putting her sexy little body on her daddy’s chest and wriggling.  Marsha lay on top of her aunt, hugging her aunt and her daddy at the same time.  Then Greg lay down next to his mommy and Marsha.  The group hug was complete when Peter joined in, draping his arms around his littlest cousin.  Jan and Bobby were still tied and could only watch.  
“Looks like we’re already sharing,” said Mike, “but it will be easier if we all live together.  So, sure, let’s do it.”  He gave his sister a big kiss, their tongues swirling together.  As the group hug broke up, Mike added, “And we’ve got a couple of sex slaves to share as well.  I’ve had Jan suck my cock before, but what is Bobby doing tied up?”
“He sucks cock, too,” said Peter.  “In fact, he said that he wanted to suck yours, didn’t you Bobby?”
“Yes, I did,” said the bound 9-year-old.  “Please Uncle Mike, can I suck your cock?”  
Greg and Peter lifted Bobby up and set him down face first in his uncle’s crotch.  Without his hands, all Bobby could do was lick at his uncle’s soft cock until it hardened.  Then he lifted up his head by arching his back and came down with the entire cock in his mouth.  Bobby bobbed up and down on the cock in his mouth and Greg came up behind him and lifted his little ass up in the air.  The older brother put his cock at Bobby’s asshole and pushed in to the hilt.  Bobby grunted, but kept sucking.  This wasn’t as bad as the pain, so he didn’t complain.  Cindy added her usual narrative, “Little fuck toy, Bobby.  Sucking a big cock.  Getting fucked in the ass.  Good cocksucker, little pee boy, fuck toy, fag boy.”  
Carol looked at her middle son and said, “Let me suck your cock, Peter.”  The horny preteen put his cock in his mommy’s mouth and started stroking.  It was such a sight to see his cock in his mommy’s mouth.  And she’d asked for it, he reminded himself.  His mommy liked sucking his cock.  
Mike took his little nephew’s head in his hands to help the boy bob up and down on his cock.  He started fucking the face in his crotch, using his hands to pump Bobby’s head up and down and thrusting his hips to meet Bobby’s down strokes.  Bobby let his uncle take control.  The huge cock in his throat slid up and down.  He sucked on the upstrokes and relaxed on the down strokes.  Mike could see his nephew’s throat bulge with each thrust.  Greg kept shoving his cock in and out of Bobby’s ass.  It was so tight, it wouldn’t take long for Greg to cum.  In fact, in just a few more strokes, he shot his load into the tight ass and pulled out.  
Peter was still getting his cock sucked.  He shifted his body so he could reach his mommy’s tits and started running his hands over them.  He’d fondled Cindy and Jan before, but this was a new experience.  As he approached orgasm, his mommy suddenly stopped sucking and rolled on her back.  “Put your cock in me, Peter.  Fuck mommy.”  Peter did as he was told, sliding his small hard cock into his mommy’s pussy.  “Make me cum, Peter,” said his mommy.  “Fuck me hard and make me cum.”  Peter picked up the pace, slamming his hips into his mommy with each stroke.  
Carol had had her pussy eaten by Bobby and been fucked by Greg.  Now she was getting her third little boy to fuck her, too.  Her son lowered his head to her tits and sucked on her nipples.  Carol started bucking her hips as she started cumming.  She squeezed her cunt on the little cock inside her and felt it spurt her son’s hot seed inside her.  
The erotic sight of watching his helpless little nephew suck his cock finally got to Mike.  He couldn’t hold back any longer and shot a massive load of cum into Bobby’s mouth.  A little dribbled out the corner’s of the little mouth, but not much.  And, when he pulled out, Bobby ran his tongue around the edges of his mouth, catching every drop that he’d spilled.  
The entire crowd was starting to tire.  They were sprawled all across the room.  Mike untied his nephew and Cindy untied her little sex slave.  Without being told, Jan started fingering her own pussy.  She’d been tied up so long and gotten so horny that she couldn’t help herself.  Greg and Peter flopped in chairs to watch Jan get herself off.  Cindy curled up in Greg’s lap, letting him run his hands over her little body.  
“Hey,” said Peter.  “Mommy’s got my cum in her and Marsha’s got her daddy’s cum in her.  Bobby, you’ve got a job to do.”  Bobby already had a quart of cum in his tummy, but he didn’t dare argue.  He nestled his face into Marsha’s pussy and sucked out all the cum, swallowing every bit he could get.  Then he cleaned out his mommy’s pussy. 
As Bobby finished his mommy’s pussy, Jan reached her own orgasm.  While everyone else was tired, she was hot.  She saw all their eyes on her.  She was putting on a sex show for them.  The humiliation and pain she’d suffered so far and the thought of them all watching her made her so hot that when she did cum, she went for orgasm after orgasm for over a minute.  Then she collapsed, as exhausted as the rest.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 4 - Bobby
(MF, fgg, mbb, Ffgg, Mmbb, mmbb, Mg, fg, bdsm, oral, anal, inc, ped) 
Carol and Mike Brady moved in together, bringing their six children into a single house.  In the four bedroom house, the brother and sister took the master bedroom as their lair for incestual sex.  They put Cindy and Marsha in one room and Greg and Peter in another room.  The fourth bedroom was turned into a bedroom and playroom which belonged to Jan and Bobby, but the two little sex slaves rarely spent their time in there alone.  
The very first night in the house, Carol and Mike spent in their bedroom, Marsha and Cindy joined Jan in her playroom, and Bobby was invited to join Greg and Peter.  In the master bedroom, Mike waited, lying naked in bed, for his younger sister.  He wasn’t disappointed as she came out of the bathroom dressed in a baby doll nightgown.  It was sheer and through it he could see her tits swaying as she walked toward the bed.  Though he’d seen her naked many times, this was just like seeing her for the first time all over again.  As she walked around the bed, she bent down and yanked back the sheet, revealing his naked body, sporting a raging hard-on.  
Without a word, Carol climbed on the bed and crawled over the top of her brother on her hands and knees.  She lowered her panty covered pussy on his hard cock and starting rubbing the material against him.  His hands slid up under the baby doll top and found her lovely nipples.  He kneaded her tits as she humped herself against him, slowly teasing him.  She bent close and gave him a kiss, their tongues meeting not as brother and sister, but as lovers.  When she straightened up, she raised the baby doll top up and over her head.  Still grinding her panties against his cock, she presented herself topless to her brother.  
Mike pulled her down, bringing her tits to his mouth where he could give them the attention they deserved.  Carol continued humping against her brother, now rubbing the silky fabric against his bare stomach.  The horny woman let him suck her tits for a few moments, then raised herself up and stood over her brother, straddling him.  Lying under his sister, Mike watched as she slid her panties down and removed them.  She turned and lowered her pussy to his waiting mouth and settled herself down with his cock near at hand.  Her talented tongue extended and licked the entire length as she felt his tongue spread her pussy lips.  
Down the hall, Jan stood waiting for her first instructions from her little mistress.  As usual, the first command was for her to strip.  Since she had naively thought she might spend a peaceful first night in their new house, Jan was wearing a chaste pair of pajamas.  She looked at her mistress, then at Marsha and saw the desire in their eyes.  It was a wonderful feeling.  The thought occurred to her to resist the command, but she was their captive, and she needed them to reach her own orgasm.  She dared not resist, but she knew they would use her well before she would be allowed to reach her fulfillment.  Slowly she pealed the pajama shirt over her head, using her left arm to cover her little tits as she did.  One handed she managed to slide her pajama bottoms down and stood wearing only a pair of white panties, her tits still covered.  It had become a game to her, to see how she could tease her sisters.  She paused and pleaded, “Please, Cindy, not tonight.  Not again.  Please.”  
“All the way, Jan slut,” said Cindy.  “Take off your panties, too.”  And Jan slowly complied, again one handed.  When she was finished, she managed to cover her bald, naked pussy with her right hand, while covering her tits with her left arm.  It made such a coy picture, Marsha almost hated it when Cindy said, “Now, show us your tits, sex slave slut.  Put your arm down and show us those cute little tits, sis.”  
“No, please,” said Jan.  “I won’t do it.”  She stood defiantly covering herself.  
Cindy smiled at Marsha.  Marsha pulled out a pair of metal handcuffs and smiled back at Cindy.  Jan turned as if to run, but Marsha tackled her from behind, pinning her to the bed and pulling the little tease’s hands behind her back.  Cindy took the handcuffs and put them on Jan, pinning their slave’s hands back.  They stood Jan up and started stroking the quivering, naked body of their 11-year-old sister.  
Next door, Peter and Greg had their little brother in an uncomfortable position.  They had drug him into their room and stripped him, then tied his hands together in front of him.  “You don’t have to tie me up,” screamed Bobby.  “I’ll suck your cocks.  You know I will.  Let me suck your big hard cocks and swallow your cum.”  Next, they tied his feet together.  Fearful of what they would do, Bobby kept screaming, “Fuck me in the ass.  I’ll hold still.  Whatever you want, I’ll do it.  Let me drink your pee.”  They tied one end of a heavy rope to his feet and ran that rope through a hook installed on the ceiling.  Together they hauled him up in the air by his feet.  The little 9-year-old hung upside down with his head at just the right level for cocksucking.  But, his two brothers weren’t ready for that yet.  “Please, stick your cocks in my mouth,” pleaded Bobby.  He didn’t really want that, but he knew it was inevitable and he knew his brothers would hurt him if he denied them.  As he saw Peter produce a ball gag, he said, “Hey, I can’t suck a cock with that in my mouth,” then he realized that worse things could happen.  He screamed, “Help me, mommy,” but it was cut off as the ball gag went in his mouth.  
In the master bedroom, Carol momentarily lifted her mouth off her brother’s cock and said, “Wonder what those boys are up to?”  Her brother, wanting to take over the father image of the new family said, “I’ll check on them when we’re finished.  Bobby’s quiet for now, so it must be OK.”  The two returned to their sixty-nine while the 9 year-old boy swung upside down in absolute, helpless terror.  
Carol slid her mouth up and down on Mike’s cock, bringing moans of pleasure as she did.  This was her favorite cock, the one on which she had learned cocksucking and fucking while still a preteen.  Though she’d had many other lovers, none had been as good as her brother.  It had been many years since she’d had this chance, though since Mike had stopped fucking her when he got married 15 years ago.  She knew he’d fallen for the little girl image that his wife had given him, the same image that Carol had once had, but lost.  Now she was comforted by the thought that he had his three young nieces to fuck, but had chosen her for their “honeymoon” night of lust.  
With his face covered by his sister’s pussy, Mike was thinking much the same thing.  He’d missed the wonderful taste of this special cunt, his first ever.  He ran his tongue slowly up the slit, savoring the taste and teasing her clit.  At this rate he knew he could keep her on the edge for hours and wanted only to get her warmed up for now.  He could feel her doing the same thing, sucking and licking, then pausing to work him up to a fever pitch.  
Marsha stood in front of Jan and the teenage lesbian put her young tits against Jan’s little tits.  Nipple to nipple, she caressed her own tits with her sister’s tits.  It was an electric feeling and looking into Jan’s eyes, she could see it was a mutual turn on for them both.  Jan moaned and pressed her body against Marsha’s.  Cindy pressed her flat chest against Marsha’s ass, thrilling at the feeling of the naked ass on her flat tits, and reached around to find her oldest sister’s pussy.  She caressed the downy hair covering Marsha’s cunt before putting a finger up her sister’s moist tunnel.  

When Cindy pulled back, she said, “Time to tie her down.”  Slowly Marsha pulled away from the exquisite feeling of her sister’s body.  The two mistresses laid Jan down on the bed and tied her spread eagle.  Cindy climbed between Jan’s legs and starting licking the 11-year-old’s bare cunt.  
Surprised, Marsha asked, “Cindy what are you doing?”  She thought pussy licking was the job of the slave, not the mistress.  Cindy paused long enough to say, “Just watch.”  She returned to licking the captive cunt, finding the clit and working hard on it with her little tongue.  Cindy massaged her own nipples until Marsha, overcome by the image of her littlest sister tongue fucking their sex slave, climbed up behind her and started rubbing the hard little nipples on the 9-year-old lesbian’s flat chest.  
Jan started moaning with pleasure, surprised that she was getting this attention.  It felt good to have Cindy mistress licking her pussy.  It started to tingle and she wished she could have her own tits rubbed, but with her hands tied, she could only wish and watch.  She watched Cindy’s tongue stroke up and down her slit, then stop on her clit.  Jan’s breathing became ragged and she moaned.  “Oh, yes, Cindy mistress.  Lick my pussy.  Suck my cunt.  Please, don’t stop.  That feels sooo good.”  Cindy looked up at Jan’s face, watching the sex slave getting excited.  “Oh, God, Cindy, that’s it.  Lick me.  Lick me.  Fuck me with your tongue.  I’m going to cum.  Yes, I’m going to cum.”
With that announcement, Cindy stopped and leaned back.  Jan looked desperately at her little mistress.  “Oh, God, Cindy, please don’t stop.  I was almost there.  Please.  Touch me.  Lick me.  Untie me and I’ll diddle myself off for you.”  
Cindy just smiled and looked over her shoulder at Marsha.  “See,” was all she said.  
“Oh, Cindy,” said Marsha.  “You are such a tease.  You know how to torture her with pleasure.”  
Cindy turned completely around and sucked on her oldest sister’s tits.  She knew that Marsha liked that a lot.  As Marsha’s breathing started coming in gasps, Cindy stopped and gave her sister a deep French kiss.  “Now sit on Jan’s face and get your pussy licked,” she said to Marsha.  
Gagged, Bobby could no longer make a sound.  He could only moan into the gag and watch as his brothers took advantage of him.  His eyes got wide as he saw the electrical wires in Peter’s hands.  He screamed silently into the gag as Peter hooked the clips to his nipples.  “Maybe we can get his tits to grow like Jan’s,” said Peter.  The thought of being turned into a girl was horrifying to the little boy as he imagined growing tits and losing his little cock.  But his thoughts were interrupted by the pain shooting through his tender nipples.  He tried to scream, “Mmmmphf.”  The little boy’s body tensed and shuddered.  A second time Peter closed the switch and Bobby’s body arched in pain, his cock grew hard.  He knew his brothers only wanted to hurt him, but he also knew he’d be sucking cocks soon.  
Greg started stroking his cock.  What a turn on it was to watch Peter torturing their little brother.  Bobby’s body would tense, jerk, and swing accompanied by the nearly silent scream into the gag.  His eyes were pleading for the pain to stop.  Greg knew that when the pain ended and the gag was removed, Bobby would beg for a cock in his mouth, so he didn’t allow himself to cum as he stroked his 6-inch cock.  He just made sure that Bobby could see the hard cock and know what was going to happen.  
After ten jolts, Peter stopped and began to remove the gag.  But Greg stopped him and picked up a leather belt.  He waved it in front of Bobby, letting the idea sink in.  Then he moved behind the helpless 9-year-old and swung the belt against the tight little available ass.  Bobby screamed anew and jerked away from the blow.  It was Peter’s turn to start stroking his cock as he watched Greg spank Bobby.  “Little fag boy,” said Greg.  “Cocksucker.  Pussy licker.  Pee boy.  Loves his spanking.”  Bobby’s cock was standing out hard.  “Little fag boy is going to get to suck a couple of cocks tonight.  Little fag boy is going to get his ass a workout.”  He stopped after five blows and nodded to Peter.  
Peter bent down to Bobby’s face and said, “I don’t want to hear a sound when I take off this gag.  You know that mommy doesn’t care, so you just keep quiet or else I’ll put it back in and shock you some more.”  
Bobby nodded vigorously and Peter removed the gag.  Silently Bobby hung waiting for his next ordeal.  
With their kids behaving themselves, Carol and Mike were ready for the next level.  Carol raised herself off her brother’s tongue and turned to face him as she lowered herself on his hard cock.  In one easy motion she impaled herself.  She bent down to kiss Mike and felt his hands caressing her tits.  This was their favorite position.  It freed up Mike’s hands and she loved the attention on her tits.  Mike loved the view of his hot sister getting herself off on his cock.  Carol moved her hand down to her pussy and started rubbing herself.  
Sliding up and down on the cock, Carol started to moan, “Oh, yes, Mikey.  Fuck me.  Fuck me hard.  Squeeze me.”  Her hand sped up its motion.  The pussy licking she had just received had put her so close, she was nearly ready to cum.  She slowed her hand down to take her time.  
Mike felt his approaching orgasm, too.  “Fuck my cock, Carol.  Use my cock.  Make your tits bounce for me.”  He released her tits and grabbed her lovely ass, slowing down her fucking to savor the moment.  Her tits bounced up and down with his eyes following every movement.  
Suddenly Carol lost control.  She was cumming almost before she knew it, but her brother knew what was happening.  He thrust his hips up in time to her movements and grabbed her sensitive tits again.  He watched as her hand became a blur between her legs.  Her cunt tightened around his cock as she came.  “Fuck me, Mikey.  I’m cumming.  Oh, yes, I’m so fucking cumming.  God, this is fucking wonderful.  Squeeze me hard, Mikey.”  Her orgasm continued as Mike thrust up into her, feeling his own orgasm hit.  He grabbed her hips and shoved her up and down to meet his thrusts.  Carol’s own hand went to her tits to squeeze them as she liked, while the other hand continued to get her off.  Finally, the two orgasms ended and the two sibling lovers collapsed into each other’s arms.  
Eagerly, Marsha slid forward to put her pussy over Jan’s face.  She marveled at how far Jan could stick her waiting tongue out.  When her pussy came in contact with the hot tongue, Marsha sighed and seated herself on Jan’s face.  “Lick her pussy, sex slut slave,” said Cindy.  “Show us what a good pussy licker you are.  Naked and tied.  Doing whatever we want.”
Marsha was already really turned on and it wasn’t long before she was screaming, “Lick me, Jan slut.  Fucking lick my pussy, sister slut.  I’m cumming.  Don’t stop now, I’m cumming.”  When her orgasm was finished she slid off her sister, only to be replaced by Cindy.  
But, Jan wouldn’t stick her tongue out for Cindy mistress.  “No more,” she moaned.  “Touch me.  Let me cum.”  Cindy stayed where she was, but pointed toward the wooden ruler that she had brought.  “Smack her, Marsha.  Hit her with that.  Make her lick me.”
Marsha complied, picking up the ruler and bringing it down across Jan’s thighs.  “Eeeee,” screamed Jan.  “Please.”  But her tongue stayed put away and her mouth closed.  Again and again Marsha smacked the naked, helpless slave, making them all hotter by the minute.  Suddenly, Cindy felt the wet tongue of her slave part her young pussy lips and start licking.  She was so hot, Cindy was cumming instantly and rode her slave’s face for a long and satisfying orgasm.  Marsha’s hand went to her own cunt and she started fingering herself.  She joined Cindy in her orgasm, cumming at the joy and pleasure of spanking her sister into submission.  
The two mistresses moved to untie their slave.  
“Well, what do we do now,” asked Peter.  “Should we spank him more or is he ready for us.”
“What do you want, Bobby?” Greg asked his little brother.
More than anything, he wanted to be left alone.  But he knew that was the wrong answer.  He forced himself to voice his brothers’ desires so they wouldn’t hurt him anymore.  “I want to suck two big cocks,” said Bobby.  “Fuck my mouth with your cocks.  I’ll swallow your cum.  Fucking use my mouth for fucking.  You’ve got a great looking cock, Greg.  Stick that big thing in my tight mouth.  Then, you Peter.  I love your hard cock.  I’ll make it cum in my mouth.  Stick your cocks in my hot, tight little mouth.”
“Shit,” said Greg, unable to stand the erotic talk coming out of the 9-year-old’s mouth.  He stepped forward and slid his six inches deep in the little boy’s mouth.  Bobby saw the big member coming toward him and opened his mouth to take it deep.  He had to take the cock, though he hated the idea of being their fag boy.  Greg stroked just a few times before cumming.  He left his cock in Bobby’s mouth until his brother had swallowed every drop of cum.  Then he pulled out.  
Bobby looked at Peter, “Please, Peter, fuck my mouth with your beautiful, hard cock.”  And Peter did just what his brother asked.  Again Bobby opened wide for the approaching cock.  He wanted to get his cocksucking over with.  Like Greg, Peter didn’t last very long.  He’d been worked up over the torture and then the begging, so he shot a huge load into Bobby’s mouth and listened as his helpless little brother swallowed hard to get it all down.  His eyes ran over the little boy’s body, but he shook his head.  What am I doing admiring my brother’s body? he wondered to himself
Bobby relaxed finally, knowing he’d done his job and would probably get released now.  Just then the door to the room opened and Uncle Mike stepped into the room.  “What’s going on here?” he asked.  “Oh, my,” he said as he realized the position Bobby was in.  He had put a robe on to wander the house, but dropped it now.  As Bobby watched with big eyes, his uncle’s cock went from flaccid to an eight inch hard-on.  
It was almost too much for the little captive to go from nearly free to facing the biggest cock in the family.  Yet, Bobby knew what he had to do.  “Fuck my mouth, Uncle Mike.  I’m waiting here just for you to use.  I’ve sucked Greg and Peter’s big cocks.  Now I need your huge, hard cock in my mouth.  Stick it in and I’ll suck you dry.”  
Mike stepped forward to the mouth that was hanging at just the right height.  He ran his hands down the length of the little boy’s naked body, feeling the taut muscles and soft skin.  He took his little nephew’s head in his strong hands and pulled the tight mouth all the way around his hard cock.  Bobby said, “Mmmmphf, gulp,” as the cock slid smoothly in.  He tasted his mommy’s juices on the cock and knew where it had just been.  But, Mike had just cum and was not as aroused as his two nephews had been.  He started stroking rhythmically in and out.  “Fuck his little fag face,” said Peter.  Mike stroked harder, raping the helpless boy’s mouth.  “Little fag boy, getting his third cock tonight.  Little cocksucker.”  From his upside down vantage point, Bobby could see his uncle’s balls pull back then slam forward again into his nose, time after time.  He was forced to constantly inhale the musky male scent of his uncle’s balls.  After several minutes, Mike shot off into his nephew’s mouth, his second orgasm in just minutes.  What a lovely little mouth the boy has, he thought.  
Carol went to check on her nieces and found Marsha and Cindy cheering on their sex slave.  Jan was still tied, with only her right hand free.  That hand was busy in her cunt.  “Fuck yourself for us, Jan slut.  Get yourself off while we watch.”  
And Jan was saying, “Fuck me.  Watch me.  Make me.  Spank me.”  It was clear she was near an orgasm.  
Calmly Carol walked over to her tied niece and grabbed her right arm.  “Not yet, Jan slut,” said Carol.  
“Please, Aunt Carol,” pleaded Jan.  “I was almost there.”  But Marsha and Cindy followed their aunt’s lead and grabbed her arm and tied it back up.  Tied and horny, all the 11-year-old slave could do was watch as her Aunt Carol mounted her face.  Her aunt’s bush settled down on her waiting tongue and Jan knew she had to do this before she could cum.  Feverishly the little slave started licking, but like her brother, Carol needed some warm up.  Jan tasted her father’s cum and licked it greedily out of the warm snatch in her face.  Marsha and Cindy joined their aunt and started licking her beautiful tits.  
“Oh, yes, my girls,” said Carol.  “That’s just what I need.  Two for my tits and one for my cunt.  Lick me good, Jan slut.”  She reached around her young nieces, her left hand finding Marsha’s small mounds.  Her right hand caressed Cindy’s small form, the silky smooth skin and the hot little nipples turning her on.  She looked down into Jan’s eyes, seeing the submission.  This is really heaven, she thought.  
Hot as she was, Jan licked hard on the clit in her face until she felt her aunt cum hard.  It had taken several minutes, but now she would get her reward.  And, she wasn’t disappointed.  With her right hand free again, she started diddling herself off for her female audience.  It was thrilling to have them get so excited by her naked body and her talented tongue.  She wanted to perform for them every night.  “Watch me fuck myself,” she said.  “Make me do it.  Spank me hard.  Look at my little tits.  Watch me fuck my naked pussy.”  Suddenly she arched hard against her bonds and squealed, “Ooooh, I’m cumming.  Fucking watch me cum for you.” 
The next day when Bobby came home from school, he rushed straight to his bedroom, hoping to avoid his older brothers.  On the door there was a note waiting for him.  It told him to go into his room and put on the clothes that were on his bed.  When he got into the room he saw a pair of pink panties, a short skirt, and a frilly blouse.  There was a pair of frilly white socks and pink tennis shoes on the floor.  To top it off, there was a pink baseball cap.  Bobby stood and stared at the bed, refusing to believe his brothers could really stoop that low.  No way, he told himself.  He was shaking from the fear of not doing what he was told , yet too humiliated to put on the clothes.  
He was still standing there thinking about his options when Greg, Peter, Marsha, and Cindy burst into the room.  They were all eager to see their new little “sister”.  But they were disappointed.  “What is going on here?” demanded Greg.  “Get into those clothes,” he shouted.  “Put them on now or you’ll be begging to put them on later.”  Then he added, “Let us know when you’re ready.”  The four left Bobby alone in the room.  They’d decided that they would let him dress himself, not force him unless they had to.  They wanted their little “sister” to get used to taking orders.  
Fearfully, Bobby took his own clothes off and picked up the pink panties.  He slid them up his legs and over his little cock.  They felt good, smooth and silky.  Then he pulled on the skirt and zipped it up.  Next he picked up the blouse and pulled it over his head.  Only after he got it on did he realize that it was a short top that left his midriff bare.  Reluctantly he pulled on the socks and the pink shoes.  When he put on the baseball cap he looked at himself in the mirror.  He looked just like a cute little girl.  Tentatively he called to his tormentors, “I…I… I’m ready.”
The door opened and Greg, Peter, Marsha, and Cindy came in again.  “Oooh, isn’t she pretty,” said Peter.  “Yeah, she’s cute,” agreed Marsha.  
Bobbie blushed with embarrassment.  “What are you going to do now?” he asked.  
“Well,” said Greg, “we could hook you up to some electricity or you could be a good little girl for the next couple of hours.”
“What does a good little girl do?” asked Bobbie.  She knew that they if they did shock her, after that she would still have to be a good little girl.  
“You have to forget you’re a boy and do everything we tell you to do,” said Greg.  “We’re going to take you out and you can’t let on to anyone that you aren’t a girl.”
“You mean we’re going outside?  People will see me like this?” moaned the new little girl.  
“That’s the idea,” said Greg.  “What will it be?  Electricity or good girl?”
“I…I…I’ll be a good girl,” said Bobbie.  She looked at herself in the mirror again.  Surely no one would recognize her like this.
“Good,” said Greg.  “Now lift up your skirt and show us your panties.”  When Bobbie raised her skirt, the four admirers saw her pink panties with just a small bulge in the crotch.  “Show us your little titties,” said Greg.  Blushing, Bobbie raised her blouse to show them her flat chest and small nipples.  
“She’s such a tease,” said Cindy.  “Let’s go.”  
The five of them got on their bikes and rode to the mall.  Walking around in the mall without pants and with her midriff showing made Bobbie feel nearly naked.  She felt vulnerable and totally humiliated.  Then Marsha and Cindy dragged her into a clothing store where they made her try on girl’s swimsuits.  The first one was a sleek one piece with high cut sides that showed off her little girl hips and ass.  The second one was a small bikini that barely covered her titties.  Putting on a tight pink swimsuit was more embarrassment for the 9-year-old transvestite.  
Watching, Greg and Peter were getting horny just watching their new little “sister” parade around in the tight suits.  They knew what else Bobbie would be doing once they got home.  
Next, they took Bobbie into the health club in the mall.  The three girls walked into the ladies dressing room and spent a few minutes looking around. Since they had started enjoying Jan’s offerings, Marsha and Cindy had learned to appreciate a naked female body.  They spent a few minutes ogling the women as they undressed to change or as they walked to the showers.  Most were very cautious, covering themselves with towels, but a couple of them paraded around completely naked.  Bobbie looked with wide eyes, thinking that being a boy dressed as a girl wasn’t all bad.  But, the three couldn’t stay there long without looking suspicious, so they left after just a few minutes.  
At a department store, the three girls tried on makeup.  Marsha put bright red lipstick on Bobbie.  The color accentuated Bobbie’s lips, making Greg and Peter even hornier at the thought of Bobbie leaving lipstick stains on their cocks.  The humiliation of Bobbie was making Marsha and Cindy hot, too.  They started to think about Bobbie’s tongue on their pussies and regretted what was planned once they got home.  
The five left the mall and returned home.  When they got there, as planned, one of Peter’s friends, Sam, was waiting for them.  Sam was new at school and had not met any of Peter’s family, so he was introduced to them all.  Then the six of them went inside.  Cindy and Marsha separated from the others and went to their room.  Peter and Greg took Sam up to their room to show him something special.  
Sam was surprised to see Peter’s little sister, Bobbie, follow them into the room.  She was a cute little girl, but looked like she was going to make a nuisance of herself by bothering her big brothers.  “What’s with your little sister?” asked Sam.  
“She’s the something special,” said Peter.  “She owes us big time and will do whatever we want.”  
When he got home, Mike Brady found a note waiting for him on his bedroom door.  It said, “There’s a surprise waiting in the playroom. P.S. We have a visitor in the house, so keep it quiet.”  After a long day at the office, he could use something to unwind.  He walked down to the playroom and opened the door.  
Cindy had tied up her slave for her daddy to use and left the note for him.  For over an hour Jan had waited patiently (she had no choice) for someone to come in.  She was hog-tied, lying on her stomach on the bed.  When the door opened, it was her Aunt Carol who walked in the room.  She’d been the first one home and seen the note to her brother.  Smiling at her niece’s predicament, Carol stripped off her clothes and laid back on the bed with Jan’s face buried in her pussy.  For the next half hour, Jan licked her aunt’s tits and pussy, bringing her to three orgasms.  
As Mike opened the door, he saw his middle daughter tied and diving face first into his sister’s cunt.  Carol was in the throes of her third orgasm.  Gasping, her body glistening in sweat, Mike’s sister looked like she was truly enjoying herself.  Mike reached for Jan’s body and ran his hands over the tight ass and little tits while he watched his sister cum.  
Jan’s tongue was tired from the workout and she was glad to see her daddy come into the room.  She knew what she would do for him, but at least sucking cock used different muscles.  
When she was finished using her niece, Carol slid the sex slave over to the edge of the bed so her face was easily accessible to her daddy.  Mike picked up his little girl with his big strong hands like she was a feather.  Raising her to his face, he parted her lips with his tongue and swirled it around, tasting his sister’s juices.  He lifted her over his head and licked her nipples as they hung down to him.  She felt so wonderful in her daddy’s arms.  When he laid her back down, Mike stripped his clothes off and put his cock right in Jan’s face.  The 11-year-old opened her mouth and sucked down the 8-inch cock.  
Marsha and Cindy were so horny when they got home, that when they got to their room, the two lesbians looked hungrily at each other and silently agreed to make love to each other.  Cindy stood still while her oldest sister lifted up her T-shirt to reveal her tender nipples.  The shirt went over her head and onto the floor.  Then Marsha stripped off Cindy’s shorts and panties.  Naked, Cindy wriggled her cute little body for her sister.  
“Now me,” said Marsha.  Cindy unbuttoned Marsha’s flowered shirt and pulled it off.  Next, she unzipped the older girl’s skirt and slid it off Marsha’s spreading hips.  She paused for a moment to admire her sister in her white bra and panties.  She went behind Marsha and undid the clasp of her bra, then walked back around front to remove the bra.  Marsha’s B-cup tits looked so big to the little girl.  Cindy took each of Marsha’s nipples in her mouth and sucked them for a few seconds, eliciting moans from her sister.  Finally, she slipped Marsha’s panties off, kneeling in front of Marsha as she did.  She was face to cunt with her sister and planted a kiss on the downy fur of the pussy in front of her.  
“What’s so special about a little sister?” asked Sam.  “What can she do for you?”  
Peter and Greg started to take off their clothes.  “Ever had a girl suck your cock?” asked Peter.  
Sam swallowed hard.  Bobbie was such a cute, sweet looking little girl.  Without even knowing it, the 11-year-old started to get hard.  He was a sexual novice and had never been naked in front of a girl before.  “No,” he replied, hesitantly.  He’d heard about blowjobs, but that had been about the farthest thing from his mind when he came over to Peter’s house.  “Will she do that?”
“You want to watch or join in?” asked Peter, stripping his jeans and underwear off.  He was sporting a hard-on for his new little sister.  “She’s done us before.  We’ll let you go first if you want.”
“Holy cow,” said Sam.  “You’re serious, aren’t you?”  He started taking his clothes off, less inhibited once he saw the little girl’s brothers were naked in front of her already.  In less than a minute he was naked, too.  Naively, he noticed his hard cock for the first time.  “Jeez,” he said.  “What do I do now?”
“Just hold still,” said Peter.  “Bobbie, turn your hat around.”  The little girl turned her baseball cap so the bill faced the rear.  “Now, suck Sam’s cock.”
Bobbie knelt down in front of the strange boy and tentatively licked the 5-inch cock in his face.  She put her hands on Sam’s ass and skillfully slid her mouth around the new cock and engulfed the entire length.  The little girl started bobbing up and down on the cock, bringing a moan from the boy.  
Bobbie was horrified at what she was being forced to do.  The boy standing over him actually thought he was raping the mouth of a little girl.  She was starting to think of herself in the same way, a little sex slut for the boys to play with.  “I love the way her mouth looks when it’s full of cock,” she heard Peter say.  
Then, Sam added, “It’s such a sweet face, I would never have guessed she’d suck my cock.”  Bobbie was kneeling with her short skirt flared out.  Her knees were visible and so were her tennis shoes sticking out the back.  Her mouth bulged, full of cock.  “I want to see her naked, too.”
“Nope,” said Greg.  “That’s one thing we don’t do to her.”  They didn’t want Sam to know the truth.  
Sam was suddenly surprised by the surge of his orgasm, making Peter and Greg wonder if it was his first ever.  Had Sam never even masturbated before?  He pulled out before Bobbie was finished, leaving a trail of cum from the talented 9-year-old’s tongue to his cock.  Bobbie stretched forward to suck down that strand and lick Sam’s cock clean.  “Ooooh, man, that was something,” was all Sam could say.  
“Take off your top, Bobbie,” said Peter.  “Show us your titties.”  The little girl bashfully raised her top over her head, revealing a flat chest and pert nipples.  “That’s all you get to see,” Peter said to Sam.  Then Peter took his turn with the topless pre-pubescent girl, shooting a powerful load deep into his sister’s mouth.  Greg followed suit, cumming quickly after all the build up.  
Mike stroked in and out of his little girl’s mouth for a couple of minutes, but then pulled out.  He wanted to fuck Jan’s tight pussy, so he flipped her on her back and retied her legs spread wide, leaving her arms tied behind her back.  Jan felt the power of her strong daddy as he casually positioned her the way he wanted her.  His hands on her body were a turn on.  He mounted the sex slave and pushed his big cock into her cunt.  From his position he could use his hands to massage the small tits and nipples on his daughter’s preteen chest.  Carol bent over their slave and gave her a big wet kiss.  Helplessly, the 11-year-old allowed her body to be used.  
Jan started panting hard, feeling an orgasm coming close.  She’d never cum this way before, but her daddy’s big cock was grinding into her pussy just right.  She was stretched wide and could feel the stimulation to her clit.  His hands squeezed her small tits, making her feel like she was on fire.  The ropes stretched her legs uncomfortably wide, giving her the pain that she needed to cum.  And lying on her bound arms made her feel even more captive.  “Please, fuck me, daddy.  Oh, God, daddy, you fuck so good.  Give me that big hard cock, you fucking stud, daddy.  Fuck me harder.  Make me cum.  Oooooh, Auntie Carol, watch me get fucked.  Watch me cum.  Watch my daddy fuck me.  Ooooh, naked and tied.  I’m yours, daddy.  Fuck me, ooooooh, I’m cumming.  I’m fucking cumming for you, daddy.”  She exploded, writhing on the bed under her daddy as she came.  
The tightness of her pussy squeezed Mike over the edge.  “Oh, God, baby, slave, baby, I’m cumming, too.”  He pounded into the hot cunt under him.  “Fucking tied for me, my little slave bitch.  I’ll fuck you hard, baby.  Oh, God, yes, fuck, fuck, fuck, you are the best fuck, my little slave bitch.”  
Marsha lay down on her back on the bed.  Cindy climbed on top of her, tit to flat little tit, giving her sister a soulful French kiss.  The little sex kitten started humping herself against her sister’s stomach, at the same time bringing her thigh to Marsha’s moist pussy.  Marsha had already licked her little sister’s pussy once before, so she knew what a tasty dish was rubbing against her.  “Turn around, Cindy, let me lick your pussy,” she said.  
Cindy did as she was asked, stretching to reach her tongue to the bigger girl’s pussy as well.  The two lesbian sisters settled into a sixty-nine, licking at each other’s clits and moaning.  Cindy came quickly, but Marsha was a little slower.  Having finished her orgasm, Cindy settled down in earnest on the slit in front of her.  Marsha grabbed her own tits, squeezing them and pinching the nipples.  “Go, Cindy,” panted Marsha.  “Lick me, girl.  Come on, my little sexy sister.  Wiggle your cute little ass and lick me.”  She felt Cindy’s hands grab her ass, pulling her cunt right into the 9-year-old’s face.  Greedily, Cindy lapped at the juices in Marsha’s cunt, returning the favor of her own orgasm.  Marsha’s words made her even hotter.  “Lick my cunt, Cindy slut, show me a cunt licking.  Use you fucking tongue on me, girl.  That’s the spot.  I’m going to cum.  Use your hard little tongue.  Keep wiggling that tight little ass.  Ooooh, here it goes, Cindy, that’s it.”  Marsha exploded into a tremendous orgasm, the sight of the bare ass and cunt wiggling just inches from her face really turned her on.  
Two weeks later was Cindy’s birthday.  They’d planned a slumber party for her, with some extra entertainment.  After cake and ice cream, Mike and Carol were careful to stay out of sight as the four young guests and their hostess got ready for bed.  Greg, Marsha, Peter, and Jan also made themselves scarce, but they’d set up a video camera hidden in the playroom where the girls were spending the night.  Cindy’s friends included one 9-year-old, Becky, and three 10-year-olds, Sally, Susie, and Jenny.  They were all friends from school.  When they were joined by a sixth little girl, only Jenny, who was Cindy’s best friend, noticed anything wrong.  She whispered to Cindy, “Isn’t that your cousin?”
Cindy whispered back with a conspiratorial tone, “Just keep quiet, you don’t have to worry about him.  We’re going to have some fun with him later.”   Jenny decided not to tell the other girls, but wondered why a boy would dress like a girl to join the slumber party.  
The little girls quickly started talking about boys.  At their age, the boys still thought girls were a waste of time, but each of the girls had a crush on a different boy.  After talking about boys for nearly half an hour with Bobbie being silent, Susie turned to the quiet girl and asked, “Bobbie, where do you go to school and what’s your boyfriend like?”
Before Bobbie could speak, Cindy answered, “I asked Bobbie to come to the party so that we can have some fun.  We’ll get to that in a few minutes.”  Then she seemed to redirect the conversation in a different direction.  “Susie, have you ever seen a boy’s, you know, his penis?”  
Susie shook her head in embarrassment, but Sally answered, “I’ve seen my little brother’s.”  Then she blushed.  “I mean, it’s not like I tried, but he’s only five and I saw it a couple times when he was little.”  
Cindy’s gaze went around the room, and rested on Becky.  “I haven’t,” said Becky.  “Have you?”
“Yes,” said Cindy.  “My cousin shows me his cock anytime I ask him to.”
“His what?” asked Becky, her voice barely a whisper.  
“That’s what we call it,” said Cindy.  “Penis is so blah, like they call it at school in sex ed class.  Cock is much better.”  
Jenny asked, “Cindy, is that what…?”  She trailed off the question, but her eyes rested on Bobbie.  Suddenly she no longer saw Bobbie as a pretend little girl.  She knew Bobby was Cindy’s cousin, would he show it now?  Bobby started to fidget.  His big brothers had threatened him severely if he didn’t obey his youngest cousin.  
“Have you, Jenny?” Cindy asked bluntly.  “Seen a cock, I mean?”
“No,” her best friend answered.  “I’d sure like to sometime, though,” she added, again looking at Bobby.  
“Your cousin shows it to you anytime?” asked Susie in amazement.  “What does it look like?”  
“I’ll show you,” said Cindy.  “Bobby, pull down your panties.”  Bobby stood and reached under the nightgown he was wearing.  
“What’s going on?” asked Susie.  “I thought we were talking about boys.  I don’t want to see her … her… you know.”  
“You mean her pussy?” said Cindy.  “Don’t worry, this is my cousin Bobby.  He’s a boy and he’s going to show you his cock.”  She motioned Bobby to raise the hem of his nightgown.  The girls were momentarily caught off guard by the announcement.  Otherwise they might have been shocked to have been tricked as they were.  Having a boy at a slumber party, listening to their girl talk was embarrassing.  But now, they just watched in wide-eyed wonder as Bobby pulled his nightgown up to expose his small, erect cock.  “All the way, Bobby,” said Cindy.  He pulled the nightgown clear over his head and stood naked for the five little girls to stare at.  He looked at the hidden video camera, aware his brothers and cousins were watching his humiliation.  
“Gosh,” said Susie.  “It sticks out.”  Her eyes were wide as she saw her first ever boy’s cock.  Sally added, “It’s bigger than my brother’s and his just hung down.  This looks … hard.”  
“Touch it, Sally,” said Cindy.  “See what it feels like.”
Urged on by her friend, Sally reached out and fondled the available cock.  “It’s hard and soft,” she said.  “That’s weird.”  She stroked the length of it, then felt Bobby’s scrotum hanging down below the cock.  
Unbidden, Jenny reached over and did the same.  Then Becky and Susie took their turns.  Bobby just stood there, a little sex toy for the girls to admire.  Jenny stood and walked around the nude little boy.  He seemed just right to her, since they were about the same age.  She would have been frightened by the sight of an older boy.  She wanted to see him from all angles.  Behind him she reached out and stroked his smooth ass.  “Cool,” she said.  The others joined her, walking around and looking at their naked model.  
After several minutes, Susie asked, “What else does he do?”  
Bobby responded, “I’ll lick your pussies, if you want.”  
“Oo, gross,” said Becky.  She put her hands over crotch.  
“No,” said Susie.  “I heard my older sister talking to a girlfriend.  It’s supposed to feel really good.  Has he ever done it to you, Cindy?  Does it feel good?”
“Whenever I want,” boasted their little hostess.  “And, yes, it feels wonderful.  You guys got to try it.”
“What about your dad?” asked Jenny.  
“If we stay quiet, he’ll think we’re asleep.  He’ll just leave us alone.”  Cindy looked at the group.  They were all nervous, wondering if they should step over the forbidden line.  They knew this was wrong, but they were all curious.  And, wouldn’t it be OK as long as they didn’t get caught?  Cindy put them over the line when she said, “I’ll go first.”  
She lay down and raised her nightgown and pulled down her panties.  Her lackadaisical manner made the girls stare in wonder again, this time at a girl’s pussy.  She had so casually exposed herself to her cousin that they were simply amazed.  None of them had shown that part of their body to a boy before.  They watched with eagerness as Bobby knelt between his cousin’s legs and stuck his tongue into the bare pussy.  Cindy wiggled her hips as Bobby licked at her clit.  Her hands went up under her nightgown, squeezing her nipples.  
Jenny bent down, getting real close to Cindy’s pussy to get a better view.  She was fascinated when her best friend started to moan in pleasure.  Susie knelt down on the other side, then Sally beside her, and Becky beside Jenny.  Cindy’s breathing started coming in short gasps as she approached her orgasm.  Purposefully she bit her tongue to keep from urging Bobby on with her normally spicy language.  She contented herself with simply clutching at Bobby’s dark curly hair and guiding the boy’s probing tongue to her sweet spot.  As her orgasm hit, Cindy moaned, “Oh, yes, Bobby, that’s so good, that feels so good.  Lick me, Bobby, oh, yes.”  She shuddered, then looked up at her four friends.  “Who’s next?”
The four looked at each other as if silently daring themselves.  Finally Sally said, “You go, Jenny.”  Jenny definitely wanted to try it.  Urged on by one of her peers, she could hardly refuse now.  She took Cindy’s position and raised her nightgown.  Hesitantly she slid her panties down, to expose herself to the 9-year-old boy.  Her hands fluttered around her hairless pussy as if trying to cover herself, but quite unsuccessfully.  
Bobby leaned forward and ran his tongue up the little girl’s slit, tasting the juices of a new girl.  He put his hands around her waist, grabbing her ass and pulling her tight.  He found her clit and tongued it gently, gradually increasing the pressure.  “Oh, gosh,” said Jenny.  “That feels good.”  She smiled at Cindy.  “That feels really good.”  She looked at the other three girls and said, “Holy shit, this feels really, really good.”  Like she’d seen Cindy do, she took Bobby’s head, controlling it as he licked her cunt.  She took a while to warm up, but soon she was breathing in ragged gasps and moaning, “Lick me, Bobby.  That feels so good.”  Her body was tingling and she felt her pussy getting hot.  Bobby worked harder on the tight pussy and seconds later, Jenny screamed, “Oh, my God, that’s really, really good.”  She arched her back, squealing in delight as her orgasm hit her.  Afterwards, she lay there panting, hardly believing how good it felt to have her pussy licked.  
Jenny looked at Sally, who had pushed her to go first and said, “I dare you, Sally.  I dare you to take a turn now.”  Sally didn’t need much encouragement as she had just watched Jenny thoroughly enjoy herself.  Sally lay back, pulled down her pajama pants and slid down her panties.  Cindy pulled her own nightgown all the way off, twirled it around and tossed it into a corner.  Jenny took the challenge and did the same.  As Bobby knelt between her legs, Sally slipped her top off, revealing budding tits that made Bobby do a double take.  They were as big as Jan’s, which were quite small, but Bobby thought them large on the 10-year-old spread before him.  Jenny squealed, “Ooh, Sally, I didn’t know you had boobs.”  
Sally blushed at the observation, but said nothing as she suddenly gasped at the touch of Bobby’s tongue to her pussy.  Bobby’s tongue ran up and down the little girl’s slit and his hands went to the tits he’d just seen.  Sally reached for his hands as if to remove them, but only held his wrists as she enjoyed the forbidden feel of his hands on her sensitive nipples.  Between the new sensations on her pussy and on her tits, Sally started getting hot right away.  But, embarrassed by the audience, she didn’t talk as she got more excited, though she did give in to quiet moans.  When she came, it was with a shudder and a sigh.  She looked up dreamily at Cindy and Jenny, but still said nothing.  
Not wanting to be the last in line, Susie dropped her pajama bottoms and panties.  Then looking at the three nude girls, she shed her pajama top as well.  Like Cindy and Jenny, Susie had the flat chest and bare pussy of a little girl.  She lay down next to Sally and spread her legs for Bobby and soon became the fourth preteen to orgasm on the talented tongue.  
Only Becky was left, the youngest of the five.  She stood with her arms crossed, too scared to join in.  She knew this was wrong and, unlike the others, didn’t enjoy the challenge of testing the forbidden territory.  She’d watched each of the girls cum, one at a time, and wondered at their reactions.  Part of her wanted to feel the same thing they had, but most of her said it was wrong.  The four nude, seasoned veterans urged her on, but she shook her head.  She held out until Jenny said, “Are you chicken?”
Sally joined in, “Becky’s a scaredy-cat.  Come on, Becky, don’t be such a chicken.”
Becky bit her lip.  She hated to be called a chicken by her friends.  Caving in to the peer pressure, she slipped her nightgown off over her head, exposing her little 9-year-old chest.  She looked at the four older girls and saw no mercy in their eyes.  She would be second rate in the eyes of the older girls forever if she didn’t go the next step.  Slowly she slid down her panties and stepped out of them.  She blushed as her friends gather around her and pulled her over, then laid her down.  Susie and Sally each grabbed a leg and spread her for Bobby.  Jenny and Cindy each sat on an arm, spread eagling the poor girl so she couldn’t change her mind.  Bobby put his tongue to work.  As he did, Cindy bent over Becky and licked her nipple.  With a devilish look, Jenny did the same.  Becky had a shocked look on her face.  This was not what she expected.  Then Cindy leaned over Becky’s face and kissed the shocked girl on the lips.  It was a chaste kiss on closed lips, but again elicited a shocked look from Becky.  Jenny again followed suit.  Under them Becky started to moan and her pussy heated up.  
Cindy leaned across Becky and puckered her lips at Jenny.  Taking the hint, Jenny leaned over and gave Cindy a closed mouth kiss.  Susie and Sally kissed over the top of Bobby.  As Cindy kissed Jenny, her tongue came out, prying Jenny’s lips apart and running around inside her friend’s mouth.  Shocked, Jenny pulled back, but only for a moment.  She leaned forward hungrily with her mouth open and the two girls met in an open mouthed, wet kiss.  
Under them the moans changed and Cindy realized that Bobby was the one moaning.  He was paying less attention to the pussy in front of him and had a hand on his own cock, rubbing up and down.  “Bobby, what are you doing?” demanded Cindy.  “Get your tongue back to work.”
“Cindy, I think I’m going to… Is this what it feels like…? Oh, this is …”
Bobby rose up from his task and lay on his back.  His little cock was standing up harder than Cindy had ever seen it and it was twitching.  Bobby wrapped his fist around his cock and started stroking.  Moving quickly, Cindy crawled on her hands and knees over the top of her cousin and plunged her mouth down on the throbbing cock.  Even as she did she was rewarded with a mouthful of cum.  She was delighted.  She and her friends had gotten her cousin so horny that he’d just had his first orgasm.  And she’d been there to suck him dry!  She swallowed his cum and looked up at her friends.  They were all sporting shocked and disgusted looks.  “Hey,” said Cindy.  “It’s only fair.  It was his turn.”  
Bobby went limp, a big smile on his face.  All the energy had gone out of him in that effort.  Becky was still pinned at three limbs, but Bobby wasn’t in any position to continue.  Cindy turned herself around and put her own tongue in the 9-year-old’s cunt.  “Ew, Cindy,” exclaimed Sally.  
But Cindy only paused long enough to say, “We can do ourselves.  We don’t need Bobby.”  She put her head back down and licked the bare pussy.  The other girls watched in surprise that turned to curiosity.  Becky was moaning, uncaring who was licking her pussy now.  She didn’t want it to stop.  Jenny started working on the pinned girl’s nipples.  Then she planted a big wet kiss on Becky’s open mouth and was rewarded by Becky’s tongue.  Susie and Sally let go of the legs they were holding and Becky stayed spread on her own.  Susie bent down real close to Becky’s pussy, intently watching Cindy’s tongue.  Then she pushed Cindy’s head aside and ran her own tongue in the juicy groove of the moaning 9-year-old.  But, she missed Becky’s clit.  
Becky looked up and said, “Cindy, please.  You do it right.”  So, Cindy went back down on Becky.  In just a few moments, Becky was moaning loudly, “Oh, Cindy, yes, Cindy, lick me right there.”  She’d pause for a kiss from Jenny, then again, “Lick me, Cindy.  You do it right.”  Another kiss, deep and passionate.  Her hands went to the nipples of the girl bending over her, then down the older girl’s body, caressing it all over with a feverish passion.  She loved the feeling she was having.  Jenny bent down for another kiss and just as she did, Becky’s body tensed and arched up off the floor.  
Susie and Sally moved over to the side and started experimenting with their own, then each other’s pussies, trying to find out what Cindy was doing right.  When they discovered each other’s clits, they knew they’d found the secret.  For over an hour, all five of the young girls explored their own and each other’s bodies and Bobby’s as well.  Finally, exhausted, they all dropped off to sleep, naked and in each other’s arms.  
Brady Bunch 
By Kenna
Chapter 5 – Peter
(bgg, Fm, Mf, mf, bbfgg, bdsm, oral, inc, ped)
The Brady cousins watched the video of the four little girls all being initiated into sex by Bobby and Cindy.  As Bobby stripped himself on the TV, he laughed at what he saw.  Though he’d started the evening as a slave to Cindy, he’d been the fox in the hen house that night, licking four girls to orgasm, feeling up one 10-year-old with nice tits, and getting off for the first time ever.  He got hard watching the girls as they admired his naked form.  When he saw himself kneel between Cindy’s legs, he nearly came in his pants.  
The video got them all hot, so it wasn’t long before Greg had his hand under Marsha’s tank top and discovered she was braless.  He’d suspected as much, seeing her erect nipples pressing through the thin fabric.  Marsha enjoyed the attention and simply leaned back to let her cousin’s hands roam over her body.  
Peter grabbed Jan by the hand and pulled her out of the chair she was sitting in and down onto the floor.  The two of them sat with their backs to the couch, where they could see the action on the screen and Peter could get his hands on Jan’s tits.  She was also braless, because that was the way her little mistress liked her.  Peter lifted his cousin’s T-shirt up and sucked on the growing tits.  
His first orgasm, caught on tape, had improved Bobby’s stature with his brothers and cousins.  He paired off with Cindy, the girl who had first sucked him off.  Though it was more lust that love, Bobby whispered in her ear, “I love you, Cindy.  I want to kiss you all over.  I want to be your boyfriend.”  Cindy giggled at the thought.  She was not a one man woman, but for awhile she’d be Bobby’s.  When Bobby gave her a kiss, she opened her mouth and returned his kiss with passion.  His hand slid up her thigh, up under her skirt and settled on the fabric covering her mound.   Cindy’s hand went to Bobby’s crotch where she felt his hardness.  Then she slid her hand under his T-shirt to play with his nipples.  Though he’d been embarrassed earlier to have his brothers play with his “little girl” nipples, it felt good to have Cindy do it now.  
Taking cues from each other, the three couples moved at about the same speed.  First shirts came off, exposing male and female chests.  Each girl had her nipples played with and when Marsha and Jan saw what Cindy was doing for Bobby, they, too started licking their boys’ nipples.  Next pants, skirts, underwear, and panties came off and young hands roamed over young bodies.  
Greg climbed on his oldest cousin, putting his tongue in her wet pussy and presenting his cock to her.  The two settled down into a good old-fashioned sixty-nine, getting each other hot.  Peter had their sex slave slut for his partner, so he simply pulled her head down into his lap and made her suck his cock.  He got hotter as his hands felt the 11-year-old’s small tits and tight ass.  Cindy lay back and spread her legs, then Bobby crawled between them, his hard little cock pointed at her tight pussy.  When he pressed his cock into her slit, Cindy spread her pussy lips to give him a clear shot.  He drove his cock into her pussy and started fucking her.  As horny as he was, Bobby came quickly.  Then he watched as Cindy diddled herself off, wiggling her hips and licking her lips to keep Bobby horny.  
When everyone (but Jan) had cum, they switched partners.  Peter started fucking Marsha, Bobby used Jan’s mouth, and Cindy inhaled her biggest cousin’s cock.  The tape continued to run in the background and occasionally one of them would watch as another girl showed herself off to the strategically placed camera and moaned herself to orgasm.  The camera had been set up to view the center of the room.  Knowing that, Cindy had placed herself in the field of view when she let Bobby go down on her.  Each girl after that had taken the position of honor vacated by the one before.  The result was a great view of each girl as she stripped below the waist for her initiation by Bobby.  Their faces and bodies were fully visible as they writhed and came on camera.  Later as the girls began experimenting on each other, fully naked bodies often came into view and girls could be seen licking girls’ pussies.  It was an erotic sight and the six kids continued to fuck and suck through the entire tape.  
Just as they were finishing up on the tape, Sally was the focus of attention. You only knew it was Sally because she’d plopped herself down on camera and the others had swarmed over her.  Now she was mostly hidden. Two girls were sucking her small tits, one had her face buried in her snatch, and a fourth was frenching her mouth.  As they watched this finale, Cindy finally told Jan, “Get yourself off, Jan slut.”  The little slave gratefully put her hand to her own pussy and started fingering herself to an orgasm.  Watching the other girls play on hidden camera was thrilling to her.  They were like slaves in a way, putting on a show without even knowing it.  What would they do if they knew they were being taped?
Peter had the same thoughts, and he was going to put them into action.  He plotted with Cindy to enlist her help.  Cindy agreed to invite Jenny over the next afternoon.  “Remember,” said Peter.  “You have to act surprised, too.”
When Jenny came over, she and Cindy went to play in the playroom.  As planned, Peter stopped in and put a tape in the VCR.  “What are you going to watch?” asked Cindy.  “We were here first.”
“I thought you two would like to watch it with me,” said Peter.  He had already advanced the tape to the place he wanted.  He pressed the play button.  
“What is it?” asked Jenny.  
“You’ll see,” answered Peter.  The VCR whirred and an image came on the screen.  It showed Jenny laying herself down on her back.  Then the girl on screen pulled up her nightgown and pulled down her panties.  
“Peter!” exclaimed Cindy.  “What did you…? Where did… How…?” she sputtered in confusion.  She looked at Jenny.  “I didn’t…” was all she could say.  
Jenny was transfixed by the image.  This was the most humiliating moment of her life.  She wasn’t supposed to be doing what she was doing on the camera.  She wasn’t supposed to get caught doing it.  She didn’t want to have her friend’s cousin watching the whole thing!  “What… what… did you do?” she whined, looking at Peter with pleading eyes.  
“Oh, naughty Jenny,” said Peter.  “What did YOU do?”  
“Oh, no,” was all she could say, her hands covering her mouth.  She was moaning on tape.  
Cindy asked with a quavering voice, “What are you doing to do, Peter?”
Suddenly very worried, Jenny said, “You can’t tell on me.  Don’t tell my parents.”  
“Or my daddy,” whined Cindy.  
“Well, well, two naughty little girls,” said Peter.  “Your bad little secret could be safe with me.  I might tell or I might not.  But, you’ve been very naughty girls.  Maybe I should tell.”
“Please don’t tell,” pleaded Jenny.  “I won’t do that again.”
“Yes,” said Cindy.  “Don’t tell.  We’ll do anything to keep you from telling.  Anything.  Won’t we, Jenny?”
“Yes, yes,” agreed Jenny, hastily.  “I’ll do anything.  Just don’t tell.”  Her naïve mind had images of her doing Peter’s chores or giving him money (what little she had).
“That sounds like we could work a deal, then,” agreed Peter.  “For starters, both of you take off your clothes.”
“What?” asked Jenny as if she hadn’t heard.  
“Peter!” said Cindy.  “We won’t.”
“OK,” said Peter.  “I’ll have to send the tape to your parents, Jenny.  And to your daddy, too, Cindy.”
“Oh, no,” wailed Jenny.  Having her parents see this was the worst thing she could imagine.  She knew she had to do what Peter was asking.   “I… I… I’ll do it.  If you will, Cindy.”
“Do we have to?” asked Cindy.  
Peter just nodded.  
Cindy bent down and took off her shoes and socks.  Jenny reluctantly did the same.  They paused and looked at Peter.  He remained firm, telling them, “Strip all the way, naughty little girls.”
Cindy pulled her top off and Jenny did, too.  Peter looked at the smooth skin on Jenny’s flat chest and her tiny little nipples.  Soon he’d get to see all of her and not just on tape.  When Cindy paused, Jenny took the lead, pulling down her shorts and hooking her fingers into the waistband of her panties.  Once more, she paused, her eyes pleading for a reprieve.  However, Peter just said, “Naughty little girls need to be taught a lesson.”  Cindy slid off her shorts and almost as one the two little girls slid their panties to the floor.  Jenny tried to cover herself, but Peter told her.  “Put your hands down, naughty girl.  Show me your tits and pussy or I’ll tell your parents.”  
Jenny presented herself to Peter’s hungry eyes and he feasted on her. Jenny had long brown hair with brown eyes.  She was slender and tall for her age. She squirmed under his gaze, but there was no place to hide.  Peter stepped closer and she shrank back, but could not escape.  The horny boy put his hands around the frightened girl and squeezed her ass cheeks, looking into her pleading brown eyes.  “Naked, little naughty girls,” said Peter.  “I’ll bet naughty little girls like being naked.  Don’t you.”  
“No,” said Jenny.  “Please, Peter, can we get dressed now?”
“Not hardly,” said Peter.  “I want to see some of the action from the tape.  Give each other a big, wet kiss,” he ordered.  “And don’t even think about not doing it.  I’ll tell your parents,” he reminded them.  He was getting hard watching the little bitch squirm.  
The two girls turned toward each other.  Two nights ago they’d done the same thing and eagerly, but doing it on command seemed very different.  They leaned together, too afraid to not do as they were told.  Tentatively, Jenny stuck her tongue out and the two girls met in an open-mouth kiss, their tongues dancing together for Peter to see.  They caressed each other’s back, kissing over and over, afraid to stop.  “Naughty girls like kissing each other, huh?  Naughty little lezzies” said Peter.  He caressed Jenny bare ass and she jumped at his touch.  
Next he pulled the two girls apart and gave Jenny a kiss of his own.  She let him kiss her and run his hands over her warm body.  He could feel her trembling as he took advantage of her.  He bent down and picked up the little girl’s panties and rolled them into a ball.  “Open your mouth,” he ordered.  And when she did, he stuffed her own panties in her mouth.  
Startled, Jenny started to remove the panties, but when she saw the look in Peter’s eyes, she stopped.  He stepped real close and grabbed her nipples between the thumb and forefinger of each hand.  He pulled them hard, making little peaks on her chest.  Jenny moaned into the makeshift gag.   It hurt, but she didn’t dare do anything to stop him.  Tormenting the 10-year-old was getting Peter very hard.  He reached behind her and slapped her ass, hard.  “Naughty girl needs a spanking,” said Peter.  He slapped her ass again.  
Abruptly he stepped back and started undressing himself.  Jenny gasped at the sight of his cock when it popped out.  It was much bigger than Bobby’s and standing up, throbbing against the boy’s body.  He pulled the panties from Jenny’s mouth and grabbed her shoulders.  Forcing her to her knees, he said to her, “Put my cock in your mouth and suck it, naughty little bitch.  I know naughty girls are good cocksuckers.”  
Horrified, Jenny looked at Cindy, who said bravely, “Remember, just like I did Bobby at the party.  It’s OK.”   However, it wasn’t just like Bobby’s at the party.  Cindy had done it because she wanted to, not because she was being forced to and Bobby’s cock was much smaller than Peter’s.  But, with little choice, Jenny opened wide and put the head of Peter’s cock in her virgin mouth.  Peter grabbed her long brown hair and pulled her into him, forcing his cock all the way into her mouth.  She gagged, but Peter didn’t relent.  “Suck my cock, little bitch.  Come on, suck on it,” he said.  
Jenny started sucking and found the sucking stopped her from gagging.  The cock was still deep in her throat, but she managed to keep it there.  Peter pulled out and shoved it in again.  Jenny sucked as he pushed and his balls hit her chin.  Peter stroked a few more times, but wasn’t ready to cum yet.  
He stepped away from Jenny, and then around behind her.  When Jenny looked back over her shoulder at him, she saw him kneeling behind her.  He shoved her down to her hands and knees, then pulled her hands behind her.  With one hand he was able to restrain her hands as he pushed his cock into her virgin pussy.  “No, please, Peter,” she begged, but it only made him want it more.  He shoved all the way in, raping the little virgin and stealing her virginity.  Jenny took it with a grunt of pain as she felt herself being filled by the cock.  
“Fucking tight little girl,” said Peter.  He started stroking in earnest.  Beside him, where Jenny couldn’t see, Cindy started mocking the young rape victim.  She slid her middle finger in and out of her mouth, like she was sucking a cock.  Then she bent over, sticking her ass at Peter and putting her finger up her tight little pussy.  When she found herself turned on, she turned to face Peter again and started rubbing her pussy.  
Peter turned his attention to his victim and started spanking the bare ass in front of him.  Jenny cried in pain, but Peter kept spanking.  “Naughty little girl needs a spanking,” he said.  “Naughty little girls like being fucked, don’t they, Jenny?”
Jenny only grunted.  She was too ashamed to say yes and too afraid to say no.  Peter kept stroking and felt himself reaching the edge.  Cindy was silently cumming right next to him, so turned on by her friend’s rape.  He let loose in Jenny’s tight cunt, squirting his load into her.  Jenny gasped in surprise as she felt herself go wet inside.  Peter stroked a few more times, milking his load out, then pulled out.  Jenny collapsed, sobbing.  Her tormentor stood over her and told her to roll over on her back.  She did, again showing off her naked body to Peter.  
“Make her cum,” he said to Cindy.  Though she feigned reluctance, Cindy set at eating out her friend with wild abandon.  Slowly Jenny started to feel her body tingle.  It was embarrassing to be getting turned on in front of Peter, but it was happening.  She felt sorry for Cindy, forced to do this in front of her own cousin.  
As she started to moan, Peter knelt over her face and put his soft cock into her mouth again.  “Suck it again, little bitch,” said Peter.  And when she did, he said, “That’s right, suck off your juices.”  He laughed when her eyes opened wide as she remembered where the cock had just been.  But he kept his cock there and let her suck it back to hardness.  
Jenny started to cum, bucking her hips and arching her back, pressing her pussy into Cindy’s mouth.  Peter stroked harder into the little girl’s mouth, raping it as he had her virgin pussy.  Jenny was breathing heavy, gasping from her orgasm.  Her body was slick and shiny with sweat from her ordeal.  Finished making her friend cum, Cindy ran her hands over the sweaty body, and began fingering herself again.  Watching Jenny struggle with Peter’s cock ramming in and out of her mouth, was an erotic sight.  Jenny wondered what was happening to Cindy, but Peter knew exactly what Cindy was doing when he heard a scream from behind him, “Ooooh, yes, ooooh.”  Then a sigh from his contented cousin.  Peter erupted into the surprised Jenny’s mouth, spewing a load of sticky cum down her throat.  It happened so quickly, Jenny had no choice but to swallow.  
Satisfied, Peter stood up and said, “Now, naughty little girls, if you tell anybody what happened here, I’ll show your parents the tape.”  Jenny just shook her head, as if to say, “No, I won’t ever tell.”  Peter picked up her panties and said, “I’ll keep these as a souvenir.”  Then he dressed and left the room.  
Jenny grabbed her clothes, but was shaking too much to put them on.  Cindy crawled over to her, acting the role of victim, too.  She embraced her fellow naughty little girl, consoling her.  “There, there, Jenny.  It’s all over.  We’ll just forget it ever happened.”  She gave her friend a chaste kiss on the lips, her hands idly wandering over the girl’s naked body.  “We’ll just be special friends who can keep a special secret.”  
Jenny looked at her friend and smiled, “Just special friends, Cindy.”  She returned the hug, pressing her naked body against Cindy’s.  She returned the kiss and didn’t even notice when their mouths opened, special friends giving a special kiss. 
That evening, Mike asked his oldest daughter to join him in the master bedroom, leaving Carol to search for another partner.  She didn’t mind and settled on her oldest son.  Peter pulled Cindy aside, and whispered to her, “I want my naughty girl cousin with me tonight.”  
Cindy smiled back at him, “Naughty girls fuck who ever they want.  You going to make it worth my while?” 
Her comment made Peter really hot.  He wanted this little vixen so bad he was willing to do just about anything.  “What can I do to make it worth your while?” he asked.  
Cindy just teased her cousin, knowing she had power over him now.  “If you want me, you have to promise me I can name anything and you’ll do it for me tonight.”  
Peter weighed his options, but he was thinking with his cock now.  All he figured was that Cindy couldn’t ask too much of him in just one night, and he had to have her.  “OK,” he agreed.  “What is it?”  
“I’ll tell you later,” said the little sex kitten with a smile.  “I have to go take care of something first.  I’ll be right back.”  She ran off and found Jan. “Hey, Jan slut, take off your top,” said the little mistress.  Jan quickly complied, wondering what Cindy was up to.  Cindy handed her a string bikini top and let Jan put that on.  It was a tight top that barely covered Jan’s small tits and left her nipples visible through the thin white fabric.  Next Cindy grabbed a pair of hand cuffs and chained Jan’s hands behind her back.  Then Cindy told her, “I want you to find Bobby and tell him you are his slave for tonight.  Do it and be a good little slave slut or I’ll make you pay later.” 
Jan went off to find her little cousin, now wondering what his evil little mind could think up.  Cindy went back to Peter.  “Hey, cuz,” she said, “Your naughty little girl is back.  I want you to show me what naughty little boys do for fun.”
Peter answered by taking off his clothes.  “Naughty little boys strip and our naughty little girls strip, too.”  And so she did.  
Mike wanted to fuck his ice princess again, but he wanted to enjoy one of his fantasies in the process.  So he coached his daughter to act like she was a runaway he had picked up at the bus station.  Her answer nearly made him cum in his pants, “OK, mister, just don’t hurt me.  I’m still a virgin.”
Mike sat next to his runaway and started sweet-talking the young thing.  In minutes he had her naked.  She was so vulnerable, so innocent, he could hardly believe his luck.  She was a virgin, but she was willing to trade that for a warm place to spend the night.  He took off his own clothes, laid her back, and fucked her tight virgin pussy.  
Carol had no fantasy to share with Greg.  She simply stripped for him, and started sensuously dancing, her hips swaying back and forth.  Greg was so mesmerized he sat and watched his sexy mother for nearly ten minutes.  She played with her tits, spread her pussy for him, showed him her firm ass, and rolled around on the floor like a stripper working for a tip.  After a while he realized he should strip and get some action.  When he did, he got himself a blowjob and a great fuck from his mother.  
Bobby was thrilled at the sight of Jan offering herself to him as a slave.  She was already bound and ready.  He reached for the tie of the string bikini top and pulled it loose, letting her little tits free.  Then he stripped off her shorts and panties.  Naked and tied, that was the way Jan liked to be.  He took off his own clothes, then grabbed the belt from his pants.  Jan gasped as her little cousin started whipped her bare ass with the leather belt.  After twenty lashes, with Jan screaming all the time, she finally gasped, “Bobby, please, let me suck your cock.  Fuck me.  Oh, God, please make me do anything.”  
“Open wide and kneel down,” said Bobby.  He pointed his cock at her mouth and let loose a stream of pee.  He’d been forced to swallow some, but this was his first time to be the donor.  He watched his 11-year-old cousin swallow his pee, feeling the power of owning a slave.  “Now suck my cock, you little, cocksucking, slut slave.”  Jan’s mouth opened again and took his hard cock all the way in.  She sucked feverishly, her submissive blue eyes looking up at her master.  Bobby could hardly stand the turn on.  He shot off into her mouth and said, “Don’t swallow, Jan slut.”  He pulled his cock out and said, “Show me my cum.”  His slave’s tongue came out, coated with his slimy cum.  
Jan was getting hot.  First sucking the cock of her little 9-year-old cousin, and now he was making her savor the taste of his cum.  She squeezed her thighs together hard, trying to squeeze her clit, but it was to no avail.  She needed Bobby’s permission to cum.  When he told her to, she swallowed his cum.  Then she lay back as instructed and watched his cock penetrate her pussy.  The horny little boy shot off again, this time into his cousin’s pussy.  Then he knelt between her legs and ate his own cum out of her pussy, then fed it to her in a kiss.  Finally, he turned his attention to her cunt and clit, bringing her to the brink of an orgasm.  “Beg me,” he said.  “Beg to cum.”
“Please, Bobby, let me cum,” whined Jan. “Please, lick me and let me cum.”  Her eyes opened wide as he stood up and used his leather belt on her again.  Five strokes across her thighs, then five across her burning tits.  “Please, Bobby,” screamed Jan.  “Let me cum.  I’m so fucking hot, I’m hot for you.  I need your touch.  Please, fuck me Bobby.  Whip me, fuck me, suck me, please let me cum.”  Bobby plunged his tongue between her cunt lips again brought her to a screaming orgasm that lasted for well over a minute.  
The 9-year-old had planned on untying his cousin at that point, but she was just too fucking sexy as she laid there tied up and begging.  He put his cock in her face again and shot yet another wad down her throat before he finally undid her hand cuffs.  
With Peter naked, Cindy started playing with herself.  As Peter tried to put his arms around her, she pushed him away.  When he tried to kiss her, she turned her face away.  “What do you want, Cindy?” he demanded.  
“I want you to jerk off for me,” said his naughty partner.  “Pull on your cock and cum.  Show me how sexy I am by jerking off for me.”  
“Jerk off?” he said.  “I want to fuck my naughty little cousin.  I want your hot body.”  
“You said you’d do what I wanted.  You jerk off, then you can have me.”  She put her finger in her cunt, then licked her juices off of it.  “Jerk off for me now, or jerk off for yourself later.”  
Peter was desperate for his little cousin, so he started stroking his cock.  She was a sexy piece of ass.  He watched as she pulled on her own nipples, sucked her juices off her finger again and again, and brought herself to an orgasm.  With that, he stroked harder, her 10-year-old body making him hotter and hotter.   She had blond hair that hung in curls, beautiful blue eyes, and enough baby fat to look like an innocent little girl.  But, she moved like a sex crazed woman.  She got down on her hands and knees, showing her cunt and ass to Peter.  Looking back over her shoulder, she said, “You loved this view of Jenny.  What do you think about my pussy?  Want to fuck it?  Jerk off for me and it’s yours.  Come on, big boy, let me see you cum.”
When Peter started breathing hard and his cock started to spasm, Cindy rolled over, spreading her legs in front of him.  “Shoot it right here, Peter,” she said, pointing at her bald pussy.  Overcome with desire, Peter shot his wad, performing for his little cousin.  His cum spurted across the two feet distance that separated them, creaming her tummy, pussy, and thighs.  This was his third orgasm of the day.  Cindy rubbed the cum into her body, then licked her fingers again.  
Peter moved toward Cindy and she lay back with her legs spread.  “Fuck me like you fucked Jenny,” she said.  “Like you fucked that little virgin, Jenny.  Fuck me good.  I’ll invite Sally and Susie and Becky over for you.  You’ll fuck those naughty little girls and I’ll watch.”  But Peter was about spent.  His cock hung limp while his little cousin talked dirty to him.  “Come on, big boy, I need your cock.  I want your cock inside me.  If you fuck me good, we’ll tie up Sally and Susie and you can rape them while I watch.”  Her hand started rubbing her own clit in response to her growing excitement.  The thought of her two friends submitting to Peter was really turning her on.  Peter started to respond as she continued to finger fuck herself and talk, “You can rape their mouths for me.  Or fuck their tight asses.  I’ll bet you’d love to suck Sally’s tits.  Or rape Susie’s tight pussy.”  Seeing his cock was coming erect again, Cindy said, “Come on and fuck me, Peter.  Pretend I’m little Becky and rape me.”  
With a moan, Peter leaped on his cousin, his hard cock penetrating her pussy in one thrust.  “Fucking little bitch,” he grunted.  “This is what you want.  I’ll fuck little Becky for you.  I’ll fuck your friends.  I’ll fuck you hard right now.”  Cindy started to cum, screaming and writhing from her cousin’s frantic pounding.  For several exhausting minutes, Peter furiously stroked in and out of the tight pussy.  Cindy came two more times before Peter finally shot his fourth load of the day into her eager cunt.  As he drifted off to sleep in her arms, Peter heard his cousin promise that Sally and Susie would come over tomorrow, Saturday, and he could have them for the whole day.  
The next morning, Peter was up and making a special modification to two of the sex toys the two adults had bought their children over the last few days.  He took two ball gags and drilled a hole through the center of them.  Then he pulled a strong cord through each hole and knotted it at the ends.  When he was done, the two balls were firmly attached to each other.  He took his new toy to show Cindy.  

“What’s that for?” she asked.  
Peter popped one ball into his mouth and offered her the second.  Curiously, Cindy came close to Peter’s face, took the other ball in her mouth and the two were face to face, nose to nose, and lip to lip.  If the straps of the gags had been tied around their heads, the two wouldn’t have been able to pull apart.  Peter pulled the ball out of his mouth and then the other from Cindy’s.  “Cool,” said Cindy.  “They’ll be joined at the mouth.  What about me?  I want them to lick my pussy.  I want to enjoy them, too.”  But, she couldn’t be part of the coercion.  She wanted to abuse them without them realizing she was part of the plan, because she wanted to keep them as friends, too.  
“I thought that one out, too,” said Peter.  “I’ll tie you up and hook up the electric wires and shock you.  But, the wires won’t really be hooked up, we’ll just pretend.  Then, you’ll promise to do whatever I tell you to do.  After that, anything you do to them won’t be your fault.”  
“Cool,” said Cindy.  But she was curious about something and willing to take the risk to satisfy her curiosity.  Her two sisters had both felt the electric shock, but she hadn’t.  “Peter, I want you to really shock me.  I won’t be able to pretend well enough.  I won’t scream like I’m being shocked unless I really am.  Hook it up to my nipples and shock me.  But,” she added, “only a couple of times, OK?”
“OK,” said Peter.  He’d get to hear his little cousin scream.  That was OK with him.  “When are they coming over?”
“Later this morning,” said Cindy.  “Your mom is going shopping and dad’s golfing.  I know Greg and Marsha will be gone.  Jan won’t bother us, but I don’t know about Bobby.”
“Oh, little fag boy won’t bother us, either,” said Peter.  Cindy just kept quiet.  Bobby was not the little fag boy anymore, so she didn’t know for sure that he would leave them alone.  
About an hour later, Sally arrived first.  Peter kept a low profile, eyeing her from across the room.  She was a redhead who kept her hair short and sassy.  She was not as tall as Jenny, but slender like her.  Her complexion was a peaches and cream look with cute freckles adorning her face.  She’d had a reputation as a tomboy, but had just recently started to outgrow that.  Her small tits pressed against a tight T-shirt.  Despite the announcement of her boobs at the party a few nights ago, she still wasn’t wearing even a training bra.  
About ten minutes later, Susie arrived.  She was a petite Oriental girl with long straight black hair that nicely framed her heart shaped face.  She came wearing a one-piece sunsuit with only an elastic band holding it up around the top.  Peter made a slight change to his plans.  He could strip that sunsuit off her in one easy motion, even with her hands tied.  
The three girls moved to the playroom and, like he had with Jenny, Peter came into the room and told them he had something to show them.  The tape was set to the moment near the end when Sally plopped herself down on camera, then Susie joined in to lick the horny little girl’s pussy, followed by Cindy, Jenny, and Becky each giving attention to a different part of Sally’s body.  He pushed the play button and watched the girls’ faces.
Sally reacted first, “Oh, oh, where was that camera?” She asked that as if it was rhetorical.  It really didn’t matter, it had caught her naked on tape.  She looked desperately at Peter, seeing his evil smile.  Her gaze turned back to the TV and watched her own hands come up to massage her small tits.  
Susie’s head came into view, sliding right into Sally’s crotch.  Susie just sat in stunned silence as her head bobbed up and down.  There was a moment of silence in which slurping was the only sound, then Cindy’s voice on tape, “Hey, Susie’s going down on Sally.  Let’s all get Sally.”  
Cindy moaned in humiliation as her head appeared and she started sucking a tit.  “Peter, please,” said Cindy.  “What are you going to do?”
As two more heads appeared and hid Sally from view, Susie asked, “Who’s seen this tape, Peter?”  
“Just me,” Peter lied.  “And now you three.”  He sat smugly waiting for them to get desperate.  
Sally repeated Cindy’s question, “What are you going to do?”
“Well, I figure three naughty girls like you ought to be punished.  So, maybe I’ll just tell your parents and you’ll get what’s coming to you.”
“Oh, no, Peter,” exclaimed Cindy.  “We’ll never get to see each other again.  Our parents won’t trust us.”  She looked pleadingly at her friends.  She didn’t want to lose them.  
“I’ll get spanked so bad,” said Sally.  “I won’t be able to sit for a week.”
As the Sally on tape approached an orgasm, Susie said, “Turn it off, Peter.”  She couldn’t take the humiliation anymore.  She, too, thought about the punishment she would receive.  “What do you want from us?” she asked.  “I’ll do anything you want if you promise not to tell my parents.”
“Me, too,” chimed in Cindy.  “Anything.  Just don’t tell my dad.”  
“Yeah,” echoed Sally.  She wasn’t too sure about that promise, but the others had already committed themselves.  “Name it,” she said.  “We’ll do whatever you want.”
Peter wanted to let their predicament really sink in so that when he named his price, they would be willing.  “I don’t know,” he said.  “Maybe I should just tell your parents.  Wonder what they would say when they saw this tape.”  Susie moaned is despair.  “Or, it would be even better to show it to some of the boys at your school.”  
Sally started to cry, “Please, Peter.  You punish us,” she said.  “We won’t ever do that again.  You punish us and don’t tell anyone or show anyone.   Please?”  
“All right,” said Peter.  He rummaged around in the closet for a few seconds, then came out with six pairs of hand cuffs. Three he tossed on the bed.  He’d use them on their ankles later.  The other three he held up. “Put these on.”    
“Peter!” said Susie.  “What are you going to do?  Arrest us?”
“Put them on,” he ordered, his voice becoming stern.  “You want me to punish you.  First, I want to make sure you can’t change your minds.  I’m in charge and you’ll do as you’re told.”  Cindy came forward and took a pair of handcuffs.  She put them on with her hands behind her back.  Sally and Susie looked at each other, then each took a pair of handcuffs.  Following Cindy’s example, they cuffed their hands behind their backs.  Peter had the VCR camera set up on a tripod in the playroom.  He took a moment to turn it on and point it at Sally and Susie.  
Peter walked up to Susie, grabbed the elastic top of her sunsuit and pulled it down to the floor, leaving her in just her panties.  “Oh, shit,” said the little Chinese girl.  “Peter, not that.”  She squirmed away, but could not cover herself.  She turned her back, but Peter swatted her panty-clad ass.  Five times he smacked her ass before she turned back to him.  “Please, stop,” she wailed.  
“OK,” said Peter, but he stopped only to turn his attention on the next girl.  When he stepped toward her, Sally tried to step backwards, but lost her balance and fell on the bed behind her.  Peter grabbed the bottom of her T-shirt and lifted it up over her head.  She tried to pull away, but was firmly pinned on the bed.  She felt his hands on her tits and moaned in embarrassment.  “Please, don’t,” she begged.  Then she felt her shorts being pulled down and like her friend, she was only in panties.  
“Not me,” whined Cindy, when Peter came toward her.  But, Peter undid the tie of her halter top, then pulled it down, stripping her topless.  He pulled it all the way down and off her, then pulled her shorts down, too.  He paused long enough to pull cruelly on her nipples, then went back to Susie. 
When Susie started squirming, Peter said, “I guess I’ll just have to show the film to your parents, Susie.  You aren’t cooperating with your punishment.”  Reminded of what was at stake, Susie held still and watched as Peter grabbed the elastic band of her panties and stripped her totally nude.  She stood posed for a moment, afraid to move, while Peter’s eyes ran up and down her body.  Then he stepped forward and put his arms around the helpless little girl.  He put his open mouth on her closed mouth and licked her lips.  She got the idea and parted her lips, meeting his tongue with hers.  She was totally helpless as he pinched her nipples, then put his hand on her virgin pussy.  
After a few moments of that, Peter moved on again, kissing Sally, then sucking on her young tits.  Her T-shirt was still wrapped around her head, so he grabbed the hem of it and ripped it right up the center.  “Peter, please,” she pleaded, but it was too late to save her T-shirt.  He pulled her panties down and put a finger inside the virgin.  Then he stepped behind her, pressing his hard on into her ass.  He reached around her, cupping her tits in his hands and kissing her neck, then her cheek.  Roughly her turned her head and kissed her on the lips again.  Like her friend, she was helpless to stop her body from being ravaged.  
Turning his attention to Cindy, Peter stripped his cousin’s panties off and gave her a big wet kiss.  Then he stripped himself, enjoying the expressions on the faces of the girls as they saw his body being revealed.  Susie moaned at the sight of his cock.  She knew what she was going to lose today.  
Susie and Sally looked quizzically at the two balls that Peter produced next.  Not knowing what to expect, they stood still as he put the ball up to Sally’s mouth and said, “Open wide.”  She did and felt a ball shoved into her mouth.  Peter tied the strap of the gag behind her head.  Sally’s pleas were muffled as she begged him to stop.  She watched helplessly as Peter pushed Susie toward her.  With one ball firmly stuffed in Sally’s mouth, the second ball hung out of her mouth like a bright red growth on her lips.  Susie opened her mouth as instructed and engulfed the second ball.  Peter tied the strap on her and went to examine his handiwork.  Susie and Sally were nose to nose, looking right into each other’s eyes.  But for the trace of the balls visible, it might have looked like they were locked in a permanent French kiss, their mouths pried wide and faces bound together.  If the two thought they were helpless before, now they found themselves totally at Peter’s mercy.  
Peter positioned his young cousin where the two captive girls could turn their eyes and look at her.  Then he hooked up the electric wires to Cindy’s nipples.  “Oh, please, Peter,” she moaned.  “I don’t like electricity.  Please, this will hurt.  Don’t do it.”  Peter picked up Cindy’s panties and stuffed them into her mouth.  Cindy got a look of surprise on her face.  This wasn’t part of the plan.  
Susie’s and Sally’s eyes got wide as the switch closed the first time and Cindy let out a muffled scream.  They were tied and at his mercy.  It was only a matter of time before they were on the wires.  Cindy screamed again and Peter had an urge to keep her screaming.  He had a hard on from watching her eyes plead for a reprieve.  He put his hand on her pussy and felt the wetness.  She was getting turned on, too.  A third time he closed the switch and she closed her eyes, feeling the mixture of pain and pleasure.  Again he did it, forgetting about the other girls, looking into her eyes as she screamed into her panties.  Then he shook himself out of the distraction and said, “Will you do whatever I ask now, Cindy?  I’ll shock you until you agree.”  
Cindy hesitated in her reply.  It felt so fucking good, she thought.  But, they had captives to tease and rape.  Maybe just a couple more times, she thought and shook her head no.  Peter smiled at her, and gave her the punishment she wanted.  Again he did it, his hand going to her pussy and feeling the wetness pour down her thighs.  They had a mutual desire to continue, but finally Cindy nodded her head.  Let the other girls get their turn.  
Just then, the door opened and Bobby came in.  “What are you doing?” he asked.  Three girls were bound.  Was Peter planning on using all of them, or was he going to share?  
“Hey, little fag boy,” said Peter.  “Go away.”  He paused, then said, “Better yet, stay awhile.”  He grabbed a pair of handcuffs from off the bed and approached Bobby menacingly.  But, Bobby had had enough of being Peter’s little fag boy.  Surprising the older boy, Bobby punched Peter with a roundhouse that toppled his brother.  Peter dropped the handcuffs and lay stunned.  Without even thinking, Bobby grabbed the fallen handcuffs and cuffed his brother before he could react.  As he regained his senses, Peter roared at his little brother.  “What the fuck do you think you’re doing, little fag boy?  You let me go or I’ll kill you.”
Bobby slapped his brother across the face.  Then he ripped Peter’s shirt off, exposing the older boy’s chest.  “You’re going to get it,” said Peter.  But he was unable to do more than squirm and kick as Bobby undid his belt and pulled his pants off.  Next, came Peter’s underwear, leaving him naked like the three girls.  Peter’s hard on was gone.  
Bobby stepped back to survey the situation.  He had three naked and tied girls, and Peter.  The possibilities ran through his head.  Noticing the wires on Cindy, he went over to her.  “Thank you for screaming, little bitch,” he said.  “I heard you and came to see what was happening.”  He grabbed the switch and closed it to hear her scream.  When he released the switch, she mumbled something into her gag.  He wasn’t sure, but it sounded like, “Thank you.”
Bobby took the wires off his cousin, then attached them to Susie’s nipples.  The Oriental girl squirmed and moaned into her gag.  When he closed the switch, the little bitch jumped and screamed, her eyes getting wide.  Sally could do nothing but stare into those tortured eyes, just an inch from her own wide eyes.  Bobby did it again, just to watch the young girl jump and squirm.  It was great and he felt himself getting hard.  He counted off three more times, for a total of five shocks.  Each time, Susie’s petite body quivered as she screamed into the gag.  
Then, Sally felt the clips being attached to her nipples.  She screamed even before Bobby hit the switch.  Now it was her turn.  The first time, it felt like her young tits were on fire.  She jumped, nearly pulling herself and Susie over.  Somehow the two kept their balance, standing face to face.  Susie watched as Sally’s eyes shot open a second time and felt the vibration of her scream across their shared gag.  Behind Bobby, Cindy could only chew on her panties in frustration.  She wanted to finger herself so bad, but she couldn’t.  Again Bobby closed the switch and smiled as Sally’s body quivered.  He took off his own clothes to free his raging hard on.  He walked up behind Sally and stuck his cock into her pussy from behind.  He stroked a few times into the virgin pussy, and hit the switch again.  The tightness of her pussy as she squeezed him was incredible.  He fucked the helpless girl for a few more seconds, then felt himself ready to cum.  As he did, he hit the switch again.  Sally’s body convulsed on his cock and he shot a huge load into her tightness.  Susie watched her friend’s eyes as she was raped, feeling Sally’s pain and knowing she was going to get a turn.  
Momentarily satisfied, Bobby stopped to plan his next moves.  Cindy still had her panties in her mouth and hands behind her back.  She was standing with her legs crossed, trying to squeeze her pussy to an orgasm, but unsuccessfully.  She was so desperate for an orgasm that she was whining into her gag.  
Peter had inched himself into a corner.  With his back to the wall, his feet were his only defense from his younger brother.  He was very afraid of what Bobby might do in revenge.  
Bobby decided to let his brother worry a little bit long.  Sally, the ex-virgin, was panting into her gag from the exertion of Bobby’s rape and the electric shock.  Bobby moved behind Susie, who tried to turn to keep him in sight.  Her mouth bondage with Sally kept her from turning, and her attempt to keep her wild eyes on him made Bobby start to harden from his feeling of control.  He reached between the two girls and undid the clips from Sally’s nipples, then reattached them to Susie’s.  He could tell from the look in Sally’s eyes and the frantic whine from Susie that they knew what was coming next.  
Bobby hit the switch and Susie twitched and screamed.   He watched her little ass tighten, then relax as the current stopped.  It was such a turn on that he did it again.  The muscles in her ass tensed and her entire body quivered as she screamed again.  He stepped up close to her ass and put his cock at the entrance to her virgin pussy.  She moaned something, but he couldn’t understand her.  Then he shoved into the tight cunt, taking his second virgin in just minutes.  He stroked in and out of the bare little pussy, feeling its virgin tightness.  He wasn’t ready to cum yet, so he stroked for a couple of minutes until he felt his orgasm approaching.  Then he hit the switch to make the 10-year-old squeeze his cock.  He wasn’t disappointed.  She bucked against him.  
Sally could feel the rhythm of the pumping cock inside Susie.  Their bodies were being shoved together, her tits getting hot from rubbing against Susie’s.  Likewise, Susie was feeling the stimulation of rubbing against Sally’s hot body.  Despite the fact that she was being raped, she started to feel like she might cum.  The shock hit her again and she jumped, squeezing her pussy and ass tight.  Sally saw the pain in her friend’s wild eyes, but bound as she was Susie could only scream into the gag.  
Bobby was fucking his captive in earnest now, his cock shoving in and out of the tight pussy.  He was nearly to his orgasm, so he hit the switch one more time.  The intense pressure on his little cock made him shoot his wad deep into Susie.  As he released the switch, Susie kept screaming into the gag, but now it was screaming in pleasure from the orgasm she was having.  Bobby had fucked her right over the edge.  What Sally saw in Susie’s eyes now was not pain.  
Bobby turned to face Cindy.  She was still desperately trying to get herself off, but to no avail.  He removed her panties from her mouth and asked, “What will you do for me, little bitch?  What will you do if I let you cum?”
“Jesus, Bobby, I will do anything for you.  I will fucking do anything,” she replied, meaning every word of it. 
“Do you remember when you made me drink your pee?” he asked.  
Cindy nodded and knelt in front of her cousin.  Her mouth was open.  She knew what was expected.  Bobby let loose a stream of pee into her mouth and heard the gasps behind him.  He stopped and let her swallow, then filled her up again.  After she swallowed this mouthful, Bobby stopped and said, “Good little pee girl, didn’t spill a drop.”  He stuffed her panties back in her mouth and turned away.  He could hear Cindy whining.  
Bobby undid the gag on Susie’s mouth and let her pull free from Sally.  “Bobby, what …?” said Susie, her mouth tight and sore.  
He pushed the little girl over in front of Cindy and said, “Kneel down and make her cum.”  Susie had done this before, but was embarrassed with an audience.  She delayed just long enough for Bobby to remind her that she still was hooked up to the electricity.  He again watched her ass tense, but this time her scream was unrestrained.  Shaking, she knelt and put her tongue to work on Cindy.  It was just seconds until Cindy was moaning into her gag, cumming on Susie’s tongue. 
Bobby took the gag out of Sally’s mouth and then put one end in Susie’s mouth.  He removed Cindy’s panties from her mouth and replaced them with the second ball, binding Susie and Cindy together at the mouth.  Then he picked up Susie’s panties and shoved them in Sally’s mouth, saying, “Have a taste of Susie’s pussy.”  
Bobby was ready to attend to his brother.  It took some wrestling, but Peter’s bound hands made him no match for his little brother.  Bobby cuffed one of Peter’s ankles to one leg of the bed, then cuffed the other to the far leg.   Peter was now helpless, lying on his back with his legs spread and his hands underneath him.  Bobby grabbed his own underwear and shoved them in Peter’s mouth. Bobby pointed the camera at Peter and said, “If you ever do anything to me again, I’ll show this film to all your friends.”  Then Bobby knelt down and ran his tongue up Peter’s cock which responded by hardening to its full length.  Bobby looked at the three girls and said, “Peter’s a fag.  See how he likes having a boy lick his cock.”  Peter was shocked and embarrassed at his reaction and Bobby’s words.  
But Bobby then took the clips off of Susie’s nipples and put one on Peter’s scrotum.  The other he put on the tip of Peter’s cock.  Just the pinch of the clip hurt Peter’s cock.  Then Bobby hit the switch.  Peter screamed into his gag, his cock twitching.  Bobby knelt down to his brother and whispered, “You’re going to suck my cock, Peter.  I’ll fucking roast your cock until you do.  I want these girls to see what a fag you are.”
Peter looked for some mercy in his brother’s eyes, but saw none.  He screamed again as the pain shot through his cock.  Bobby shocked his brother six times before he said, “Are you ready to suck my cock, Peter?”  
Frantically Peter nodded.  Bobby removed his gag and said, “Tell me what you want to do for me.”
The pain was terrible and now Peter regretted what he had done to Bobby, but it was too late for that.  “I want to suck your cock, Bobby.”  
“You have to do better than that,” said the younger boy remembering how he had pleaded.  He closed the switch again, letting Peter’s loud scream fill the room.  The older boy’s cock twitched from the pain.  
Peter thought for a moment, recalling how Bobby had pleaded, then he said, “Bobby, please stick your hard cock in my mouth.  I want to suck your big cock and swallow your cum.”  He gulped in embarrassment.  “Fuck my mouth, please, Bobby.”
Bobby knelt over his brother and put his cock in Peter’s waiting, open mouth.  Peter shut his eyes and sucked on the cock in his mouth.  “Lick the little virgin’s juices off me,” said Bobby.  “You wanted to fuck some virgins today, didn’t you?  Well, all you get is the chance to be a good cocksucker.”  Bobby was enjoying the ordeal he was putting Peter through.  Since he’d already cum twice, it took several minutes of cocksucking before Peter was rewarded with a mouthful of Bobby’s warm, sticky cum.  Peter grimaced and swallowed his little brother’s load.  Bobby replaced his underwear in Peter’s mouth.  Then he removed the tape from the camera and left the room to hide it.  
When he returned, the four captives waited expectantly.  It didn’t look like Bobby was finished with them yet and he wasn’t.  But, Bobby was slowing down.  He needed a break before he tried to cum a fourth time.  Knowing that, he started fondling Sally’s body.  The pretty little 10-year-old blushed as Bobby’s hands caressed her tits.  His hands didn’t stop there.  He ran his hands lightly over her bare back, then to her ass, and the creamy smooth skin of her thighs.  Then he started up her front, his hands teasingly moving up her thighs and pausing just before touching her pussy.  He passed her pussy by and worked his way up her smooth tummy and back to where he started, licking and sucking the helpless girl’s young buds.  
Bobby retrieved the clips from Peter’s scrotum and walked back to Sally.  She tried to talk into her gag, shaking her head vigorously.  She tried backing away and dancing to the side as Bobby clipped the wires to her nipples.  To Bobby, it was a turn on just watching her struggle to no avail.  With the clips firmly attached to the very peaks of her small tits, Sally stood still.  There was nothing she could do but watch as Bobby picked up the switch and closed it.  Her young tormentor went behind Sally to watch her lightly freckled ass tighten as she screamed into Susie’s panties.  He thought that was the greatest sight.  
Sally felt totally helpless.  Bobby wasn’t even asking her for anything, so there was nothing she could offer to make him stop.  She’d gone past the point of embarrassment at her nakedness and past the anger and shame of being raped.  Now she was willing to submit to anything, if only he would ask.  She longed for his touch, because then he wouldn’t be shocking her.  Sally started moving her body sensuously, her hips swaying and her tits thrust out invitingly.  Desperately trying to communicate her submission, she knelt in front of Bobby and nosed at his soft cock.  That amused Bobby enough for him to unclip the wires from her.
Then, Bobby turned his back on Sally and hooked Cindy up to the battery.  Susie could see the fright in Cindy’s eyes as the cute little blond squirmed.  Bound together at the mouth, Susie kept Cindy from moving too far or too fast.  Standing behind his cousin, Bobby hit the switch and watched her ass tense.  It was an experience he felt he would never tire of.  The pure white ass clenched again and again.  Susie could feel Cindy’s screams through the gag and feel the tortured girl writhing against her body.  
Bobby separated the two girls, then shoved Cindy’s panties into Susie’s mouth and Sally’s panties into Cindy’s mouth.  Next he pulled Sally over to Susie, removed the panties in Sally’s mouth, and said, “Lick her cunt, bitch.”  It was the instruction she had been waiting for.  Eager to please Bobby, Sally knelt and stuck her tongue in Susie’s pussy.  She found her friend’s clit and worked on it to bring Susie to an orgasm.  It wasn’t long before Susie started to get hot, her pussy tingling.  Susie’s eyes went to Bobby, watching him watch her get excited.  She couldn’t help herself.  Bobby moved behind Cindy and whispered in her ear, “You like what you see?  Your two friends making out?”  Cindy just nodded.  But, he could feel her body tense against his as Susie went over the edge, humping her cunt into Sally’s tongue.  
Bobby pulled the panties from Cindy’s mouth and said, “Go do Sally, now.”  He stood behind Sally and held her down to keep her from standing.  That forced Cindy to crawl on her back, worming her way between Sally’s legs until her mouth could reach her friend’s pussy.  From his vantage point, Bobby could look down into Cindy’s eyes and see the lust.  He could also reach down and squeeze Sally’s tits, which he did frequently.  His cock started to harden, pressing into Sally’s red hair.  Cindy licked furiously at the clit in her face, and she was rewarded with Sally’s spasming body as she had a long orgasm.  Sally felt Bobby’s cock pressing against her cheek.  
Bobby was ready for action again.  He positioned the three girls in a row and said, “Each of you gets to suck my cock.  Whoever swallows my cum is done for the day.  The other two still have to earn their freedom.”  The three girls sized each other up, not wanting to be the loser.  Each of them resolved to suck Bobby’s cock the best that they could to earn their freedom.  Bobby started with Cindy.  She eagerly sucked down his hard cock and got to suck it for 10 seconds.  Bobby moved over to Susie and the little Chinese girl opened her mouth and took her first cock into her mouth.  “Nice cocksucker,” said Bobby, making her even more embarrassed.  Ten seconds later, he pulled out and stuck his cock in Sally’s mouth.  To the slim red head he said, “That’s nice, suck my cock, bitch.”  When he got back to Cindy, his cock was starting to throb.  She took his cock into her mouth, “That’s it, little bitch, suck it hard.”  But she failed to earn her mouthful of cum.  Susie got a second turn.  Bobby sank his fingers into her long black hair and moved her head in and out on his cock, but he still held off.  With Sally’s turn, Bobby felt like he was nearly ready to cum.  The sight of the head of short red hair bobbing up and down on his cock was a thrill.  He grabbed her head and forced her to take his entire cock in and out.  When he took more than 10 seconds, Cindy said, “Hey, my turn.”  Bobby walked down to his cousin and pushed his pounding cock into her mouth.  He fought to maintain control.  He didn’t want to cum in her mouth, that was something he could do anytime.  After 10 seconds, Cindy lost her chance again.  But, Bobby was very close now.  He shoved his cock into Susie’s mouth, again using her long black hair to force himself deep and erupted into the surprised girl’s mouth.  When Susie tried to spit out his cum, Bobby caught most of it in his hand, then fed it back to Susie.  He made sure that Sally and Cindy each got a taste as well.  
Bobby picked up Susie and laid her on the bed.  As he had promised, she was done for the day, but he wasn’t going to let her go yet.  He grabbed Sally by her short red hair and pulled her over to Peter.  “Never say I didn’t do anything for you, bro,” said Bobby.  He pushed Sally’s face into Peter’s crotch and she opened her mouth to take in Peter’s big, hard cock.  As Sally sucked her second cock of the day, Bobby put his hand into Cindy’s crotch and started massaging her pussy.  He found the hot little girl’s clit and teased it for a few moments.  Cindy was already on the edge, having watched her two friends suck cock.  It was a matter of seconds before she started cumming and, with Bobby’s help, she kept cumming for over thirty seconds.  Just as she was winding down, Peter shot his wad into Sally’s mouth.  Cum dribbled out the corners of her mouth, but Sally knew from Susie’s experience that she shouldn’t spit it out.  Cindy tensed against Bobby’s hand, humping herself at the sight of Sally licking the cum from the corners of her mouth.  The little blond went off again and came for another thirty seconds before she finally wound down.  
Bobby was finally finished and got himself dressed.  Not wanting to be caught by his four victims, if they should want revenge, he undid Cindy’s handcuffs, then gave her the key to undo the others.  The satisfied 9-year-old left the room and left the house.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 6 – Greg
(orgy, Mmbg, bdsm, oral, anal ped)
The repercussions from Bobby’s dominance of Peter, Cindy, Sally, and Susie were several in number.  Of course, his status in the family increased considerably just at the knowledge that he had taken two virgins in one afternoon and cum a total of four times.  He had left the name of “little fag boy” far behind.  Peter was quite respectful of his little brother, treating him as an equal instead of as a slave to be tormented.  Though she remained Jan’s mistress and continued to enjoy her dominatrix role with her older sister, Cindy had learned the pleasure of pain herself.  And finally, the relationship between Sally, Susie, Jenny, and Cindy changed.  
The next afternoon, Sally called Cindy and invited her over.  When she got there, Cindy found Susie was already there.  Sally’s parents had taken her little brother to the emergency room because he’d cut himself.  They figured a visit to the hospital would take hours.  For a few minutes, they lamented their fate of being raped and losing their virginity at the tender age of 10.  But, it wasn’t long before Susie recalled her orgasms from the slumber party and the one from her pussy licking yesterday.  “They were so dreamy,” she confessed.  “I didn’t want them to stop.”  She paused and then wondered aloud, “Why didn’t our parents tell us how good it feels?”
Sally shrugged, “Maybe grown-ups just don’t feel as good when they cum.”
“Oh, I think they do,” said Cindy – actually she knew they did.  “I think it’s just that people think kids having sex fun is bad.  So, they don’t tell us the truth.”
Sally said, “So, now that we know it’s fun and feels so good, what do we do?”
Susie answered her friend, “We can still do it, but we can’t tell anyone.  We could have a secret club, just the three of us.”
“And Jenny, too,” added Cindy.  “She likes it.  But, Becky seemed too up tight.  I don’t think we ought to let her join.”  
“Jenny?” said Sally.  “I’d like that.  She’s nice and she’s pretty.  Should we call her now and get her into the club?”  Without waiting for an answer, she got up and went to the phone.  “What’s her number, Cindy?”  When Cindy gave her the number, Sally called and Jenny said she could come right over.  
While they waited, Susie said, “I have a confession.  When Bobby did that to me, you know, put his cock in my pussy.  When he did that…”  
“Fucked you?” asked Cindy. 
“Yeah, when he fucked me,” Susie liked the feel of the word, “I came.”  
Cindy nodded, she’d realized that when it happened.  But Sally said, “You did?  You mean it felt good?  Like a girl’s tongue?”
“No,” said Susie.  “Good, but not like a girl’s tongue.  Different, but really good, too.”
“Yeah, different,” said Cindy, not realizing her slip of the tongue.  
But, Susie noticed.  “You didn’t get fucked yesterday, Cindy.  How do you know what it feels like?”
Caught, Cindy admitted, “Bobby and Peter have done it to me before.  And, even my biggest cousin, Greg.”
“Cindy!” said Sally accusingly.  “Your cousins?”
“Well, yes,” said Cindy.  “And my sisters do it, too.”
Susie realized something else as she remembered their past events.  “You’ve sucked their cocks before, haven’t you?  You did it to Bobby at the slumber party like you’d done it before.”  
Cindy nodded, “I’m a cocksucker and I enjoy it.  It feels good to have a big, hard cock in my mouth.  I like swallowing their cum.  I really love to watch their faces as they cum.  And, in return, the boys will fuck you and lick your pussy.  God, it’s like a whole new world.”  She had tasted the power of a young girl’s body to get what she wanted and she enjoyed the power.  She pulled down her shorts and watched her two friends’ eyes lock onto her panties, knowing they even had power over each other.  Cindy’s finger went into her little slit, pressing the fabric of her panties into her cunt.  Susie and Sally licked their lips unconsciously.  Cindy pulled off her top and stood up.  Wearing only panties, she started dancing in front of her friends, moving her hips and wiggling her ass.  It felt great to have her friends staring at her, getting turned on by her body.  Sally’s hand had moved under her own T-shirt and Susie’s was pressing on the fabric of her shorts.  “See,” Cindy said.  “The boys do just what you’re doing.  They stare and they get horny.”  She slid her panties off, lay on her back, and spread her legs.  
Susie crawled between Cindy’s legs and inhaled the young girl’s aroma.  She was very turned on by the talk and now by Cindy’s nudity.  She plunged her tongue into her fellow 10-year-old’s pussy.  Sally stood up to strip herself.  As she did, she noticed Cindy’s eyes watching her every move.  It turned her on and she slowed herself down, teasing Cindy.  She untied her halter top, then pulled the light cotton top tight across her chest to make her mounds stand out.  Her hands went up under her top, massaging her nipples erect.  Then she repeated the act of pulling her top tight across her chest.  Her hard nipples poked into the fabric, standing out like bullets.  Slowly she slid the top up over her tits and over her head.  Small though they were, Sally shook her tits and watched Cindy’s eyes follow them.  Sally put her hand down the front of her shorts, spreading her pussy lips and rubbing her clit.  She was watching Susie’s tongue part Cindy’s bare pussy lips.  And Cindy was watching Sally as she slowly slid down her pink shorts to reveal her pink panties.  Finally, Sally took her panties off and showed everything to the eager eyes of her young admirer.  It felt so good to be nude and anticipating a great orgasm.  
Sally grabbed Susie’s shorts and pulled them off, then pulled off her panties.  Lifting Susie’s naked butt up into the air, Sally crawled under the little girl and between her legs.  She licked the soft thighs of the small Chinese girl and worked her way up to the tight, wet pussy facing her.  Just then the doorbell rang.  “Oh, shit,” said Cindy.  “It’s Jenny.”  What should they do, she wondered.  
“I’ll go get her,” said Sally, squirming out from beneath Susie.  When she noticed Susie and Cindy had stopped, she said, “Keep licking, Susie.  I’ll bring Jenny in and show her what she’s missing.”  
Susie pulled her hair back and arched her back in a sensuous stretch, sighed and said, “OK,” and dived back into Cindy’s pussy.  
Sally put on Cindy’s T-shirt and it hung just below her crotch.  She dashed to the door and confirmed it was Jenny before she opened the door.  Jenny was still dressed for church in a long blue flowery dress and black patent leather shoes.  “Can you play in that?” asked Sally.
“Not really,” said Jenny.  “We just got home from church and we’re going out to Sunday dinner in about an hour.  I can only stay 45 minutes.”  
“That’s enough time,” said Sally.  She took Jenny’s hand and led her into the family room where Cindy was starting to breathe heavily.  
“Oh, my gosh,” said Jenny as she took in the scene.  She watched in wonder at the preteen lesbians for a few seconds, then said, “That’s all I ever think about anymore.”  The two of them watched as Cindy arched her back, pulling the heart shaped face of Susie into her pussy with both hands.  Susie’s tongue continued to lick Cindy’s juices until Cindy finally relaxed.  Susie rolled over on her back, and shed her top, leaving herself totally naked.  Sally stripped off the T-shirt she was wearing and sat down on the floor next to Susie.  “Do it, girl,” said Sally to Jenny.  “Strip off your Sunday clothes and come get a pussy licking.”  
Then Sally had a better idea.  “No, wait,” she said.  The naked little vixen crawled on her hands and knees over to where Jenny stood and slipped herself under Jenny’s Sunday dress.  Cindy and Susie watched as first Jenny’s head disappeared, then her lovely smooth back, and finally her cute ass.  She reached up and stripped off Jenny’s panties.  She announced her conquest by flinging them out from under Jenny’s dress toward Cindy and Susie.  Then the two watchers could see the form of Sally’s head nuzzle up into Jenny’s crotch.  Jenny grabbed the bulge under her dress and pulled it into her, hugging the red head to her pussy. Only Sally’s feet stuck out from under Jenny’s dress.  Sally’s hands went to Jenny’s cute ass and squeezed it tight.  Jenny let out a sigh.  She was clearly in heaven with her friend’s tongue bringing her close to an orgasm.  Susie and Cindy watched mesmerized.
“Oh, yes, Sally, lick me right there,” moaned Jenny.  “Ooooh, that feels so good.  Stick your tongue in my cunt, my sweet Sally.”  
As Jenny continued to moan, Cindy pushed Susie onto her back and started licking her pussy.  She loved the taste of little pussy as much as she loved the taste of her cousin’s cum.  Susie started her own dialogue, but it was different than Jenny’s.  “Oh, stick it in me, Cindy.  Fuck me with your tongue.  Fuck me like a boy,” she moaned.  Cindy turned her body so she could lick Susie’s clit while sticking her finger up inside the squirming 10-year-old.  “Oh, fuck, yeah,” moaned Susie.  “Fuck me like that.”  Though Jenny had a head start, Susie came quickly, jerking against the finger shoved in her cunt.  
But, Jenny was not far behind.  Sally pressed hard into the juicy cunt under the dress and licked her little lesbian lover to a wonderful orgasm.  When Sally crawled out from under the blue dress, Jenny hiked up the dress and knelt between Sally’s legs, using her tongue to return the favor.  Cindy and Susie swarmed over Sally’s heaving body, giving special attention to her tits, but licking her all over as she orgasmed.  
Jenny picked up her panties to put them on before she left, but Sally took them away from her.  “Come back after dinner and get them,” she said to the dark haired girl.  
Jenny stood there, momentarily shocked by the idea of going to Sunday dinner with no panties.  Then, savoring the nakedness under her dress, she warmed to the forbidden idea.  It was so thrilling that she pulled the neckline of her fancy dress out and peeked down her front, turned on by her own growing body.  From neck to ankles she was naked under the dress.  She thought then that she could barely stand Sunday dinner and the interminable time before she could get back to Sally and her tongue.  
Back at the Brady house, another orgy was about to take place.  Greg’s basketball team had won against their cross-town rivals and the cheerleaders had decided to reward them in a special way.  Marsha and her four fellow cheerleaders had on the short skirts and tight sweaters that made up their uniform.  They had assembled the 14 boys on the basketball team into the Brady’s backyard and got ready to give them a cheer.  But, three of the five cheerleaders, Marsha, Kelly, and Falana, did not have their panties on under their uniforms.  Like Marsha, Kelly and Falana had put out before and were willing to reward the boys with more than a flash of their pussies.  The other two, Rachel and Trudy, were “not that kind of girls” and were not aware of the tease that was about to happen.  Marsha figured the boys would get excited and after Rachel and Trudy left, they’d all have some fun.  
Kelly and Marsha were both blondes, but Kelly was very petite.  Kelly’s blond hair was longer than Marsha’s, sweeping all the way to the small of her back.  She might have looked a couple years younger than she was if it were not for the grapefruit sized tits that filled out her sweater.  At 14, she was actually the oldest of the girls.  Her blond pussy hair would be visible to the boys every time she kicked high.  She’d fucked a couple of these boys before, plus some other ones, and thought it was a cheerleader’s duty to keep her team happy.  Falana was also 14 years old, but the opposite of Kelly.  She was a tall, slender black girl with short dark hair.  The only thing she had in common with Kelly was her ample tits and her desire to please the boys and herself.  
Rachel was a Thai girl with dark skin, dark eyes, and long beautiful dark hair.  She had the boys stumbling over her, but her family was very conservative and she wasn’t allowed to date yet.  A few months younger than Marsha’s 13 years, Rachel was the youngest of the cheerleaders.  She had small mounds that were barely visible under her sweater and a slim figure.  Trudy was a brunette who kept her hair short to frame her elfin face.  Her tits were about the same size as Marsha’s, two definite mounds under her sweater, but not even a handful for a horny boy.  Like Rachel, she was a virgin, though several boys had tried to get to her already.  
When the cheer started, the five girls kicked their legs up in the air and spun around, flinging their short skirts up in the air.  The boys were astounded to get glimpses of bare asses and bare pussies as the three teases cheered for them.  The three girls were thrilled at the reactions they were getting, and really enjoyed getting the boys turned on.  But the boys were putting on a little more of a display than they’d counted on.  The boys were whooping and pointing at flashes of bare skin under the short skirts.  Rachel and Trudy both thought the boys were over reacting to their simple cheer and got suspicious.  In fact, Rachel started to suspect what was going on, but she figured one of the girls was teasing the crowd, not all three.  When the boys demanded another cheer and another, Rachel finally realized that she and Trudy were the only ones wearing panties.  She looked at Trudy, trying to catch her eye, and Trudy just gave her an innocent shrug back that said, “I don’t know what’s going on, but I’m having fun.”
After the third cheer, the boys started moving closer, surrounding the three panty-less girls.  Rachel grabbed Trudy by the hand and whispered, “Let’s get out of here.”
But Trudy pulled away, “Come on, Rachel,” she said.  “We’re having fun.  Don’t be a party pooper.”  Two of the boys approached Trudy and she enjoyed the attention.  
Another boy moved between Rachel and the backyard gate, and said, “Yeah, Raych, don’t be a party pooper.  Why don’t you and Trudy join the other girls?”
Warily, Rachel moved toward the other girls.  She didn’t want to stay, but because she was a nice girl, she didn’t want a confrontation with the boys.  She felt trapped, not knowing how to respond.  But she knew she wasn’t going to get talked into doing a cheer without her panties.  She felt relief when Marsha said, “Roger, let Rachel go if she wants to.  This wasn’t her idea.”  
But Roger responded, “Hey, Marsha, we’re a team and the cheerleaders are a team.  You girls ought to do everything together.  What’s she saying about her friends when she leaves just when we’re getting started?”
“Yeah, stay,” said Trudy.  “We’re just getting started.”  Trudy had still not caught on to what was going on and her comments only made the boys bolder.  The atmosphere subtly changed from girls cheering on boys to boys about to call the cheerleaders’ bluff.  
Of all the boys, only Greg had the inside scoop on what was happening.  Marsha had told him earlier what was planned.  Knowing that his cousin and Kelly and Falana would be receptive, he casually approached Falana and slid his hand up under the girl’s skirt to squeeze her ass.  Pulling her toward him, he kissed her, running his tongue inside her mouth.  The black girl responded by putting her arms around Greg and making sure everyone knew she was kissing him right back.  
Rachel didn’t miss what was happening, but Trudy’s view was blocked.  All she saw was Falana and Greg kissing.  When Marsha and Kelly each started kissing boys, she joined in, kissing John.  John was cute and a former boyfriend, so she’d kissed him before.  It caught her by surprise though when John’s hands slid down her back and cupped her ass through her skirt.  He knew her rules and he knew this was not allowed.  She looked at the other girls and saw them sandwiched between boys.  Falana had two boys pressing against her besides Greg and Trudy saw male hands on Falana’s sweater, fondling her tits.  When she looked at Kelly and Marsha, she saw the same scene.  Then her eyes got wide in shock as hands grabbed her own tits from behind.  She tried to pull away, “John, please,” she begged as she pushed against his chest.  But the boy held her firm and kissed her again.  She couldn’t even tell who was feeling her up.  She struggled anew as the hands slipped under her sweater and up her front to fondle her bra encased tits.  
Rachel finally had had enough.  She turned, defiantly intent on going though the house and out the front door.  But, Roger was right in front of her.  He grabbed the poor girl and put his lips on hers.  She fought, refusing to open her mouth to his probing tongue.  She turned her head to the side, and said, “Help me.”  
It was a plea to no one in particular.  But, Kelly answered, “You look like you’re doing fine, Raych.  Just relax and enjoy.”
But Rachel couldn’t relax.  This was not supposed to happen.  She’d said no and the boys weren’t listening.  She tensed even more as hands grabbed her from behind, finding her small tits.  No one had ever done that before.  She struggled, but when she opened her mouth to protest, Roger put his tongue in, choking off her words.  Roger’s hands lifted her short skirt, then went under the elastic band of her panties to feel her bare ass.  Frantically she looked around.  The other girls were in a similar predicament, but three of them were eagerly responding, urging the boys on to greater lust.  Hands ran up under the back of her sweater.  She looked back and saw Henry behind her.  His hands found her bra strap and fumbled with the catch.  Once it released, she felt his hands roam to her front and under her now loosened bra.  The touch on her nipples, a place no boys hands had ever been before, made her jump.  
Trudy was in her own struggle.  She now was entertaining three boys.  John was still holding her and kissing her, his hands up inside her sweater, caressing her bare back.  Other hands were on her tits and yet a third pair of hands was under her skirt, pressing against the fabric covering her pussy.  Abruptly she felt herself lifted up as hands grabbed her ankles and other hands grabbed her torso.  She was bodily hauled into the Brady’s family room and laid on the couch.  In a dream like state, she watched Marsha and Falana enter the room with a train of boys behind them.  Kelly bounced into the room and shed her sweater, her braless tits bouncing some more.  As she watched Rachel being dragged into the room, she was vaguely aware of pulling and tugging.  The next thing she knew, she was naked.  
Greg yanked Falana’s skirt off.  Her pussy was framed by dark curly hair.  She pulled up her own sweater and someone behind her undid her bra strap, letting her gorgeous tits free.  Greg had already done his share of foreplay, so he stripped off his pants and underwear and laid Falana back, plunging his raging hard on into her waiting pussy.  The hot cheerleader humped right back into him, matching his rhythm as he pounded into her. 
Marsha, like her cousin, was looking for a little variety.  She grabbed Ken, a big black forward on the basketball team and helped him get his pants off.  Still wearing her uniform, the hot blond plunged her mouth onto the eight inch cock.  Ken was in heaven as the expert cocksucker did her best on him.  The sight of her blond head bobbing, fair cheeks puffing in and out, and red lips wrapping his big black cock was too much for him and he shot a load deep into her throat.  
Kelly climbed on the coffee table and had about six boys gather around her as she twirled a few times, flashing her pussy again.  She dropped her skirt and danced nude on the table.  She rubbed and squeezed her tits and fingered her pussy for nearly three minutes before one of the boys had had enough teasing.  She was pulled down and disappeared into a mass of boys.  She quickly felt her pussy filled and opened her mouth for a hard cock; it was just moments before she came the first time.  From there it seemed like a constant series of multiple orgasms.  Her tits were being squeezed and it felt like every inch of her body was being touched or kissed.  When the boy between her legs finished, he was replace by another.  The white cock in her mouth shot off and was replaced by a black one.  It was a constant thrill and she quickly lost track of her partners.  
Rachel had lost control to the boys several minutes earlier.  As much as she fought, it seemed to turn the boys on even more.  She’d fought with hands that grabbed at her sweater until her own hands were pinned, then her sweater went up over her head and off.  Her bra was already loose, so it was simply pulled to the side, revealing her small tits and dark nipples.  When fingers pulled at her nipples, she cried out in pain and embarrassment.  Her nipples had never stood out hard like that before and she thought they were just begging to be sucked.  It didn’t seem at all out of place when two boys took the invitation.  With her hands pinned, she could only watch as Roger’s hands pulled her panties down, then her skirt.  Totally nude, she panted from the struggle.  Her pussy was a bare as the day she was born and her dark skin had an exotic look.  It was just seconds until Roger pressed his 6 inch cock against her virgin opening.  She struggled some more, but was impaled with a sudden push.  She felt the pain of her hymen tearing, knowing that her special moment had been taken by a boy she hardly knew.  His cock sawed in and out of her, causing her dry pussy more pain, then suddenly the nude captive felt Roger tense and her pussy went wet inside.  
Over on the couch, Trudy was getting her horizons expanded as well.  Naked, she watched as a naked boy climbed over the top of her.  She was momentarily interested in the new anatomy she was seeing and then the new piece disappeared into her pussy.  She gasped in pain as her virginity was torn, then blushed in shame as the boy announced, “Hey, I’m fucking a virgin.  Trudy was a fucking virgin.”  But that was no longer true.  She felt the cock sliding in and out of her, then lost sight of that action as another cock appeared just inches from her face.  Curiously that cock disappeared, too, filling her mouth with an unfamiliar sensation of fullness.  She gagged, then relaxed, letting her mouth be fucked.  When her mouth was filled with cum, she swallowed and opened for another cock.  She was in a state of shock, a basketball team’s assembly line fucking machine.  But as her pussy got hot from the constant fucking, she felt a pleasure she’d never felt before.  A warm feeling flowed through her body as she shuddered from her first orgasm.  When hands turned her, she rolled, with her ass sticking up in the air.  A cock pressed against her tight asshole and her only sound was a grunt as her ass lost its virginity.  On her hands and knees, cocks were still presented to her face and she took care of their needs.  More orgasms wracked her body and she began to enjoy herself.  
Greg found Rachel pulling a train of boys and got himself third in line.  He wanted to sample the exotic virgin Thai pussy that was finally revealed for them all.  She continued to fight each boy, causing quite a nuisance, so Greg went to the playroom and retrieved a pair of hand cuffs.  When he returned, he cuffed the Asian beauty’s hands above her head, wrapping the cuffs around the couch leg.  Stretched, Rachel looked very sexy.  Her small tits practically melted into her body, leaving her nipples standing up hard.  Her ribs were visible as she strained against the bonds.  Unable to protect herself, she watched in horror as a hard cock pushed into her face.  When her tender nipples were twisted and she cried in pain, the cock penetrated her lips and the cock started to rape her virgin mouth.  Her taut muscles made her a hot looking little hard body and the boys lined up to rape her again and again.  
Falana found no shortage of partners.  She went from one boy to another, spreading her legs to reward the team for their win.  She’d cum for each of them, her tight pussy muscles milking the boys’ cum.  Unlike the two rape victims, she kept control of her situation and managed to avoid the cocksucking.  It was something she had never tried and it looked disgusting.  But, she noticed Marsha and Kelly doing it with pleasure.  To each her own, she thought.  That is, until she was in mid-fuck and Henry wanted a blowjob.  He pressed his cock into her face and she shook her head.  But, a chill went down her spine as Henry slapped her, then leaned forward and said, “Suck my cock, bitch.  Everyone else is getting some.”  The proud black girl opened her mouth and let the white cock into her mouth.  She’d been fucking since she was twelve and managed to avoid this humiliation until now.  The hard salty cock slid in and out of her mouth even after she was done being fucked.  It was just as bad as she thought when the sticky cum filled her mouth.  Henry pulled out and clapped his hand over the poor girl’s mouth.  “Swallow it now,” he hissed.  And she did.  
Marsha had no holes barred, though.  When she was turned over to her hands and knees, she stuck her ass up in the air.  Her ass was still a virgin, so it was with some apprehension, but no hesitation.  She looked back over her shoulder and saw Greg lining up his cock with her asshole.  For that she was grateful.  At least he would be careful with his cousin.  After making sure his cock was lubricated, Greg slowly filled his oldest cousin’s tight ass.  Marsha fought for a moment, the unfamiliar feeling making her tense.  But, when she relaxed, she found it a much more pleasant feeling.  She put her hand to her own pussy.  By now she’d lost track of her orgasms, but not her desire for yet another.  
Kelly plopped herself down next to Marsha and assumed the same position.  The two girls smiled at each other, both in heaven from all the attention.  Ken was kneeling behind the petite blond, his big black cock making a contrast against her lily white ass.  When he shoved his entire eight inches up Kelly’s ass, she grimaced from the pressure, then settled in with a contented sigh once he started stroking.  Like Marsha, her hand went to her pussy and the cock in her ass led her to a wonderful orgasm.  
In the midst of the orgy, Mike and Carol returned home.  They had taken Bobby and Peter to the mall with them.  From the entryway, they could hear the sounds in the family room and Mike went to investigate.  He was astonished when he stuck his head through the doorway.  Naked teenage bodies, male and female, were everywhere.  He nearly went into the room, wanting to get a better view of the young girls, but realized he couldn’t get involved.  He paused just long enough to note that his 9 and 11-year-old daughters weren’t part of the action, then paused for a couple more seconds to watch Trudy taking on two boys at once on the couch.  She was clearly enjoying herself, sucking a hard young cock while getting fucked from behind.  It made him horny just watching.  Then he led his sister and his nephews upstairs.  There they found Jan watching TV, oblivious to the action going on downstairs.  
Without a word, the horny father grabbed his 11-year-old daughter, the family sex slave.  He ripped off her T-shirt, exposing her thin bra.  The suddenness of the attack left the little girl breathless, but the familiar feeling of being controlled warmed her pussy.  Still, she raised her hands and beat on her daddy’s chest.  Deep inside she wanted him to be rough.  Eager to get in on the action, Bobby and Peter seized Jan’s arms, pinning her to the floor. 
Surprised by her brother’s abrupt change, Carol went back downstairs to investigate.  She wanted to see what he’d seen to make him so horny.  Peering into the family room, she saw the orgy still in progress.  Her eyes swept the room and she noticed Marsha and Kelly side by side getting their asses reamed.  On the couch was Trudy, clearly cooperating with multiple boys.  The long, lean, muscular body of Falana was a sight to admire and she did for a few seconds before her eyes shifted to Rachel.  The Asian was still tied to the leg of the couch, her lovely body straining while she was being fucked.  
Greg saw his mom peeking into the room and waved her away.  He didn’t want her interfering with the orgy.  But, John and Kyle saw his motion and looked toward the doorway.  They were shocked and momentarily embarrassed to have been caught by Greg’s mother.  But, Greg didn’t seem to slow down and his mother didn’t seem to be objecting.  Instead, they noticed the lust in her eyes as she watched the five girls taking cock in every hole.  
Carol was frozen in her tracks as both John and Kyle got up and walked toward her.  She watched their nude bodies approach, admiring their young cocks swaying and their hard, muscular chests.  Young though they were, they had a tremendous sexual energy about them.  Embolden by Carol’s look and by that fact that she didn’t try to leave, John pulled the door all the way open and Kyle grabbed the older woman by the hand, leading the mother of three boys into a room with 14 horny teenage boys.  
Upstairs, Jan struggled against her two cousins, but couldn’t get free.  Her daddy, still in a horny fever, ripped her jeans off.  He pulled her panties down, putting her bare pussy on display.  Jan looked with desperation at her cousins, her eyes pleading for freedom.  Her daddy flipped her onto her stomach and his strong hands fumbled with the catch of her bra.  When it sprang free, he flipped her again, tearing her bra off and leaving her completely nude, staring back at him with wild, frightened eyes.    
Mike found some rope and tied his daughter’s hands together behind her back.  Then using a second length of rope, he tied her elbows together, pulling them painfully back.  When her tits jutted out on full display and the pain of her predicament set in, Jan felt her pussy getting warmer.  With yet a third piece of rope, her daddy wrapped her upper body with a rope above and below her tender little tits.  That made them stick out even more.  
He stopped to admire his handiwork.  His daughter was totally helpless and fully on display.  Her bare pussy was already getting wet.  He noticed Bobby and Peter were already naked, so he joined them.  To make sure she was ready and not going to argue, he gagged Jan, laid her across his lap, and started spanking her bare ass with a handy hair brush.  His strong arms held the naked form against his growing hard on.  The little slut squirmed in pain on his lap, moaning and screaming into the gag.  When her ass was bright red, he pushed her off his lap and onto the floor.  She lay there in a daze, wondering what was coming next.  
In the family room, John could hardly believe his eyes.  He thought Greg’s mom was a foxy lady and had fantasized about her ever since he’d started to notice girls and women.  Tentatively, watching for any signs of argument, he unbuttoned her shirt, then pulled it open.  For the first time, Carol went from her state of amazement at the orgy scene and focused on the boy who was stripping her.  Her hand slipped to his waiting cock and she leaned forward to kiss him.  She felt his young cock harden and his hand slipped inside her shirt.  Kyle grabbed her shirt from behind and pulled it off her.  Then he undid her bra strap and slipped that off her shoulders.  John was rewarded with a close up view of the marvelous tits he’d admired for years.  They were much bigger than any of the young cheerleaders and he leaned forward to take a nipple in his mouth.  
Carol allowed herself to be attended to by the boys, noticing that most of the eyes in the room were on her.  She counted 14 boys and figured they’d all want a shot at her.  Her eyes settled on the Asian beauty tied in her family room and knew she wanted a shot at that.  The boys would probably explode at the thought of a lesbian show.  She licked her lips in anticipation.  
The mother’s slacks were pulled down and finally her panties, revealing a lush bush unlike any of the younger girls.  Totally nude, she first stretched, reaching her hands up over her head and arching her back.  It was a leisurely, sensual way of showing off her body.  It had the desired effect as John’s cock came to full attention.  Then, she knelt in front of John and took the naked teenager’s cock in her mouth.  The young boy was amazed to see his friend’s mother suck his cock so casually.  It was a dream come true and he exploded in her mouth instantly.  Almost disappointed at his speed, Carol sucked him clean, then lay down for Kyle to poke his cock into her pussy.  Without hesitation, Kyle shoved into the sopping pussy and grabbed both of her lovely tits with his hands.  He lasted only a little longer than John.  
She sucked several more cocks and fucked several more boys before Henry climbed onto her chest.  He put his hard cock between her tits and started stroking.  Squeezing her tits together around the cock, Carol created a love tunnel for the boy.  As he thrust forward, Carol licked out with her tongue, never quite able to reach his young cock, but turning the boy on nonetheless.  After a couple of minutes of thrusting, Henry finally tensed and shot his load all over Carol’s face and neck.  The woman tried to lick herself clean and when she missed a few spots, it was Marsha’s tongue that obligingly finished the job.  
Clean again, Carol looked for her next boy and found herself staring at Greg’s cock.  The room went hushed as mother and son faced each other, the teens wondering if Greg’s mom would do her own son.  Her eyes ran up and down the handsome, nude form of her son, his cock beckoning her forward.  After a few seconds of tension, Carol crawled to her son and sucked his cock into her mouth.  A gasp of astonishment filled the room.  What a lucky guy, thought the boys.  He probably gets it anytime he wants.  Greg was super turned on by his mother sucking his cock for an audience.  He spiced it up, “Suck my hard cock, mommy.  Suck me and swallow my cum.  Suck me like you do so well.”  His hands grabbed the short blond hair of his mother, taking control of the horny woman’s sucking.  He shoved his cock deep down her throat.  “Cocksucker, mommy.  Cocksucker and proud of it.  Suck my cock, mommy.”  
Carol sucked her son deep and hard.  His words, the audience, the orgy atmosphere all combined to supercharge her.  This was going to be the best blowjob she ever gave.  One hand went to her son’s tight ass and the other cupped his balls as the cock pounded in and out of her mouth.  She heard the boys and girls start chanting, “Suck, suck, suck.”  As Greg tensed, she squeezed his balls, forcing out every ounce of his cum.  Keeping his balls under control, Carol pulled back, displaying a mouthful of her son’s cum to the entire audience.  Then she swallowed it.  With her tongue she licked the length of the still hard shaft, cleaning the cum off of it.  Then, she gave the head of her son’s cock a little kiss and looked around for the next cock.  
But, she’d lost count and didn’t realize at first that all 14 boys had had their turn with her.  And, since each one had had three or more orgasms with the girls, they were running out of energy.  So, Carol indulged herself.  She moved between Rachel’s legs and started licking the messy pussy.  Rachel, long since spent, could only moan as insult was added to injury.  But, the tongue felt good after being raped by multiple cocks.  Soon the naked, helpless girl’s moans turned to moans of pleasure and her hips started to grind against the insistent tongue.  When Kelly came and started sucking on a tit and was joined by Marsha, Rachel’s body began to writhe as she was driven crazy by the sensations.  Done with tasting the boys’ cum and teasing the poor girl, Carol attacked Rachel’s clit in earnest and the nude 13-year-old arched against her bonds, screaming in ecstasy as she came and came.  
Upstairs, Mike positioned Peter on his back on the bed.  Then he told Jan to stick Peter’s cock in her ass.  With her ass still sore from the recent spanking, the naked little slave was not about to disobey.  She squatted over her cousin and slowly forced the boy’s hard cock into her tight asshole.  When that was finished, she lay back on Peter’s chest and Bobby climbed between her legs.  He put his cock into her pussy and could feel the added tightness of Peter’s cock pressing against her pussy.  The two boys started fucking her in rhythm.  Jan was feeling full and getting turned on.  Mike watched his naked. 11 year-old daughter as she moaned in pleasure, her little tits bouncing in rhythm to her cousins.  Mike climbed over his daughter and removed her gag.  His obedient daughter opened her mouth, inviting her daddy’s cock in.  In one stroke, he buried his long, hard cock deep in the little slave’s throat.  
With three cocks in her, the little slut was in heaven.  She lived to serve these men in her life and now she was doing three at once.  Like her sisters, she felt the power of her body to excite men, but her own personal excitement was achieved in a different way.  She needed to be used.  Somehow she managed to stay focused on three cocks at once, each of her partners thinking they were getting the best fuck ever.  Her daddy’s cock stroked in and out, his pubes tickling her nose with each thrust and his balls banging against her chin.  She sucked hard and loved every inch of the cock, though her eyes begged her daddy to stop.  At the same time, her pussy squeezed Bobby’s small cock as it pounded in her pussy.  She imagined being shocked, because she knew the boys loved that and squeezed just as hard as if she really was hooked up to the wires and being shocked.  Peter was fucking her in time with Bobby, the two boys feeling each other’s cocks pressing against each other.  It was a totally different set of muscles for Jan to bear down on Peter’s cock to give him the tightness he wanted.  Yet, she managed to do that well.  
The little slut dreamed of having all three cum at the same time, but Peter shot off first, filling her ass with warm cum.  He left his cock inside her as Bobby came just seconds later.  In short order her daddy followed suit, pumping a huge load down her eager throat.  When the three pulled out, Jan knew she’d have to try this again.  And again and again, until the three managed to cum together.  For now, she’d earned her reward and waited to be untied.  
But Peter looked at his uncle and said, sheepishly, “I promised Bobby something.”  He was still paying back for his treatment of his younger brother and remembered a very incriminating tape.  Peter put his head in Jan’s crotch and started licking her pussy.  He came up with a mouthful of Bobby’s cum and showed it to Bobby, then swallowed.  He proceeded to lick Jan’s pussy clean, then licked her to a tremendous orgasm.  
When Peter finished, Bobby pointed out their uncle’s now erect cock and said, “One more thing, and then we’re even.”  
Peter figured he might as well get it over with and said, “OK.”  
Their uncle watched as Peter held his hands out for Bobby to tie in front.  Then Bobby tied his brother’s legs together.  Mike was amazed that the 11-year-old would put himself at the mercy of his little brother, leaving himself naked and helpless.  Finally Bobby tied a heavy rope to Peter’s ankles and said, “Give me a hand, Uncle Mike.”  Curious, Mike helped Bobby run the rope through the hook on the ceiling and then haul Peter high up into the air.  With his head about waist level, Peter said, “Please, Uncle Mike, stick that big hard cock of yours in my tight hot mouth.  I want to suck your cock and swallow your cum.”  
Mike smiled at Bobby, realizing for the first time that Bobby had not been a willing partner to his own mouth rapes and was now getting revenge.  He wondered what Bobby had on his older brother.  “Come on, stud.  Put that whole fucking cock in my fucking tight mouth,” he heard.  Mike obliged his nude, hanging nephew, stroking his hard on into the 11-year-old’s open mouth.  Like his brother had before him, the naked little boy helplessly watched his uncle’s balls slam into his nose and smelled the musky male scent.  He understood the pleasure to be gained from humiliation in front of an audience and his own cock got hard from the turn on.  To his surprise, Peter felt something warm and wet on his cock and knew it could only be one thing.  His uncle was sucking him off!
Caught by the surprise of being sucked off, Peter forgot about the cock in his mouth and was caught off guard when his mouth was filled with his uncle’s cum.  Some of the cum seeped out the corners of his mouth.  He swallowed the load, the licked his lips clean.  When his uncle’s cock softened and pulled away, the great sensation on his own cock continued, until he felt himself cumming hard.  He’d just fucked his uncle’s mouth!  Mike stepped away from his swaying nephew and said, “Man, I haven’t done that since college.”  He smacked his lips and kissed the small cock in front of him again.  
Bobby was equally shocked at his uncle’s behavior.  He’d had no idea that his uncle could do that.  But the surprises weren’t over yet.  The big man turned to his littlest nephew and scooped the naked boy up in his arms.  The feel of the little boy’s warm body in his arms made Mike excited again.  Bobby watched in amazement as his big strong uncle lifted him right up and sucked on his cock.  Mike laid his little naked nephew down next to Jan and sucked in earnest until Bobby shot his wad into his uncle’s mouth.  When Mike pulled back he said, “See, it’s not something to be ashamed of.  I think little boys taste good.”  
“Fuck, Uncle Mike,” said Bobby.  “So, do I, but I didn’t want to admit it.  And big boys, too.”  With his new perspective, Bobby took his uncle’s cock in his mouth and returned the favor.  
“Hey, what about me?” called Jan, feeling ignored.  

“What about me?” pleaded Peter, still hanging upside down.  His cock was throbbing again.  “Bobby, I’ll suck you, if you suck me.”  

Mike pulled out from his littlest nephew’s hot mouth and helped lower Peter to the right height for Bobby’s cock.  He ran his hands over the helpless naked male body, then watched as Bobby put his cock in Peter’s hot mouth.  In a vertical sixty-nine, Bobby sucked his older brother’s bigger cock into his mouth and the two set at pleasuring each other.  
“So, what about you, Jan slut sex slave,” said her daddy.  “What the fuck do you want?”  He waved his big cock in her face.”
“Please, master, please daddy, please,” begged the naked little slave.  “I want to cum so bad.  I need to fucking cum.  Please, master, daddy, master, please, watch me cum.”
The master took the ball gag he’d used on her before and stuffed it in her mouth.  She protested, knowing this meant a delay in her satisfaction.  God, she was so horny, she’d do anything.  But, then her daddy put his big hard cock at the entrance to her pussy and shoved all eight inches deep inside her helpless body.  She shuddered at the pleasure of being filled by daddy’s cock, then moaned in pain as he pulled hard on her available nipples.  She could do nothing but let him rape and abuse her.  God, she was ready to explode.  But, he stroked carefully, not pressing on her clit too firmly, teasing her and making her eyes beg for release.  Her nude body was an incredible turn on as she writhed under him.  He’d raise her totally off the bed by her nipples, listening to the muffled scream into her gag, then ease her back down.  Then he stroked hard and fast until she was on the brink.  Abruptly he stopped and her screams took on a different, more insistent nature.  God, she was on fire.  Fuck me, daddy, please, she pleaded silently.  But, he pulled his cock entirely out and put his hips over her face.  He removed the gag, “Please, oh, please, oh, please,” she begged until the big cock filled her mouth.  “Mmmphf,” she begged.  She licked her own juices off the cock, knowing that was her master’s purpose.  She tasted wonderful, but it wasn’t what she craved.  As the cock slid out of her mouth again, “Please, oh, please, oh, please, oh, plea…” and the gag was returned.  “Mmmphf,” she continued.  
The two boy lovers were finished.  Bobby gently lowered his brother to the ground and untied him.  He gave his middle brother a deep soulful kiss, tasting him own cum in his brother’s lovely mouth.  The two of them cuddled up on the bed and watched their uncle work his daughter up to an incredible height.  Mike picked up a belt and slapped it across his helpless daughter’s thighs.  He knew just how to work her and she screamed her approval.  Fuck me, daddy, whip me, fuck me, make me cum, she screamed into the gag.  God, she felt like she was going to pass out from the fucking high she was on.  Her two cousins were now her audience as her daddy abused her poor body.  Mike was having a hard time controlling himself.  His cock was throbbing and ready to cum in an instant.  If he touched it, he knew he’d cum, but he wanted to save that for his little girl.  The belt slapped across the slut slave’s body a dozen times.  The whine behind her gag had risen to a fever pitch.  God, just touch me with your cock, master, she screamed.  
The master dropped the belt and removed her gag, wanting to hear her final pleas.  Mike knelt between his daughter’s legs.  She spread them as wide as she could, inviting his big cock inside her.  “Fuck me, daddy.  Fuck me, rape me, make me, watch me, do me, fucking rape my tight hot pussy!  Bobby, watch my daddy fuck me!  Peter, watch my master hurt me!”  First his hands went to her nipples and picked her up again.  She screamed in pain and ecstasy, “Oh, yes, master, make me hurt, fucking make me hurt!”  Suspending her by her tender tits, Mike thrust into the sopping pussy.  “Fuck me, daddy, oh, my God!”  His daughter shuddered and bucked, cumming from the pain, the humiliation, the audience, and the big cock stretching her tight cunt.  He felt his cock being squeezed more tightly than if the little bitch was hooked up to the electricity.  Jan was screaming and her body writhing as her daddy stroked in and out, impaling her deeply and caressing her burning clit.  The master shot his load into the tight pussy spasming around his cock, but he kept stroking.  The sight of his slave daughter cumming and cumming made him stay hard.  Bobby had looked at the clock as his cousin started off, then his attention went back to her heaving body.  Every muscle in her body was taut, straining against her bonds, arching her up off the bed.  Still her daddy fucked her.  
Bobby was getting hard all over again.  He noticed Peter was stroking his hard cock.  Bobby reached over and started jerking off his brother and felt Peter’s hands on his cock.  They leaned together in a more than brotherly kiss, but kept an eye on the nude and bound body of their cousin.  It heaved again and again as her daddy continued to fuck her.  When she arched high up off the bed, her master spanked her bare ass and she came more.  When she seemed to relax, her master pulled her up by her tits and she screamed out her orgasm, but intelligible words had failed her.  The daddy master pounded his eight inches into her tight pussy, wondering when she would stop and how much longer he could continue.  When Bobby felt ready to cum, he took his own cock and jerked himself off on Jan’s face.  She seemed oblivious to that.  Peter didn’t make it that far, shooting off in his own hand.  He took the handful of cum up to his own mouth and tasted it.  His uncle was right.  Little boys did taste good.  He shared it with Bobby who eagerly confirmed that Peter was tasty.  Still Jan was humping against her daddy’s pounding cock.  Bobby wiped his cum off Jan’s face and fed it to Peter who opened wide for the treat.  
As Jan seemed to wind down, Bobby looked at the clock; 95 seconds had passed since she’d started her orgasm.  But, even as she relaxed, her master pulled on her nipples again and she rose to the occasion, her screaming orgasm continuing.  She was puffing from exertion and her entire bound body was slick with sweat, glistening in the light.  Her daddy had stayed hard and now felt another orgasm of his own approaching.  This time when he shot into the tight pussy, he started to soften.  “Please, oh, please,” begged the slut.  Her orgasm was finally fading and somehow she wanted it to continue.  Mike pulled free and Peter pushed into place.  His cock was soft, but his tongue wasn’t.  He stuck his tongue into the begging slave and was rewarded with her screams of pleasure, “Oh, yes, fuck me with your tongue, master, Peter, master.  Oooooo,” and again her screams became unintelligible.  Peter was also being rewarded with a taste of his uncle’s double shot of cum.  Slurping and swallowing that down, Peter was pushed aside by Bobby who kept his cousin writhing while he tasted their big uncle’s cum.  The two brothers kept the slut slave going until she finally passed out from exhaustion.  Bobby looked again at the clock.  Five minutes and forty seconds had passed.  Jan had been spanked, pulled, twisted, fucked in the mouth, raped, and then licked clean.  They untied the sleeping slave, dressed, and went downstairs.  
When they walked into the family room, the orgy had mostly died down.  The boys had all left, except, of course, Greg.  The five cheerleaders were still there.  Four of them were dressed.  The fifth was still naked and cuffed to the couch.  Though she’d had an orgasm or two, Rachel had not enjoyed the orgy as the others had.  She had threatened to tell her parents she had been raped at the Brady house.  And worse, that Greg’s mother had been present for part of it.  The four were trying to talk her into staying quiet.  But, the bound girl kept insisting that they unchain her so she could go straight home.  
“Just one thing left to do,” said Greg.  He’d been working on this idea, but now with his little brothers present, he knew just how to go ahead with his plan.  He explained his plan to his family and they agreed they had little option left.  
Greg went upstairs and returned with the battery and wires that they needed.  Rachel started to squirm and protest when she saw the apparatus, but when a ball gag was shoved into her mouth, her protests were silenced.  Kelly, Falana, and Trudy were watching with wide eyes as the Brady’s set up their plan.  “You all have to help,” said Marsha.  “You have to join in.”  Unsure of what they were agreeing to, the three cheerleaders nodded.  
The clips were hooked to the helpless girl’s nipples, a place the Brady’s had found to be very effective.  Greg took control of the switch and closed it the first time.  Rachel howled in pain, but the gag silenced her.  Her body jerked as the current shot through her and her eyes were wild.  Greg warmed her up first with five shots of electricity.  Each time she spasmed, the fire in her tits making her jump and twist.  Then he bent down close to her and whispered, “Do exactly what you are told and I’ll make this stop.”  But he still saw defiance in her eyes.  She was in no position to argue.  Slowly, very slowly, Greg closed the switch.  The pretty captive wailed into her gag even before the current flowed through her tender tits.  When the switch closed, she jumped, pulling against the cuffs.  
Bobby rolled the helpless girl over on her stomach.  The cuffs twisted, but she stayed secure.  When Greg hit the switch the seventh time, Bobby was rewarded with his favorite view.  Her already tight ass flexed as the pain shot through her.  The muscles in her legs stood out as she tensed.  Bobby put his hands on the teenager’s bare ass and felt her squeeze her ass as the eighth jolt rocked her.  Greg rolled her back over and asked again, “Are you ready to cooperate.”  
Rachel wasn’t sure.  She nodded slightly.  Whatever they did, it was only going to make it worse on them.  Now she had a story of physical abuse to tell.  But, she would much rather trade her evidence for freedom.  Being raped by the boys was bad enough, but now Greg’s little brothers and his uncle drank in her nudity as well. 
Not satisfied with her little nod, Greg asked, “How much of this do you think you can take, Raych?”  He flipped the switch again.  Her nipples were standing up hard from the torture.  “Give me a big nod when you’re ready to cooperate.”  She responded with a big nod.  She’d reached her limit.  
Greg took out her gag and explained what she had to do to receive her freedom.  Aghast, she shook her head.   But, as the gag was put back in place, her head started nodding frantically.  Greg stopped and removed it again.  “I… I… I’ll do it,” stammered the frightened girl. But, when she saw the video camera she shook her head again, “No, I can’t do that.  You can’t make me do that.  Not on film.  Please?”
The gag went back into place.  Though she frantically nodded, she got two more jolts.  “We’re in total control, Raych.  You do what you’re told now or this will go on for a lot longer.”   
When the gag was removed, a blanket was strategically placed over Rachel’s wrists to hide the cuffs.  Now it just looked like she was stretched out nude, enjoying herself.  The camera was started and Rachel, fearing more pain, said, “Bobby, do you like what you see?”  
Bobby was on camera, wearing jeans and a T-shirt.  “Wow, Rachel, I’ve never seen a girl without her clothes before.  Are you sure this is alright?”
“Come on, Bobby,” said the teenager, “we’re alone.  Just you, me, and Peter.  Take off your clothes, too, and I’ll show you something special.”  
Bobby didn’t need to be asked twice.  He took off his clothes, presenting his little boy body to the alluring teenager.  His cock was hard, but he waited for her to say, “Put that hard cock in my mouth, little boy.”  He knelt over her face and put his small cock between her lips.  Rachel knew she would have to stay silent now.  She was on tape seducing a 9-year-old boy.  The boy’s cock slid in and out of her mouth and she saw him clearly getting excited.  After a couple of minutes, Bobby shot his load into the lovely Asian’s mouth.  
When Bobby got up, Peter moved into place.  He was already naked and as he stood over the blowjob babe, she said, “Your turn, Peter.”  He lowered himself over her open mouth facing her body and put his cock in to the hilt.  He pumped into her mouth, listening to her sucking sounds and pinching the hard nipples in front of him.  Peter fucked her mouth for several minutes before he exploded in her throat, and watched her lick his cock clean.  
The tape was removed from the camera and a new one inserted.  Peter took the tape upstairs while Greg uncuffed Rachel.  She rubbed her sore wrists, then moved toward her clothes.  “Oh, no,” said Greg.  “We’re not finished yet.”  Rachel froze.  On her hands and knees, she presented a lovely picture.  Her tits were accentuated by gravity as they hung down.  Her smooth bronze ass was poised perfectly.  “Now, you know you have to stay quiet about what happened today.  We’ll show people your tape and they’ll see you sucking off two younger boys.  So, are you going to keep quiet?
Rachel nodded, then crawled a couple more feet toward her clothes.  “Hold still, Raych,” said Greg.  “I said we’re not done yet.  Just for good measure, we’re making another tape.”
“What?” asked the stunned girl.  She’d been stripped, raped, humiliated, abused, and filmed naked with two little boys.  What more could they want?
Greg gave her more instructions.  Rachel put her cheerleader outfit on as instructed.  And the film rolled.  “Come on, girls, aren’t you tired of practicing?” asked Rachel into the camera.  Though she’d just put it back on, she started pulling it off as she’d been told.  Her sweater came off to reveal braless tits, something her parents would never approve of.  She reached under her short skirt and pulled down her panties.  Then she flashed her bare pussy at the camera.  “Last one naked is a rotten egg,” she said and dropped her skirt.  Marsha came on camera and slipped her uniform off again.  When she lay down, Rachel ran her tongue up her friend’s slit, parting the downy hair and puffy lips.  She licked tentatively, but from the pussy licking she’d received from Carol, she knew just where to go.  When Marsha came and moved out of camera, she was followed by Kelly, then Falana, and finally Trudy.  She licked all four pussies, then learned how to masturbate.  For her audience of ten people, she diddled herself off and came in a breathless orgasm.  
The camera was turned off finally, but they weren’t done.  For good measure, with the camera off, Rachel found herself still the object of attention.  She watched with horror as Mike stripped himself and approached her.  His cock was huge.  Mike wanted this slender beauty so bad.  He told her to put her cheerleader uniform back on and she did, knowing that it would just come off again.  One of his fantasies was to take a cheerleader, so now he did.  His hands went up under her sweater, feeling the small tits and listening to her moan in embarrassment.  Slowly her raised her sweater and took it all the way off.  He took her face in his hands and kissed her hard and deep.  She felt his hand on her pussy, pulling her panties to the side so he could put a finger inside her.  Then her panties were down around her knees.  
Mike pushed her down onto her hands and knees and entered her pussy from behind.  She still had her short skirt on and panties bunched around her ankles.  His hands were on her tiny budding tits.  It was a perfect cheerleader rape picture in his mind and he fucked her hard until he filled her with cum.  
Carol laid back and pointed at her own pussy.  “I did yours,” she said.  “Time to lick my pussy.”  She sighed as the adorable cheerleader settled herself in Carol’s hairy pussy and started licking.  As Rachel’s tongue worked on his mother’s clit, Greg came up behind the unsuspecting girl.  She first felt him when his cock bumped against her ass.  Afraid to stop licking, she suddenly realized what was happening.  Too late she tried to ward off Greg as her last virgin orifice was penetrated.  She squealed in pain as Greg’s cock filled her ass.  She felt strong hands grab her head as Mike shoved her face back into his sister’s pussy.  Rachel was skewered on Greg’s big cock and she could do nothing but let him rape her ass.  Greg came quickly in the tightness of his captive’s asshole.  But even after he came, he stayed inside the 13-year-old, running his hands over every inch of her nude body, reminding her that she existed for their pleasure.  
When Carol finally came, they let Rachel get dressed.  But, even as she stood and took her final instructions, she was taken advantage of.  “Now, don’t forget,” said Mike, sternly.  “You say a word and we’ll show that first tape.”  Peter’s hands were under her sweater on her tits.  “You’re a seducer of little boys.”  Bobby’s hands were on her tight ass.  “And we’ve got a tape of you making out with your fellow cheerleaders.”  Marsha planted a big wet kiss on Rachel, tasting her aunt’s juices and daddy’s cum.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 7 – Mike and Carol
(BB, BBFg, inc, bdsm, oral, anal, ped)
After the cheerleaders left the house, Mike wondered aloud where his youngest daughter might be.  The answer he got from Marsha was, “Over at Sally’s house, probably tongue fucking her slumber party buds.”  
And she was right.  The three little girls had waited for nearly two hours for Jenny to return from dinner just as anxious as Jenny was all the way through dinner.  They’d dressed until Sally’s parents called and said it would be hours before they got to see a doctor and could she take care of herself?  “No problem,” said Sally and the three girls had promptly stripped again.  They lazed around, not doing much more than stroking each other’s bodies.  
When Jenny came over again, she was still in her Sunday best.  She’d begged her mother to let her stay in the dress, telling her mother that her friends had thought her so pretty, she just had to wear it back over.  When she arrived, her pussy was already wet.  Her three friends made her stand in the middle of the room.  Each of the girls took a turn sliding their hands up under Jenny’s dress, following her soft thighs up to her naked pussy.  Then they stuck their heads under her dress, peeking up at the panty-less pussy.  In turn, she pulled her dress out again and peered down at them.  The girls giggled as they looked at each other across the length of the cute little girl body.  Cindy got on her knees and, like Sally had before, tongued Jenny’s bare pussy right under her dress while the other two watched.  But, it was just for a moment until Susie pushed her aside, wanting a turn at the beckoning 10-year-old’s pussy.  
When Sally, Susie, and Cindy slipped out from under the dress, Susie unzipped the blue dress and the other two lifted it off over Jenny’s head.  She posed nude except for her white socks and black patent leather shoes.  “God,” she said, “somebody lick me.  I’m dying here.”  Sally obliged her, tasting the juices that were already flowing.  The four got down into a circle with Sally in Jenny’s crotch, Jenny doing Cindy, Cindy doing Susie and Susie doing Sally.  Cindy not only thought little boys tasted good, but little girls as well.  The four hot little preteens licked and sucked each other to an orgasm, and then their party broke up.  
By the time Cindy got home, Mike and Carol had had a chance to talk about the days events and decide on some rules.  They sat the entire family down and told them there could be no more orgies.  “If the word gets around town,” said Carol, “we won’t be able to be together anymore.”
“And no rapes in the house,” said Mike sternly.  He wished he could have participated, and understood the boys’ desire to try every female, willing or unwilling.  “We’ll definitely get split up and maybe put in jail over that.”  
“Be careful who you invite over for sex,” Mike continued.  “It’s OK to have friends your own age, or older, over for sex.  But don’t be seducing little boys or girls.” They were rules that were made to be broken.
Mike had another item on the agenda.  “Jan is our family sex slave,” he said.  As he looked at her, he said, “Stand up and strip, slave.”  The little 11-year-old looked around the room at the eyes on her.  She was the center of attention.  Giddily she stood and did as her daddy ordered.  He produced a set of cuffs and cuffed her hands behind her.  Then he sat her on his lap.  His hands wandered over the preteen body as he continued, “You can do anything you want to her.  But, the rest of us require permission.  No more electric shocks to make people do what you want.  Having said that, there is one item we need to take care of before that rule takes effect.  I want to make sure that everyone starts equal and gets a chance to experience every sexual event.  Everybody girl has been fucked and every boy has fucked a girl.  Everyone here has licked a pussy and everyone has sucked a cock except for one person.”
All eyes focused on Greg.  Mike continued, “So, it’s time for Greg to suck a cock.”
“No way,” said Greg.  But he thought to himself, that would mean that Peter and Uncle Mike have both sucked cocks.  He’d missed that.  “Whose cock did Peter suck?”  
“Mine and Bobby’s,” said his uncle.  And Peter slid closer to Bobby, putting his hand down the front of Bobby’s pants.  “And I sucked Peter’s and Bobby’s,” he added.  
“That I’d like to see,” said Greg, trying to figure a way out of becoming a cocksucker.  
Peter was already well underway; he unzipped Bobby’s pants and fished the little cock out to give it a kiss.  But, the pants were in the way, so Bobby stripped his pants and underwear off.  Peter did the same.  Mike handed his daughter to her aunt, who continued to arouse the young girl, and then he dropped his pants.  When Peter took Bobby’s cock in his mouth, Mike took Peter’s in his.  But, Peter didn’t want Bobby to cum yet, so he crawled up on top of his nude little brother and stuck his tongue in Bobby’s mouth.  Their hard cocks pressed together. The girls all watched in wonder as the two little boys humped against each other.  They’d all licked pussies, but somehow two boys getting in on together seemed weird. 
Mike got up and crossed the room to Greg.  He produced a pair of hand cuffs. When Greg saw those, it was too late.  He was already trapped in the chair.  He wrestled briefly with his nude uncle, but felt his hands cuffed behind his back.  Mike stripped his oldest nephew and stroked the boy’s cock to an erection.  He bent over and put the cock into his mouth.  His three daughters watched in wonder as their daddy demonstrated his cocksucking skill. 
Carol was getting hot, so she slid their bound slave off her lap and stripped.  The other two girls followed suit.  When they saw their aunt was distracted, Cindy and Marsha sat on either side of Jan and took advantage of her naked and tied condition.  Cindy sucked on the slave’s tits while Marsha stuck her tongue deep in the slut’s throat. 
When Mike stopped sucking Greg’s cock, he brought out the electric wires and hooked them to the captive boy’s scrotum.  Greg had also been the only one not to get shocked, excluding himself and Carol, of course.  Time for the boy to get a taste of the pain. 
Greg had seen the others scream and twist under the pain.  “Please, no” he said to his uncle.  “I don’t want to get shocked.”  But he didn’t want to suck a cock either.  Too late he realized that he was going to suck a cock, either now or later.  But, a ball gag was shoved in his mouth and he couldn’t tell them he’d suck the cocks.  “Mmmmmphf,” said the young teenager.  He watched in fear as his uncle closed the switch.  Greg’s cock was already hard, but it twitched and jumped as the current hit his cock.  He screamed into the gag.  Mike handed the switch to Peter.  Peter flipped the switch and watched his older brother writhe on the floor.  He knew how it felt.  Bobby got a turn.  He rolled his big brother onto his side and hit the switch.  Just like the girls, Greg’s ass tensed as the current jolted him.  Every muscle in his body seemed to ripple as he jerked in pain. Carol was next.  She squatted right over her son’s face, giving him the aroma of a warm, wet pussy, then she shocked her first born, watching his eyes widen and hearing his muffled scream.  Marsha and Cindy each got a turn.  Marsha, recalling she was the first to taste the pain and at Greg’s hand, gave him two shocks.  
Mike ungagged his nephew and asked, “Are you ready to suck cock?”  
Defeated, Greg nodded.  If he said no, they’d only keep shocking him until he agreed.  Bobby was going first.  Giving Greg a chance to suck not one, but three cocks, the boys were at least going to let him warm up on a small cock.  But, Bobby paused, standing over Greg, and said, “Tell me what you want, big brother, fag boy.”  He half expected that to change Greg’s mind, and was looking forward to shocking his brother again.  
“I said I’d suck your cock,” said Greg. 
“No, no,” said Bobby.  He wanted to hear his brother beg as he and Peter had done.  “That’s not good enough.  Convince me that sucking my cock is what you live for.”  He picked up the switch and brandished it menacingly. 
“Let me suck your cock,” said Greg without enthusiasm. “Eeeeaaaaa,” he screamed, as Bobby closed the switch.  “OK, OK, Bobby, let me suck your hard cock.  Please,” again it was without enthusiasm, but as Bobby moved to close the switch, Greg finally got the cocksucking religion. “Please, Bobby, I want your fucking hard cock in my mouth.  I want to feel you hard in my throat.  Let me suck your beautiful cock and swallow your fucking cum.”
Bobby squatted down, lowering his cock to his brother’s open mouth.  But, he paused just inches away.  Greg was forced to raise his head and stick out his tongue to lick at his brother’s cock.  He sampled the little boy’s pre-cum and found it salty, not unpleasant.  The little cock finally came in reach and he opened his mouth to let it all the way in.  He sucked the cock into his mouth, savoring the taste of his little brother.  The warm cock felt good in his mouth.  
Beside Greg, Cindy knelt down, “Wow, naked and tied, cocksucking Greg.  Your cock is so hard right now, fag boy, cocksucker.  Everybody's watching you get turned on by sucking your 9-year-old brother's little cock.  Suck that whole cock down.  You love sucking that cock.  When you’re done with all three cocks, I’ll suck yours,” promised the cute little blond. “Greg’s going to get a mouthful of Bobby cum.  Make sure you’re a good cocksucker and swallow every drop.” 
Bobby felt his orgasm approaching.  “Here comes a mouthful of cum, bro,” he said.  “Fucking suck me dry.”  The little boy exploded into his big brother’s mouth and kept stroking until his cum was swallowed and his cock was clean.  
Greg ran his tongue around the inside of his mouth, savoring the taste of little boy.  So, it was with considerably more feeling that he said, “Come on down, Peter.  I want to taste your cum.  I want your big hard cock to fuck my mouth.  Put your cock in my mouth and let me do the rest. Hey, I’m a fag boy; I’m a fucking cocksucking fag boy.  Feed me cock.”  
Peter knelt down and unhooked the clips from Greg’s cock.  He cupped his older brother’s balls in his hand and ran his tongue up the length of Greg’s beautiful cock.  “So, fag boy, are you just saying that because of the pain or do you really want my cock like I want yours.”  The 11-year-old’s head bobbed up and down as he swallowed the six inch cock.  But he just did it once, barely enough to tease Greg.  
“Bobby tasted great,” said Greg.  “I want your cock now.  Stick your hard cock in my mouth and let me taste your cum.”  Peter licked his brother’s lips and tasted Bobby on them.  Then he shoved his cock into his brother’s mouth and stroked hard.  Greg’s words made him so fucking hot that he was already on the edge.  It was in just seconds that he said, “Your fucking mouth is so beautiful when it’s stuffed with cock.  Taste my cum.”  And he shot his wad into the waiting mouth.  Greg sucked his brother dry, but didn’t swallow everything.  As Peter pulled away, Greg flashed a mouthful of his brother’s cum, running his tongue around his lips. “Mmmmm,” said the cocksucker.  Then he swallowed.  
He looked at his uncle’s big cock, hard and throbbing.  “Uncle Mike, how about feeding that big cock to your little cocksucking fag boy.  Make me eat three loads of cum.”  He opened his mouth wide as his uncle responded by shoving his cock into the begging boy’s face.  The huge cock filled his mouth and slid deep in his throat, but he sucked like a pro and loved every inch of the big cock.  He was amazed that he could feel his uncle’s balls on his chin and see the man’s pubes thrusting right into his nose.  He felt his uncle tense and a load of cum shot into his mouth and down his throat, he swallowed and felt more filling his mouth.  As he swallowed again, he felt warm lips on his own cock.  When his uncle pulled out, Greg could see the horny little Cindy with her face impaled on his cock.  “Cocksucking little girl,” said Greg, but his uncle pulled her off.  
“Cocksucking big boy,” said Greg’s uncle.  He ran his hands over Greg’s nude body, then ate his own words.  The man sucked the boy’s cock into his mouth and gave his nephew a thrilling blowjob, swallowing the boy’s cum as it shot into his mouth.  
“Why didn’t you let me do it?” whined Cindy.  

Her daddy answer, “The boys are showing you fag stuff.  We want to see the girls do lezzie stuff.”  He uncuffed his nephew and turned his attention on Cindy to see what she would come up with.  So, when Greg whispered instructions to Peter and Bobby, their uncle was completely surprised to find himself wrestling the three boys and then his hands cuffed behind him.  Greg uncuffed Jan because he needed a second pair of cuffs.  Then the boys tackled their mom, pinning her nude body down and cuffing her hands behind her back.  The two adults looked helplessly at each other, wondering what was in store for them.  The six kids looked at their parents struggling against the cuffs and started to get excited.  
Mike and Carol listened with astonishment when Greg announced their plans.  “You forgot one thing, you cocksucking, pussy licking, incestuous lovers.  Everyone has been fucked and sucked.  Everyone has sucked and fucked.  And, all of us have been shocked.  But you two haven’t, yet.  I think you need to feel the pain, too.”  
And who could argue with that.  Not only was it true, the two adults were at the mercy of their kids.  But, Mike tried, “Hey, kids, that’s not necessary.  We’ll already do anything you want.  I’ve sucked cocks and eaten my little girls’ pussies.”  
“Me, too,” chimed in his sister.  “I’ll suck my little boys’ cocks and eat pussy.  You’ve already fucked me.”  She spread her legs, tantalizing her sons.  
“So, you’ll do it again,” said Marsha.  “I want my daddy to eat my cunt.  And I want to watch Aunt Carol suck her little boys.”
Cindy plopped her naked body down on her daddy’s chest.  “Will you jerk off for me, daddy?  Will you look at my naked pussy and my ass and jerk yourself off?” She pulled on her nipples.  “Will you play with yourself while I play with myself?”
Her daddy nodded, his breath taken away by his daughter’s audacity.  He’d do anything for her.  Of all his girls, he’d get to watch this one develop from her little girl body all the way to full grown.  He’d already missed a few years of that on his other girls.  
“Well, shit,” said Cindy. “We’ll just have to think of something they won’t do,” she said to her sisters and cousins.
“Naw,” said Greg.  “We’ll just shock them for the fun of it.”  He hooked the clips to his mother’s nipples.  He found her squirming amusing and erotic.  
Carol begged him to stop, “Please Greg, I’ll do anything for you.  I’ll suck your beautiful hard cock.”  And as she spoke, his cock did indeed get big and hard.  “I’ll spread my legs and you can fuck your mommy.  I’m wet just thinking about fucking you.”  When that seemed to have no effect, she said, “I’ll shower with you and wash your cock and balls.  You can lather me up, make me suck your cock in the shower.”  
“There’s no escape, mommy,” he said to her.  He grabbed the ball gag, then changed his mind.  Instead, he picked up Marsha’s panties and shoved them into his mommy’s mouth.  The panties would muffle her screams, but not as much as the ball gag.  
The 13-year-old bent over his mommy, rubbing his cock on her face.  Then he looked into her eyes as he flipped the switch.  Carol’s body arched off the floor, with only her feet and head touching.  Her scream tore through the panties, and Greg’s cock jumped to attention as his mommy writhed in pain under him.  “God, mommy, it makes me so hard to hear you scream for me.”  He handed the switch to Peter.  Carol’s middle son casually closed the switch.  “Eeeeee,” screamed Carol, her voice barely muffled.  Her tits tingled and burned.  Bobby took the switch next and pulled Marsha’s panties from his mommy’s mouth.  “Please, Bobby,” his mommy begged.  “That’s enough.  Please don’t shock mommy again.”  But, she saw his little cock harden as he listened to her pleas.  She watched in amazement and continued to beg until his cock was rock hard.  “Please, Bobby, I’ll do anything.  Let mommy suck your cock.  Make mommy be naked at home for a week.  I’ll do anything.”  Bobby stuffed the panties back in her mouth and rolled his mommy over on her tummy.  He flipped the switch and watched as his mommy’s bare ass tightened.  
It was Marsha’s turn and she lowered herself to put her cunt right on her aunt’s nose.  She humped herself a couple of times against the helpless woman’s face.  Then she took out the panties as her aunt mumbled into them.  Her mouth free, Carol begged, “Right now, with everyone watching, let me eat your cunt, Marsha.  Sit on my face and let me eat you out.  I’ll lick your tight little asshole.  Anything.  I’ll do anything,” she whined.  “I’ll… I’ll… I’ll fuck your science teacher.”  He was a hunk and single, too.  
What a turn on it was to listen to her aunt beg, but Marsha replaced the gag.  She put her wet pussy right over Carol’s mouth and flipped the switch.  “Eeeeee,” screamed Carol, the vibrations rocking Marsha’s cunt.  Cindy took the switch next.  She removed her aunt’s gag to hear what else her aunt could dream up to offer.  “Please, Cindy, please stop,” Carol moaned.  “I’ll do fucking anything.  I’ll eat your pussy every day.  I’ll go naked for a month.  Please, just tell me what you want.”  Cindy bent down and whispered to her aunt. “Yes, yes,” said Carol. “I’ll fucking eat out your friends.  Bring Jenny and Susie and Sally over. I’ll lick little girl pussy all day.”  It sounded fantastic to Cindy, but she stuffed the panties back into her aunt’s mouth and shocked her.  “Eeeeee,” screamed Carol. Cindy handed the switch to her slave and said, “Do it.” Jan took the switch reluctantly, but submissive as she was, she followed orders.  She flipped the switch and finally Carol’s torture was over, she thought. She relaxed, because for some reason she thought now she wouldn’t be eating little girl pussy all day.
Greg transferred the clips to his uncle’s scrotum.  Mike knew there was probably nothing he could say to stay his punishment.  But, at least he’d only have to take six shocks.  Still, he noticed the effect of his sister’s pleading on the kids and he wanted to sexually charge them.  “Please, Greg, don’t do it to me, too.  I’ll suck your cock.  You can fuck me in the ass.  I’ll be your naked and tied cocksucker for a week.  You can suck my cock and I’ll eat my cum from your mouth.”  Greg stuffed Cindy’s panties in her daddy’s mouth.  “Chew on your little baby’s pussy juices,” he said and flipped the switch.  The pain was more than Mike expected.  He’d wanted to stay quiet, but the feeling of having his balls cooked was too much.  “Aaaaaagh,” he screamed at the painful surprise.  Greg’s cock jumped at the sight of his uncle’s cock twitching.  When Peter took the switch, he wiped the pre-cum off his cock and stuck his finger in his uncle’s mouth working his way past the panty gag.  He removed the gag, regretting that he hadn’t done the same for his mommy.  The two adults really knew how to beg.  “Peter, what do you want?  I’ll suck your cock.  Stick it in my mouth right now.  Let me swallow your cum.  Or, you can watch while I fuck your mommy.”  No, no, he thought, this isn’t anything he can’t already have.  What would really turn him on?  He took an idea from his sister.  “Peter, I’ll fuck your math teacher.”  Mike remembered her from a parent-teacher conference.  She was single and had a nice body, although she was plain faced.  “I’ll fuck Miss Whelan while you watch.  Hell, I’ll make her fuck you.”  Peter’s cock was throbbing at the thought.  Plain though Miss Whelan might be, he had a mild crush on his teacher.  But, his uncle had to feel the pain, so he hit the switch, “Aaaaaaaa,” screamed Mike, the taste of Peter’s cum merging with Cindy’s juices.  Bobby took the panties out of his uncle’s mouth.  “Please, Bobby.  Let me suck your hard cock.”  And Bobby’s cock started to stand up again. “I’ll make my secretary suck your cock.”  Bobby pictured the grown woman with his cock in her mouth and came fully erect.  “I’ll make my secretary’s daughter suck your cock.  She’s only six.”  Bobby’s cock was pounding at that thought, but still he stuffed the panties back in the pleading man’s mouth. Mike felt embarrassed when Bobby flipped him onto his stomach.  The next thing Bobby heard was, “Aaaaaaaa,” as the current flowed through the helpless man’s balls.  Just like a girl’s ass, his uncle’s ass tensed in pain.   
Marsha repeated the drill of removing her daddy’s gag.  This was too good to pass up.  She lowered her pussy close enough that he could smell it.  “Please, Marsha, please, don’t shock your daddy.  I’ll lick your pussy.  I’ll be naked whenever you want.  I’ll let your boyfriends spend the night.  Please, don’t make me hurt again.  I’ll do anything.”  Marsha stuck her finger in her pussy, then added her taste to Peter’s and Cindy’s as she stuffed the panties back into her daddy’s mouth. “Aaaaaa,” screamed her daddy.  Cindy removed her panties from her daddy’s mouth.  “Please, Cindy,” he said.  “Let your daddy go.  I’ll do anything.  I’ll jerk off for your sexy little body.  I’ll jerk off for your friends.  I’ll lick their little girl pussies all day.  I’ll never wear clothes and you can have my cock whenever you want.  I’ll fuck my secretary while you watch.  I’ll lick my secretary’s daughter’s tight little cunt while you watch.”  Cindy started to unhook the clips on her daddy’s balls.  Oh, my God, thought her daddy.  I’ll really have to jerk off for a bunch of 10-year-olds, lick their little girl pussies, be Cindy’s cock, fuck my secretary and lick her six-year-old daughter’s pussy while Cindy watches.  He’d only been teasing his daughter.  But, he was saved by Greg who reattached the clips and said, “Do it, Cindy, don’t let him talk his way out.”  Reluctantly, the little voyeur shocked her daddy.  She handed the switch to Jan.  “Do it,” she said.  “And make him beg this time, slave bitch.”  Jan, like her two sisters, removed the gag.  She didn’t care to hear her daddy beg, but the others liked it.  “Oh, God, Jan, baby, you don’t have to hurt your daddy.  Let me go,” he pleaded.  “I’ll fuck you like I fucked you today.  I’ll do that every day.  You’ll cum screaming every day.”  His daughter simply said, “You’ll do that anyway, daddy.”  She flipped the switch, forgetting the gag.  “AAAAAAA,” her father roared.  “Fucking little slave bitch, you’ll get yours.”  The little slave bitch just smiled in anticipation. 
“Now, Uncle Mike,” said Greg.  “What I really want is for you to tell the story of the first time you fucked our mom.”
That was something Mike hadn’t expected, but in his position, he had no choice.  
Mike was fourteen at the time.  He’d been eyeing his developing sister for about a year as her tits were just starting to blossom.  Though he’d had some dates at school, none of the girls would let him go all the way.  And, besides, none of the girls were as pretty and sexy as his little sister.  So, he started working on his sister.  It started when he accidentally lost his towel in the hallway as he returned from his shower.  She just happened to be coming the other way and got a full view of his cock before he could cover himself.  Carol was too shocked to say anything.  As she passed, open-mouthed, he smiled to himself.  
A couple of days later, he unlocked the bathroom door while she was in the tub.  When he turned the knob and walked in, Carol gasped and covered her budding tits.  But, not before he got a glimpse.  The rest of her was under the soap suds.  “Should have locked the door,” he said, not backing out right away.  
“I thought I did,” she retorted.  There was a moment of silence.  “Aren’t you going to leave?” asked the 12-year-old.  
“Aren’t you going to ask me to leave?” her brother responded. 
“OK,” said Carol.  “Please leave.” But, before he even turned, she uncovered her small breasts and started soaping them.  
Reluctantly, Mike turned and left. She showed me her tits on purpose, he thought.  
After Carol was finished, Mike took a shower.  Suddenly, he heard the bathroom door open.  Oh, my God, he thought.  I’m sure I locked the door.  “I’m in the shower,” he called.  
The shower curtain was pulled back and Carol stood there.  He covered his crotch.  “Should have locked the door,” she said, standing and staring at his nakedness.  
Mike knew his next line, “I thought I did.”  Then he said, “Please leave.” Then he casually soaped his hands, and soaped his balls.  He had half an erection by the time the shower curtain closed.  
The next night, Mike saw his sister go into the bathroom for her nightly soak and heard the shower start.  Strange, he thought, she always takes a bath.  He tried the door and found it unlocked.  He walked in and pulled back the shower curtain.  “Should have locked the door,” he said again.  
Carol coyly covered her tits and pussy.  “I know,” she said.  “You never know who’s going to wander in.”  Without asking him to leave, the 12-year-old tease started soaping her body, leaving it fully in view.  Mike couldn’t believe his eyes.  He gazed at her small tits, thinking them just perfect.  Her pussy was hairless.  She had gorgeous long legs. Best of all, she was just a beautiful girl.  And, she hadn’t locked the door.  She did that on purpose, he thought.  But, she was his sister.  After several unforgettable seconds, he closed the curtain and left.  
When he showered that night, Mike left the door unlocked.  He was not surprised when the shower curtain was pulled back and his sister stood staring at him.  In her T-shirt and panties, her normal bedtime attire, she looked almost as sexy as she did naked.  He didn’t even bother to cover himself.  He just kept soaping and his cock kept expanding.  When it came to its full 7 inches, his sister spoke, “So, you didn’t like what you saw?”
“Huh?” asked Mike.  

“You looked at me in the shower and left.  You didn’t want to stay longer?”
Mike couldn’t believe the invitation he was hearing.  “Sure, I could have stayed all night.  Carol, you’re gorgeous.  You’re sexy.   You’re really something.  But, you’re my sister.”  
“So you do like these,” said Carol, taking her T-shirt off.  “I thought I’d noticed you staring at them the last few months.”  
Mike stared at his sister’s lovely little tits.  She didn’t back away as he reached for them.  Instead, she grabbed his wrists, homing him in on her tits and making sure he got a good feel.  Then she reached for his cock, stroking it a few times, then cupping his balls.  “Show me your cunt,” said Mike.  
“Oh, no,” said his teasing sister.  She shut the curtain and left.  
Though he’d been rebuffed, Mike was in heaven.  His sister had let him feel her tits.  And she was interested in his cock.  
The next night, as soon as he heard the shower, he went into the bathroom.  Their mother and father had just left to visit their aunt.  He had all the time in the world.  Mike pulled back the shower curtain and Carol just continued washing herself.  For several minutes, Mike just watched her, his eyes shifting from tits to cunt to legs to face to ass.  His cock was straining at his pants.  
After about five minutes, Carol feigned surprise.  “Oh, my gosh, what are you staring at?” 
“The most beautiful body I could imagine,” said Mike, meaning every word of it.  
Carol was stunned by the compliment.  She leaned out of the shower and gave her brother a very unsisterly kiss.  Their tongues swirled together, then suddenly she slipped.  He caught her under her arms, but they tumbled in a heap.  She was sitting on top of him, his body cushioning her fall, her feet still in the tub. His hands caressed her tits and went to her pussy and thighs as she turned her head to kiss him again.  
When the two untangled themselves, she said, “You’re all wet.  Get your clothes off and get into the shower.”
Mike did, stripping himself in front of his sister.  He was somewhat surprised when she stepped into the shower, too.  But, he took advantage of it.  He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into a deep kiss.  When he stepped back, she pulled on his hard cock and he licked her nipples.  The two siblings explored each other’s bodies for several minutes until Mike could take it no longer.   “Uh, sis,” he said, somewhat embarrassed.  “I’m going to shoot my wad.”  
“You’re going to cum?” she asked.  “Right now?  Because of me?”
Mike looked at his kid sister and said, “Yes, because of your sexy little body.”  
“Let me watch,” she insisted.  There was nothing much to watch.  Mike was so close to cumming, he simply pumped his cock once and shot his cum out.  It fell short of her and just washed down the drain.  Still, it was something she’d never seen before, and it was because of her.  “Neat,” she said. “Can you do it again?”
“In about half an hour,” said her brother.   He’d tried before and that’s about how long it took him to get hard again.  
“Can you do it in me?” she asked.  Given that incentive, it was 30 seconds later that Carol surrendered her virginity to her brother.  That’s how long it took for the two horny wet kids to make it to her bed.  About one minute later, Carol was cumming and about one more minute later, Mike shot his wad into the tight 12-year-old pussy. 
“Jeez,” said Marsha.  “That’s romantic.”  She recalled her introduction to sex.  “Not like being tied, shocked, and raped.”  Then, feeling guilty about making her cousins feel guilty, she said, “But hey, no hard feelings, it got me here.”
“Just one more thing,” said Cindy.  She carried the cordless phone over to her daddy.  “What’s your secretary’s number?”  
Mike looked at the clips on his balls and the lust in his daughter’s eyes.  “OK,” he said, “but this is the last time we make somebody join our group.”  Cindy dialed the number he gave her and he talked when she held the phone to his ear.  “Linda, I need you to come over right away.  Something important has come up.”  His problem of how to get her little girl over was solved when she said she had no babysitter.  Cindy smiled when he said, “That’s OK, just bring little Katie with you.  My girls can keep an eye on her.”  
Mike had only mentioned his secretary because she was so submissive.  He knew he could get her to fuck him if he only asked.  And, she was worth asking.  He simply hadn’t wanted to jeopardize their working relationship.  Now, he had to do it, for his daughter.  
When Linda arrived, Mike met her at the door.  He could back out now since the wires were no longer attached.  But, if he did, he’d be hooked up and screaming the minute she left.  His cock pounded as he looked her up and down.  And cute little Katie had long blond hair tied in pigtails with a beautiful young face.  She was wearing a white shirt and pink overalls.  
Cindy took the little girl by the hand and led her upstairs to her bedroom.  Mike sat his secretary down on the couch and said, “Linda, I’ve decided that we need to expand your duties.  If you agree, I think I can get you a raise.  If you think it’s too much, I’ll have to let you go.”
“No, sir, I can’t let that happen.  I need this job,” said Linda.  She was so unsure of herself that she just knew she’d never get another job.  She and her little girl needed this job.  “I’ll do whatever you want.”
“Good,” said Mike.  “I’d hate to have to fire you.”  He looked her up and down.  She was wearing a pair of tight jeans and a pull over shirt that showed her D-cup tits. “What I need from you is a good fuck.”
“Sir?” asked Linda.  “You want me to put out for you?”
“That’s right,” said Mike.  “And right now.  So, show me your tits.”
“Sir, I can’t do that,” said Linda.  She wrung her hands nervously.  “What else can I do for you?”
“I guess you’re fired then, Linda,” said Mike.  “You strip or you walk.”
The single mother weighed her options.  Mike had read her right.  She could not refuse.  She untucked her shirt and looked around.  “What if somebody comes in?  What about Katie?”  
“We’ll talk about that later.  Just don’t worry now,” said Mike.  
Linda fidgeted for a few more seconds, ashamed to do what he asked and afraid not to.  Giving in to the demands of her boss, she grabbed the hem of her shirt.  He watched her pull her shirt over her head.  She folded it and lay in on the back of the couch.  She stood and unhooked her bra, letting her big tits fall free.  They just barely failed the pencil test on the 25-year-old.  She kicked off her shoes and peeled her jeans off.  She hooked her fingers in the waistband of her panties and Cindy walked into the room.  She had only panties on as well.  Linda froze.  “Keep going, Linda,” said Mike.  “Your job depends on it.  Think of it as sex education for my little girl.”  
“Where’s Katie?” asked Linda.  
Mike looked expectantly at Cindy.  Cindy called, “Katie, your mother wants you.”
“No, no, I don’t,” said Linda, covering her tits.  
But, Katie walked into the room.  “Oh, mommy,” said Katie.  “You’re getting ready for bed.”
“What are you doing?” said Linda to her boss.  “You can’t really expect me to put out with my daughter here?”
“Take your panties off,” said Mike.  
Linda stared at her boss, realizing he was serious.  She looked at her little girl and knew the 6-year-old was about to lose her innocence.  Trapped, the submissive Linda slid her panties down.  Her pussy was neatly trimmed. Nude she could pass for a centerfold model.  Mike admired her from all angles.  He took his shirt off, and dropped his pants. “Please, sir,” said Linda.  But she saw in his eyes that she should shut up.  Over her boss’s shoulder she saw Marsha walk into the room.  The young girl was also clad only in panties, her small tits displayed for all to see.  Linda just swallowed hard.  She needed this job.  She watched as Mike slid his underwear down and his 8-inch cock came into view.  When she looked up again, Bobby, Peter, and Greg were in the room wearing nothing but a smile.  And a big smile it was as the boys took in the curves of their uncle’s secretary.  
Linda looked at her little Katie and saw the 6-year-old’s eyes wandering the room.  Cindy and Marsha had shed their panties and Katie’s eyes went from pussies to tits to cocks, getting an education her mommy had never imagined.  Jan came into the room, naked and tied.  Carol was the last to come in.  She was also naked.  Carol picked up Katie and sat down with the little girl on her lap, her head pillowed on bare tits.  Carol started whispering in Katie’s ear.  The little girl nodded as she listened.  
Mike positioned Linda on her hands and knees, facing the center of the audience.  Her big tits were swaying and her pussy available to her boss.  Katie, in her cute, innocent 6-year-old voice, said, “Fuck my mommy, Mr. Brady.”  Linda couldn’t believe her ears.  That was what that woman was whispering into her baby’s ear.  But, that was only part of it.  Mike stuffed his cock into his secretary’s pussy and, looking in Cindy's lustful eyes, said, “Just like I promised, baby.  I’m fucking my secretary just for you to watch.”
Mike’s hands went to Linda’s big tits as he pumped in and out, taking it slowly.  Under another command from Carol, Katie got up and stood on the coffee table.  “Mommy, I’m going to strip just like you did.”  
“Sir,” whined Linda.  “Please, not that.”  
Mike slapped his secretary’s ass, then leaned forward to whisper in her ear.  “You’ve stripped for me, Linda.  Now what is Katie going to think if we don’t let her do the same?  That her body isn’t sexy like her mommy’s?  Do you want her to think she’s the only one who isn’t good enough to show off her body?”  He waited a few seconds to let those words sink in, then said, “Now, tell your sexy little girl that it’s OK to show us everything.  That she’s beautiful when she’s naked.”  
The frightened secretary said to her 6-year-old daughter.  “OK, baby, it’s OK to take off all your clothes like mommy did.  You’ve got a beautiful body and everybody wants to see you naked.”  Linda hung her head, unable to watch.  But, Mike pulled on her hair, forcing her head up and arching her back.  It not only made her watch her baby strip, but showed off her big tits.  Katie took off her shoes and socks, then unhooked the straps of her overalls.  She worked to slide her overalls off her torso, then pulled them down and stepped out of them.  She wiggled her butt and smiled at the applause.  She felt a wonderful tingling sensation in her cunny at the thought of showing everything to this audience.  “Encourage her,” said Mike, yanking Linda’s hair viciously.  

“That’s it, baby,” said Linda, her voice quavering.  “Strip just like mommy did.”  She paused and whispered, “Please, sir.”  After another yank on her hair, the submissive secretary said, “Go on, baby, take it all off for mommy.”  Katie complied by taking her T-shirt off.  Her little girl chest had light pink nipples, barely visible against her light skin.  She shook her butt again and got more applause.  And her cunny tingled even more.  “That’s it, baby,” said her mommy in response to another yank.  “All the way.  Take off your panties, too.  Just like mommy.” Were they going to fuck her just like mommy? she wondered.  
The little girl was tingling all over now.  Her eyes wandered from pussies to cocks, knowing that they all wanted to see her little cunny now.  The 6-year-old slid down her panties.  As they passed her thighs, Mike nearly went crazy.  This was more than a dream come true.  The tight little pussy sat atop creamy smooth thighs and Katie was not bashful about showing it.  She slipped her panties off just like her mommy had done and spun around to show herself off to the audience.  Mike came explosively, deep in his secretary’s pussy, noting how wet it had become.  
Cindy came over to her daddy, “That was wonderful, daddy.  Thank you, Linda slut, for sharing that moment with us.”  Linda could hardly believe her ears.  Then Cindy said, “Will you really do the rest, like you promised?”  
When this had started, Mike felt he had little choice.  It was fuck Linda or be shocked.  Now that it sounded like he had a choice, he wasn’t about to stop.  “Yes, I will, baby.   For you, I’ll do anything.  But, boys, you’d better make sure Linda stays still.”  The three boys climbed on the submissive secretary.  Greg and Peter each grabbed an arm to hold her down.  Bobby grabbed her hair as his uncle had done and pulled her up to watch.  
Linda struggled, but couldn’t free herself.  She watched in horror as her naked boss picked up her baby and laid her back on the coffee table.  He spread her little legs and licked the 6-year-old’s thighs.  “That tickles,” giggled Katie.  His hands went to her perfect little nipples and tweaked them to hardness.   Then his middle finger slipped into her mouth and stroked in and out.  The little girl made obscene sucking noises.  
“Please,” moaned Linda.  
“Keep her quiet,” said Mike.  And Bobby let go of her hair and walked around front of her.  He put his cock in her face and she shook her head in amazement.  The little boy wants a blowjob? she thought.  When Greg twisted her nipple, she had her answer.  Her mouth opened in a scream and Bobby popped his cock into her open mouth.  
“Oh, Linda,” said Mike, with feigned disgust.  “Sucking a 9-year-old’s cock.  I think an 11-year-old cock is more your style.”  
“Lick her pussy,” said Cindy, her face pressed close.  “Lick it like you said you would.”  He licked at the pussy in front of him and watched Peter replace his younger brother.  
Bobby looked at his uncle and said, “I was just getting started.  Why Peter?”
Mike licked again, then said, “Your cock is just a little bit bigger than my middle finger.”  He pulled his middle finger out of Katie’s sucking mouth with a pop. 
“Cool,” said Bobby.  He knelt over the 6-year-old and said, “Just like your mommy is doing, Katie.  Be a cocksucker.”  She sucked his cock in like it was Mike’s finger.  Bobby watched the cute little rosy cheeks puff in and out as she sucked his cock. 
“Katie cocksucker,” said Cindy.  “I like the sound of that.  How about that, Linda slut.  You’re showing your little baby how to be a Katie slut, a Katie cocksucker.”  Only a muffled, “Mmmmphf,” could be heard from Katie’s mommy and slut teacher.  “And quite a good one she is,” added Cindy.  Bobby slid his cock in and out, the little girl learning to suck with the rhythm in just a few strokes.  
Mike found the little girl’s tiny clit and licked at it, teasing it to hardness.  Katie started to feel a tingling sensation unlike anything she’d felt before.  Her little girl body had never experienced sex before and it was feeling very good.  Linda could only watch in wide eyed amazement as her little baby’s mouth was raped and her pussy was licked.  But, she wasn’t much better, with a mouthful of 11-year-old cock.  She sucked greedily at it.  Her own pussy was starting to tingle, despite her disgust.  She shook her arms free and grabbed Peter’s ass tightly, pulling him deep just as he shot his load into her mouth.  
On the table, Katie was starting to twitch.  Her pussy was on fire in a way she’d never felt before.  The man’s tongue was wonderful and suddenly the little vixen bucked against the intruding tongue and had her first orgasm.  She turned her head and Bobby’s cock popped out, “Ooooh, Mr. Boss, that felt really, really good.  Will you do it again?”
“Suck a couple of cocks and lick a couple of pussies, then you’ll get another turn,” said Mike.
Bobby put his cock back in her mouth and she returned to being Katie the cocksucker.  “And swallow when I fill your mouth,” said Bobby.  The first grader had a couple of seconds to wonder what that meant, then had a mouthful of Bobby’s cum.  She swallowed it down, admiring the handsome older boy that had given her so much attention. 
“Mine first,” said Cindy.  “She was my idea.”  Cindy picked up the naked little first-grader and led her to an open piece of floor.  The bigger girl lay down and said, “Kneel between my legs.  Lick my pussy just like my daddy licked yours.”  Katie did as she was told.  Her novice tongue roamed the 10-year-old’s slit, tasting juices she’d never tasted before and teasing Cindy’s clit.  The child’s round little ass stuck up in the air and Mike couldn’t resist caressing it.  
Carol stepped in front of Linda.  “So, secretary slut,” she said.  “You sucked my little boys.  Your boss licked your little girl.  Now you can lick me just like your baby is licking Cindy’s pussy.”  Linda’s head turned toward the depraved scene of her little girl giving head to a girl barely older than herself.  Linda was in deep now and she knew it.  But, she’d never licked pussy before.  She carefully put her tongue out, running it up her tormenter’s slit and tasting new juices just like her daughter was.  Unlike the little girl, though, Linda knew just what magic spot to hit.  She found Carol’s clit and started stroking it with her tongue.  To get some leverage, she grabbed Carol’s ass as she had Peter’s and pressed more firmly into the pussy she was eating.  She could look up and see Carol’s tits bobbing in rhythm to her licking.  The secretary slut put her finger in Carol’s cunt, using it like a small cock.  “Oooh, that’s nice,” said Carol.  She pulled the woman’s head tight to her pussy and humped against the busy tongue.  “Fucking tongue me hard, slut,” said Carol.  “Fucking lick my fucking cunt.  That’s it, slut, make me cum.”  She felt her pussy starting to tingle, then shouted, “That’s it, Linda slut, show your baby how to lick pussy.  Eat me hard, make me cum.”  She ground her pussy in the submissive’s face, cumming hard.  
Katie was still licking Cindy’s pussy, teasing the poor girl, but not quite focusing on her clit enough to get Cindy to an orgasm.  Seeing Katie still at work, Carol said, “Linda slut, your baby needs some help.  Go tell her how to lick pussy, just like you did mine.”  
Linda crawled over to Katie’s side.  “Come on, baby,” she said.  “You have to do it right.  Find the hard little button.”  She watched Katie’s probing tongue.  “Right there,” she said when Katie found the right spot.  “Lick Cindy hard right there.”  Katie’s tongue found the clit again and she did as she was told.  Then her tongue wandered again.  “No, Katie, you have to do it right.  Lick her clit.  Lick that little button.”  She watched her 6-year-old lick some more.  “That’s better.  That’s the way to lick a pussy.”  Cindy was starting to pant, almost ready for her orgasm.  To steer the little pussy licker to the right place, Cindy grabbed the little girl’s pigtails.  They made great handles.  “You got her going now.  Lick her hard.”  Linda pushed her little girl’s face into Cindy’s cunt, and said, “Lick that fucking cunt now, Katie … Katie slut.”  Cindy arched up against the tongue as it finally took her over the edge.
Cindy sighed as her orgasm finished.  “Very nice, Katie slut.  You’re quite a pussy licker now.”  The little girl beamed from the compliment.  “Very nice, Linda slut.  You’re a good teacher,” said Cindy to the distressed mother.  She had now taught her 6-year-old daughter how to suck a cock and lick a pussy.  
Greg decided it was his turn.  He told Linda to lay back and spread her legs.  “Watch this, Katie,” said Greg.  “I’m going to fuck your mother.”  Linda watched helplessly as Katie put her face close to her mommy’s pussy and watched with curiosity as Greg pushed his hard on into the wet pussy.  
“How does that feel, mommy?” asked Katie.  
What to say, wondered the mother.  It felt good.  She liked being fucked.  But having her baby watch was horrifying.  She decided she didn’t want to scare her little girl.  “It feels good, baby.  It feels really good.”  Linda laid back and let the boss’s nephew fuck her.  
“Do it to me,” said Katie.  
That got her mother’s attention.  “No, please,” she pleaded to her boss.  
“Yes, your mommy’s right,” said Mike.  “You’re too small now.  Maybe in a few years you can do it.”  To his secretary he whispered, “We just want her to enjoy this.  We’re not going to hurt her.  Now shut up and let him fuck you.”  
Katie was disappointed, but Marsha lay down in front of her.  When the big girl said, “You can lick me, Katie,” it was like heaven.  The big girl was so much older, so much more mature, and had tits.  It was ever so much cool that the big girl wanted to play with her.  She remembered her lesson and stuck her tongue in the down covered pussy, finding the clit quickly.  “Good little slut,” said Marsha.  “Lick my fucking pussy, little slut.”  Katie didn’t know what a slut was, but it sure sounded nice.  They liked her when she used her tongue on them.  She felt firm hands on her pigtails again, guiding her toward the right spot.  
Greg was getting hot, but suddenly pulled out of Linda’s pussy and said, “Switch.”  He lay beside his cousin and pointed at his cock.  “Suck that, Katie slut.  Marsha, you go get licked by her mommy.”  As Katie moved to the big boy, Marsha bounded up and pressed her hot wet pussy into Linda’s face.  She was rewarded by the talented tongue of the secretary slut.  Greg watched as the tiny little mouth wrapped itself around his big cock and sucked about half of it in.  Katie smiled nervously with a mouthful of cock, slightly perplexed that she couldn’t swallow the whole thing.  But this cock was much bigger than Bobby’s cock.  She bobbed up and down on it, but gagged when she tried to take more than about 3 inches.  It still felt wonderful and looked terribly sexy to Greg to have his cock fucking the sexy little face.  
Bobby knelt beside Katie and guided her hand to Greg’s cock, wrapping the tiny little fist around the base of his cock.  He showed her to pump up and down with her hand while she sucked the top three inches.  That felt even better to Greg and he shot his load into the first grader’s hot little mouth.  When cum dribbled out the corners of her mouth, Greg said, “Swallow what you’ve got, but leave the rest on your face.”  His cum dripping down her chin was a turn on, but he had another plan that almost made him hard again just thinking about it.  
When Marsha came, she cried out, “I’m fucking cumming.  Holy shit, she’s a good pussy licker. Ooooh, yeah.”  
As Marsha stepped away from Linda’s face, Greg said, “Linda slut, come clean off your little girl’s chin.”  Linda saw the cum on Katie’s face and crawled over to her baby.  Using her tongue, she licked her daughter’s face clean.  “Now taste my cum on the inside of her mouth.”  Linda had already stooped low and now felt she was totally trapped.  She pulled her daughter to her and put out her tongue.  Having heard the command, Katie opened her mouth for her mother’s tongue and the result was a cock hardening, lesbian, mother-daughter kiss.  The kissing went on for over a minute, since Linda was expecting a new command.  But, the Brady’s simply watched until Cindy said, “Time for Jan slut to do her thing.”  
Jan had stayed in the back while the others had their way with Linda and her daughter.  Now she had to come forward.  Cindy unchained her slave’s hands and said, “It’s time for Katie’s masturbation lesson. Diddle yourself off.”  Jan was already hot from watching the so submissive Linda and the way she’d let her 6-year-old daughter be used.  Her hand went instantly to her pussy.  “Slow down,” said Cindy.  “Katie, watch this.  You can do yourself anytime you want.  It’s better with someone else, but you can do this when you’re alone.”  Katie watched as Jan fingered herself, torturing herself by doing it slowly.  It didn’t take long though before she gave in to her lust and her hand became a blur.  “Fuck me.  Watch me.  Make me, Cindy mistress.  Watch me, Katie.  Ooooh, fuck, yes, I’m cumming for Katie.  Watch me.”  She came hard and long, showing the two sluts a satisfying orgasm.  
“Now, Katie, I promised you one more pussy licking of your own, didn’t I?” said Mike.  When she nodded, he said, “How would you like it if your mommy licked your cunt.”  
Linda gasped at the suggestion, but saw her daughter vigorously nodding her head.  “Oh, yeah, Mr. Boss, that would be so nice if you would let mommy do it.” 
“What do you say, Linda.  I’d love to taste your little baby’s cunt again.  I could just lick her all over.  But she wants her mommy.”  
Dejected, Linda nodded.  “Come here, baby,” she said.  “Spread your legs for mommy.  I’ll lick your pussy for you.”  
Katie lay down and spread wide for her mommy.  When her mommy’s head went down and she felt the tongue in her pussy, Katie put her hands on her mommy’s head and pushed her mommy’s face into her cunt.  It was what the others had done to her when she licked pussy, so it only seemed natural.  “Lick my fucking cunt, mommy slut,” said Katie, again mimicking what she’d heard.  “Make me fucking cum, mommy slut.”  
“Yeah, mommy slut,” said Mike, “taste your little girl’s cunny and make her cum for us.”  Linda was shocked at the language and at what they were making her do.  But, she licked her baby’s cunt while they all watched.  Her eyes ran up her daughter’s little body and she saw the girl smiling, staring at something behind her and to her right.  She licked some more.  Katie watched her mommy’s tongue in her tight pussy and said, “Lick my fucking cunt, mommy slut.”  Then Linda saw her again turn to took at something and smile.  
“What are you smiling at, baby?” asked Linda.  
“The camera,” said the innocent little girl. 
“What?” asked Linda, shocked.  She turned and saw a video camera being held by Greg.  “No,” she wailed.  “You can’t be doing this.”  She turned to her boss.  “Sir, what are you doing?”
“Well, we got you asking your little girl to spread her legs.  We got you licking her pussy.  I call that a little insurance so you won’t quit your job and won’t go to the police.  Now put your fucking tongue back in Katie’s hot little pussy and finish her off.”  
Katie wasn’t quite sure what was happening.  Everything had been so wonderful, but mommy seemed upset now.  She was starting to tingle just when mommy stopped.  She told her mommy, “Yeah, mommy, I’m tingly.  Put your fucking tongue in my pussy and lick me hard, mommy slut.”  She grabbed her mommy’s hair and pulled her mommy’s head down to her tingly pussy.  “Lick me now,” she said.  She sighed as she felt her mommy’s tongue return to its duty.  “Oh, yeah, that’s the right spot.  I’m so tingly,” she said.  Her first orgasm had taken her by surprise.  This one came up quickly, too, but she knew what was happening.  “I’m cumming,” she yelled.  Mimicking Jan she said, “Make me cum, mommy.  Watch me cum.  Oh, fuck yes.  I’m cumming for Mr. Boss.”  The little sex kitten arched her back as she came, and let out a squeal.  
Mike felt like he could go on for hours with the little girl.  But, it was getting late and he didn’t want to push Linda or Katie too far.  Not this time.  “Boys, why don’t you help Linda get dressed,” he said.  “Don’t do it too fast.”  The three boys took the hint.  They picked up her under garments, but took their time, running their hands over the body of their uncle’s secretary.  They felt her big tits, and fingered her wet pussy.  Then, Peter slid her panties up, patting her pussy as he finished.  
Meanwhile, Mike dressed Katie.  His hands went up her cute little legs and tickled her bare pussy. He tickled her ass, then kissed it.  He had her step into her panties, but only pulled them halfway up.  His hands again played with her pussy and ass before he covered them.  “Nice little slut,” he said loud enough for Linda to hear.  Katie giggled.  Mike then caressed the little girl’s bare back, his hands coming around to the front and tweaking her nipples.  His big strong hands wrapped around the nearly naked first grader.  Then he pulled her to him and stuck his tongue down her throat, giving her a kiss that made Katie tingly again.  
Greg put Linda’s bra on, but he fumbled around so it was several tries and several good feels later before he finally succeeded.  He fastened the bra and grabbed her tight top.  Greg pulled the top over Linda’s head and helped her get it all the way on.  Bobby offered her a leg of her jeans and she stepped in. Then the other.  It took Bobby and Peter to wriggle the tight jeans up over her hips.  Then Bobby had the honor of zipping her up.  
Mike helped Katie get her white cotton top on.  It went on easily, but Mike’s hands continued to caress the little girl’s nipples for a while before he buttoned her up.  Then he pulled on her overalls, his hands running up her bare legs one more time as he covered them.  
With the two visitors dressed, Mike asked his secretary, “Do you have a camera?”
“Yes,” she answered.  “It’s an old 35 mm, but it still works.  Why?”
He handed her a roll of film.  “There’s 24 exposures on this roll.  I want you to take two pictures a day.  One picture is a sexy picture of Katie.  Use your imagination.  Maybe a picture in just panties.  Or maybe nude or putting on a tight leotard.  The second picture is of you licking her pussy.  She can take the picture.  I don’t care about the focus; I just want to know you’re giving her head every day.”  
He turned to Katie.  “Do you hear me, little Katie?  I want your mommy to lick your cunt once a day.  Lick it until you cum.  You lick her cunt, too.  If she doesn’t lick your cunt, you tell me.  I’ll make sure she does.”
“As long as you keep doing your new duties,” he said to his secretary, “I’ll make sure you keep your job and get a raise.  You’ll need the money to buy Katie sexy clothes and sex toys.  When the roll of film is done, you and Katie have to bring it by personally.  That’s in 12 days,” he reminded her.  “Oh, and when you come, have Katie wear a short skirt.  You wear no underwear.”
He ushered the two to the front door, and knelt down in front of Katie.  His hand went to her pussy, feeling it through her overalls.  He gave her another kiss and said, “When you come back, I’ll have a copy of the tape we made, just for you.”  He stood up and shut the door as the two of them left.   
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 8 – Promises
(BB, Fgggg, Mgggg, Fm, Fg, Mf, gg, bb, inc bdsm, oral, ped)
Mike returned to the family room to an unexpected sight.  His sister was once again wearing hand cuffs and electric clips on her nipples.  She was in a heated argument with Bobby and she was about to lose the argument.  Bobby flipped the switch and Carol screamed in pain as the current surged through her breasts.  “Aaaaaeeeee,” her voice filled the room.  
“It was your idea,” said Bobby to his mommy.  “You have to be naked in the house for the next month.  And suck my cock whenever I want.”  
“And mine,” agreed Greg.  
Peter had never exacted a plea from his mother, but wanted to insert his request.  “And mine, too.”
Mike realized that the kids were insisting that Carol make good on the promises she'd made while pleading for mercy as she was being shocked.  He and Carol had both thought they were just pleading for effect, but the kids had liked their ideas so much that they wanted to make good on them.  Mike now realized he and his sister had been foolish to think their horny kids wouldn't expect payment.  After all, each of the kids had begged for cock in their mouth, or a fucking, or something dirty and then delivered when the pain ended.  And they had faced more shocks if they refused.  
He thought back over the promises he'd made.  He'd delivered on the secretary fucking and little girl licking.  He'd promised Bobby a 6-year-old cocksucking and came through on that.  But, he had promised to be nude in the house for a month, too.  And he'd promised to be Cindy's cock whenever she wanted it.  He'd promised cock sucking to the boys and ass fucking, though he couldn't remember who was promised what.  He'd probably have to do both for all three.  Shit, he'd promised to fuck Miss Whelan and get her to fuck Peter.  How was he going to do that?  And he and Carol both had promised to lick the pussy of Cindy's slumber party friends.  He thought with a chill that the family was getting themselves deeper and deeper into a forbidden world.    
“That's enough, kids,” said Mike.  “I thought we agreed no more shocking and no more making people do what they don't want to do.”
“Oh, sure,” said Marsha.  “I got shocked and then raped.  Bobby was giving blowjobs and dressing like a girl.  Cindy, Bobby, and Jan all had to drink pee.  You made Peter and Greg suck cocks.  Now that the shoe's on your foot, you want to back out!”  
“Besides,” added Greg.  “She really wants to.  Just like you really wanted to taste that 6-year-old pussy.  You were just afraid to take the step.  You needed a push.  So, we're pushing mom.  And what's the difference if she sucks our cocks.  She does that already.  We've already seen her naked, so what's the big deal about her always being naked for the next month.”
“OK, OK,” Carol gave in.  “I'll suck your cocks whenever you want for the next month.  But, I can't go naked in the house.   What about our friends?  That's the big deal.”
Greg looked at Marsha.  That was a problem he had to agree.  Peter broke in.  “So, for the next month you have to be naked from dinner time to bedtime.  For the next month, we just can't invite friends over late.”
“And no more shocking,” insisted the aunt and mother.  
“Agreed,” said Greg.  
“Wait a minute,” interrupted Cindy.  The others seemed to have forgotten, but she hadn't.  “She promised to eat my friends' pussies.  She has to agree to that, too.”
“Cindy,” said her aunt.  “I can't do that.  I can't take that risk.  What if they don't want to.  What if they tell their parents.”  
The little girl had already thought that out.  “We won't do it if they don't want to.  I'll ask them if they'd like that.  If they want to have you lick their pussies, then they won't tell their parents.”  She grabbed the switch from Bobby.  “You have to say yes or else.”
Remembering the fire in her tits, Carol nodded.  “OK, Cindy.  If they ask me, I'll do it.  But, no boys allowed.  This won't be an orgy.”
“Of course not,” said Cindy.  “Just us girls doing girl stuff.”
As Greg and Peter uncuffed their mother, Marsha turned toward her daddy.  “You made some promises, too, daddy,” she said.  “Fucking your secretary for Cindy to watch.  That's done.  Licking her little daughter's pussy while we watched.  That's done and in spades.  But, you have to be naked, too, and lick our pussies when we want.”  
Hardly punishment, thought Mike.  Even when Bobby reminded him about cocksucking promises, he agreed without any further persuasion.  
“You didn't let your secretary finish sucking my cock,” added Bobby.  “Next time she comes over, I get her first.  
“And I'm looking forward to fucking Miss Whelan,” said Peter.  “That's was a great idea.  I'll bet she loves to have her tits sucked.”  Again Mike wondered how he was going to do that.  But, the fear of being shocked made him keep quiet.  He had to come up with a plan or he knew he'd be shocked until he did.  
Then Cindy really dropped a bombshell on him, reminding of something that he had chosen to forget.  “I'll ask my friends if they want to watch you jerk off and lick their pussies.  I bet at least one of them will agree.”  Mike got hard just thinking about those 10-year-old little hard bodies watching him jack off.  He was really treading in forbidden territory.  It made him nervous, but in a way he liked the push he was getting from the kids.  If those girls agreed, it would be a dream come true.  
There was a brief silence and it was obvious all the kids had restated all the promises made to them.  “Then it's settled,” said Mike, swallowing hard.  “No more shocking, unless Carol or I try to back out of our deal for the next month.  And except for Jan.”
“And me,” piped up Cindy, almost inaudibly.  Mike was initially surprised to hear her say that, but realized that a good dominatrix knew the pleasure of pain.  And Cindy was a great dominatrix to her submissive sister.  
“I got mommy first,” called Bobby.  “Come and suck my cock like you promised, mommy.”
“I got Uncle Mike,” said Peter.  
The Brady's finished their evening with the adults sucking and licking everyone, but they got some of their own rewards, too.  
The next day at school, Cindy could hardly contain herself, but she didn't dare ask her friends about a pussy licking at school.  She satisfied herself with calling a meeting of their secret club at her house.  Each of the girls had the same concern.  What about her cousins, Bobby and Peter?  The girls had been raped in the Brady house and didn't want to return.  “They're not a problem anymore,” she said.  “We had a talk and they're not going to rape you.”  Then she added, “Of course, they're always available if you want to fuck, but they'll wait for you to ask.”
“How did you get them to agree to that?” asked Sally.  
“I'll tell you at the meeting,” said Cindy.  
At work, Mike was not surprised when Linda called in sick.  He called her right back when he heard about it.  Linda answered the phone, trying to sound sick.  “Get yourself in to work right now, Linda,” her boss insisted.  “You're not sick and we both know it.  You can't avoid me forever.”  
“Please, sir,” said the beleaguered secretary.  “I can't send Katie to school today.  You've taught her the worst language.  She's called me a slut all morning and keeps saying things like, 'That's fucking good.'  What am I supposed to do?”
“Listen, Linda, I'm coming right over.  Don't go anywhere.”  He left the office and went to his secretary's apartment.  
Fearfully, she let him in.  “You're not going to fuck me again, are you?  Or eat Katie's pussy?”
“Linda, you need to learn to separate what goes on at my house and the rest of your life.  At work, we're just going to be boss and secretary.  Just like always.  I've always treated you well and you've earned a raise now.  But, when you come to my house, that's different.  Now, where's Katie?”
Linda brought her daughter into the room.  “Hi, Mr. Boss,” said Katie.  She looked scrumptious in her play clothes.  Mike had to remember that this was not the time or place for what he would like to do to the sexy little girl.  Instead, he explained to her that what she had seen and the words she had learned could only be used at the Brady house.  “Remember how you talked before last night?  You need to talk like that except when we're all naked.  Slut and fuck are not words that people use normally.  You don't hear your teacher saying those words, do you?”
“No, Mr. Boss,” said Katie.  She agreed to watch her language.  And Linda agreed to take her to school and then come to work.  
As he left, Mike told his little sweetheart.  “Why don't you call me Uncle Mike?  You know, instead of Mr. Boss.”
“OK, Uncle Mike,” she replied.  
And he patted her on the head just like most uncles would pat their cute little nieces.  All the while he was thinking about patting her cute bare ass and the taste and smell of her pussy last night.  
About half an hour after school let out, the four girls had finally all gathered in the Brady's playroom.  “Who's home?” asked Jenny.  “Can we get naked and do it?”
“Not yet,” said Cindy.  “We've got business to attend to.  Besides, I think my cousins are here.”  She got down to business.  “I've got a confession and a question.”
“Cool,” said Jenny.  She liked hearing secrets and she couldn't imagine what Cindy might still be hiding.  She'd already told them some really great secrets.  Sucking her cousins' cocks and getting fucked by them.  Eating pussy.  Whatever Cindy was hiding must be really good.  
The girls listened eagerly as Cindy told a lie, but it was close to the truth.  “Here goes.  Oh, gosh, this seems so strange to say.  Oh, well, I guess I'll just say it.”  She was building up their interest by dancing around the subject.  “OK, my confession is that I learned to lick pussy from my aunt.”
“Your aunt?” asked Susie, her voice showing her disbelief.  “She's like … old.”  
“God, Susie,” said Sally.  “She's not that old.  And she's pretty.”  To Cindy she said, “So what?  The rest of your family is doing it.”  She casually continued, “You're probably even doing your daddy.”  
There was a shocked silence as Sally realized just what she'd said.  The three girls looked at Cindy, wondering if their friend was really doing that.  The silence was broken as Cindy laughed, “Yeah, right,” she said.  “That's gross, Sally.”  She figured they didn't need to know the truth about that.  
The three girls sighed in relief.  That idea was gross to them and they were glad Cindy was not doing her own daddy.  “So what's the question?” prompted Jenny.  
“No tricks, no strings attached,” said Cindy by way of introduction.  “If you say no, that's fine.  If you say yes, well, that's what a secret club is all about.  We'll just keep it secret.  But, I think this is cool .  My aunt wants to lick your pussies, too.  Will you let her?”
Again there was silence.  It was another big step for the three girls.  Their parents, the adults they trusted, wouldn't dream of doing something like that.  The adults wouldn't even approve of them doing it to each other.  Cindy's family was strange.  Jenny broke the silence, “Is she good?”
“Jenny!” said Susie.  “You'd let her do it?  I mean, she's an adult.  It's not the same as us doing each other.”  
“Why not?” challenged Sally.  “She's just a bigger girl.  And she won't tell our parents.”
But, Susie still wasn't sure.  “It just doesn't seem right.  Adults can be tricky.  What if she does something else?  What if she tricks us?”
“Like what?” asked Sally.  
“I don't know,” replied Susie.  She didn't know what went on in an adult's mind.  Why would she want to lick their pussies when she was already licking Cindy's and probably her sisters' pussies, too?  
Cindy spoke again, “Yeah, Jenny, she's good.  She knows just the right spot.”  Then she spoke to Susie.  “Suppose we tied her down, so she couldn't do anything but lick us.  Would that be safe?”  
Before Susie could think about it and answer, Jenny asked, “Tie her down?  Like how?  She's bigger than us.”
“Well,” said Cindy.  “If she wants to lick your pussies bad enough, she'll agree to being tied down.  I'll tie her before you come over.  I'll tie her arms and legs to the corners of the bed.  Then she can't move.”
“But, she can't lick our pussies either.  If she's on her back, how does she lick us when we lay down?”  All the times they’d licked each other’s pussies, the licker had been on top.  Jenny couldn’t see how to do what they wanted.  
Cindy rolled her eyes at Jenny's question.  “You sit on her face like riding a horse and her mouth is the saddle.  She can't do anything but lick.”
“Cool,” said Jenny.  That sounded sexy to her, a big dash of forbidden mixed with another chance for an orgasm.  “Count me in.”  
“Me, too,” said Sally.  “I want to see your aunt naked.  And let her lick my pussy.”
Susie joined in.  Cindy's proposal really struck her imagination.  “I'll do it, too.  But, only if we can see her tits and her pussy.  I want to see her naked, too.”  She really wanted to explore the body of a naked adult female and this sounded like the chance to do that.  
The girls set the date for the next night, then each went home, the anticipation of tomorrow building in their hot little cunts.  The next afternoon, Cindy sprang the surprise on her aunt.  Carol knew she was going to get to lick three 10-year-old pussies, she just didn't know the conditions.  “They asked, and you said you'd do it if they asked,” Cindy reminded her.  “And they asked that you be tied up so you won't try anything tricky.”
Greg had been right that his mother wanted to lick the girls' pussies and just needed a push.  She wanted it bad enough that now that it was about to happen, she agreed to the condition.  She lay still while Cindy cuffed her wrists and ankles to the corners of the bed.  She was spread eagled and totally helpless.  Then, Cindy went out and brought in the three girls.  
“Jeez,” said Jenny.  “She really did it.”  
“Look at those tits,” said Sally.  She walked over and put her hand on one of Carol's C-cup tits, feeling the firm flesh.  
Susie crawled up between Carol's spread legs.  For a minute, Carol thought the little girl was going to lick her pussy.  But, Susie just patted the neatly trimmed bush covering the woman's pussy.  Then, she parted the hair and parted the pussy lips.  She ran her finger up and down the moist slit and found the helpless woman's clit.  The little girl bent close and inhaled the woman's aroma.  Carol got hot just watching the little girl.  Susie was so serious, yet so innocent as she explored the available cunt.
By then Jenny had one of Carol's nipples in her mouth, sampling the hardening nipple.  The three girls continued to take advantage of the captive woman, doing something they had never before been able to do.  Finally, Jenny got down to the reason they'd come.  She stood back and pulled off her T-shirt.  Carol watched intently as Jenny stripped off her pants, then casually dropped her panties, too.  Then the bare 10-year-old pussy came up close and personal, setting down right on her mouth.  It was Carol's turn to inhale the aroma of a warm pussy as she started to part the bald pussy lips and taste the juices.  She ran her tongue up and down the little girl's slit and found her clit.  Watching as Jenny moaned, Carol enjoyed the view of the pre-pubescent body as it became aroused.  Soon Jenny was writhing in ecstasy as she approached an orgasm.  The wonderful taste of the young girl made Carol excited and she worked harder on the clit.  Suddenly she felt the girl tense, then spasm as an orgasm wracked her body.  
Sally was next and Carol enjoyed the view as the next young girl stripped for her.  When Sally's top came off, Carol saw a cute pair of tits with nipples that were already standing erect.  Sally slid her shorts down sensuously, noticing that the woman was watching.  She remembered what Cindy had said about girls watching girls.  Is Cindy's aunt getting horny?  The little vixen turned her back to Carol and pulled her panties down, showing off her ass.  And then she pulled them back up.  Peeking over her shoulder at their captive, Sally saw the woman lick her lips.  Cindy's aunt was getting horny.  Sally kept her panties on and crawled up between Carol's legs.  The little girl put her finger in Carol's pussy and said, “She's getting wet.  She's getting fucking horny.”  The words made Carol blush, bringing a glow to her tits and face.  “She wants to lick my pussy.”  
Sally continued up to Carol's face, rubbing her panty covered pussy against the horny woman's face, watching the tongue trying to lick what it couldn't get to.  Done teasing their captive, Sally slid her panties down and impaled herself on the hard tongue.  Carol licked furiously at the beautiful cunt in her face.  This little sex kitten was such a tease, it was no wonder Carol was so horny.  She licked mercilessly and Sally came quickly, but it was a long and satisfying orgasm.  
It was Susie's turn.  She'd almost stripped before Sally was finished, but she realized that Cindy's aunt wanted to watch.  So, now that Sally was finished, Susie pulled down her panties and twirled them around before tossing them across the room.  Then, she slowly raised her skirt, displaying soft thighs, then the first hint of her smooth pussy, and finally showing the whole thing to the eager eyes of the woman.  The slim Chinese girl unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it apart, showing off her hard nipples on her flat pre-pubescent chest.  Then she, too climbed on top of Carol and sat down, fluffing her skirt out so that no one could see the tongue probing her cunt.  Slowly she raised the skirt, playing peek-a-boo with the cunt licker under her.  She repeated that a couple more times, turning herself on because it made the cunt licking seem so much more forbidden.  
Abruptly, Susie stood again and shed her skirt entirely.  She sat down, but this time she sat on the older woman's crotch, rubbing her bare pussy against the hairy one.  The pubes tickled her bald pussy and she giggled.  Then she leaned forward and sucked in Carol's left nipple.  She switched tits and then just fondled the big tits and hard nipples.  This was what had turned her on just thinking about it yesterday.  Her very own female body to play with.  And Cindy's aunt is absolutely fucking gorgeous, she thought.  By now Susie had worked herself up to a fever pitch, though she moved slowly and sensuously.  She turned around, setting her pussy down on her victim's face and ground her pussy into her mouth.  The little girl had a great view of the big girl's pussy and could smell the sex emanating from the hot pussy.  She humped herself against the tongue and then squealed in pleasure as she finally came.  
“Go ahead, Susie,” whispered Cindy.  Susie realized she was just inches from the hot woman's cunt, inhaling the aroma.  The little lesbian wondered how long she had been just staring at the beautiful bush.  She looked at Cindy, the lust in her eyes giving her away.  “Taste it,” said Cindy.  
Susie put out her tongue and licked the sopping pussy.  “Mmmm,” she purred as she licked.  Behind her, Susie could hear moans of pleasure, the sounds rewarding her efforts.  Unconsciously she wiggled her ass as she licked the juices from Cindy's aunt.  The result was a sexy view for Carol as the tight little ass wiggled just inches from her face.  
Susie was aware that the other girls had crowded around, watching her tongue slowly lick up and down the juicy slit.  They were enjoying the show almost as much as she was enjoying herself.  She licked for several minutes, never quite getting Carol to the edge, only teasing with her slow tongue.  Underneath her, Carol was starting to moan in frustration and pleasure.  She was so close, but the preteen wouldn't let her cum.  And there was nothing she could do about it.  
Finally, Cindy could no longer stand the suspense.  “Make her cum, Susie.  Lick her fucking cunt and make her cum hard.”  Susie bent to the task.  As much as she had teased the helpless woman, Susie knew her victim was hot and horny.  She licked for just a few more seconds before she heard Carol yelling, “I'm cumming, Susie, baby.  I'm fucking cumming for you.  Oh, you wonderful baby.  You are the best.  I'm cumming.   Oooo, yes.”  Carol started panting, unable to speak as her body tensed and spasmed from the fantastic orgasm.  
“She does you, too?” said Jenny to Cindy, more of a statement than a question.  Her stomach did flip flops just imagining the grown woman licking her niece's pussy.  
“Yeah, we want to watch,” said Sally.  Susie rolled off their captive and just nodded.  She wanted to see that, too.  
“Then watch this,” said Cindy, as she knelt over her aunt's face.  “Tell me what you want, pussy licker slut.  Tell me how much you like licking my pussy.”  She pulled her shorts and panties to the side, showing her wet pussy to her aunt.  Her friends watched in awe.  
Carol almost balked at the request.  This wasn't part of the deal.  But the look on the three other girls' faces made her think again.  The anticipation and the lust were obvious.  These three sex addicts wanted to hear her talk dirty.  She gave Cindy a longing look, “Please, Cindy, baby,” she whined.  “Strip for me.  Show me your naked body.  Show me what the other girls showed me.  I want to see your hot little body and lick your steaming cunt.  I need your pussy on my tongue.  Let me taste your juices and make you cum.  Please.”
Wow, thought Cindy.  That was better than she expected and made her pussy so hot.  Cindy stripped off her shirt.  “Like my hard little nipples?” she asked.  She pulled them to make them even harder.  Then she pulled down her shorts.  There was an obvious wet spot on her panties.  She put her hand in her pussy, then her fingers to her aunt's lips.  “Like my taste?” she asked.   Carol just licked her lips.  She did indeed love to watch Cindy strip and listen to Cindy's words.  
When Cindy pulled down her panties, she put her pussy to her aunt's face immediately.  Carol wanted to tease her young niece, but didn't have the self-control.  Instead, her tongue went deep into the tight cunt, then stroked up to Cindy's hard love button.  She licked and nibbled on the little clit.  Cindy rode her aunt's face to a super orgasm, knowing her friends were watching and enjoying the show.  
As Cindy relaxed, she looked at the lust in her friends' eyes.  Now was the best time for her next question.  “If you liked that, I've got something you'll really love.”  The three 10-year-olds could hardly contain themselves.  What could be better than this?  “What would you say to letting my daddy lick your pussies?”  
“Cindy,” breathed Susie.  Her young body was so hot right now, she couldn't think straight.  The image of a naked man tied like this for her to explore was mind-boggling.  It was too good to be true.  “Would he?”
“Is he good?” asked Jenny.  
“Yeah,” said Cindy.  “He's good, too.”
“Cindy!” said Sally.  “You said you didn't do your daddy!  You do, don't you?”
Susie punched Sally, “So what!  I want her to tie up her daddy and make him lick my pussy.  Oooo, I just get hot all over thinking about it.”  
So Cindy sidestepped the question put to her.  “Yeah, he'll have to hold still while you look at his cock.  We'll tie him up and you can do whatever you want.  There's just one other thing he's going to do for us.”  Susie put her hand to her own pussy, rubbing herself furiously.  “I'll leave one hand free and he'll jerk off for us.  Our bodies will make him so hot that he'll play with himself and cum.”
“Oh, oh, fuck,” said Susie. Her body bucked in an orgasm as the image ran through her imagination. “Tomorrow,” panted Susie.  “Let's do it tomorrow.”  Any later than that would drive the hot little bitch insane.  
That night Carol could hardly wait to tell Mike when they were alone.  Susie was such a hot little bitch that Carol was sure if he played his cards right, he'd get her to suck his cock.  “Don't ask her,” said Carol.  “Don't scare her off.  She'll just do it because she wants to.  You'll see.”
Mike nearly exploded in his pants at the thought.  He pulled his cock out of his pants, raised his sister's dress, pulled her panties to the side, and shoved his cock deep into her pussy.  Almost instantly he was cumming.  
Cindy's daddy was so hot by the next day that he had to take the afternoon off.  He wasn't getting any work done with the thought of three 10-year-olds stripping for him and “making” him play with himself.  At home, it wasn't much better.  He wanted to stroke his cock and cum, but he forced himself to wait for the girls.  When they come, he told himself. I have to have some patience so I don’t cum within seconds.  
After school, Cindy cuffed her nude daddy to the same bed that his sister had occupied the day before.  She left his right hand free.  He thought of things he had to do at work, trying to keep his cock soft until the girls arrived.  When Cindy ushered them into the room, he let out a sigh.  They were each wearing shorts and tank tops, their little bodies filling what must have been clothes they'd outgrown a year ago.  Everything was so fucking tight he could see nipples and cunt lips.  His cock rose to the occasion, and he watched the girls' eyes widen at the sight.  
Susie started to reach for the huge cock, but Cindy stopped her.  She knew just how close her daddy was to cumming.  Susie might just set him off if she touched his cock.  “Wait,” she said.  “We'll make him jerk off first.  Go ahead, Susie, strip for him.”  Susie hesitated, but the look in his eyes was like the look in her friends' eyes when she stripped for them, only it was 10 times as hot.  She pulled down her tight shorts, revealing a pair of flowered bikini panties.  Her right hand went into her panties and Mike could see her rubbing herself.  His cock was pounding, larger than it had ever been.  The little tease slipped off her tank top, a struggle to remove the tight garment.  Then she pulled down her panties and spread her pussy lips for the man.  
Mike fought to keep his hand away from his cock.  The hot little bitch was so ready for a fucking or a sucking he couldn't believe it.  When Jenny stripped, she did a similar slow tease.  Her slender tanned body was a sight to see.  Mike could see her tan lines and knew that no other man had seen what he was seeing.  Her pussy was so white, so pure, and so wet.  His attention shifted to Sally as she pulled her tank top off.  Her tits had been so obvious under the super tight shirt and the fabric had rubbed her nipples until they nearly tore through.  Now he saw the little mounds capped by hard nipples and licked his lips.  Slowly, sensuously she slid down her shorts.  With her fair complexion, Sally's tan lines were nearly invisible.  But, when she dropped her panties, Mike saw her pussy was even whiter, more precious that Jenny's had been.  Sally had never felt like she did right now, knowing she was responsible for a grown man's hard on.  Her heart melted and her brain shut down.  She wanted to be naked for him forever.  
Mike looked to his little girl, expecting her to strip.  Instead, she said, “Jerk off, daddy.  We want to see you make yourself cum.  Show us how much you like little girls.”  His hand wrapped around his throbbing cock and he stroked it slowly, trying to tease himself.  As he did, Cindy started to strip.  But, she did it much differently.  She grabbed the neck of her old tank top and ripped it down the center.  The tearing sound of the cloth was like music to her daddy's ears.  She ripped the shreds off her body.  Then she grabbed the left leg of her shorts and tore up to her waist.  She did the same to her right side and the shredded shorts fell off her body as she wiggled her hips.  He read her lips as she silently said, “Strip me and rape me, daddy.”  She tore her panties off and watched his cum shoot out of his hard cock.  The cum shot up a couple of feet into the air and splattered down on his thighs and the bed between his legs.  It looked like a geyser as it erupted for his hot little girl.  
“Holy shit,” said Sally.  She'd sucked Bobby's cock, but had never imagined one could spurt like that.  She scrambled up onto the prone man and shoved her pussy into place.  Mike tasted the sweet juices and felt the soft skin of her pussy lips with his tongue.  He wanted to suck those tits, too, but only if she offered.  Her hands massaged her small mounds, as she rode his face.  His eyes never left those wondrous buds and she got the message.  She slid back and lowered her tits to his face, but kept them just out of reach.  He hungrily reached for them, licking at the nipples with his long tongue, but she teased him by just barely letting him touch.  God, he wants me so bad, she thought.  What power she felt and how wonderful it was to be desired.  She lowered her tits to his mouth and melted into his mouth.  It was many dreamy seconds before she'd had enough of that and only then because the other girls were prodding her to get it over with.  When she sat on his talented tongue again, she screamed, “Fuck me with your tongue.  Oh, fuck me, stud.  Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, this is soooo wonderful.”  Her whole body started shaking, enough to alarm her friends, but Mike didn't stop licking.  He felt his cock responding to the out of control preteen.  His right hand, still free, slid to her bare ass and up her bare back, feeling the soft, warm skin.  When he caressed her tender tits, she didn't stop him, only moaned her continuing orgasm, “Squeeze me, daddy,” she moaned.  “Lick me.  Oh, fuck, you're sooo good.”  She virtually collapsed off of him, falling to her left and Susie had to catch her to keep her from falling off the bed.  
That distraction was enough for Jenny to beat Susie into position.  The hot little brunette slid onto the waiting tongue like a pro.  A gymnast, she had an athletic body, without an ounce of fat.  Her muscular thighs gripped Mike's face as she rode him.  She sank her fingers into his hair and pulled him into her pussy.  She hardly noticed when his hand caressed her firm ass, then wandered to her flat chest.  His hand went higher, caressing her pretty cheeks and he inserted his middle finger in her mouth.  It was such a natural act for her to start sucking the finger.  She remembered Peter's cock in her mouth.  This had the same warm sensation, but it was her choice this time.  Mike slid his hand down to the little beauty's chest again, caressing her entire lean body.  She humped herself on his face for a couple of minutes, letting his hand roam freely.  Her orgasm was every bit as explosive as Sally's had been.  Her hands guided his hand to her hot nipples, bringing them erect as she screamed, “Suck my pussy, daddy.  Lick my pussy.  Touch me.  Touch me everywhere.”  It felt so good to be caressed by his big strong hand.  
As Sally finished, it was lucky that she didn't almost fall off the bed.  Susie wasn't about to let anything get in her way again and she would have let her friend fall off this time.  She clambered up on the horny man and sat on his chest, letting his free hand roam her hard body.  “Undo his other hand,” she said to Cindy.  “I want both his hands on me.  I want him to have me.  I want him to touch me.”  She was already shaking with lust.  Cindy quickly undid her daddy's left hand and he wasted no time in running both hands up her back and down her front.  He grabbed her shoulders and pulled her to him, taking her as she had asked.  Though she was surprised, she returned the deep kiss with passion.  He grabbed her ass then and pushed it forward until her pussy was in reach of his tongue.  She sighed as she felt her pussy being violated by the tongue.  His strong hands squeezed her ass cheeks, lifting her up and setting her down again on his face.  He held her so tightly that she couldn't turn, but finally she managed to pry his hands off her ass.  She stood and turned around, lowered her pussy to his face again.  She was now facing his cock, just inches away.  His hands grabbed her ass again, pulling her tight to his face.  Mike felt her small hands wrap around his hard cock.  He almost whimpered with disappointment.  She was too short to reach it with her mouth and he knew she wanted it.  Almost as much as he wanted her.  With renewed vigor, Mike licked and bit her clit, feverishly urging the 10-year-old toward her orgasm.  The faster she came, the sooner he'd feel her lips on his cock.  He heard her panting reach orgasmic level and she shuddered on his tongue.  He pulled her ass even tighter, sticking his hard tongue up her love canal as his thumb worked on her clit.  “Fuck me, yes, fuck me with your tongue, daddy,” she moaned as she came.  
As her orgasm wound down, Susie crawled forward to take the big cock in her mouth.  Mike couldn't believe the sensation of having the Asian's warm lips slide down his cock.  She only took about 3 inches in, but it was still fantastic.  Cindy challenged her, “You can get it all in, Susie.  Suck it all the way down.  Relax your throat and swallow.  He'll fucking cum for you if you suck him right.”  She scooted herself up to her daddy's mouth and let his wild tongue start teasing her.  Cindy could tell from her daddy's distracted tonguing that her challenge was being answered.  But, she couldn't see, so she dismounted and backed up to watch Susie.  Sure enough, she'd now taken six inches into her mouth.  The slurping and sucking sound was very audible as Susie seemed to make a meal out of the big cock.  She cupped his balls and swallowed again, feeling the cock deep in her throat.  With a final swallow and push, her nose touched his hairy balls.  She'd done it!  “Suck that cock,” said Cindy.  She looked at Sally and Jenny.  “Bet you guys couldn't do that.”  
Sally took the challenge, her freckled cheeks puffing out as she sucked down half the big cock.  It wasn't as easy as Susie had made it look.  She remembered Cindy's advice and relaxed.  Breathing through her nose made it easier, too.  Inch by inch, she slowly conquered the cock.  When she, too, felt the big man's balls on her nose, she pulled her face away, putting the challenge on Jenny.  Tentatively, Jenny licked the cock, then slid it in her mouth.  She was determined to match the others.  As she tried, Susie went back up to Mike's chest and sat.  The little sex kitten purred as the man ran his strong hands over every inch of her bare body.  She took his middle finger into her mouth, understanding the metaphor now.  Sexily she sucked his finger in and out.  Silently she cried, yes, take me.  
“She did it,” yelled Sally.  Susie looked to see Jenny's nose buried in the thick pubes and watched her friend bob up and down on the hard cock.  Susie took Jenny by the hair and started to fuck Jenny's face with the huge cock.  It was too much for Mike.  He shot his load down the 10-year-old's throat, feeling her muscles tighten as she swallowed the white goo.  “Oh, yeah,” said Sally.  “We did it!  He came twice for us.”   Oh, she felt so good.  What a boost to her self-confidence it was to know that Cindy's daddy thought she was sexy.  
Cindy moved to sit on her daddy's face again, but he was already asleep.  She'd get hers later, she decided.  She put her finger to her lips and led the other girls out and down the hall to where their real clothes were laying.  Then she returned and quietly uncuffed her daddy's ankles.  She looked at the sleeping form, admiring his beautiful cock.  Her friends had enjoyed themselves.  
Over the next few days, Carol and Mike fucked and sucked their kids.  They lost track of who they did what to, but eventually, the kids seemed to think they'd paid off the easy promises.  One evening, Carol was in the shower, cleaning up before going to bed.  She'd been left alone and was looking forward to a chance to catch up on lost sleep.  Instead, the shower curtain pulled back.  Instinctively, she covered herself.  “Should have locked the door,” said Greg.  
“I know,” she said.  “You never know who's going to wander in.”  Without asking him to leave, the 35-year-old mother started soaping her body, leaving it fully in view.  Greg stood and stared.  He gazed at her lovely tits, thinking them just perfect.  The triangle of hair in her crotch was enticing.  She had gorgeous long legs. Best of all, she was just a beautiful woman.  And, she hadn't locked the door.  She did that on purpose, he thought.  But, she was his mother.  After several unforgettable seconds, he closed the curtain.  Carol knew that Greg was calling in her promise of letting him shower with her.  And he was doing it by reliving her first time.  “Don't go,” she said.  And the shower curtain opened again.  
Carol feigned surprise.  “Oh, my gosh, what are you staring at?” 
“The most beautiful body I could imagine,” said Greg, repeating the words his uncle had used on his mother.    
Carol appeared stunned by the compliment.  She leaned out of the shower and gave her son a very unmotherly kiss.  Their tongues swirled together, then suddenly she slipped.  He caught her under her arms, but they tumbled in a heap.  She was sitting on top of him, his body cushioning her fall, her feet still in the tub. His hands caressed her tits and went to her pussy and thighs as she turned her head to kiss him again.  
When the two untangled themselves, she said, “You're all wet.  Get your clothes off and get into the shower.”
Greg did, stripping himself in front of his mother.  He wasn't surprised when she stepped into the shower, too.  So, he took advantage of it.  He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into a deep kiss.  When he stepped back, she pulled on his hard cock and he licked her nipples.  The mother and son explored each other's bodies as if they'd never seen a naked member of the opposite sex until Greg could take it no longer.   “Uh, mom,” he said, proudly.  “I'm going to shoot my wad.”  
“The fuck you are without me,” said his mom.  “Fuck me now.”  He shoved his cock into her willing cunt.  She started rubbing her clit to catch up with her son, wanting to cum together.  She watched the young boy, almost the spitting image of her brother, the man that had been her first love.  When his face tensed in that 'I'm cumming now' look, she was ready, too.  The two lovers came in a crashing mutual orgasm, the water pounding on their nude bodies.  
That moment stirred something in Carol.  Fucking her 13-year-old son reminded her of the first time she'd fucked her 14-year-old brother.  She realized she'd always loved her brother, not in a way a sister was supposed to love.  She'd given herself to him countless times because she loved him, and she'd lost a part of herself when he married.  With those thoughts in mind, she confronted her brother later that evening.  
When he heard her thoughts, Mike kissed her hard.  “I love you, too, sis,” he said.  “We were meant to be together.”  
Half an hour later, the two adults convened a family meeting.  The kids were wearing pajamas, but the adults, per their promise, were naked.  “Not more rules,” complained Peter.  
“No, not more rules,” said Mike.  “Carol, my sister, and I have decided that we love each other as a man and wife ought to love each other.  So, we're making this a permanent relationship.”
The six kids were speechless.  They hadn't really realized it might be a temporary relationship, but the announcement only made sense.  Mike continued, “From now on, we're mommy and daddy to all six of you.  No more aunt and uncle.  We haven't sold your mother's house yet, but we're going to now.  With that money, we're going to put in a pool.”
The kids all yelled at once, shocked, surprised, and happy.  A new mom and dad was almost as good as a new pool.  “And… and…”  Mike waited for them to quiet down.  “And, we're going to finish the basement.  It will be our new playroom with all the toys and ties and whatever we need to be just what we want to be.”  
Bobby nudged Peter, and whispered, “What's that mean?”   
“It's going to be a fucking playroom,” said Peter.  “Get it.  Our place to fuck and suck.”  
“What about bedrooms,” asked Marsha. 
The master bedroom was not in question.  Mom and dad would get it.  “The three bedrooms will each go to a girl.  You, and Jan, and Cindy will have bedrooms.  Each bedroom has a double bed.  The boys will sleep where they please.”  
“You mean with which ever girl they choose for the night?” asked Cindy.  
“Or maybe with each other,” said Mike.  “And kick you out to join your sister.”  He grabbed his little girl and sat her on his lap, tickling her playfully.  “You won't mind that, I'll bet.”  
Cindy giggled, “And sometimes I can join you and kick mommy out?”
“Or join mommy and kick daddy out,” laughed Peter, getting into the swing of things.  
“But, what about that promise you made to let Marsha's boyfriends spend the night?” asked Cindy.  It was something they hadn't ever discussed and hadn't ever been mentioned since the night the adults had been shocked.  “What do we do then?”
Marsha just laughed, “I don't want my boyfriends staying the night,” she said.  She added, with a snooty attitude, “I'm not that kind of girl.”  The entire family laughed so hard they cried.  
The Brady Bunch was going to be a wild bunch for sure.  They had imaginations to try just about anything and a few years to do it.  “Yeah,” said Mike.  “So, this is Wednesday.  We're going to get a visit from Katie and Linda on Friday.  Tomorrow night, I have a new game for us to play.  One that it just right for our family.  You'll have to wait until tomorrow to learn the rules.”  Even Carol was unaware of what he had planned.  But, she was willing to try anything.  
So, after dinner the next night, the eight Brady's clustered in the family room to hear the new game.  Mike and Carol were wearing clothes, but Mike waved off the accusations of defaulting on the promise.  “Wait until you hear the rules and then you'll agree with us wearing clothes.  At least starting out with clothes on.”  It was a simple game that he made up to randomly pair them up for some wild sex.  “I have seven straws here.  Four long and three short.”  He showed them to the family.  “Everybody draws one, except Jan.  She's always a short straw.  The four short straws have to go hide.  The four with long straws have to seek.  When a seeker finds a hider, that person that is found has to do whatever the seeker wants for the rest of the evening.”
Just to clarify, Carol asked, “So we're going to do this once each night for several nights?  And each time anyone of us could be a seeker or a hider?”  
“You got it, sis,” said Mike.  “To spice up our evening and keep us from getting in a rut.”  He handed the seven straws to Jan.  “Mix them up and make them all look the same length.”  
Jan hid the straws and came out with only the tops of seven straws showing.  Mike picked one.  It was a long straw.  Carol drew one and it was another long one.  Greg reached for a straw, but Cindy said, “Hey, we always do this the same way.  Either we go boy-girl, boy-girl, from oldest to youngest or we go all the boys then all the girls.  Either way, I'm last.  Let me go next.”  She reached for a straw and drew a short one.  “Shit,” she said.  Marsha and Bobby ended up with the other two long straws.  Greg, Jan, Peter, and Cindy left the family room to hide.  
After a decent interval, the four seekers went out to find their prey.  Marsha went straight upstairs and practically stumbled over Greg since his feet were still sticking out from under a bed.  “Come on, love muffin,” she said to her new brother.  “You're mine now.  Stick that tongue out.  Oh, yeah.”  She led him to her bedroom.  
Mike went into the kitchen and found no one.  Carol went to the living room and behind the couch she found Jan.  “Oooh, I get the fucking slut slave,” said Carol to her daughter.  “Get your ass up to your room.”  The mother grabbed a ruler as they passed the desk and started smacking Jan's ass all the way up the stairs.”  Mike continued to search the downstairs, but came up empty.  As he went up the stairs, he heard Bobby say, “Found you, Peter.”  Bobby led his older brother to an empty bedroom.  That left only Cindy.  Mike went into the master bedroom and saw a lump under the covers of his bed.  When he yanked back the covers, Cindy looked at him and said, “Oh, daddy, I was hoping it was you.”  
In her room, Marsha said to her prize, “I won't tie you up because you have to do what I tell you.  I don't want to hear any argument.”  She grabbed her prisoner's crotch and squeezed lightly, “Got it?”
Greg nodded.  He hadn't planned on arguing, but now he was sure he wouldn't.  His first orders were to dance like a male stripper.  Marsha turned on some music for him to dance by and he slowly stripped for her.  She sat in a chair and whooped and hollered at him, like she was a horny bimbo at a real male strip show.  “Come on, stud,” she yelled.  “Show me what you got.”  He stripped off his shirt and pants, then spent some time dancing in just his underwear, occasionally flashing his sister with ass.  
Carol stripped and tied up Jan, spreading her on the bed face down for a change.  Then she left the room.  When she returned, she had a long dildo in one hand.  In the other hand were two more dildos.  Jan squirmed at the sight of them.  One was 12 inches long and bigger around than her daddy. Another was about three inches long, but fat.  The third was about six inches long.  “I've always wanted a little girl,” said Carol.  “I've always wanted one I can teach about how to put out.  I've always wanted one to torment.”  
Carol knelt over her daughter and started tickling the helpless girl.  In seconds, Jan was squirming and laughing, breathlessly. Her mother wouldn't stop and she was helpless to make her stop.  “Please, stop,” she giggled, out of control.  “Oh, oh, mommy, please.”  She laughed hysterically, “Please, mommy, you're going to make me pee.”  Carol stopped, and left the room again.  Jan couldn't see what she had when her mommy returned.  
“Pee for me,” said her mommy.  She started tickling her helpless little girl again.  
Jan giggled and then burst into laughter.  “Oh, God, mommy, I'm not kidding.  Stop it or else.”  Her bladder lost control and she peed the bed, still laughing, unable to stop.  But, the bed didn't get wet.  Her mommy had caught it all in a glass.  She now put the glass to Jan's lips, “Drink your own pee, little bitch.”  Jan saw the glass tip and she opened her mouth, gulping down several mouthfuls before the glass was empty.  
Peter wondered what his little brother had in store for him.  Bobby had to stop and think for a minute.  What did he want his big brother to do?  He told Peter to strip and the older boy obliged him.  Peter's cock was hard in anticipation of the unknown.  The 9-year-old then ordered his brother to kneel and open his mouth.  “Now, suck my cock, little fag boy,” said Bobby.  Peter opened up and sucked the hard little cock into his mouth.  He savored the taste of his little brother and let his brother rape his mouth.  
Mike looked at his little girl.  She was clearly eager for anything he could throw at her.  But, he recalled her barely audible comment from several nights earlier.  He rounded up some hand cuffs and the electric shock machine.  When Cindy saw what he had in mind, she just moaned, “Oh, fuck, yes.  Daddy, I've been so bad.  Make me scream.  Make your naughty little girl scream.  Mmmmm, yes.”
“Get your clothes off, you naughty little girl,” said Mike, getting into her little fantasy.  “Strip for your daddy.  My naughty little girl is going to scream for me.”  He watched her shed her clothes like they were on fire. 
Naked, she said, “Please, daddy, make me scream.  Don't stop.  Don't stop even when I beg you to stop.  Make me scream until I beg for your cock.”   
Marsha was finally rewarded with a view of her brother's big hard cock as he shed his underwear.  He danced closer and closer to her, then she grabbed his cock when it got real close.  She pulled him in and looked up at him, “What would you like to do to your sister?”
“I want to fuck you in your mouth, you hot babe,” said Greg, wondering if he'd get to do what he asked for.  
Marsha just laughed at him.  “Then I'll make sure that's the one thing you don't get, stud muffin.  I want you to tell me a story.  Tell me about the last time you were with daddy.”
“Two nights ago,” said Greg.  “I was with him two nights ago.  He took off his clothes and then he took off mine.  God, it sounds crazy, but it feels so good to have his big strong hands on me.  I love it when he strips me and strokes my cock.  But, I had something special for him that night.  I took his big beautiful cock in my mouth and sucked him off.  Then, with a mouthful of his cum, I made him lick his own cum and swallow it.  He kisses so fucking good.  He kissed me and cleaned my mouth for 10 minutes.
“Then, he asked me if I'd fucked him in the ass, like he'd promised me I could.  Well, I had, but it looked like he'd forgotten, so I told him no.  He looked at my cock and stroked it again, then he knelt down on his hands and knees and said, 'Fuck me in the ass.  Stick your hard cock all the way up my ass.'  So I spread his ass cheeks and put my cock in his asshole and fuck it was tight.”  
Mike looked at Marsha's flushed cheeks.  “You getting horny, sis?  You like stories about a boy fucking his daddy's ass?”  
She nodded, not trusting her voice.  
“Well, then listen to this.  Because when I was done pumping my cum up daddy's ass, I stuck my ass up in the air and he fucked me, too.  He's got a big fucking cock and it felt like he was going to split my hairless ass wide open.  That's what he said, 'I'm gonna split your hairless ass wide open.'  But, while I had his big cock up my ass, I jerked off.”
Carol bent down in front of Jan with the six inch dildo in her hand.  Jan noticed straps on the dildo.  Then her mommy stuck the fake cock in her mouth, shoving all six inches in and tied the straps around behind the sex slut's head.  The slave was gagged with a cock deep in her mouth.  She tried to protest, but only moans and grunts came out.  Next, she saw her mommy wave the short, fat dildo in her face and disappear.  The slave bitch tried to turn to see what was happening, but couldn't.  A few seconds later, she felt her asshole being lubricated.  Helplessly, she squirmed, trying to avoid what was going to happen next.  But, her asshole spread, wider than it ever had before as the butt plug was inserted.  
The slave was aware that her mistress was taking her own clothes off as the clothes piled up on the bed beside her.  She couldn't see her mommy's nudity, but she knew all her mommy's clothes were on the bed now.  Nearly two minutes passed and then Jan caught movement out of the corner of her eye.  She turned her head and her eyes opened wide as she saw her mommy posing nude with a cock sticking out her front.  The strap on dildo was a foot long.  Her mommy stroked it like it was a real cock, then disappeared again.  
Carol had now filled two of her slave's holes and knelt between her spread legs to fill the third.  She positioned the 12 inch cock in her daughter's pussy and pushed it in, inch by inch.  “Mmmmphf, mmmmphf,” moaned the slave frantically.  Unable to move, she could only take the fucking that her mommy had planned.  It wasn't long before the 11-year-old had 12 inches of cock inside her.  The mistress started stroking in and out, making the little girl grunt from the huge cock in her pussy.  When Carol picked up a belt and started smacking her daughter's ass, her plan was nearly complete.  “Mmmmphf,” whined the helpless slave, her voice going up an octave as she responded to the pain and pleasure.  Then Carol turned on the vibrating butt plug.  She watched the ass squeeze the vibrator in sheer ecstasy and started spanking the horny slut again.  
When he came in Peter's mouth, Bobby went soft.  Without a hard cock, he had only one thing else he could do.  Bobby switched positions with his brother, taking the older boy's cock in his mouth.  He enjoyed doing this almost as much as he enjoyed cumming in his brother's mouth.  The warmth of the hard cock was thrilling and he could feel it start to throb in his mouth.  As Peter started to moan, Bobby stuck his finger up his brother's asshole, wiggling it around like it was a cock.  The older boy thought that felt incredible and he rewarded his little brother with a mouthful of cum.  
Bobby swallowed the cum, but quickly kissed his brother, sharing the taste of the cum.  “You taste good, don't you, Peter,” he said.
“So do you, Bobby,” said Peter.  “Your cock is hard again.  Can I suck it again?”  Bobby laid back and let Peter have his way.  When he'd cum a second time, he sucked Peter off again.  Then the two little lovers curled up naked in each other's arms on the bed and went to sleep.  
While Bobby and Peter were sucking each other, Mike was giving his daughter just what she'd asked for.  He hooked up the wires to her nipples, then put her panties in her mouth.  He took them out again and stuffed them halfway up her wet pussy.  Then he shoved them in her mouth again.  “Mmmmm,” she moaned as she tasted her juices.
“Naughty little girl,” he said, and flipped the switch.  “Eeeeee,” she screamed into her panties.  The pain was horribly exquisite.  “Scream for me, little bitch.”  Again, “Eeeeeee.”  He watched her entire body tense from the pain.  “Eeeeeee,” she screamed.  “Tomorrow night, I'll make my naughty little girl eat a 6-year-old's pussy,” he said.  “Eeeeee,” she answered.  Her eyes lit up at the thought of Katie's bare pussy in her mouth.  “Eeeeee.”  “Tonight I'll make her suck my hard cock.”  “Eeeeeee.”  Her eyes pleaded for mercy.  
He removed the gag.  “Please, daddy, please, stop,” she begged.  “It hurts sooooo fucking much.”  He hit the switch again and her shrill voice filled the room, “Eeeeeeeeeeeeee.”  She bucked on the bed.  “I'll make my naughty little girl drink my pee,” he said.  “Eeeeee,” she screamed.  Her eyes lit up again and Mike knew his little girl was excited by that thought.  “I'll make my naughty little girl lick my asshole.”  She only said, “Eeeeeeeee.”  Then she said, “Please, stop daddy, please don't hurt your little girl anymore.  Don't make me scream.”
He unclipped the wires and she moaned in dejection.  He was giving in too early.  But, when he hooked the wires up to her pussy lips, she said, “Mmmmmm.”  Then, realizing this would hurt even more, she pleaded, “No, daddy, don't shock my pussy, Eeeeeeeeeeeeee.”  She panted heavily, the pain draining her.  “Please, daddy, stop.”  He shocked her again, “Eeeeeeeee.”  He was beginning to wonder how much she planned on taking.  His cock was pounding from the sight of his little girl straining and screaming from the pain.  Her taut little body was so sexy when every muscle was tensed.  He pulsed the switch, “Eee, ahh, eeeee, oooh, eeee, fuck me, daddy, don't hurt you're little girl, pleeeeeeeeeeese.”  
“What's my naughty little girl want?” he asked.  
“I want to be naughty,” she replied.  “I want to scream and make your big fucking cock so fucking hard, eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee.”  
My God, he thought, I want her so bad.  His cock was pounding and he wanted to shove it into every orifice she had.  He wanted to fuck her pussy, fuck her ass, and fuck her face all at the same time.  “Eeeee,” she screamed, her tolerance for pain was torturing her daddy.  “I'm going to fuck my naughty little girl.  Naughty little girl's like getting fucked.”  She panted at her daddy, trying to get the breath to speak, “Eeeeeeee,” was all she could say. “Please, daddy, please stop, please, fuck me now, really fuck me, or put your cock in my mouth.  Use me, please, now.”  
Mike looked at his tortured 10-year-old, her body heaved as she panted.  Her pussy was dripping and her nipples were hard as rocks.  He yanked the clips off her pussy and attached them to her nipples again.  Then he plunged his 8-inch cock into her pussy for the first time ever.  He almost hated himself for fucking his little baby, but she felt so good wrapped around his cock.  Cindy felt herself expand as she had never before.  She'd only had Peter's 5 inches in her before this.  She was in heaven as her daddy finally fucked her.   Her eyes shot open and her body twitched as he hit the switch again.  “Eeeeeee,” she screamed, tightening her already tight cunt around her daddy's cock.  Then she started to cum.  Mike pounded in and out of his little girl, surprised that she had beaten him to an orgasm.  She really did find pleasure in pain.  He continued to writhe under him as his huge cock slid in and out against her clit.  Experimenting, he made her scream again, “Eeeeeee.”  He again felt her tighten and her orgasm continued.  He dropped the switch box and grabbed her small ass, pulling her up off the bed and tighter onto his throbbing cock.  “Fuck me in the mouth, daddy,” she said.  “Naughty little girls like it in the mouth, too.  Ooooo, yeah.”  A second orgasm rocked the hot little girl.  “Fuck me all over, daddy, fuck me.”  And, her daddy just kept fucking her tight pussy.  
Mike finally felt his own orgasm kick in.  He plunged his mouth onto his daughter's mouth, sticking his tongue down her throat as he pumped his exploding cock into her cunt.  His hands went to her body, caressing her chest, waist, and hips.  “Ooooh, mmmmm,” moaned Cindy, a third, but milder orgasm tingled through her body.  As he was finally spent, Mike pulled out of his little girl.  “Mmmmm,” she moaned as she drifted off to the most wonderful dreams.  
“Jerk off, now,” said Marsha.  Greg grabbed his hard cock and started pumping.  Marsha wasn't being any help at all.  She still had her clothes on, giving Greg little to get excited about.  She lounged back, her hand going up under her dress, but she was carefully turned so Greg could see nothing but a hint of what she was doing.  Then she started talking, “You know, it seems like so long ago, but I guess it was just a few weeks ago.  Some boys pulled a trick on me and I passed out.  When I woke up, I was tied into a chair.  And gagged.”  
She watched Greg pick up the pace on his cock.  “Imagine, me, the ice princess.  And here I was, tied and nude.  They had stripped me, taken advantage of me while I was passed out.  Shit, no one had ever seen my little tits before.  No one had ever looked at my nearly bare pussy before.  But, now they were all on view.”  She smiled at the effect she was having on Greg.  “God, Greg, I was too embarrassed to be mad.  And I was helpless to cover myself.
“Five sets of eyes were on me.  I knew I'd never live that down.  Then everyone started to stroke me.  I couldn't believe my own cousins, I mean brothers, were feeling me up.  Their touch was like a shock, or so I thought at the time.  Then they really shocked me and they raped me.  But, when they finally let me have my first orgasm, I was hooked.”  She looked at the hard cock and her brother's hand stroking it powerfully.  “Ever since then… ever since then… oh fuck,” she said and jumped out of the chair.  In a second her lips were around the hard cock and it hit the back of her throat.  Greg was taken by surprise at the sudden turn of events.  He shot his load into his sister's eager mouth as she sucked him deep.  She swallowed the load and smiled at him.  
Then she straightened her dress and sat back down in the chair.  “Ever since then,” she finished sweetly, “I've been hooked on cock.  Imagine that.”  She smiled again and said, ever so sweetly, “Now, crawl up under my dress, pull my panties down with your teeth and lick my fucking pussy until I cum.”  So he did.  
Carol took her daughter so high, the slut thought she'd never get down.  The leather belt cracked on her ass and back time after time while the vibrator stimulated her ass to a frenzy.  The huge cock in her pussy had her spread wide and her clit under constant stimulation.  With the gag in her mouth, Jan could only moan.  For a couple of minutes, Carol wasn't even aware her daughter was having an orgasm.  Her body was spasming, but was that due to the vibrator?  She moaned and whined, but was that due to the whipping?  Unlike her brother who had fucked their daughter to a five minute orgasm, Carol couldn't go soft.  She just kept stroking and the slut kept moaning against the cock in her throat.  
Finally, Carol was convinced that Jan couldn't hold out that long without cumming.  She kept stroking while she undid the strap around her slave's head.  The long cock slid out of the slut slave's mouth and she said, weakly, “Fuck me, mommy.  Watch me.  Fuck me.  Whip me.”  She stopped to pant.  “Jesus, you fuck so fucking, fucking good.  Ooooo, you're going to kill me with cumming.”  She stopped to pant again. “Mommy?” she whined.  Then, she passed out.  
Carol uncuffed her daughter, concerned about what she had just done to the poor girl.  She managed to rouse Jan and ask, “How long did you cum?”
“Hours, I think,” said Jan, drifting off again.  
“When did you start to cum?” Carol insisted.  
“As soon as you put that big fucking cock in my tight pussy.”  Holy shit, thought Carol.  That was ten minutes ago.  Jan said, “You're a better fuck than daddy.”  Carol let the beleaguered slave stay asleep this time.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 9 – Outsiders
(BBFg, MFg, Mfg, inc, bdsm, oral, anal, pedo)
“How’s my little Katie?” asked Mike as he opened the door to greet Linda and her daughter.  Right on time, they’d come over as Mike as instructed his secretary. 
“Just fine, Uncle Mike,” she gushed.  “I get to do so many cool things, now.  Do you want to hear about them?”  
Mike looked the 6-year-old over.  She was wearing a short sun dress that tied at the shoulders.  The hem of the dress was high up her thighs, nearly up to her crotch.  He smiled in approval.  Her mother was wearing a matching sun dress.  The mother and daughter looked cute together.  “Tell me about them when we get in the family room,” said Mike.  He let the two pass him, and fell in behind Linda.  As they walked, he untied the straps at Linda’s shoulders and pulled down her dress.  As it dropped to the floor, she paused to step out of it. Inside for less than 10 seconds and she was already nude.  Her nipples hardened in the cool air.  She felt demeaned by her boss’s behavior as he had so casually stripped her, but she dared not do anything.  He pushed her lightly to get her walking again and she followed her daughter into the family room.  
As Linda stepped through the doorway, she saw a totally unexpected sight.  The entire Brady Bunch was there, but they were all clothed.  It put her at an embarrassing disadvantage.  She stopped and blushed, then felt a push on her bare back again.  The entire family clapped as Linda came in, putting her in the spotlight she so badly wished she could avoid.  Her daughter turned and saw her mother nude and said, “Oh, mommy, you couldn’t wait?”  That brought chuckles from the family.  Then, the little girl asked, “Me, too?”
“No, not yet,” said Carol, taking her hand.  “Sit down over here.  We’re going to have cake and ice cream and your mommy is going to be the waitress.”
Katie giggled, “A waitress with no clothes.  That’s silly.”  
“Your mommy likes being naked for us, don’t you, Linda?” said Carol.  
Linda blushed again.  She didn’t like it, but she had no choice.  And she knew what she had to say in reply, “Yes, ma’am, I like it.”  
Mike whispered in her ear, “You’ll find the cake and ice cream in the kitchen.  Everybody wants some, so hop to it.”  Linda scurried to the kitchen and saw nine plates with slices of cake.  She spooned ice cream on to two of them and brought them out.  Bobby met her at the door and put his hands on her firm, round tits.  With a plate in each hand, she might as well have been bound.  All she could do was watch the little boy play with her fine tits.  She looked uncomfortably around the room and saw all eyes on her.  Carol was whispering in Katie’s ear again and Linda wondered what lies were being put in her baby’s ear.  After her tits had been mauled by the 9-year-old, Linda was allowed to deliver the cake and ice cream.  
When she returned with a second load, it was Peter that met her at the door and fondled her tits.  He followed her as she delivered the cake and ice cream.  When she bent down to hand it to Cindy and Jan, she felt his hand between her legs, caressing her pussy.  It was all the woman could do to keep her composure as the Brady’s humiliated her.  The third trip, it was Greg that gave her attention.  He walked behind her, then grabbed her from behind and massaged her tits.  He made them bounce up and down, a silly scene that made Katie giggle as Carol whispered in her ear.  
On the fourth trip, Linda expected Mike to meet her and fondle her.  But, it was Katie that stood waiting for her.  Dumbfounded, Linda sidestepped her daughter and walked past.  Katie fell in step behind her mommy slut and put her hands on her mommy slut’s ass cheeks.  As Linda walked, Katie bounced the nude woman’s ass.  “Aunt Carol says you have a nice ass, mommy.”  Linda’s eyes burned into Carol, who only smiled sweetly in return.  When Linda delivered the final two plates of cake and ice cream, Katie slapped her mommy’s bare ass and giggled.  It was funny to spank her mommy.  “Is that all, sir?” asked Linda.  
“You didn’t bring Katie any,” said Mike.  “She wants two scoops of ice cream.”  As Linda returned to the kitchen, she heard her boss say, “We have to punish you for that oversight.  What do you think, Katie?  What should your mommy get for almost forgetting her little girl?”  When Linda paused to hear the answer, Mike said, “Get in the kitchen, slut, and get her cake and ice cream.”  
As requested, Linda put two scoops of ice cream on the final plate, but she made them small scoops to cut down on Katie’s sweets.  When she came back, Katie said, “Lay down on the floor, mommy slut.”  Warily, Linda lay down.  She wondered what more these people could do to her.  “Now, put the cake on your tummy and a scoop of ice cream on each tittie,” said Katie.  
“Katie!” said her astonished mother.  Then she looked at Mike.  “What are you doing to do?”  
“I guess we’re going to punish you even more for not doing what Katie just told you to do,” said Mike.  “I’ll give you one more chance to follow her instructions.”  
Reluctantly, Linda put the cake on her firm, flat tummy and a scoop of ice cream on each tit.  When the ice cream tried to slide off, she was forced to cup her hands around her tits to keep the ice cream in place.  The cold took her breath away and her hidden nipples stood up hard.  She watched as Katie bent down and took a piece of cake in her mouth.  The little girl giggled at the fun of being allowed to eat cake without a fork and the silly idea of using her mommy as a plate.  Katie took a bite of ice cream the same way.  The eight voyeurs ate their cake in a dignified manner, while they watched Katie eating with no hands.  The cake smeared on her face and on her mommy’s tummy.  The ice cream ran down the sides of Linda’s ample breasts, but Katie licked it off.  Linda also watched her little girl as she made a mess of herself and helped to humiliate her mommy.  As she finished the last of her cake, Katie licked the crumbs off her mommy.  She moved up and licked her tits clean, sucking on the hard nipples as she did.  
When Katie was totally finished, Linda stood up and politely asked, “What next?” while she was really thinking, what’s next, you asshole.  
Mike said, “Did you want dessert as well?”
Linda felt a chill run down her spine.  It was a loaded question, but she couldn’t figure out what was the right answer to avoid being trapped.  Would she be ungrateful if she said no?  Would she be greedy if she said yes?  What would be her punishment for the wrong answer?  She took a neutral stance.  “If you want me to have dessert, sir.”
“Well, yes, I do, Linda,” said Mike.  “You’ve been a very good waitress and I think you should get some dessert.  Lay back down.”  The submissive woman complied.  This was not what she expected.  
Bobby got up and walked over to the prone woman.  He stripped off his pants, then his shirt, and finally his underwear.  It wasn’t until she saw his hard little cock that she realized what her dessert was.  She looked with pleading eyes at her boss.  Not in front of my baby, again, she thought.  But Katie said, “Your favorite, mommy.  You get little boy for dessert.”  Inside Linda screamed as the cock lowered to her face and she opened her mouth.  Katie knelt down by her mommy.  “I sucked him last time,” she announced proudly.  Linda could only nod slightly as she sucked the little boy’s cock.  “Mmmmm,” she said without really meaning it.
The 6-year-old watched her mommy intently as her mommy’s cheeks puffed in and out, sucking the small cock as it stroked in and out.  “Suck him, mommy slut,” said Katie softly.  She continued to watch as Bobby’s rhythm increased and he came in Linda’s mouth.  “Swallow it all, mommy slut,” said Katie.  
When she was finished, Linda stood again.  “Sit here, Linda slut,” said Mike, patting the couch next to him.  “Your daughter is going to clean up the dishes for you, aren’t you, Katie?”
“Yes, Uncle Mike.”  She looked at Aunt Carol and asked, “Now?”  Getting a nod from Aunt Carol, Katie said to her mommy, “And I get to be a naked waitress, too.”  She pulled up her dress to reveal a cute pair of matching panties.  “But, I’ve got panties on and mommy didn’t.”  The little vixen untied her shoulder straps, then wriggled out of the sun dress.  Then, she slid down her panties and was totally nude.  “Do you like it, mommy?” she asked, posing.
“Yes, baby,” said her mommy.  “You’ve got a cute body.”
It didn’t take long for Katie to get the dishes to the kitchen since she had little interference.  She beamed at each of them as she took their plates.  Being a naked waitress was a fun game for her.  While she was doing that, Carol gave Linda instructions.  At first, the sex slut argued, but finally gave in.  When Katie finished and came back into the room, Linda swallowed hard and pointed at Peter, saying, “I sucked him last time, Katie.”  It was intended and taken as a challenge.  
Katie took the challenge, “Then I will, too.”  She grabbed Peter’s hand.  “Come here,” she commanded, pulling him to the center of the room.  She lay down and said, “Let me suck you, Peter.”  
Eager to comply, Peter stripped off his clothes, climbed on the young girl, and put his cock in her mouth.  “Mmmmm,” she said, meaning what she said.  Peter stroked evenly and deeply into the tight little mouth.  
“You just dared your 6-year-old daughter to suck a cock,” whispered Mike, rubbing in her debauchery.  
“Only because you made me,” whispered Linda in return.
“And I’ll keep making you do these things,” said her boss.  “Watching you teach your little girl how to be a slut is such a turn on.  And she thinks she’s doing all these things for you.”
“Can’t you just fuck me and leave my baby out of this?”
“I am fucking you, Linda.  I’m fucking your mind right now.  And no, I can’t leave the hot little bitch out of it.  She’s got us all under her spell now.”
When Peter tensed and shot his wad down the little girl’s throat, she swallowed what she could and then licked the cum off her lips.  “Mmmmm,” she said again.  Up to now, the little sex kitten had been following instructions.  Now, totally unscripted, she said to her mommy, “And I sucked him last time.”  She pointed at Greg.  
Mike laughed at her audacity and clapped, “That’s good, Katie.”  Then to his secretary he said, “That’s too good to pass up.”  
Trapped, Linda stood and took Greg by the hand, “Then I will, too.”  She pulled his pants down and then his underwear.  He took off his own shirt and stood waiting for something.  Finally Linda said, “Please, Greg, may I suck your cock?”  
“Sure,” said Greg, patting her head like a dog.  Then, he lay down on his back.  Linda crawled between his legs and licked the hard shaft.  She was mad, but she took it out on her daughter.  “Yeah, but you didn’t suck the whole thing, did you?”  She plunged her lips around the cock, already regretting her words.  She sucked the whole thing down her throat, until her lips were at the base of the 13-year-old’s shaft and his sparse pubic hair was so close she couldn’t see it anymore.  
Surprised and hurt, Katie looked at her Uncle Mike.  “I didn’t suck the whole thing,” she said with disappointment.  “I used my hand, too.”  
“That’s OK,” whispered her understanding uncle.  “Tonight, if you like, I’ll let you suck mine and it’s bigger than Greg’s.  Cindy and her sisters can teach you how to swallow the whole thing. “  
She could hardly contain her excitement at that, but when her Uncle Mike put his finger to his lips, she knew that event was to be a secret.  The naked, little slut could only tremble in silent anticipation.  Mike sat her on his lap and wrapped his arms around the warm, naked body, feeling the crack of her ass riding on his hard cock.  
Mike called over Marsha, “While you’re upstairs, teach Katie how to suck a big cock.  Why don’t you take her up now?”  Marsha took Katie by the hand and led her upstairs for a pre-arranged party and an additional lesson.  Jan and Cindy followed.
Linda didn’t even notice them going, still believing she was putting on a debased sex show for an audience that included her little girl.  It was only after she’d swallowed Greg’s cum that she realized her baby and the girls were all gone.  She trembled at the thought of what they might be doing to her baby, but at least she wasn’t getting fucked or sucking a cock (she thought).  She started to ask, but a ball gag was shoved into her open mouth.  
Upstairs, sucking a cock was exactly what Katie was doing.  Marsha got the 12-inch dildo that had fucked Jan the night before.  They measured off 8 inches and drew a ring around the dildo.  “If you get it that far, you can suck daddy’s cock all the way,” said Marsha.  Then, just for fun, she stripped and strapped on the dildo.  
Katie giggled again.  “You look funny with tits and a cock,” she said.  But, then she lay down and said, “Show me how to suck Uncle Mike’s cock.”  
Marsha knelt over the precious 6-year-old’s face and put the cock to her lips.  Katie opened her mouth wide and Marsha pushed the cock in until the little girl gagged.  “Relax your throat,” said Cindy.  “And swallow.”  Marsha pulled out and pushed in again only to have the girl gag again.  “Breathe through your nose and relax,” said Cindy.  The next time, the cock pushed a little bit deeper before Katie gagged.  
Jan spoke up, “Just think about how jealous your mommy will be when she sees you suck Uncle Mike’s whole cock.”  
Cindy looked in surprise at her sex slave.  Not only did Jan break from her normally submissive silence, but that was devilish advice.  Cindy made a mental note to whip Jan a little more next time, as a reward.  Marsha’s next stroke inched the cock in a little bit further.  “Just relax and swallow,” said Cindy again.  Then, to Marsha, she said, “Keep stroking.  She’s getting a little bit more each time.”  Sure enough, bit by bit, more and more cock was getting down the 6-year-old’s tight throat.  Katie put her hands on Marsha’s ass to pull a little bit more in each time.  
Cindy turned to Jan.  “Time for us to get naked, too.”  The two of them stripped themselves.  “You are so bad, Jan,” said Cindy.  “Making Katie’s mommy jealous.”  She smacked Jan’s ass with her bare hand.  
“Thank you, Mistress Cindy,” said the slave.  
Cindy smacked her sister’s ass twice more, then said, “I’ll show you more of what bad girls get later.”  
The two turned back to watch Marsha and saw Marsha watching them.  “Watch what you’re doing, Marsha,” cried Cindy in alarm.  Marsha looked down in shock to see Katie’s nose pressed into her crotch.  The little girl had swallowed all 12 inches!  She pulled out quickly, a sick slurping sound accompanying the withdrawal.  
Katie looked at them and said, “Bet you guys can’t do that.”  Then she giggled at the hoarse sound of her voice.  
Downstairs, the secretary slut was being prepared for the remainder of the evening.  Greg brought out a broomstick and placed it horizontal against Linda’s back, just under her shoulder blades.  She was instructed to hook her arms over the stick, holding the stick tight against her back in the crook of her elbows.  Her wrists were chained together in front, so she couldn’t release the stick.  That made her chest stick out, highly accentuating her firm, full tits.  It was uncomfortable and gradually growing more painful, but all she could do was chew on the ball gag.  A second stick, about three feet long was attached to each ankle with a leather cuff that was attached to each end.  That effectively left her spread, unable to close her legs.  She jerked back as pinch clothespins were snapped at her nipples.  The second time Mike tried to pin her nipples, Greg and Peter restrained her.  The helpless slave grimaced from the pain of the clothespins.
Then, Carol inserted an 8 inch vibrator up Linda’s cunt and a butt plug up her ass.  “Don’t let them slip out,” she was warned, “or I’ll stick them up Katie’s cunt and ass.”   So, she tightened her ass and cunt around the intruders, determined to protect her baby from the same experience.  Carol pulled both out far enough to turn them on, then pushed them back in.  
“Aaaaaaah,” could be heard from behind sex slave’s gag as she felt herself getting hot and wet from the stimulation.  She fought to contain her arousal, but the devices were too much for her.  For several minutes she fought against an orgasm.  Her tormentors made idle conversation while she stood, spread and tied.  Her growing arousal was embarrassing, since she was practically masturbating for them, totally at their mercy.  She might have been able to control herself better if her cunt and ass hadn’t been so tight, but she didn’t dare relax and risk letting the vibrators fall out.  
“Where are those girls?” Carol asked Mike.  They hadn’t expected them to take this long.  
Mike’s reply was cut off as Linda suddenly started moaning, “Unh, unh, unh.”  Her thighs were twitching, trying to squeeze shut and her face was drawn tight.  Mike picked up a leather riding crop.  “Five smacks for every orgasm, Linda,” he said.  Smack!  “Mmmmmphf,” grunted Linda.  She was being punished for an orgasm!  Smack!  “Aaaaah,” she said.  They’d made her cum and now she was being spanked for it.   Smack!  “Aaaaaah.”  Three red lines were cut across her helpless ass.  Smack!  “Mmmmm.”  Smack!  “Ooooooh,” she finished.  Suddenly she was interested in what was keeping those girls, too.  Was she to be left like this until they came back?  She felt another orgasm starting to build.  
What was taking those girls so long was Katie’s challenge to them.  Cindy had plopped herself down immediately and said, “Fuck my mouth, Marsha.  Give it all to me.”  That was easier said than done.  When the cock passed the 8-inch point, Cindy could feel her throat being forced to expand as the cock pressed deeper.  She had to straighten her neck as the cock sank to 10 inches.  
“God,” said Jan.  She pointed at her sister’s bulging throat.  “I can see the cock all the way down there.”  
Marsha pulled out to let Cindy breathe and pushed again.  Cindy’s triumph came suddenly.  Once she’d gotten past the 10 inch point, the last 2 inches came easily.  So, the next thrust had her nose in Marsha’s slit and the cock could go no further.  Marsha pulled out and Jan lay down on the bed.  Jan had watched carefully to see what Cindy had done.  Being a good slave who wanted to impress her mistress, Jan opened wide and tilted her head back to straighten her neck and throat.  The cock slid in easily and in one stroke Jan had swallowed the entire 12 inches.  Marsha pulled out and said, “Fuck, Jan, that was amazing.”  The oldest sister started to unstrap the dildo, but Cindy said, “Fuck her in the mouth, Marsha.  Make her suck that cock some more.”  Obediently Jan lay back again and Marsha put the cock in her mouth.  Jan grabbed Marsha’s ass and pulled the bigger girl all the way down her throat.  Cindy watched in awe as her slave’s throat bulged again and again.  
“Enough,” said Cindy after about a dozen strokes.  When the cock slid all the way out, Cindy said, “I’m going to get a belt and give you five strokes for every fucking inch, slave bitch.  Later.”  
“Thank you, mistress,” said Jan.  She tingled at the thought of that. 
Cindy took the dildo from Marsha and strapped it on.  If it had looked funny on Marsha, it was hilarious on the tiny, flat chested girl.  Katie couldn’t keep from laughing out loud as Cindy climbed on top of Marsha.  With some trepidation, Marsha opened her mouth and let the cock slide in.  She stopped at about 9-inches, holding Cindy by the hips to keep her from pressing any deeper.  Cindy pulled out and let Marsha breathe.  It took her several tries before she was able to relax enough and get the right position to swallow the entire dildo.  When she had, she pushed Cindy off and looked at the clock, “Oh, my gosh, we have to hurry.”  
They grabbed the leather straps that had been made for Katie.  “We’re going to play My Little Pony,” said Cindy.  “And you’re the pony.”  The harness was wrapped around the little girl’s body, with two straps across her chest above and below her flat little tits.  A center strap connected them, separating her undeveloped breasts.  Another strap hung down.  Marsha pulled the strap between Katie’s legs, pulling it tight and fastening it to the straps across her back.  The half-inch wide leather strap pressed into the bald pussy and spread her ass cheeks.  A halter was put on her face, with a strap across her forehead that wrapped around to the back.  A second strap ran down the sides of her head just in front of her ears and under her chin.  Feathery plumes were inserted in metal clips on each side of her head, making her look like a show pony.  Finally, a bit was put in her mouth.  She chomped down on it and Marsha attached it to her halter, so she was effectively gagged.  
Cindy pulled their new pony in front of a mirror and Katie giggled into her bit.  She was a beautiful pony.  The black leather straps set off her milky white skin and made her look like a much older girl.  Reins were attached to her halter and she pranced out the door and down the steps to show her mommy.  
The sound of the girls coming down the stairs was a great relief to the straining sex slave.  She now had thirty red stripes across her poor ass.  She was torn between the pleasure of the orgasms and the pain of the whipping.  Her back was to the stairs, so she couldn’t see what was happening, but she knew relief was at hand.  Carol said, “Finally.  I thought your Uncle Mike was going to whip your mommy’s poor ass right off.”  Then to Linda, she said, “Here, let me take those out now.”  
All Linda could say was, “Unh, unh, unh, oooo, aaaa, mmmmm,” as she launched into her seventh orgasm.  


“Not soon enough,” observed Mike.  But, he waited until Carol had removed the vibrators then administered his secretary’s five smacks.  
“Giddy up,” said Cindy, snapping her little pony’s reins and prancing the little beauty in front of her mommy.  As the little pony came into view, Linda couldn’t believe her eyes.  She was dumbstruck at the sight of her daughter dressed in nothing but leather straps, a bit in her mouth.  And Katie is fucking smiling, she thought.  
Katie was smiling because she was a happy, pretty little pony.  It never occurred to her what a demeaning position she was in, prancing through the house like an animal.  She was also smiling because her mommy was tied up and being spanked.  While her mommy had been serving dessert, Aunt Carol had explained to her how much mommy liked being tied and hurt.  It seemed strange to her, but she’d heard Jan thank Cindy for offering her a spanking.  So, it must be true.  Some people, including her mommy, liked to be spanked.  
The girls led their pony around the room several times, then they stopped the little pony in front of Uncle Mike.  Katie’s smile grew broader as she watched her uncle strip off his clothes.  Her fun was dampened some by her mommy’s jealous grunts into her gag.  If only mommy wouldn’t carry on so, she thought.  She doesn’t want me to suck his cock because she wants it.  The little mare stood waiting expectantly, even managing a whinny and a very pony like snort.  Then Marsha undid the pony’s bit.
Katie leaned forward with her mouth open to take Uncle Mike’s cock in her mouth.  Her eyes watched her mommy’s face as she slid all eight, big, hard inches down her throat in one motion.  If not for the mouthful of cock, she would have giggled at how big mommy’s eyes got.  The 6-year-old pumped the cock in and out of her mouth, feeling her uncle take her reins and guide her.  “That’s my little Katie,” said her uncle.  “What a cocksucker you are.  You are better than your mommy.  Suck my hard cock all the way down your beautiful throat.  That’s my little pony girl.”  With the reins he lightly slapped her bare back.  Her angelic face, with her lips spread wide around his cock, was an incredible turn on to the pedophile uncle.  She slid the cock out of her mouth and whinnied, then took it all in again.  His cock was all the harder because of the sounds coming from next to him.  Linda was whining and moaning into the gag as she watched her little baby devouring a grown man’s cock.  Katie’s pleasure and eagerness were obvious as she sucked the big cock.  And she needed no hands this time.  As she felt her uncle tense, she looked up at him.  Though she had a mouthful of cock, she smiled with her eyes at her big strong uncle.  She was ready for his cum as it pumped down her throat, her face held tight to his crotch by her reins.  She swallowed every bit of it.  
As she pulled back, Mike said to her, “Now, you need to make up with your mommy.  She’s very jealous of your talented mouth.  You show her your mouth is good for her, too.  Lick her pussy and make her cum.”  Those words set Linda off in another bout of whining and moaning.  “Don’t worry, Linda.  This time I won’t spank you for your orgasm.”  
“Mmmmmmm,” whined Linda.  She was helpless to do anything but watch as the little pony stuck her tongue up her mommy’s cunt and started licking.  Again and again her baby’s tongue spread the captive secretary’s pussy lips and found her clit.  Linda felt an orgasm approaching quickly, mercifully quickly.  Hands reached around her from behind, big strong hands that grabbed the little pony’s reins and drew the pony in tight to her aching pussy.  Mike slapped the reins across Katie’s back and she whinnied again.  Then he heard Linda sigh and start up with, “Unh, unh, unh, Oooooo.”  He let go of the little pony’s reins and she backed away from her mommy.  “There, there, mommy,” she said.  “Isn’t that better now?”
Linda was guided down to her knees and the gag removed from her mouth.  She faced a procession of cunts and cocks as the Bradys lined up to let her service them.  Mike took his little pony aside and undid the strap that covered her pussy.  Carefully, gently, he thanked his little pony by bringing her to a wonderful orgasm.  Her cute little body wriggled and writhed as he teased her pussy.  Each time he pinched a nipple, she whinnied, and he licked harder when she did.  Mercifully, Linda had a constant faceful of something, so couldn’t see her baby being seduced by her uncle.  
For her last act, Linda had her legs unchained so she could walk.  It had long since gotten dark outside, and to her horror she was led outside on the Brady’s front lawn.  Naked and tied, with her tits thrust out, anyone who happened by might see her.  They were sheltered by bushes from clear view, but if someone walked by, she would be caught.  And as her boss pushed her to her knees and presented his cock, she realized she’d be caught with a cock in her mouth.  “See if you can do as well as your little girl,” said her boss.  She tried, but gagged at about 5-inches.  She had to pull out and go in again.  She pumped her head up and down, eventually getting the entire cock and sucking it dry.  Only after she’d finished did she realize that she’d practically been dared by her 6-year-old again and she’d taken the dare.  
Mike led the defeated woman back inside.  The girls and Carol had all gone upstairs, leaving Katie with the boys.   Linda cried out when she saw the boys’ version of my little pony.  The little girl had her ass up in the air and Peter’s cock was well inside her asshole.  Katie was bucking and whinnying as Bobby and Greg yelled, “Ride ‘em, cowboy.”  
Mike was equally shocked.  This was not part of the evening’s plans.  “Stop that right now,” he yelled.  
Katie stopped and looked up with a pout, “But, Uncle Mike, Greg hasn’t had a turn yet,” she said.  What could he say to that?  His cock sprang to attention and while he watched Greg play my little pony with Katie, he played my big pony with her horrified mother. 
When they were finally finished, Mike dressed Katie as he had the last time, but kept her panties.  “You can go home without panties, just like your mommy,” he said.  Then he whispered to her.  “Sometime this week, I want you to show your bare pussy to a boy your own age.  Take him home and up to your bedroom and take off your clothes.  Then tell me about it when you come back.”  He gave her a final French kiss, raised her short dress, and patted the little pony’s bare ass.  It was no longer a virgin ass. 
The two adults had been procrastinating on their final two promises.  Mike had thought hard about how he was going to fuck Ms. Whelan and get her to fuck Peter.  He just couldn’t come up with a plan that would convince the boy’s math teacher to fuck an 11-year-old.  He had nothing to hold over her head and she didn’t look like the type that would want to fuck just anybody, let alone a student.  Truthfully, Mike was hoping that Peter would forget about the promise.  Carol faced much the same dilemma as Mike did.  She’d promised to fuck Marsha’s science teacher, Mr. Hunter.  While she imagined the single man would fuck her without much coercion, she didn’t know how she was going to arrange it so Marsha could watch.  So it was that Sunday morning, Mike and Carol awoke to find their six kids surrounding them, with Greg carrying the shock machine.  
Marsha spoke for the group.  “I want to see you fuck Mr. Hunter, mom.  You promised and it’s been two weeks now.  And daddy, you promised Peter he could fuck Ms. Whelan.  We’re losing patience.  You’ve got one more week or the next time we come, we’ll hook you up and shock you.”  Greg set down the shock machine and Marsha added, “For now, we’ve all come to collect interest on your debt.”  In a flash, all six kids stripped and jumped on the bed.  Mike and Carol were already nude, their normal sleeping attire.  The three boys all made sure their mommy gave them a good cocksucking and the three girls got a good pussy licking from their daddy.  When the six kids were finished, neither Mike nor Carol had been allowed to cum.  That was the penalty for their delay in fulfilling their promises.  But, it was easily remedied.  Carol climbed on top of her brother, sliding his cock into her sopping pussy and rode his cock until they both came.  
Following their warning, Mike and Carol had to come up with plans quickly.  Carol went to have a parent conference with Mr. Hunter on Monday.  The science teacher normally set aside afternoons to meet with parents and luckily had no other appointments, so Carol got in to see him right away.  As soon as she entered the room she had his attention.  She was wearing a very short skirt and a tight top.  She’d debated with herself whether to wear a bra or not, and had decided she didn’t want to look like a total tramp at her daughter’s school.  And so she was wearing both bra and panties, but neither of them interfered with Mr. Hunter’s view as she strolled into his room.  Though it was obvious he was trying to seem nonchalant, his eyes ran up her long legs to her ass, then to her breasts and her face.  When he noticed she was watching him carefully, he nervously shuffled the papers on his desk and asked Carol to please sit down.   When she did, it was with some effort that he kept his eyes on her face as she crossed her legs.  The eight grader’s mother had the answer to her first question - he was interested.  
Her plan was to get a date with the single teacher and let that lead to sex.  Marsha had agreed that hiding in the closet while her mom fucked Mr. Hunter would be good enough, so all Carol had to do was get Mr. Hunter in bed.  “Well, Mrs. Brady,” started the nervous science teacher.  “I’ve got both Greg and Marsha in different science classes.  I was aware that Greg was your son, but not about Marsha…”
“Actually, Mr. Hunter,” said Carol.  “I’m her aunt.  My brother, Marsha’s dad, and I both recently lost our spouses and to save living expenses, we share a house.  So, I’m a surrogate mom to Marsha.  I hope it’s OK that I come talk to you about Marsha.”  
“Certainly,” said Mr. Hunter.  “Please call me Jim.  I’m glad that you’ve come by.  I don’t seem to have a problem with Greg, but Marsha has been doing C work and I just think that’s below her potential.  In fact, in the last two weeks, her work has slipped even lower.”
This meeting had just been a ruse, but Carol was genuinely concerned about her daughter’s performance.  “Have you changed topics?” she asked.  
“We changed from geology to astronomy about four weeks ago.  She was doing well for awhile and then just dropped off.  Is there anything wrong at home?”
Duh! thought Carol.  We made a promise two weeks ago!  Had that changed Marsha’s attitude toward her science teacher and science?  Perhaps now she saw her science teacher as a sex object instead of a teacher.  Carol hadn’t thought that these events would affect Marsha’s grades.  But she quickly answered, “No, Jim, nothing besides the normal teenage problems.”
“Perhaps you could get more involved in her activities,” suggested Jim.  “You know, help her out somehow.”  
Carol wasn’t sure, but she thought his glance toward her legs, followed by a leisurely gaze up her body, was indicating a way she could ‘get more involved’.  This might be easier than getting a date with the hunk.  “She just seems distant right now.  I’d really like to get closer with her, if I’m going to be her surrogate mother.  I’d be willing to do just about anything to help her out, but I’m not very good at science.”  She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, then tugged the bottom of her tight shirt, making it even tighter across her tits.  His waist was hidden behind the desk so she couldn’t see if he was getting hard, but she would have bet anything he was.  
Jim thought he saw the signs he was looking for.  His eyes ran over the curves of the sexy ‘mother’.  She had beautiful long legs and a nice figure.  Her blond hair nicely framed her blue eyes and her lovely red lips.  As her legs crossed, he’d caught a glimpse of her panties.  It wasn’t often that a mother came to a conference with a skirt that short.  “A mother doesn’t always have to be good at science to make a difference in her daughter’s grades,” said Jim, wondering where this woman’s true talent lay.  He felt like the two were dancing, gradually closing on a common goal, but he had to be careful.  
Things were going quickly and Carol decided to make a move that couldn’t be misunderstood, yet could be ignored by an ethical teacher.  She uncrossed her legs and left them slightly spread, then leaned forward and put her hand on Jim’s arm.  “Do you have a suggestion on how I can help her get a better grade?” she asked sweetly.  
“Now that you put it that way,” said the science teacher.  He got up from behind his desk and Carol immediately saw the bulge in his pants.  He walked around the desk and sat next to her, a chair normally reserved for the other parent if both came to the conference.  He put his hand on her knee and said, “A beautiful woman like you can certainly charm a man into giving her daughter a better grade.”
Briefly Carol thought about being coy, just to tease him, but she didn’t want to scare him off now that she had him hooked.  Her legs spread slightly more and she put her hand on his thigh.  Then she said, “I’d imagine a single, sex starved woman like me can do more than charm her daughter to a better grade.”  She felt his hand slide further up her leg, caressing her thigh, gradually asking for more and more.  When his hand reached her panties, she said, “But not here.  Not at school.”
“Of course not,” said Jim.  “I have no other appointments this afternoon.  Will you follow me home and we can continue discussing your daughter’s grades?”
Wow, he’s fast, she thought.  She hadn’t set up the arrangements for Marsha, so she said, “Oh, I’ve got another appointment myself this afternoon.  How about tomorrow afternoon at my place.  I’ll make sure we have the house all to ourselves and I guarantee my daughter’s grades will improve after our discussion.”
Mr. Hunter did not appear at all disappointed at the day’s delay.  “I think that would be an excellent time for our discussion.”  He stroked the crotch of her panties and said, “Keep this warm for me.”
She responded by kissing her fingers and pressing them to his lips.  The bulge in his cock was throbbing and she wondered how often a middle school teacher got to fuck one of his students’ mothers.  
Tuesday afternoon, Carol made sure that everyone knew what was going to happen and that everyone except her and Marsha was gone.  “And don’t come back until after 5 o’clock,” she warned each of them.  That would give her an hour and a half, just in case she wanted to spend more time than just a quick fuck.  She set Marsha up with a chair in the closet and slid the door nearly shut.  Sitting quietly, Marsha could see the entire bed.  She had no doubt she would get just what had been promised.  She was wearing just a bikini bathing suit.  It covered her, yet gave her easy access to her own body and she planned on masturbating while she watched her mother get fucked.  
Right on time, Carol heard a knock on the door.  She was wearing the same clothes she had on yesterday, minus the bra.  Just before she opened the door, she rubbed her tits to make sure her nipples were hard.  Then she pulled the door open.  It made her feel sexy when the science teacher simply ran his eyes up and down her body, feasting his eyes on her.  She did the same to him, watching his pants expand as he admired her.  
As he stepped into the entry, he said, “So, are we alone?”  He’d already noticed only one car in the driveway, hers he assumed.  
“Yes, Mr. Hunter, er, Jim,” said Carol, making the slip on purpose.  “Can I take your jacket or your pants, perhaps?” she teased.  
Like her, he figured they’d done all the preliminaries the day before.  They both knew what this discussion would entail. “You have a lovely body, Carol,” he said, meaning every word of it.  “I think you’re definitely in a position to improve Marsha’s grade.”  He put his arms around Marsha’s mom and pulled her into a kiss.  When Carol responded with enthusiasm, his hands slid down to cup her ass and he felt her hands do the same.  
Jim felt he had the upper hand in their impending dalliance.  She was offering and he was taking.  He led her into the family room and said, “Now, if you really are serious about helping Marsha, show me your tits.”
“Oooo,” said Carol.  “I just love a take charge kind of guy.”  She pulled her top up and over her head quickly, making her small tits bounce.  She kept her hands above her head, stretching to show off her tits.  “Here they are,” she cooed.  His strong arms closed around her naked back, feeling the heat of her body.  He pulled her to him and sucked her right nipple, sucking most of her tit into his mouth.  Then, he lavished attention on the smooth skin with his tongue, swirling it around her nipple and teasing it erect.  He did the same to her left tit, then licked his way down to her navel.  
“Now, the rest,” said Jim.  
“You have to catch me,” said Carol and she ran out of the room, heading for the stairs.  Caught by surprise, Jim lost a few steps.  She was halfway up the stairs before he started up them.  As he reached the top of the stairs, he saw her run down the hallway and duck into a bedroom.  The sexy tease was trapped and he ran to the doorway.  As he walked in, she slipped that incredibly short shirt down her long legs.  “These, too?” she teased, pulling at her panties.  Without waiting for an answer, she slid them down to show off her neatly trimmed bush.  
Jim started to take off his shirt.  Carol motioned to him and said, “Come over here, stud.  Let me do that.”  She wanted him in full view of Marsha when she stripped him.  
Inside the closet, Marsha had watched her mom take off her skirt and panties, then bring Mr. Hunter into view.  She held her hand over her mouth, stifling any sound as her mom peeled off her hunky science teacher’s shirt.  Her mom carefully removed her teacher’s shoes and socks.  Then, while kneeling in front of him, she pulled down his zipper and undid his belt.  God, she was really going to get to see her science teacher naked.  Then she’d get to see him fuck mom.  When his pants slid down and he stepped out of them, Marsha was amazed at the size of the bulge in his crotch.  What is mom getting into? she wondered.
Carol was amazed, but pleasantly so as she pulled down the man’s underwear and a 10-inch cock popped out.  “Oooo,” she said, “that’s going to feel good, isn’t it?”  She ran her tongue up the cock knowing she’d positioned herself and the teacher in a profile view so that Marsha could see it all.  There was something especially thrilling about fucking this man for an audience, even though it was an audience of one.  There was something thrilling even about the fact that she was practically getting paid to put on the show.  She was earning her daughter an A in science class, so she had to be good.  
Marsha slipped her hand into her bikini bottoms, stroking her slit as she watched her mom lick her teacher’s cock.  Her other hand went under her bikini top, gently caressing her nipples.  She breathed heavily, an almost audible sigh.  Shocked at the sound, more noticeable in the cramped closet, she removed her bikini top entirely and shoved it into her mouth and bit down on it.  It would be disaster if Mr. Hunter heard her now.  
Her mom led the horny teacher over to the bed and made him lie down on his back.  Marsha was enthralled by the sight of Carol kissing and licking the hard chest of the sexy man, and she heard him say, “That feels good, honey.  Keep it up.”  He used his hands to guide her lower and as she reached his cock, he released her.  With her hand still rubbing her pussy, the teenager was getting horny as his hands went to her mom’s back and ass.  She was wishing his hands were on her.  Topless, she rubbed her tits furiously, as his hands went to her mom’s tits.  
Marsha wondered if her mom was having trouble or just teasing her huge teacher as she noticed several inches of his long cock were still visible while his cock was being sucked.  Her mom would get to within 2 inches of swallowing the entire cock and then pull back.  No wonder, she thought to herself, since she was always sucking daddy’s cock, those last two inches must be more than she’s used to.  She’d watched her mom suck her daddy, Greg, Peter, and Bobby, but there was something different about watching her suck a different man.  Something forbidden about it and about watching it.  She rubbed her pussy harder just thinking that she was making her mom suck and fuck this man.  This whole sex show was just for her.  
The couple switched positions, with Carol straddling the big cock facing away from the teacher and facing straight toward Marsha.  She lowered herself down on the cock, guiding it carefully to the entrance to her hot, wet pussy.  As soon as it was a couple of inches in, Carol looked at the opening in the closet door and sank the cock deeper.  She licked her lips and rolled her eyes, sending the silent message that the big cock had tasted good.  The expression on her face as she fucked herself on the cock told Marsha that the cock also felt good in her pussy.  Marsha rubbed her clit harder and felt an orgasm wash over her.  Fuck him, mom, she said to herself.  Fuck him for me.  
And fuck him she did.  Once the cock was inside her, Carol nearly forgot about the audience and started riding the big cock hard.  She took the entire cock into her pussy, feeling herself stretch wide as the massive member spread her and sank deeper than any other cock had ever been in her.  “Oh, fuck me, Jim,” she moaned.  “Fuck me for my daughter’s grade.  Take me and use me.  Fuck me with that big hard cock.  Oh, Marsha, he’s fucking me for you.”  
Marsha heard her teacher join in, “Fuck me, Carol.  Fuck yourself on my cock.  Fuck me for your little girl.”  The teenager could see her teacher’s hands on her mom’s hips, pulling her up and down.  Bouncing on the huge cock made Carol’s tits bounce up and down and Marsha had her second orgasm watching her mom fuck with wild abandon.  By now her bikini bottoms were down around her knees and her juices were soaking the chair.  She slipped them all the way off and sat there nude watching her mom and teacher get it on.  
Carol’s hand moved to her pussy and she started stroking her clit, bringing herself toward the edge.  “Fuck me, bitch,” shouted the teacher.  “Fuck me for Marsha.  Fuck me hard.  Ride my cock, bitch.”  He took a deep breath, then shouted, “Fuck, here it comes, bitch.  Hold on tight, I’m going to blow.”  If anything, Carol increased her pace as the huge cock got ready to unload.  Jim moaned as he shot his huge load inside the hungry cunt.  He’d never been fucked with such enthusiasm before.  The mother had been fantastic and he had to get more of that.  As he pumped his load, he felt her pussy tighten as she started to cum.  Her hand was a blur in her pussy and Marsha had her third orgasm, watching her mom enjoy the huge cock so much.  
Carol was exhausted as she rose up off the cock and laid down next to the big hunk.  She continued to kiss him and stroke his chest.  He was such a good fuck, she hardly wanted to let him go.  The teacher thought he was going to get another round as the sexy woman toyed with his nipples, stroked his chest, and occasionally ran her hands down to his cock and balls.  He started to get hard again after about fifteen minutes of that.  When Carol saw that, she slid off the bed.  They didn’t have time for another round even though she might have wanted one.  
“That’s enough for today,” she said.  “I’ve earned my daughter an A now.”  She meant to continue and say that they could do this again just for fun, but she was cut off.
“No,” said the teacher.  He was trying to blackmail a little more out of her, not knowing he could have had more anytime he wanted.  “I’ll give her a C for that, to make up for the points she’s lost over the last two weeks.  If Marsha wants more than that, she’s going to have to earn it herself.”  
Of course, the teacher meant she had to do her homework, study, and do better at tests.  But, that’s not how Marsha took it.  She slid open the closet door and said, “Then I’ll earn an A right now, Mr. Hunter.”  
“Marsha!” exclaimed her mom.  
Mr. Hunter took one look at the nude 13-year-old and said, “Oh, fuck.”  Had she seen everything?  What was going on here?  Though he thought the teenagers in his class were cute, he had no intention of screwing one.  That would lose him his job.  
But, before he could react, Marsha had his cock in her hand and grabbed his balls.  When he tried to get up, she just pulled him back down by the balls.  Both Carol and Jim watched in amazement as the teenager opened wide and slid all 10 inches of the cock down her throat in own motion.  “Gulp, mmmmphf,” was all they heard as Marsha showed them what she had learned.  
Carol might have stopped her daughter, but by now it was too late.  And besides, this might come in handy, she thought.  He was clearly shocked, but was no longer trying to stop her as his cock had disappeared down her throat.  Quite the contrary now.  The teacher had never had a feeling like having his cock all the way down a 13-year-old’s throat.  It felt like warm butter wrapped tightly around his cock.  Her young mouth spread wide to fit his thick cock was a huge turn on.  And he swore he could see her throat expand as his cock went to depths it had never been before.  There was no way he could possibly have given up this feeling, so he simply let it happen.  Marsha looked at her teacher over his hard chest and saw him looking back, the amazement and pleasure showing in his eyes.  This is A material, she thought to herself.  
This is better than A material, Carol was thinking.  No longer part of the teacher’s attention, she slipped out of the room and returned with the VCR camera.  She turned it on and casually set it on the chest of drawers where it filmed the remainder of the event.  As of now, she didn’t know what the tape would be good for, but she’d think of something.  Maybe just some more fuck sessions, but with her in charge.  She’d make the horny son of a bitch lick her pussy.  Mr. Hunter may have missed the setup of the video camera, but Marsha didn’t.  She just winked at her mom.  
Mr. Hunter had just been starting to get aroused when Marsha had appeared, so she had to suck for several patient minutes until he was ready to cum again.  When she knew he was almost there, she pulled off his cock and asked, “Do I get an A now, Mr. Hunter?”  
“Fuck, yes, Marsha, just finish it,” he said desperately.  If she’d have asked to shoot him dead, he would have agreed.  
“In my mouth or in my cunt?” she asked.  

“In that fucking cute mouth of yours, Marsha honey.  Suck me all the way down.  Suck me dry.”  The little tease sank the cock all the way down her throat again, then bobbed up and down a few more times until she felt him start to shoot his hot, sticky cum down her throat.  She swallowed every drop of it and licked her lips as she cleaned off his cock.  Then the little vixen stood and walked straight toward the camera, showing off every inch of her body and making sure her face was clearly on tape.  
The unsuspecting teacher lay with his eyes closed, breathing heavily at the incredible orgasm he’d just had in the talented little girl’s mouth.  Marsha took that opportunity to slide the small camera into a drawer.  She put her hands on the top of the chest and bent over at the waist.  Looking back over her shoulder, she wiggled her ass and said, “Is that all you can take, Mr. Hunter?”
The teacher looked at the beautiful young form, the wonderful ass, the pussy squeezed between those creamy thighs, and her small tits hanging down.  He’d done something he never thought he’d do and he’d never forget this hot babe, but he couldn’t do this again.  “No, I mean, yes, I mean, no, I won’t touch you again, Marsha.  I can’t do it or I’ll lose my job.”
She wiggled her ass again, “You sure, Mr. Big and Horny?  Ever had your cock up a 13-year-old’s pussy?  Or my tight ass?”  She turned and opened her mouth wide, then said, “Do you really think my mouth is cute, Mr. Suck Me Dry?  Did you enjoy fucking my mom while I watched, Mr. Fuck Me for Your Little Girl?”
But, Mr. Hunter had regained his composure and his resolve.  In the room with two beautiful naked women, he got up and pulled on his underwear.  “Yes, I’m sure, Marsha.  I’m sure I’ve had enough and I’m sure I won’t be coming back.”  He continued to dress, pulling up his pants.  “Yes, I think you’re fucking mouth is cute and your deep throat act is amazing.  Yes, I enjoyed fucking your mom and would have done it again, but I won’t now.”  He finished dressing and left the bedroom.  
“Oh, well,” said Carol to Marsha.  “I’ll get him back here.  He just doesn’t know it yet.”  
“And, me, too?” asked Marsha.  
Carol just shook her head in amazement.  Then she mimicked the departed teacher, “Yes, Marsha, I think your fucking mouth is cute.”  She giggled.  “Oh, yes, I imagine you’ll get him back.  Now, you’ve got something to teach me, I see,” she said, referring to her lack of cocksucking skills.  
The poor teacher got an idea that this wasn’t over when he heard the doorbell ring later that evening.  On the doorstep was just a VCR tape.  When he played it, he pulled out his cock and started stroking it.  It was probably the best sex scene he’d ever seen on tape.  The fact that he was the male lead only meant he’d be hearing from the producers sometime soon.  
During the week, Mike thought about how to make his promise come true.  He knew what he had promised was unrealistic and how he planned to fulfill it was illegal.  Knowing that, he thought he could probably talk Peter out of his commitment. But, part of him knew that his kids were pushing him to live out a fantasy of his.  So, despite the risks, he went ahead with what he saw as being his rape fantasy and perhaps Peter’s rape fantasy as well.  
On Tuesday he managed to secure a friend’s hunting cabin for the weekend.  It was a remote cabin that Mike had very little use for since he wasn’t a hunter.  But this weekend he planned to entertain an entirely different prey at this lair.  It was the only way he could think of that would complete the only remaining promise that he owed to the kids.  
Peter had no idea of the plan and Mike wanted to keep it that way.  This was bad enough that he wanted the entire burden of guilt to rest on his shoulders and he wanted no chance of a leak to his intended victim.  He took Thursday and Friday off from work without telling anyone.  Those two days he spent a fraction of the time collecting what he needed for the rape of Ms. Whelan.  The rest of the time he spent watching her routine, looking for a chance to take her.  That chance, it appeared, would be when she got back to her apartment at 4:30, her daily routine.   There was little other opportunity to ambush the unsuspecting woman, so he chose the privacy of her apartment.  
On Thursday, Marsha paid Mr. Hunter a noontime visit.  He’d been ignoring her in class since Tuesday afternoon and now it was with considerable concern that he watched her approach his desk.  The little sex kitten leaned across his desk and pulled the front of her blouse away from her chest.  It wasn’t much, but it was enough for the teacher to see her braless tits.  “Pull out your cock, Mr. Suck Me Dry,” said Marsha, her no nonsense voice convincing her teacher that she meant business.  
Marsha heard the sound of a zipper and watched the poor man fish around in his crotch for a few moments and then sit waiting for the next command.  “Jerk that fucking 10-inch cock off, right now, Mr. Hot and Horny.  Look into my eyes and look at my nice tits and jerk yourself off.”  
Her teacher looked nervously at the door and said, “Marsha, can’t we do this later.  Like at your house.”  
“It wouldn’t be as fun,” said Marsha.  “Jerk off now or … else.”  She smiled as she saw his arm start to pump.  She kept her blouse pulled down and said, “Tell me about my tits, Mr. Hunter.  What do you think about them?”  
Trying to keep his composure despite the embarrassing situation his student was putting him through, Mr. Hunter said, “You’re breasts are well formed, Marsha.  They are approximately the right size for a girl your age.”
“Cut the shit, Mr. Fuck Me for Your Little Girl,” hissed Marsha.  “Tell me they’re the best thing you’ve ever seen or ….else.”
His arm continued to move and he realized that she’d only leave once he’d cum for her.  He picked up the pace, but looked nervously at the door again.  “You’ve got a pair of the best tits in class, you horny bitch,” he said.  “I’d like to suck them so bad.”  He meant every word of it.  Then, just for spite, he said, “Only Falana and Kelly have better looking tits.”
“I can let you see their tits,” said Marsha.  “I can make you lick their hot pussies.  Would you like that?”
The hapless teacher realized he was outmatched and regretted his words.  “No, Marsha, I have eyes only for your beautiful teenage tits,” he said honestly.  He didn’t want to get involved with more of his students.  
A younger girl stopped outside the classroom door and Mr. Hunter’s hand stopped stroking his cock.  “Keep it up,” said Marsha.  She waved at the girl.  Then to Mr. Hunter, “Keep playing with yourself even if she comes in.”  
His arm started pumping again, even though the younger girl walked in.  As she came in, she shut the door.   He guessed she was a sixth grader and wondered why she would choose today to come into his eighth grade science class room.  His eyes pleaded with Marsha.  He wanted to stop so badly.  
“Hi, Marsha,” said Jan as she walked in.  She wondered why her older sister had asked her to come by at lunchtime.  
“Hi, Jan,” said Marsha.  “You’re just in time.”  He pointed at Mr. Hunter.  “What do you think he’s doing?”  
Mr. Hunter froze at the question, but Jan had seen his arm moving.  “Marsha, are you making him, you know, play with himself?” asked Jan.  
Marsha nodded and said, “He needs a little help, Jan.  He’s a little nervous for his first time.”  She looked at her teacher and saw him start stroking again.  “By the way, Mr. Suck Me Dry, this is my sister, Jan.   She’s only eleven.”  His defeated look was amusing to her.  To Jan, she said, “He can see my tits, Jan.  Let him see yours.”
Jan leaned forward on the desk like her sister.  She pulled open the top of her T-shirt and Mr. Hunter looked in at more forbidden fruit.  His hand picked up speed as he looked at the budding tits on the sixth grader.  “What do you really want, Marsha?” asked her teacher.
“I want your ass over and over again,” said Marsha.  “I want you to do whatever I tell you to do.  I want to look at you and have you beg for an order.  You are going to jail if you don’t.”  She watched his arm stroking slowly.  “Are you going to cum yet?” she asked.  “Jan is every bit as good a cocksucker as me and I’ll have her under your desk in 10 seconds if you want.”
“I’m doing fine,” said the teacher.  He looked at the two pairs of tits that were his to admire and picked up the pace of his masturbation.  
Marsha stepped behind her sister, taking her own tits from view.  Jan stood stoically as her big sister reached under her skirt and pulled down her panties.  Mr. Hunter stared in disbelief as the younger girl’s panties were tossed on his desk.  He couldn’t tell quite what was happening now, but Jan started to breathe deeply and her hips started to move.  Though he couldn’t see, he knew the sixth grader was being masturbated by her older sister.  Marsha nibbled at her sister’s neck and whispered in her ear.  “What do you think about this, Mr. Hunter,” said Jan.  “My sister is fucking me right now.  Wouldn’t you like to fuck me instead?”
The horny teacher could only stroke his cock and watch the little girl’s face flush as she got excited.  “Stroke your cock,” said Marsha.  “Look at her little tits.  Watch me fuck my sister.”  She stopped momentarily and in a matter of seconds tossed her own panties on the desk.  “Are you getting horny, Mr. Hunter?  Want to watch my sister lick my tight pussy?”  She walked around the desk and raised her skirt, flaunting her young cunt to her teacher.  
Mr. Hunter, despite the huge turn on, was having difficulty.  The pressure to perform was tremendous and he realized he might never cum for the horny bitch.  What might she do then?  In desperation, he said, “Get under the desk and suck my cock, if you want me to cum.”  
Instead, Marsha looked at Jan and said, “Do it, slave bitch.”  Jan scrambled around the desk and Mr. Hunter watched helplessly as the little girl crawled under the desk and between his legs.  He couldn’t see what happened next, but the sound and the feeling told him that the sixth grader had his entire cock in her mouth and down her throat.  When his eyes opened wide, Marsha said, “She’s good, isn’t she?”
Mr. Hunter nodded.  His whole world was changing and he knew he’d be at their mercy forever.  The feeling was too good to turn down and Marsha’s hold on him was too great to ignore.  “Show me your tits again, Marsha, please?” he asked.  The 13-year-old bent over his desk again and showed him what he had asked for.  The talented mouth on his cock brought him to an orgasm and he shot his wad down the sixth grader’s throat.  “Thank you,” said Mr. Come and Get Me Whenever You Want.
But it wasn’t quite over with yet.  The 11-year-old crawled out from under the desk and went to the other side.  He couldn’t see a thing, but Marsha suddenly started to pant.  “Oh, yeah,” she said.  “Little fucking slave sister.  Lick my pussy.   Suck his cock.  Do it to me.”  Her eyes never left her entranced teacher as he watched her cum right in front of him.  “Oh, yeah.  That’s it, Jan.  Lick my cunt.  I’m … I’m… cummmmmmming.”  Then she looked at her teacher and said, “You left Tuesday without letting me cum.  That’s a bad boy.”  
Then to her sister, she said, “Finish it off.”  Mr. Hunter watched as Jan lay down on his desk and raised her skirt.  He looked at the totally bald pussy of the pre-pubescent, a sight he’d never seen before.  The little girl’s hand went to her pussy and started rubbing.  He wanted to stop her.  He wanted to make sure the door was locked.  He wanted to leave.  Instead he sat there and watched her for the thirty seconds it took her to finish herself.  “Fuck me. Watch me.  Make me,” she whined.  “Oh, Mr. Fucking Hunter.  Fucking watch me cum.”  She spasmed on his desk and moaned as her orgasm swept over her.  
As she got up, Mr. Hunter noticed a wet spot on his desk.  Marsha looked at him looking at the wet spot.  “Lick it up, Mr. Hunter.  Taste my little sister.”  He bent forward and cleaned his desktop with his tongue.   
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 10 - Weekend Duty 
(FFg, Mfgg, Fb, FFg, inc, bdsm, oral, anal, ped)
When Friday afternoon came around, Mike used his credit card to open the apartment door of Peter’s math teacher.  Then the blackmailed father waited inside.  Sure enough, at 4:28, he heard her key in the door and positioned himself behind the front door.  Ms. Whelan stepped into the safety of her apartment and shut the door behind her.  Her eyes scanned the apartment, but the next thing she knew, rough hands grabbed her from behind.  One hand went around her neck and the other hand went over her face.  The hand over her face held a white handkerchief that smelled of chemicals.  The poor teacher was a petite woman and her struggles had little effect.  Though she managed to hold her breath for twenty seconds as she struggled, eventually she inhaled deeply and fell victim to the chloroform on the rag.  Her only result was to turn Mike Brady on even more as she struggled helplessly in his grasp.  She never got a chance to see her attacker.
Mike kept the rag close at hand as he worked.  Peter was waiting in the car, unsure of what was happening, but knowing that his dad was about to deliver on his promise.  He expected to be summoned to the apartment at any time for his part in the drama.  But, Mike didn’t intend for this to happen quickly or happen at the woman’s apartment.  There was too much risk in the crowded apartment complex, so he had reserved the hunting cabin.  To prepare the teacher, Mike first stripped her clothes off.  Her nude body was something he’d normally have stopped to admire.  Her face was not all that plain, and her shapely body overcame any plainness.  Her tits were 38DD, yet had tiny nipples.  The small, girlish nipples gave her an erotic quality that hardened his cock despite the fact that he was intent on business.  Her body tapered to a very narrow waist of 23 inches, then her hips widen in a full womanly 36 inches.  The effect of her hourglass figure was dramatic.  
He worked quickly to dress her again in black stockings and a black garter belt.  A black push up bra was all she was allowed for her ample tits.  Her nipples stuck out the top of the bra and her tits seemed as hard as a rock.  He slid a pair of black panties over her garter straps.  The panties could and would be removed while leaving the accentuating garter belt and stockings on the helpless woman.  When she stirred, Mike applied the rag to her face again and her body relaxed in a stupor.   
Mike then lifted the limp body into a large moving box.  There was a hole cut in the side of the box and he arranged her body so her nose was pressed against the hole.  He packed the box with paper.  One more time he put the rag to her face and then taped the box shut.  The box was marked ‘Goodwill Donation’.  He checked outside the door and saw no one near, then pushed open the door and carried the box out.  To complete the ruse, he was wearing a stolen Goodwill Industries uniform.  Her apartment was not far from the parking lot and he got all the way to the rented van without passing anyone.  He opened the door and pushed the box in and then they drove away.  
Peter took the rag that his father offered him.  He knew what had happened because this rag smelled just like the rag they’d used on Marsha.  “She’s in the box?” he asked, knowing the answer.  
“Yes, Peter,” said his dad.  “And this has got to be the biggest secret you ever keep, understand?  You agree now, or you agree that the promise is over.”  The dad looked sternly at his son.  
Peter wasn’t about to back out now.  “You bet, dad,” he agreed, his cock hard at the prospect of the upcoming weekend.  “She’s really in the box?”
“She is,” said his father.  “If she starts to make noise, I want you to put that rag up to that hole in the box.”  It was a one-hour drive up to the cabin and Peter had to subdue his teacher three times during the drive.  Inside the box, the poor woman would barely get conscious and then the chloroform would hit her again.  She never realized she was not still in her apartment.  
At the cabin, Mike carried the box inside and untaped it.  He’d brought along several toys that they would need for Friday night and Saturday.  He intended not to rape her just once and get it over with, but to fuck her over and over again.  His reasoning was that as long as he had her, he’d take advantage of the captive.  He was out on a limb now and wanted to get the most out of it.  
So, it was that when Ms. Whelan awakened for good, she found herself hanging by her wrists, her feet not touching the ground.  Her arms were already sore and she wondered how long she had been hanging there, still not aware that she wasn’t in her apartment.  Mike had hung her from a rafter with her wrists bound together.  Her legs were spread by a three-foot bar at her ankles and her toes were just an inch off the floor.  She was blindfolded and gagged.  
Mike and Peter were both naked already, as they watched her wake up.  Peter’s cock rose to its full length as he watched his teacher struggle against her bonds.  The black bra made her big tits look even bigger than he imagined.  His dad had already removed the black panties, leaving the garter belt and straps to nicely frame the dark triangle of cunt hair.  Her stockings accentuated her long legs.  If it was up to Peter, he’d fuck her and call the rape a success.  
But, instead, as she awakened and fumbled for words against the gag in her mouth, Mike picked up his leather riding crop and handed it to Peter.  For the next 24 hours, the two would be Bud and Pal.  “Hey, Pal, you get her started,” said Mike.  The 11-year-old Peter took the riding crop and swung it hard against the helpless ass.  “Aaaannn,” yelled the teacher as she was jump started awake.  “Mmmmphf, mmmm, nnnnn, oooo, aaaaa,” she said.   Her head turned blindly from side to side as she attempted to look at her attackers, then realized she was blindfolded.  Again Peter struck her ass, “Aaaammmm,” she screamed.  “Mmmm, aaaa, kkkkkkkkk,” she said, trying to reason with her unseen attackers.  
Karen Whelan was 29 years old, from a small Midwestern town.  She was a spinster not so much by choice as by the fact that she was a boring bitch. She’d earned success as a teacher because she could relate to the youth, but when it came to men, she was totally lost.  No boyfriends lasted more than 3 dates and she wasn’t ready to put out after only 3 dates. At 29, she was still a virgin, intent on saving herself for a non-existent Mr. Perfect.  Now, she realized she was in a life and death situation.  She didn’t know who her attackers were, but she guessed she was a dead woman if she didn’t cooperate fully.  She couldn’t cooperate if they didn’t tell her what they wanted and with a gag stuffed in her mouth, she couldn’t tell them she was ready to do anything.  

The bitch’s arms hurt and now her ass was starting to sting.  After a couple of unsuccessful attempts at talking, she realized her mouth was spread wide open by a gag.  The cool air blowing across her body told her that she was nude and the sounds told her there were several men present.  She wanted to shrink up and die, but all she could do was hang there and let everyone enjoy her naked body.  
“Aaaagggggggggg,” she screamed as she was struck again.  Who is out there and what do they want?  
Mike watched his son’s cock throb as he struck the helpless teacher again and again.  She had ten red stripes across her ass and back when he finally stopped Peter.  When Mike produced two electric wires, Peter’s eyes lit up.  They hooked the wires to the bitch’s tits and Peter closed the switch.  “Eeeeemmmmmm,” screamed Miss Whelan.  Her body twitched and writhed.  Please, let me go, she begged silently.  Please, I’ll do anything.  
“Hey, Pal,” said Mike.  “There’s nobody within miles of us.  Want to hear what she has to say?”  
Peter nodded.  He wasn’t sure if Miss Whelan would recognize his voice.  
Mike untied the strap around her neck and pulled the gag out of her mouth.  Immediately, she began, “Please, whoever you are, let me go.  I won’t tell anyone what happened.  Just let me go, please.”  Peter wound up and stroked the whip across her ass.  “Whooo, eeee, hooo,” she screamed.  “Don’t, please, stop, what do you want?”  The 11-year-old hit the switch and she screamed, “Ooooooooooo, yeeeeeeeeee.”  Her body bucked against the restraints.  “Please, it hurts, I’ll do anything,” she begged.  “Let me down and I’ll do anything.”  
“Will you suck a cock?” asked Mike.  
There was silence.  Then quietly, “Please, just let me go.”  
“Will you spread your legs and beg for a good fuck?”
“Please, no, I want to go home.”
“Will you beg for a cock up your ass?”
The helpless woman broke down in sobs, “No, no, please, don’t do that.  Please let me go.  My arms hurt.  My breasts hurt.  My behind hurts.”
“Your what hurts?” asked Mike.  
Peter stroked her ass again.  “Eeeeeeeeeeee, aaaaaaaaaa,” she screamed.  Then, she said, “My behind.”
“You mean your ass?” asked Mike.  
“Eeeeeee, whooooooooooo, aaaaa,” she screamed as her behind was struck again.  “Eeee, yes, yes, my … my… ass… hurts.   Please don’t hit it again.”  
Peter closed the switch, “Mmmmmmmmmmeeeeeeeeeeee, yoooooow,” she screamed.  “Help me, don’t do that, please.  It hurts so much.”  She swung in silence for a few seconds.  “My boobs hurt,” she said.  
“Your boobs?” asked Mike.
“Yes, my boobs,” she said, wondering what was the right word to use.  “My God damn boobs.  My hooters.  My breasts.  My mounds.  My tits.  My damn things.”
“Hooters?” asked Peter trying to lower his voice.  It was a new word for him.
Mike nearly laughed at his son.  “Just hit her again,” he said.  
Peter swung the riding crop, but against her hooters this time.  “Eeeeeeeeeee, please,” she screamed.  Mike pointed at her cunt and Peter smacked that with his whip.  “Ooooooooooo, wheeeeeeeeeee,” she screamed in surprise.  “Please, anywhere, but my tee-tee.”  Peter snorted in laughter and Mike had to clap a hand over his son’s mouth to stop a little boy laugh.  
It was several seconds before the two regained their composure.  “Your what?” yelled Mike.  Peter hit it again. 
“Eeeeeeeeeee, aaaaaaah, please, my pussy, my cunt, my twat, my oh, oh, my fuck hole, my, please don’t hit it again, my vagina, my … my … cunt.”  
Mike took the crop from his son.  “Such polite language you have for a fucking naked bitch.”  He pushed the crop into her tee-tee.  “Are you a fucking virgin?”  
She nodded.  
“Bingo,” said Mike.  He looked at Peter.  “I’ll let you have her first, Pal.   But, I get her virgin ass and virgin mouth.”
“No, no, no, please,” she begged.  
“Lady,” said Mike.  “You leave here with every hole used or you don’t leave.  Got it?”
A chill ran down her spine as she heard those words.  “Y…y... yes, I… I… I…I... g-g-got it.”  But she didn’t really get it.  “Please, don’t,” she begged again.  She heard the swish and felt the sting of the riding crop, this time on the front of her thighs.  “Yeeeeeeeeee, aaaaaa,” she screamed.  “Ooooooooo, please, OK, I got it.  You can do it.”
Peter rolled his eyes at his dad.  He was really getting into the pain and rape idea.  He wanted more from her.  He closed the switch.  “Heeeeeeeeeeee, whooooooo,” she screamed.  “Ooooooooooop.”  She panted, hanging at the end of the ropes.  “Please, I said I’d do it.  Let me down and you can have intercourse with me.”
Mike took the switch from Peter.  He couldn’t take much more of the stupid virgin bitch.  “Pweeeeeeeee, hooooo, hooooo,” she screamed as her tits lit on fire.  “Please, I said I’d hold still.”  She panted for a few more seconds, then, “Eeeeeeeeeeemmmmmmmmmmm, wahooooooooooo.”  
Mike took the clips off her boobs and put them on her tee-tee.  “What do you want?” she screamed.  
“Just what we’re getting,” said Mike.  “We want to hear you scream.  We want to hear you beg.  We want to hear you say things you’d never say.  If you say fucking intercourse, or tee-tee, or breasts again, we’ll shock you until you shit.”
There was a moment of silence as the stricken woman swung back and forth panting.  “Fuck me,” she said quietly.  “You want to fuck me.  Please do.  What do you want?  Cunt.  Tits.  Boobs.  Fuck.  Screw.  Poke me.”  
Again Peter had a hard time containing his laughter.  He stuffed a fist in his mouth.  Then, in a deep voice, he said, “Suck my fucking cock.”
“Suck your fucking cock,” repeated his math teacher.  She could add two plus two.  “Suck your fucking hard cock.  Put your fucking cock in my cunt.  Put your fucking cock in my ass.  Put your fucking cock in my mouth.  Please?” she whined.  
“Not bad,” said Peter.  He closed the switch. 
“Ppoooooooooooo, yyoaaaaaaah,” she yelled.  “Fuck my cunt.  Fuck my ass.  Fuck my… fuck my mouth.  Eeeeeeeeee, aaaaaaaaaaa.  Please, let me down and I’ll suck your cock, all of you.”  She was sure she’d heard at least three voices now.  “Hheeeeeeee, oooooooooo, pleee-ee-ee-ease,” she pleaded.  “Let me suck your cocks, let me fuck you, just let me down and you can do what you want.  Please?”
“OK,” said Mike.  “But if you’re lying, you’re getting your pretty ass tied right back up there and it’s not coming down again for a long time.”  They’d talked about this moment on the drive up.  When she came down, she wasn’t to get an opportunity to remove the blindfold.  Peter loosened the rope where it was tied to the wall and let it run quickly through the hook in the ceiling.  His math teacher fell in a heap.  Mike held her arms down and uncuffed her hands, and the two of them quickly restrained them behind her back.  
“Now, bitch,” said Mike.  “Let’s fix up some rules.”  She nodded.  “You’re a fucking bitch,” he said.  “What are you?”
She paused, then said, “I’m a fucking bitch.”  
“What are you good for?”
“Fucking?” she guessed.  
“What do you look like?”
“A fucking bitch?”
“Not bad,” said Mike.  “You look like a cocksucking, hard bodied bitch who needs a good fucking.”   He paused.  


“I looked like a cocksucking, hard bodied bitch who needs a good fucking,” she repeated.  
“And who’s going to fuck you?”  
“You are.”  
“Nope, my buddy is though.  Then I will.  So, you have a choice.  You can swing by your arms and get the shit shocked out of you.  Or, you can tell my buddy just how bad you want him to fuck your virgin lights out.”
Silence.  She knew what her choice was.  She was helpless to these monsters.  But, she had to change her way of thinking if she was to get out of this alive.  “Please, please, fuck me.  I want you to fuck my virgin lights out.”  She heard the whistle of the riding crop, but it hit something besides her.  A warning.  “Fuck my virgin pussy, please.  I want you to be the one that takes me for the first time.”  Slap.  “Please, fuck me.  Rape me.  Rape me with your cocks.  With your big cocks.  With your big hard cocks.  Yes, please.  I’m going to… I’m fucking … I’m tied up for you.  Take me.  Rape me with your big hard cock.  I can’t stop you.  Fucking rape me.  Rape this hard bodied, cocksucking virgin.”  
That was enough for Peter.  He rolled the fucking bitch over onto her back.  Her legs were spread by the bar at her ankles.  He put his cock up to her dry pussy and pushed, feeling the wonderful friction as he penetrated her virgin pussy.  It took him several strokes before his own pre-cum had moistened the cunt enough to push past the first couple of inches.  Then he felt her hymen and pushed again.  “Mmmmmmmmm,” she moaned as he tore through her virginity.  “Oh, please, don’t” she pleaded, but it was too late.  
The cock tore into her dry pussy.  Her arms hurt as she lay on them and her ass and tits hurt from the torture she’d received.  “Please, it hurts,” she moaned.  She heard the whistle of the riding crop again.  “Eeeeeeeeeee,” she screamed as the crop cut a red stripe across her tits.  “Please,” she begged, “Fuck me.  Rape me.  Put your hard cock in my pussy.  Yes, please, fuck me.”  She was lucky that it was Peter’s smaller cock that was taking her virginity, but to her the cock felt immense.  
Peter was getting every bit that he had hoped for.  The blindfold concealed Miss Whelan’s face some, but he could still tell that he was fucking his math teacher.  Raping her, in fact.  That was more than he’d bargained for.  Raping her virgin pussy even.  He put his hands on the full tits.  They were bigger than Linda’s, making them the biggest tits he’d ever had his hands on.  She moaned in embarrassment, having the strange hands fondle her body.  When he put his finger to her lips, she turned her head.  He slapped her hard and felt his cock respond to the violence.  He slapped her face again and his cock jumped.  He stopped pumping his cock and pinched her tits hard.  “Pleeeease,” she begged, feeling him grow inside her.  With her arms tied under her, she was helpless as Peter slapped her again.  He could see his hand print on her fair skin.  What a fucking turn on.  He slapped her tits, leaving a hand print again.  Now he was harder than ever and started stroking again.  He put his hands under her and dug his fingers into her ass, lifting it up and pulling it to his cock.  “Oooooooooh,” she moaned.  When he released her ass, he slapped her face again.  “Aaaaah, please,” she begged.  This time when he put his finger to her mouth, she sucked on it.  
The 11-year-old kept stroking his math teacher’s pussy and now bent forward to take her small left nipple in his mouth.  He sucked on it and licked at the huge tit and moved to the other.  He was in heaven with two tits this size.  Miss Whelan looked wonderful to her student.  His fantasy of fucking her was coming true.  As he felt his orgasm approaching, the young boy pulled on her nipples, raising her off the ground until only her ass and head were touching.  “Pleeeease,” she moaned one more time, then felt her attacker tense and explode into her pussy.  “Fucking bitch,” she heard him say, a surprisingly young voice for a rapist.  
As Peter pulled out, Mike asked her, “What’s next, fucking bitch?  Your mouth or your ass?”
“Please, no more,” she begged.  
“Wrong choice,” said Mike.  
She heard the whistle and felt the sting on her thighs.  “Eeeeeemmmmmmmm, hah,” she screamed.  “Please, my … my … my ass,” she stammered.  “Oh, God, no, not, oh, yes, please, that’s where, oh, please, no, shit, fuck my ass, please.”  She was flipped and felt her ass being pulled into the air.  With her hands tied, she was resting on her head and knees.  
Mike lubricated his cock and put the head to her asshole.  “Here’s goes your virgin ass,” he said.  Slowly he pushed into the tightly puckered asshole.  She fought him with her ass muscles, but she was no match for the hard spear head he was shoving into her.  She only made it tighter for him and more painful for herself.  She felt like she was going to split in two as the huge cock drove deep into her ass.  When it was all the way in, Mike pulled back and shoved again.  “Ooooh,” she moaned in pain.  “Please, don’t.”  
She heard the whistle again.  “Eeeeeeeeeee,” she screamed from the fire in her back.  “No, please,” she begged.  Peter thought his math teacher a pretty slow learner.  She was still saying the wrong things.  He grabbed her wrists and pulled them up, stretching her arm sockets terribly.  The effect was to arch her back, pulling her head up off the ground and suspending her from her aching shoulders.   “Please, yes, please, fuck my ass,” she moaned.  “Fuck me harder, deeper, more, fuck.”  Holding her that way, Peter located the clips and put them on the tits again.  
“Bud,” he said, “You want her tighter?”
She couldn’t be much tighter, thought Mike.  But, he nodded.  “Yeeeeeeeeeeee, whoooooo,” she screamed and Mike knew what tight really meant.  He’d watched that fine ass tighten as the current poured through her tits.  “Fucking rape my ass,” she yelled. “Fuck me, fuck me hard.  Fuck my ass.  When you’re done with that, fuck my cunt.  Fuck my mouth,” she pleaded.  Just don’t shock me, she begged silently.  But, she was playing the part of a fuck toy and her tight ass was just so much better when she was writhing in pain.  As Mike stroked hard and felt himself ready to cum, he pointed at Peter and nodded.  The pain caught her off guard and her breath sucked in, while her ass tightened.  Mike pumped his seed into her virgin ass, feeling her tightness milk out every drop.  With a sigh, he pulled out.  
The hapless teacher was flipped again and laying on her back.  She felt a light person, hardly more than a boy, sit on her chest.  Peter removed her bra, put his cock between her tits, and squeezed her tits together around his hard cock.  He stroked a few times, the thought of cumming on his teacher’s face spurring him on.  Then, he stopped and bent down to kiss her.  This was something he wanted even more, had wanted since even before he appreciated a good fuck.  His lips pressed against hers and he ran his tongue between them.  She kept her lips pressed together, thought, feeling some small triumph from protecting her mouth from invasion.  Peter twisted her nipples in frustration and she got the message.  Her lips parted and his tongue found her tongue hiding in the depths.  Their tongues battled and swirled together.  
Then the young boy stood up.  He’d yet to just stare at his teacher’s lovely body, so he took a moment to appreciate what he was seeing.  She felt his hand run up her bare, spread legs and caress her inner thighs.  He lingered there, having seen these thighs under her skirts for many weeks in class.  He stroked the once virgin pussy and caressed her bare tummy.  Back to her tits, he again knelt on her and put his cock between the huge, firm tits.  He stroked hard and fast, his little cock already near to its orgasm.  When he came, he took pleasure in watching the cum spurt onto her neck and chin.  And even more as she showed her disgust, but was unable to avoid the cum running down her chin.  He scooped up this cum with his fingers and put them to her lips.  When she refused him, he slapped her again, leaving finger prints on her fair skin.  “Please,” she said.  “Feed me your cum.”  He spread it on her offered tongue and she took it into her mouth.  
Mike got hard watching his young son abuse his math teacher.  The boy had wanted to fuck her so bad, but more than that he just wanted to hurt her.  She’d become an object to him, something to use to satisfy his deepest forbidden desire.  In the privacy of the cabin, without fear of being caught, the young boy was learning just what a woman was good for.  And he was teaching his teacher just what she was good for.  There was just one final lesson for the dad to show the teacher.  
Mike knelt over her face and let his hard cock touch her lips.  She knew what was expected.  She’d begged to have each of her holes filled and her mouth was the only one left.  Reluctantly, she opened her mouth, and felt the cock push into her mouth.  From the taste, she could tell this was the one that had fucked her ass.  Tasting her own shit, she tried to refuse the cock, but felt her head rocked by a tremendous slap.  Mike left his finger prints on the stupid bitch’s face and said, “I’ll hang your fucking ass up by your feet and play spank the stupid white woman for an hour if you don’t open your fucking mouth and learn what it’s good for.”  
Miss Whelan opened her mouth again and when the shitty tasting cock entered her mouth, she put her lips around it and sucked.  She had never done this before, but she knew what was expected.  Using her tongue and lips, she cleaned the cock, feeling it drive ever deeper into her mouth.  When she gagged, she felt the cock pull out and Mike slapped her again.  He smiled at his son and said, “Some fun, huh?  Fucking stupid bitch just loves to be smacked.”  The two of them were feeding on each other’s depravity.  Without even giving her another chance, he slapped her again.  She had hand prints on both cheeks.  It was all Mike could do to keep from hitting her again.  He stopped only because her mouth was so wide open.  He shoved his cock hard into her mouth.  She gagged, but kept her lips around the cock, swallowing, trying desperately to keep the cock in her mouth.  With his weight, he drove his long hard cock all the way down her throat.  Her hands clawed at the carpet under her as she fought for air.  Her struggles made Mike even harder.  He pulled out to let her breathe and plunged in again.  Helplessly, the math teacher learned what sucking cock was all about.  
Peter moved behind his dad, started stroking the captive.  He was still captivated by the nude body of his teacher, but giving in to the sadistic lessons he and his dad were teaching each other.  He put his middle finger up his teacher’s cunt and using his other hand started rubbing her clit.  It was the first sensitive stimulation she’d received.  Sucking the big cock, she was almost unaware of how her body was reacting to the boy’s finger fucking.  Despite the pain, Peter noticed her pussy was finally becoming wet.  Her hips started to move, suggesting a hint of heat stirring in her loins.  He could hear the sucking sounds as she fought with the mouthful of cock that was shoved down her throat.  He wanted to hurt her, but was going to do it gently.  His dad picked up the pace and so did Peter, tickling the clit and watching her hips gyrate.  He knelt between her legs and pushed his cock into her pussy, still using his hand to rub her clit.  
Now the poor teacher could feel her second attacker as he fucked her again.  But, her traitorous body was dancing to the same tune.  She moved her hips as she felt the heat building.  “Mmmm,” she whimpered, afraid of what was happening.  With the cock in her mouth, she couldn’t protest and her resolve was weakening.  Mike felt the added stimulation on his cock as she moaned against it.  After just a few more strokes, it was all he could bear.  He thrust his cock as deep as he could and spewed his cum down the teacher’s throat.  
Peter continued to fuck his teacher.  But, his cock was just there, not moving.  It was his hand that moved, caressing the woman’s most private parts and bringing her closer to what she had been missing for 29 years.  Mike watched with fascination as his son played the woman like a guitar.  Soon she was moaning loudly, showing signs of an approaching orgasm.  “Ooooo,” she said.  
“Yes,” asked Peter.  “What did you say?”
She just sighed.  Then, again, “Oooooo.”
“What do you want?” he asked.
“That,” she replied.  “That.  What you’re doing.  I want that.”  Her hips moved in time to his fingers.  
He rubbed faster, harder.  “How is that, fucking bitch?”
“Please, yes,” she moaned.  “That.”  Her breathing became deep and fast.  “Ooooo,” she said again.  
Peter watched her carefully.  She took in quick breath and tensed.  He took his hand away.  “What?” she said, her voice desperate.  “Back.  That.”  
“What?” asked Peter.  
“Nothing,” she said, dejected, not quite knowing what had been about to happen or what to ask for.  
“That’s right,” said Peter.  “You don’t deserve nothing.”
The two left her lying on her back, gagged again for the night.  It had been a long drive.  They had both cum twice and were both tired.  The cabin had one double bed and the two males curled up naked together, Mike with his strong arms around his son and his hard cock pressing against the little boy’s tight ass.  But, he’d save that hard cock for the morning.  
Miss Whelan spent a fitful, fearful night on the floor.  She slept in her painful cramped position only occasionally and when she did she’d wake up expected to feel hands on her body again.  Her newly expanded ass hurt and her pussy hurt, too.  As she lay thinking about what was happening, the frigid bitch realized she had nearly had her first orgasm, but that had been denied her.  It had been a tantalizing feeling, but now felt depraved and disgusting, especially knowing she was at the mercy of her unknown attackers.  Too afraid to make a sound, the bound woman emptied her bladder several times during the night, feeling the warm fluid run over her thighs and pool on the floor under her.  
The next morning, Saturday, Mike and Peter awoke refreshed and had their breakfast.  They made their captive beg for scraps of food and made her offer all manner of sexual favors in return for a meager meal that was eaten off the dirty cabin floor.  Still blindfolded, she had to root around on the pee stained floor looking for the scraps, all the while being prodded and fondled by her captors.  
Unable to stand the nude teacher’s debasing behavior any longer, Peter grabbed her hair and pulled her to a kneeling position.  When she felt his cock rub against her lips, the helpless teacher opened her mouth and licked at the pre-cum on the boy’s cock.  Another dream came true as Peter pushed forward and she sucked his cock into her mouth.  The student watched in wonder as his teacher gave him a blow job.  Her cheeks puffed in and out as he fucked her face.  From his vantage point, he could watch her big tits sway as she rocked back and forth.  When he felt himself about ready to cum, Peter said, “Suck my cock, you naked whore.  Naked and tied, just use your fucking mouth to make me cum.  That’s what your mouth is good for, bitch, just pleasure me with your mouth and tongue.  Show off your big tits and suck my cock.”  He erupted in her mouth and kept stroking, making her suck until she’d swallowed all his cum.  
Horny after watching his son, Mike put his larger cock to her face and said, “Now suck my cock, bitch.  Show us what a good cocksucker you are again.”  Without argument, the tied woman opened her mouth and tasted her second cock of the morning.  She was getting better at cocksucking as she got more practice.  She still detested the feeling of a hard cock shoved down her throat, but she had no choice.  
Peter knelt behind his teacher and reached around her to fondle her big tits.  He pinched her small nipples, making them stand up hard and making her moan.  His soft cock was pressed into her warm ass and hardened as he watched her head bob up and down on his daddy’s cock.  It wasn’t long before she earned a mouthful of warm and sticky cum.  
When his dad was done, Peter said to him, “This is fun, Bud, but what I’d really like to do now is make her scream some more.”
Those words sent a chill down the helpless woman’s spine.  “Please,” she begged.  “Please, let me suck more cocks.  Fuck me, please.  I’ve been good.  I’ll do anything you want.  Please, don’t hurt me.”
Her two tormentors tied a rope to her wrists, still bound behind her back and laid her face first on the floor.  By hauling the rope through a hook in the ceiling, they could lift her into an arm wrenching position.  She felt the rope tighten and pull her arms up from her back.  At first it was simply another position, but as her arms got higher, she was being raised up off the floor, straining her shoulders and nearly dislocating them.  “Please,” she moaned.  “Oh, God, it hurts my arms.  Please, let me down.  I’ll suck your cocks again.  Tell me what you want?”
“I want you to scream, naked bitch,” said Peter.  He hauled viciously on the rope, raising her upper body off the floor.  
“Eeeeeeeeeee, aaaaaaaaaaaa,” screamed the teacher as she hung suspended by her arms, only her knees touching the floor.  Her tits swung just inches above the floor, bouncing as she writhed in pain.  
She hung there for several minutes in incredible, screaming agony while her captors set up their next form of punishment.  When they were ready for her, Peter let the rope down and she collapsed, sobbing on the floor.  She felt her hands being uncuffed, but she was too weak to take advantage of her brief freedom.  Quickly she was flipped on her back and her hands cuffed again in front of her.  The rope was tied around her wrists again and she was hoisted into the air with her arms over her head until her feet no longer touched the ground.  
Peter slid a metal grate under the suspended woman and she was lowered until her feet were firmly planted on the grate.  He then hooked one electric clip to her pussy lips and the other to the metal grate and flipped the switch, locking it in the on position.  “Eeeeeeeee,” she screamed, lifting her feet up off the grate, using the rope around her wrists to pull herself up.  She hung there panting, having defeated the pain for now.  Her flexed arms kept her inches above the grate, but in seconds she knew the devilish nature of her captors’ plan.  Her arms immediately started to tire and hurt as they suspended her small frame.  It was only a matter of time before her arms gave out and her feet touched the grate again.  
The tortured bitch made tiny moaning noises in her throat as her arms gradually tired.  She knew what was in store for her and could only anticipate her eventual pain.  “You bastards,” she said, mustering some courage.  “Let me go now.  You cowardly bastards.  Getting your kicks off somebody else’s pain.  You’ve raped me, fucked my mouth, and fucked my ass.  Now you just want me to scream?  You bastards.”  
Though he was planning on watching in silence, Mike taunted her now, “Come on, honey, just let yourself down.  We want to watch you dance.  Only a matter of time before you do the electric dance.  How long can you hang on before your feet get toasty?”  He reached out and slapped her bare ass with his hand.  The impact made her sway, but she held herself high.  
Peter joined in.  “What a show you put on, bitch.  Letting us watch you hang there nude. God damn pretty big tits you have.  Nice of you to show them off for us.  Soon we’ll get hard and horny watching you scream again.  What then?  Should we fuck you again or have you suck cock again?  Nothing you can do, bitch, but scream and make us hard.  Might go easier on you if you asked for a good ass fucking.”
“Look,” said Mike.  “I think she’s slipping.  That’s it, honey, just a couple more inches and we’ll have what we want.  Nothing you can do about it.  Touch down a foot and we’ll get hard watching you scream.  Once we get hard, it’s only a matter of time before we fuck you again.”  
She was indeed slipping and suddenly her foot touched the metal grate, “Eeeeeeeee,” she screamed, the pain reinforcing her will to hang on.  She pulled herself up again and held on.  “Please,” she moaned, “I’ll suck all your cocks.  Let me be your good cocksucker.  I don’t want to hurt anymore.”  But, her strength was waning quickly.  Again she slipped, touching her right foot, then her left.  “Eeeeeeee, aaaaaaaa,” she screamed again. She tried to pull herself up, but failed.  She started a dance, what Mike had called the electric dance as first one foot, then the other came down and was jerked up.  Her big tits were bouncing crazily as she jerked up and down, electric sparks flying with each new step.  “Eeeeee, aaaaaaa, eeeeeeeee, oooooo, aaaaaaaaa,” she screamed, angered by her helplessness and knowing that her pain was exciting her tormentors.  She could hear them laughing at her and imagined their huge cocks pounding at the erotic sight of her writhing and twisting in pain.  It made her angry to hear them laughing at her, but all she could do was helplessly put on the show they wanted to see.  
“Dance, honey, dance!” yelled Mike.  “Hoooeeeeee, can that fucking bitch dance.”
“Look at her tits, Bud,” said Peter.  “God, I never thought a naked, screaming bitch could be this much fun.”  His hand started to stroke his throbbing cock.  He wanted to cum so bad, but he wanted her to be part of every orgasm.  “Get her down and let me fuck her again,” he yelled.  He released the switch and cut the current.  
Miss Whelan immediately began begging, “Let me suck your cocks.  Please, anything but the pain.  You can do anything to me.  I’ll do whatever you want.”  She stood with her breasts heaving from the exertion of the electric dance,  ashamed to be totally nude for these sick men and wondering how much longer her torment would last.  For that matter, she wondered if she would get out alive.  She knew she had to keep them happy or else, “Please, I’ll suck your cocks good.  Or, fuck me in my beautiful ass.”
Meanwhile, Saturday morning at the apartment of Mike’s secretary was a different scene.  Katie had a playmate over for the day and Billy was about to get a big surprise.  The two were putting together a puzzle on the floor and Katie remembered what Uncle Mike had asked her to do.  She took off her shoes and socks, then without a word, pulled her top off.  
Billy looked at the girl and asked, “What are you doing, Katie?”  His young mind couldn’t imagine her purpose.  
She tweaked her nipples.  It felt good when somebody did that to her, so she did it to herself.  “Take off your shirt, Billy,” she said.  “Let’s compare our nipples.”  
Billy just stared at her, “Why?”  He put another piece in the puzzle.  
Katie pulled down her shorts, leaving herself wearing just her panties.  Billy’s eyes got big when he saw this turn of events.  He wondered what was inside those panties and she had his interest now.  “Take off your shirt, Billy,” she said again.  
Billy skinned off his shirt quickly and shed his shoes and socks.  He didn’t know what brought this on, but he wanted to play this new game.  He stood watching her expectantly, waiting for her to make the next move.  
“And your shorts,” said Katie.  She was willing to go first, but she wanted him naked, too.  
Billy hesitated, then pulled his shorts down, too.  He watched intently as Katie slid her panties off, revealing a sight he’d never even dreamed off.  Then, he stood still while Katie pulled his underwear off.  The two 6-year-olds played a short game of mutual exploration.  The much more worldly Katie mostly let Billy have his way with her.  He ran his finger up her moist slit and caressed her soft skin.  He wanted to see her bare ass and caress that, too.  
Then, the brazen girl took her playmate by the hand and led him to her bed.  The two of them crawled under the covers, “Just like a mommy and daddy,” said Katie.  Then, just like a mommy she kissed the pretend daddy, running her tongue in the astonished lad’s mouth.  He hardly knew how to respond at first, but was a quick learner.  He felt her hand on his hard little cock and watched her disappear under the covers.  He lifted them up just in time to see the nude little girl’s mouth plunge onto his cock.  But, it was to no avail.  Billy was amazed, but could not respond sexually.  
Linda stuck her head in the room to check on the kids, and was shocked at what she saw.  What she did see was Billy, naked from the waist up and covered by a sheet below that and Katie’s bare ass sticking up in the air, with her head under the covers.  Katie’s bobbing head left little doubt as to what the little girl was doing to Billy.  When he heard the gasp, Billy looked at Katie’s mom and his cock shriveled even smaller than it had started.  
“What is going on here?” demanded Linda.  “Get out of there, Katie.”
Billy’s mouth moved, but no sound came out.  Katie, on the other hand, came out from under the covers totally cool.  “Hi, Mom,” she said.  “I’m just doing what Uncle Mike asked me to do.”  
“What?” asked Linda.  “What did he ask you to do?’
“To get naked with Billy,” said the little girl in all her innocence.  
“He asked you to do that?” asked Linda, amazed at what her boss had stooped to.
Katie perceived that perhaps her mother was a little upset and searched for a way to control the situation.  She noticed that her mother hadn’t heard the request from Uncle Mike and perhaps she could bluff her way out of this.  “Yes,” she nodded.  “He wanted me to get naked with Billy.”  Then she fabricated another Uncle Mike request, “And… he said if you caught us, you were supposed to do the same.”
“No,” said the 25-year-old woman.  “No, he couldn’t have said that.  He wouldn’t have said that.”  
“Oh, yes, he did,” insisted Katie.  “And if you don’t, I’ll tell him next weekend when we go see him.”
Linda looked at the two naked 6-year-olds.  Billy was being quiet, listening to the negotiations between mother and daughter.  His hand covered his small cock, but he was making no move to get dressed.  He knew what Katie was telling her mother to do and he looked anxiously at the tits under the tight T-shirt.  Katie was looking at her with an earnest, innocent look that radiated honesty.  Though Linda tried to deny it, she knew that her boss was capable of such a request and probably had made it to Katie.  She thought about what her punishment might be next weekend if she didn’t comply with her boss’s direction.  
“Strip, mommy,” said Katie.  She and Billy watched as the gullible mother pulled off her own T-shirt and slid her pants off.  Billy was still silent, his eyes saying all that he needed to say.   She reached behind her back and undid the bra catch, then let her full tits swing free.  
Finally, she stripped off her panties and whispered, “What now, Katie?”
“Get in bed with me and Billy,” instructed Katie.  When the nude woman was between the two children, Katie said, “Go ahead, Billy, touch her wherever you want.  She has to let you.”  
After several minutes of being violated in a way she had never thought possible, Linda heard her innocent little girl say, “Then you’re supposed to lick my cunt and then you can go.”  So, in front of her little girl’s 6-year-old playmate, the slut secretary licked her baby to an orgasm.  
When they got Miss Whelan down from her hanging position, Bobby took advantage of his teacher’s offer and rolled her onto her stomach.  He poised his cock at her asshole and said, “What do you want?”  
“Stick your cock in my ass,” she begged.  “Put it all the way in and fuck my ass.”  She felt her asshole expand as the small cock slid up the tight passage.  
“God, she’s tight, dad,” said Peter, in his lust forgetting to say Bud.  
She lay still while the boy violated her again, grunting from the full feeling she was experiencing and feeling a heat in her loins.  The stimulation and the relatively gentle treatment she was getting was making her hot, but she didn’t really know what was happening.  The heat spread, giving her a tingly feeling all over.  It was all wrong, she knew, for her to feel good about having a cock in her ass, but to her disgust and surprise, she was feeling good.  A moan escaped her lips, “Ooooh,” as the pleasure overcame her resistance.  Bobby kept pumping, believing he’d heard a moan of pain.  Then, again she moaned, “Oooo, yes,” and tried to stifle her sounds.  But her hips had started to move in rhythm with her rapist and the moans came more often.  By the time Bobby realized what was happening, his teacher was in the midst of an orgasm.  She squeezed his cock hard as she came and he shot his load up her ass.  “Oooooo, eeeeeee,” she squealed from the pleasure of her first orgasm.  She’d known it was supposed to feel good, but somehow had always doubted that.  
“Jeez, Dad,” said Peter.  “She came from me fucking her ass.  You do her now and see if she cums again.”  Mike took Peter’s position behind the bound woman and stuck his big cock up her tight ass.  When he started pumping, she started moving her hips and moaning again.  This time Peter reached between her legs and started caressing her clit.  “Oh my, oh my, oh my,” yelled the aroused woman.  “Oooooo, yes, fuck my ass, touch me, yes, touch my pussy.  Holy shit, I’m going to have another orgasm.  I’m …ooooo... I’m ...oh my, yes…I’m cumming now.  I’m cumming with a cock in my ass.  Eeeeeeeeee, yes!” she screamed.  
Mike kept thrusting.  He wasn’t ready to cum yet, so the tightness of her ass as she came only made him hotter.  He pumped long and deep thrusts up the horny woman’s ass and she launched into a series of multiple orgasms spurred on by the ass reaming and Peter’s talented fingers on her clit.  On her third or fourth orgasm, Mike finally unloaded a wad of cum up her ass and pulled out.  Mike and Miss Whelan both lay on the floor panting from the exertion.  
Peter washed off his cock and fed it to the helpless woman.  Without hesitation this time, she sucked down the cock.  The boy watched the transformation of his teacher into a submissive, but horny woman as she moaned from the pleasure of her recent orgasm and the pleasure of pleasuring a man.  He fondled the big tits of his teacher and she responded by sucking his cock even harder.  When he came, she seemed reluctant to let his limp cock go.  
In the short lull that followed, Miss Whelan said, “I want to cum again.  Please.  I want to feel that again.  If you let me cum again, I’ll do what you want.”  
“You’re already doing what we want,” said Mike.  
“I’ll do more than what you’ve asked,” she said.  She paused, trying to think what might please her captors enough to let her cum.  “I’ll tell you a secret, a dirty secret.”  
Mike noticed his 11-year-old son’s cock twitch at the thought of his math teacher telling a dirty secret.  “OK,” he said.  “You get started and we’ll let you know if it’s good enough.”  
She took a deep breath.  “The reason I was a virgin is that, well, when I was young I had a boyfriend.  He was 13-years-old and I was 12.  We didn’t really date, but we met in secret places.  I just knew he was the one for me and that we were going to, you know, go all the way someday.”  She paused, about to reveal a painful memory that she’d never told anyone.  “He was killed in a car accident.  I thought I’d never get over it.  In a way, I guess I didn’t.  I could never love another man after that.  I just kept pushing them away.”  
“Too bad,” said Mike, “but not good enough for an orgasm.”
“There’s more,” said the shapely woman, rolling to face her captor and giving Mike the eerie feeling that she could see him.  “I don’t get along well with men, like I said.”
“Jeez,” said Peter, “she’s a lesbian.”
“No,” she shook her head.  “I don’t like women either.  I like little boys.  It’s like I’m stuck in my teens, wishing I still had Charlie.  I ease my pain by teaching young boys, but I know I can never touch them.”
“Nice story,” said Mike.  He noticed that Peter was rock hard again.  Knowing his teacher liked little boys had really charged his son.  “It’s a secret, but hardly a dirty secret.  Not good enough for another orgasm.”
“Please,” she pleaded.  “There’s a little more to it.  I do sit and stare at the boys in my class, thinking about Charlie.  I think about undressing the boys and letting them undress me.  I’d never do it, but I still think about the 11 and 12-year-old boys, wanting to touch them.  Wanting to let them touch me.  Every once in a while a boy will touch my arm or lean against me.  I don’t shrink away.  It feels so wonderful.  Years ago I had a boy start stroking my arm.  He’d noticed that I liked his touch, so he got bold.  He almost touched my breast one day, but I stopped him.  Sometimes I wish I hadn’t.”  She paused.  Then she rolled to face where Peter was sitting, “You called the other guy dad.  I thought maybe a small man was raping me.  But, I realized I’m being fucked by a boy.  A father and son.  Holy shit, I got so hot I couldn’t believe it.  It’s like my fantasy come true.”
Mike realized he was stroking his hard cock.  That must have been good enough.  “Fuck her, son,” he said to Peter.  “Fuck your teacher the way she wants to be fucked.”  
With a sigh, Miss Whelan laid back and spread her legs, “Fuck me, Charlie, fuck me like I’ve always wanted you to.”
Peter climbed on the willing woman and shoved his cock into her moist pussy in one stroke.  “Mmmm,” she said in return.  It was a totally different world now.  She felt his small hands on her tits and knew it was a boy’s cock in her pussy.  Her hips immediately started to move in time to his thrusts.  The warmth and tingling spread through her body quickly as she was raped by the boy.  “Oh, yes, take me, Charlie,” she moaned. 
She lost touch with reality when Peter said, “Yes, Kathy, let me fuck you, honey.”  The young voice sounded like Charlie and she knew he was back, fulfilling her dream.  Her body spasmed with the pleasure of an orgasm as the small cock slid in and out of her tight pussy, caressing her clit.  It wasn’t long before Peter joined her in an orgasm, pumping his seed into the older woman’s womb.  
As Peter finished, Miss Whelan came back to reality.  “Now, dad,” she said.  “Let me thank you for bringing me here and letting your son fuck me.”  She spread her legs and opened her mouth, an invitation to use whichever he desired.  Mike pulled her to her knees and presented his 8 inches of cock to her.  She licked at it, then took it into her mouth and sucked on it.  
“You’re becoming a good cocksucker,” said Mike.  “You could probably suck any of the boys’ cocks in your class.  They would never tell on you.  Not like a male teacher taking advantage of his girls.  You could get away with it forever.”  He took her head in his hands and pumped her up and down on his cock.  “Imagine asking a boy to stay after class for some extra instruction.  Imagine the look on his face when his math teacher shows him her tits and pulls out his cock for inspection.”  The image was enticing to him and he picked up the pace, stroking his cock in and out, and banging his balls on her chin.  “All your young boys are probably attracted to you like you are to them.  You have a great body.  You could let them fuck you, feel their cocks in your pussy, their hands on your tits, their breath on your throat.”  
“Mmmphf,” she replied.  She strained against the firm hold he had on her head, attempting to pick up the pace even more.  He let her suck him deep, hard, and fast.  She was on fire and he wondered if she would have an orgasm from a cock in her throat.  He felt the approaching orgasm and tightened the grip on her head, literally pounding her face into his crotch.  “Eat my fucking cum, you nasty bitch,” he yelled as he came.  
The two rapists had planned to make an entire weekend of it.  By now it was Saturday afternoon and everyone’s fantasy had been fulfilled.  Mike and Peter agreed between themselves that it was time to call it off and go home.  When they were ready to go, Mike prepared a rag of chloroform to knock out the teacher.  He planned to drop her off close to home and let her find her way home.  
“No, wait,” said Miss Whelan, desperately.  “Will you come get me again?  Or is my only release to be with seducing the boys in my class?”
“You want us bring you here again and fuck you?” asked Mike.
“Yes,” she said, “I mean, no.  I want to know who’s fucking me.  I want to fuck you more, but without the blindfold.”
“We’ll have to think about that.  And you ought to think about that,” said Mike.  She could be tricking us, he thought.  Just trying to find out who they were so she could turn them in for rape.  “I’ll tell you what.  If you really want to meet us, then we’ll give you a code phrase you can say in your math class.  Then, if you say it, he might stay after class and invite you home.”
“He really is in one of my math classes?” asked the teacher.  That made it so much better.  She’d been fucked by one of the boys she’d stared at all year.  
“Yes, he is,” said Mike.  “And you can say this phrase in every class, he’ll hear it. Say ‘I might just move to New York’.  Got it?”
“I just might move to New York,” repeated Miss Whelan.  “I got it.”  She felt the rag over her face and she inhaled deeply.  A couple of hours later, the recent rape victim awoke in a stand of trees.  Hearing cars, she walked toward the sound and found herself within a mile of her apartment.  She wondered if it had been a dream, but the ache in her ass and pussy told her otherwise.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 11 – Alice
(FFg, Mfg, Fb, inc, oral, anal, ped, bdsm)
On Sunday afternoon, Linda got a surprise when she answered the door.  Alice, her friend and Billy’s aunt, was waiting impatiently with a very angry expression on her face.  Without a word, Alice pushed past her and into the apartment.  A chill ran through Linda at the sight of the angry woman, wondering if somehow she had found out about her stripping for Billy yesterday.  As she shut the door, she asked, “What’s wrong, Alice?”
“As if you didn’t know,” said Alice, her voice tense in her effort to control her anger.  “Billy told me what happened here yesterday.  I watch him once a month for my sister and he comes to me with that story.  What am I going to tell his mother?”  She let her words sink in.  She took Linda’s silence as an admission of guilt.  There was no denial and no look of confusion on the face of Katie’s mother, only shame.  “What do you have to say for yourself?”
“Alice,” started Linda.  “I’m so sorry about what I did.”  She didn’t know whether to tell her friend the whole story or to take the blame herself.  She was embarrassed that she was becoming her boss’s sex slave and still thought she would lose her job if she told her boss to stop.  And, if she told Alice what was really going on, Alice might blow the whistle on her boss and she’d be out of her job anyway.  Yet, she didn’t think she could lie to Alice and didn’t want to take the blame all on her own shoulders.  “I had no choice,” she finally admitted.  “I’m being forced, blackmailed to do disgusting things.  That was not my idea.”
“Then you admit that you stripped for my nephew and let him fondle you?” demanded Alice.  “You and Katie and Billy, you and two 6-year-olds, were all naked in the same bed?”
Linda nodded, “Alice, please, I’m sorry.”  The trapped secretary thought now she was going to lose a friend.  “I didn’t mean for Billy to get hurt.”
“Good grief, Linda, what could you have been thinking?  Billy says you licked Katie between the legs.  From what he said, it sounds like your little 6-year-old had an orgasm.  The two of you put on a mother-daughter show for him.  And you say it’s because someone is forcing you to do it?  He must really have something on you.”
Linda could only nod her head in agreement until Alice shouted, “Say something, damn you.”
“I… I… I can’t deny it,” said Linda.  “I’ve been licking Katie’s pussy for weeks now.  Damn him, making me do my own daughter.  And she licks my pussy, too.  We’ve put on sex shows for him.  For them.  But, please, don’t tell anyone, Alice.  I have to keep doing this.”
Abruptly Alice took on a condescending tone.  “There, there,” said Alice.  “I can understand how a weak woman like you can be so easily manipulated.  Why don’t you call Katie out here and we can settle this now.”  
Linda called her daughter out.  It was a relief to know Alice could be so understanding.  Like her friend, she was eager to settle this between them.  When Katie bounded into the room, Alice said, “Katie, I heard about the fun you had yesterday with Billy.  We’re going to have some more fun.”  She took a slim tape recorder from her pocket and said to Linda, “I’ve got your admission of guilt on tape.  Now you’ll do what I say or else.”  
Linda’s shoulders slumped as she heard Alice’s words.  Her friend had just taped her confession and now she was at the mercy of yet another person.  Even Katie looked cautiously at this intruder.  What was Billy’s aunt going to do to her mommy?  And what was she going to do to Katie?
Linda had always admired Alice for her take charge attitude.  It was something that Linda was unable to do, but that difference between the two women determined who was the submissive and who was the dominatrix.  And the submissive was at a big disadvantage.  At 5’ 4”, Linda looked up at the towering 6’ 2” Alice. When she understood Alice’s intent, Linda looked at her friend in a whole new light.  The taller woman had flaming red hair and a reputation for a temper that went with it.  Five years Linda’s senior, Alice had played volleyball in college and kept herself in shape even now.  Her height gave her a slender appearance despite the strong shoulders, biceps, and thighs.  Now she was dressed in black spandex pants that came to mid calf and a black sports bra.  Physically Linda would be no match for the older woman.  
As Alice stepped closer to Linda, the smaller woman asked, “What are you going to do?”  Her voice shook in fear as her new boss stepped close.  She started to tremble.  
“What I’ve wanted to do to a cute little tart like you for years,” was the reply.  “I’ve been trying to get into your pants for months now and you seem oblivious to anything I do.  Now put your hands on top of your head.”  
Reluctantly, feeling like she was sinking in quicksand as she succumbed to this dominating woman, Linda put her hands on top of her head.  She had been ready for a quiet afternoon at home, but now knew her afternoon would not be so relaxing.  Her breasts pushed against her flowered blouse, straining the buttons.  She watched anxiously as Alice’s hands grabbed her blouse and ripped it open, scattering buttons everywhere.  In seconds her blouse was shreds laying on the floor and Alice was kneading her tits through her thin bra.  
The lesbian dominatrix looked over at Katie and saw the little girl watching open mouthed as her mother was taken.  Not taking her eyes off the 6-year-old, Alice unhooked her slave’s bra and pulled it off.  Without a word, Linda placed her hands back on the top of her head.  “What do you think about your mommy’s tits?” she asked the girl.  “Do you like to suck them?”
Katie nodded, still not quite sure what to make of Billy’s aunt.  She’d seen Billy’s aunt before, but never acting like this.  “She… she lets me suck them.  I like it,” she finally said.  
“Want me to strip her all the way?” asked Alice.  “Want to see your mommy naked again?”
“Yes,” said Katie.  “She’s pretty when she’s naked.  And she likes to be naked.”
“She likes it, does she?” 
“Yes, she likes to be naked for me and for Billy.  She likes to be naked for everybody.  I watched her strip for Uncle Mike.   I watched her suck….”
“Katie!”  Her mother cut her off.  But, she knew it was too late.  Alice would want the whole story now.  “Aaaaaa,” she moaned as her nipples were pulled hard by Alice.  She knew it was her punishment for talking out of turn.  
“Quiet, bitch!” said Alice.  “I like to hear her talk.  You can finish your story in a minute, Katie.  Come here and finish stripping your mommy now.”  
Linda moaned in humiliation as her own daughter pulled down the zipper of her pants, then wriggled them down her hips and legs.  Katie was smiling as she pulled down her mommy’s panties, leaving her nude for the admiring lesbian.  “Now you, Katie,” said Alice.  “You strip for me, too.”  
Katie beamed as she complied.  She pulled her T-shirt off quickly.  “Ooooh, yes, Katie,” said Alice.  “I love little girls.  I love their flat little chests and round little tummies.  Show me everything, little one.”  The 6-year-old slid down her shorts and posed in her flowery panties.  Then she pulled her panties down.  “Beautiful smooth cunt,” said Alice.  “I love little girls’ smooth pussies.  How does yours taste?”
“Mommy says it tastes really, really good,” said Katie.  
“And how does mommy’s pussy taste?” asked Alice, wondering if they reciprocated.  
“She tastes really good, too,” replied Katie, confirming to Alice that mother and daughter shared a common interest in pussies.  
“And who else does mommy do while you watch?”  The taller woman shot a stern glance at her submissive, a look that said ‘Shut up and listen.’
“Mommy sucks Uncle Mike and Greg and Peter and Bobby.  I watched her lick Aunt Carol and Marsha and Cindy.  Last week we both got our asses fucked and I got to play my little pony.”
“Ooooo,” said Alice.  “Sounds like an interesting group you guys party with.  I’ll have to meet them sometime.  Katie, go find me something to tie up your mommy.  Maybe a rope or the tie to her robe.  Bring me anything you can find and we’ll tie her up real good.”  Then, as Katie scampered her cute little butt out of the room, Alice turned to Linda, still standing with her hands on her head.  The submissive wanted to run and hide as the domineering woman ran her eyes hungrily over her nude body, but she waited obediently for her next command.  Shame washed over her as Alice’s hands closed on her firm, ripe tits and caressed them, gently at first.  She’d had sex with the woman and girls in the Brady bunch recently, but there was something different about the one-on-one contact and the desire in Alice’s eyes.  This was not an orgy, it was a lesbian love scene and she responded to the gentle, forbidden touch of this shapely woman with a contented sigh.  
Alice had intended to take what she wanted, but her captive’s response surprised her and she moved slowly as if seducing the woman instead of taking her.  She still had the power of the aggressor, the advantage of being dressed while this nude slave responded to her touch.  Her hands stroked the soft skin of Linda’s breasts, bringing her nipples erect.  The talented hands moved down the supple skin of Linda’s firm stomach, tickling and teasing.  Linda closed her eyes and enjoyed the touch of her new mistress.  She felt the strong hands move to her ass and caress that, then heard, without opening her eyes, the tall woman move behind her.  “God, Linda, you’re every bit as beautiful as I imagined.”  
When she felt a wetness on her ass, Linda knew that her mistress was kissing and licking her shapely ass.  The gentle touch continued lower, bypassing the heat of her pussy, and stroked her thighs.  In response to the gentle touch, she spread her legs slightly giving better access to the warmth of her inner thighs.  The slave felt herself getting wet between her legs as her mistress showed a tenderness that she had never experience before.  Alice caressed and licked her way up the front of her captive’s legs, ever closer to the tantalizing pussy.  She could smell the effect of her seduction as her nose neared Linda’s cunt, but again she bypassed it.  A slight moan escaped the smaller woman’s lips.  Then she felt hot lips on her nipples, kissing and sucking them, arousing her even further.  
When the touch disappeared, Linda almost opened her eyes to see what was coming next, but the thrill of the unexpected, the feeling of helplessness, made her hotter.  Suddenly, she felt hands entangle themselves in her hair, grabbing her head.  She gasped at the forceful, yet gentle nature of the control and as she opened her mouth, the tongue of her mistress entered.  Linda responded eagerly, battling with the intruding tongue, yet surrendering her mouth to the invasion.  
The two were interrupted by a naked 6-year-old, who ran into the room with a collection of long, thin items.  The ties to two robes, two lengths of rope, three strips of cloth, a belt, and a scarf were in her hands.  As Alice stepped back from her conquest, Linda said, “You don’t have to tie me, mistress.  I’m yours.  I’ll do anything you want.”
“But, it’s more fun for you to totally lose control,” said Alice.  She pulled her slave’s hands behind her and secured them with a length of rope.  She tied the other length of rope around Linda’s pretty neck, then tugged on it to lead her around the room.  The slave followed her mistress like the pet she was becoming.  “And it’s more fun for me to take control,” said the mistress.  “Besides, we have the matter of you subjecting my nephew to a perverse act.  You deserve some punishment for that.  What do you think, Katie?”
“Yeah,” said Katie.  She was willing to go along with whatever the big woman said.  
“Then, you understand that you’ll have to be punished, too,” said Alice.  “You were a bad girl with my Billy yesterday, too.”
Katie looked at her mommy and was surprised to see a smug look on her face.  It was the kind of look that mommy gave her when she said, “See, I told you so.”  It was a look of pleasure at the predicament that the little girl had worked herself into.  “Noooo,” said Katie.  “I didn’t want to do it.  Uncle Mike made me do it, too.”  
But, the little girl’s pleas made no difference.  The big woman grabbed the 6-year-old and pulled her hands behind her back.  Katie struggled, but she was no match for the strong woman.  Soon her hands were bound behind her back and she stood next to her mommy.  “A nice mother-daughter pair,” said Alice.  “What can I do to two lovelies like you?”
She sat down on the sofa, leaving her captives standing at attention.  “You know, I really do like little girls.  I got started on little girls.  When I was 12, I was in sixth grade and already knew I was going to be a lesbian.  I made out with a couple of my friends.  But, then I started preying on the first graders.  They were so impressed to have a sixth grader hang out with them that they’d do just about anything.  I figure I stripped and licked just about every bald pussy in the first grade, some of them right there in school.  Then one of them told on me.”
The two captives listened intently, wondering what had happened.  “I was suspended from school for a week, but I came back.  They found that little bitch who had told on me, tied up in the boys bathroom in the sixth grade hall.  She’d been there all day.  I hear she had cum dripping off every inch of her body.  No telling how much cum she’d swallowed or had pumped into her once virgin ass and pussy.  But, she’d learned her lesson.  She never told them who tied her up in the bathroom.”
Katie squealed in fear as Alice picked her bodily up and carried her to the sofa.  The strong woman had no trouble handling the little girl, feeling the warm, helpless body struggle as she lifted the squirming  6-year-old high.  “How would you like to be tied up and left in the boys’ bathroom,” she whispered in the frightened girl’s ear.  She held Katie where she could see the fear in her face.  Then she licked the small nipples of the girl and lifted her up even higher, bringing the bald pussy to her outstretched tongue.  “Mmmm,” said Alice as her tongue stroked the length of the smooth slit. 
Katie was quivering in fear when Alice sat down and stretched her face down across her lap.  “How about a good old fashioned spanking for this nasty, naughty girl?” asked Alice.  Katie moaned, but could do nothing except squirm, waiting for the first blow.  Instead, Alice caressed the tight ass on her lap, making Katie jump at the first touch.  Like she had Linda, the lesbian stroked the soft skin, relaxing the young girl and eliciting a moan of pleasure.  Then, smack! “Aaaa, nooooo,” squealed Katie.  Smack!  “Eeeeeeee, noooooo, stop,” yelled Katie.  “I’m sorry.  I won’t strip for Billy again.”  Smack! “Pleeeeease, owwwwww, I’ll be good.”  
Linda watched in helpless silence as she watched her baby getting spanked.  She knew that her punishment would be next and guessed that it would be worse for her if she intervened now.  Smack!  “Eeeeeeeee.”  Then, cruelly, Alice said, “Your mommy doesn’t care if you get spanked, little one.  She’s enjoying it, in fact.”  She gave Katie’s mommy a hard, stern look and said, “Tell Katie how much you enjoy this.”
It took Linda a few seconds to respond to such a shocking request.  But, she’d only suffer if she didn’t and maybe her little girl would suffer more, too.  “Yes, mistress, spank the little bitch,” she said.  “Let me watch you spank her ass.  Spank her again.”
Smack!  “Oowwwwww, pleeeeeese, mommy, please, make her stop,” screamed Katie.  
“No way, Katie, I want to watch her make your cute little ass turn red.  Spank her, it was her that told me to strip for Billy.  It was her that told me to lick her pussy,” said Linda.  “I want to watch her get her punishment.”  
Smack!  Smack!  Smack!  “Eeeeeeeee, oooooowwwwww,” yelled Katie, her helpless ass turning red from the beating she was receiving.  She was sobbing now.  Her mommy had turned on her and this big woman had her at her mercy.  Again she heard a whisper in her ear, “Do you want me to tie you in the boys’ bathroom?”
“No, please, no,” begged Katie.  To be used by strange boys all day was a frightening thought.  She’d do anything to keep from facing that.  
So, it was with relief she heard, “Will you lick my pussy?”
“Yes, please, anything,” she pleaded.  Then she was tossed on the sofa, face down.  She didn’t dare move.  
Linda knew it was her turn when her mistress dropped her daughter and got up.  But, Alice left the room.  When she came back, Alice had a razor and shaving cream.  “Lay down on your back,” she commanded her slave.  When Linda had gotten herself clumsily down on her back, lying on her hands, Alice said, “Spread your legs.”  She sprayed shaving cream on her captive’s cunt and started shaving, carefully removing all the hair without a nick.  When she was finished, she admired her work, “There, another nice smooth, bare pussy.  If I ever catch it in any other condition, I’ll tie up Katie and put her in the boys’ bathroom, got it?”
Embarrassed to have the cunt of a little girl, Linda could only bring herself to nod.  Her mistress picked up Katie and stood her facing the sofa.  Then Linda was amazed by Alice’s strength as she was picked up off the floor and found herself across her mistress’s lap, waiting for her own spanking.  “What should I do?” asked Alice of Katie.
“Spank the fucking bitch,” said the little 6-year-old.  “It’s my turn to watch her big ass get red.”  Smack!  Katie smiled as her mommy yelled, “Oooowwww, ooooooo.”  She watched as her mommy got spanked 10 times and her ass was a bright red.  
Linda felt a chill run down her spine when she heard Alice say, “Maybe I should tie up the big girl and put her in the boys’ bathroom.  They’d love the big tits and smooth pussy.”  
“No, please,” said Linda.  The humiliation of that picture made her shudder.  And, it was fully possible that this domineering woman might do that to her.  “I’ll do anything you ask.  I’ll lick your pussy, too.”
“Will you lick whatever I put in front of you?” asked Alice.
“Yes, yes,” agreed the frantic woman.  
Alice set Linda down on her knees on the carpet.  Then she laid Katie down in front of her, face down on the carpet.  The two captives watched as Alice finally stripped herself.  The sports bra came off over her head, revealing a firm set of tits slightly smaller than Linda’s, but standing out full and round with no support.  She stripped off her tight pants and showed off the flaming red hair of her pussy.  She was lean and muscular, making Linda stare in awe.  
“Spread your legs, little bitch,” commanded their mistress.  When the little girl complied, Alice said, “Lick your daughter’s rosy pink asshole, big bitch.”  Linda looked in her mistress’s eyes and saw no mercy.  Slowly she bent down and nuzzled her way between her daughter’s bright red ass cheeks until she could reach the crack of her ass with her tongue.  Then she licked the puckered asshole that was in reach.  “Ahhh” moaned Katie, a feeling of pleasure swept through her.  
Then, Alice sat down in front of Katie and pulled the little girl’s face into her dripping pussy, “And you can lick me,” she said as Katie stuck out her tongue and tasted their mistress.  The touch of the small pink tongue on her clit and the view of Linda licking an asshole thrilled the dominant woman and she let herself sink into the bliss of having two slaves at her beck and call.  Katie was good at pussy licking, Alice was surprised to notice.  She’d obviously had some practice.  She pulled the 6-year-old’s face hard against her cunt, giving the little girl a faceful of pussy.  Katie inhaled the horny woman’s aroma and sank her tongue deep into the pussy.  She, too, was starting to get excited as she felt the wonderful tongue of her mommy caressing her asshole.  It was a thrilling feeling to have her mommy doing something so disgusting.  
As she watched the little tongue lick her cunt, Alice got hotter and hotter.  The first grader was an expert at pussy licking and took her mistress right to the edge.  The sight of the small naked form sprawled before her was a turn on as well.  It didn’t take long before she was cumming on that tiny, talented tongue.  Just like old times, she thought, having a first grader who will do anything for me.
“Now I want to taste a bare pussy, so lay back big bitch,” said Alice.  “Little bitch, you can sit on her face.”  She untied Katie’s hands and watched as Katie settled herself on her mommy’s tongue, then knelt to her task.  The recently shaved pussy was smooth and silky to her tongue and Alice lapped up the juices that were flowing.  Savoring every moment, she ran her tongue up her slave’s slit, then back down and plunged it into her love tunnel.  From her vantage point, she could look up over the heaving breasts of her captive and watch the little girl riding her mommy’s face.  Katie was facing away from her, so she instructed her to turn around and play with mommy’s tits.  That gave Alice a better view of mommy’s tongue action in her little girl’s slit.  The dominatrix continued to tease her slave, running her tongue up and down the slit, but only lingering briefly on the sensitive clit.  
Katie came in a wonderful orgasm, leaking little girl fluids all over her mommy’s face and squeezing her mommy’s face hard with her little thighs.  When the 6-year-old was done, Alice set to work on the moaning slut’s clit, bringing her quickly to an orgasm.  
“Only one thing left to do,” said the mistress.  “Roll over, slut.”  When Linda was laying on her stomach, Alice grabbed Katie and said, “Now, lick your mommy’s rosy pink asshole, little bitch.”
“Oh, no,” wailed Katie.  “Not me, too.  That’s disgusting.”  But, the little girl really didn’t have a choice.  Almost before she knew it, her hands were tied behind her back again.  Her mistress tossed her on the couch again and disappeared into the kitchen.  Alice returned with a roll of clear plastic wrap.  Flipping the helpless girl onto her back, the big woman pulled a length of wrap from the roll, doubled it over and held it against the struggling girl’s face, covering her mouth and nose.  Alice could see through the clear wrap to watch the horror on her little slave’s face as she fought for air.  And Katie could see the delight on her mistress’s face as she suffered.  The little body bucked and writhed in the hands of the strong woman, but to no avail.  The frightened girl lost control of her bladder, hardly noticing the warm fluid running across her thighs and soaking into the sofa.  Slowly the tiny body lost its fight.  Just as her eyes started to roll back in her head, Alice released the wrap and Katie took a huge breath.  
Linda watched her baby suffer, feeling like her feet were made of lead.  Confused thoughts ran through her head.  The thoughts were mostly of fear, not fear for her daughter’s life, but fear for herself, what punishment she might receive for interfering.  So, she could only stand and watch the torture.  Knowing she was totally powerless to her mistress, Linda, too, lost control of her bladder.  She allowed herself the decency of spreading her legs to pee directly on the carpet of the apartment, her body shaking in fear.  
Katie panted heavily and when she regained her breath, she said, “No, no, no, don’t kill me.  I’ll lick her asshole like you want.”  She watched helplessly as the clear wrap descended again.  “Pleee, mmmphf,” she said.  Again Katie saw the smile on the strong woman’s face as she enjoyed smothering the naked little girl.  The writhing body and the tortured look on her face made Alice hot.  Again just as Katie was nearly out of air, she raised the wrap.  Tears ran down Katie’s face as she knew she was totally at her mistress’s mercy.  “Please,” she begged.  “Let me go lick my mommy’s asshole.”  
Alice bent down to her ear and whispered, “Can I tie you up and leave you in the boys’ bathroom?”
The little girl imagined the horror and humiliation that would come to her as boy after boy used her in whatever fashion they desired.  She’d be covered in sticky cum and used in every hole.  But, she had no choice, “Yes, mistress,” said the tiny voice, “you can tie me up and leave me for the boys to have.”
Alice picked up the small form, again reveling in the feeling of power that she had and the feeling of helplessness the 6-year-old must have at being tossed about so easily.  She put Katie down between her mommy’s spread legs.  “Now, whenever I tell you to do something, no matter what it is, you say ‘Yes, mistress’ and do it.  Or I’ll leave you for the boys or smother you with my own hands.”  She reached down and spread Linda’s ass cheeks.  Katie saw her mommy’s puckered asshole between those cheeks.  “Lick it good, little bitch,” demanded her mistress.  So, she did.  
Mr. Hunter was also settling down for a quiet afternoon watching a ball game on TV.  When the phone rang he answered it and a chill ran down his spine as he heard Marsha’s voice on the other end.  “Go to the Mid Town Mall and wait for me,” she said and hung up.  His eyes wandered to the XXX video tape lying beside his VCR and remembered his starring role.  He slipped his shoes back on and drove to the mall.  There was road construction almost entirely surrounding the mall, making it difficult to get into the mall.  Inside, the mall was relatively deserted, reflecting the annoying road construction.  It made the meeting place a public, but not crowded place – just perfect for Marsha’s plan.  
The blackmailed teacher didn’t have to wait long.  Soon, Marsha approached and he quickly appraised her.  Despite his unwillingness to participate in these extra-curricular activities, he appreciated the curves of the 13-year-old.  This afternoon she was dressed in a light blue shirt and a dark blue short skirt.  Her clothes did not hide the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips on her maturing body.  He also recognized Marsha’s younger sister, Jan, dressed in different colors, but otherwise similarly clothed in tight, revealing attire.  From the look of the two, the third girl, even younger than Jan, was yet another sister.  
Mr. Hunter was pacing nervously when he saw them.  As they approached, Marsha guided him over to a group of benches.  Marsha sat down next to her favorite teacher and her two sisters sat on a bench facing the two.  Marsha casually put her hand on the man’s thigh and leaned over to give him a peck on the cheek.  Even though there was no one nearby, Mr. Hunter felt as if a thousand eyes were on him as his student took that liberty.  He glanced nervously around and saw no one staring.  
“Do you wear boxers or briefs?” asked Marsha.  She already knew the answer.  He’d worn boxers the day he’d fucked her mom.  
“Boxers,” he confirmed, his voice showing his suspicion.  
“Go into that hallway and take them off,” instructed the student.  She pointed at a darkened passageway that led to stock rooms in the rear area of the mall.  “Bring them out and show us.”
“Marsha, I can’t,” said Mr. Hunter.  “What if someone comes by.”  He glanced around again.  The small number of people didn’t give him much of an argument.  
“We’ll stand guard for you, Mr. Hunter,” said Marsha sweetly.  Then, more forcefully, “Now get moving.”    
The mall area around them was clear for the moment, so he moved quickly to the darkened hall.  The three girls stood at the entrance, watching him more than watching for passersby.  As fast as he could, he pulled down his pants and then pulled down his boxers.  He was naked from the waist down and the three girls were ogling him.  No sooner had he gotten his boxers off than Marsha said, “Oh, shit, someone just came out of a store.  They’re coming this way.  Hurry!”
Fearing he was about to be caught literally with his pants down, the nervous teacher pulled his pants on as fast as he could.  In his haste, he got his pants legs tangled and nearly fell down.  He pulled them up and got them zipped as Marsha prodded him to move faster.  As he tried to nonchalantly smooth his pants and put his shoes back on, Marsha said, “Just kidding, Mr. H.  There was no one coming.” The three girls laughed.  Cindy picked up his boxers and the three girls walked back into the mall with their slave in tow.  
They sat down as before and Marsha pointed at Cindy, asking, “Mr. H, what color panties does Cindy have on?”  
The helpless man looked at the littlest girl and saw her sitting with her legs spread.  Her short skirt rode up her thighs, giving him a view up to her crotch.  It took him a few seconds to realize he was staring at a bare pussy, then he blushed.  “She’s not wearing panties,” he said to Marsha.  
“Are you sure?” asked Marsha.  “Take another look between my 10-year-old sister’s legs.”  
Nervously he glanced around again.  A group of shoppers was approaching, so he tried to look casual as his eyes went back to the bald pussy fully visible between those creamy white thighs.  He said, “Yes, I’m sure.”  
“Do you like it?” asked Cindy.  
“Young lady, I think it entirely inappropriate,” said the man, trying to maintain some dignity.  
The little girl pointed at the bulge in his pants and said, “You did like it though.  I can tell.”
Mr. Hunter shifted his position so the bulge was less noticeable, a difficult task for a cock that size.  His face was red as the shoppers passed by. 
“What color panties is Jan wearing?” asked Marsha.  
Expecting to see the same sight, the teacher looked between the spread legs of the middle sister.  Up between those smooth thighs he again saw a bare pussy, but did a double take when he saw something else.  The young girl’s pussy lips were spread by a large vibrator.  As he looked at the 11-year-old’s face, she smiled and sighed, “Mmmmmmm.  Watch me cum, Mr. Hunter.”
The male slave shifted nervously again, feeling his cock growing at the sight of an obviously aroused preteen in the midst of an orgasm.  To Marsha, he said, “She’s not wearing any either.”
Finally, Marsha asked, “What color are my panties?”
“I can’t see them from here,” he said, seated right beside her.  

Marsha looked up and down the mall.  The nearest shoppers were over 100 feet away.  “You can surely tell if I’m wearing any or not, can’t you.”  
Mr. Hunter looked into his mistress’s eyes and knew what was expected.  He put his hand on the smooth, warm thigh next to him and slid his hand under her short skirt until he touched her naked pussy lips.  The bulge in his pants was ready to explode as he pulled his hand back out.  Though he was being forced to do all this, it wasn’t without some sexual charge for the single man as he fondled the teenager.  It wouldn’t be until a tape was shown to him later that he would find out he was on video with a zoom lens.  Carol Brady was hiding around a corner, only the camera sticking out, recording his every move.  
“Let’s go for a walk, Mr. H,” said Marsha, standing up.  She pulled him by the hand and the four of them started down the mall.  When they arrived in front of a lingerie shop, Victoria’s Secrets, Marsha led him inside.  The clerk eyed the teacher funny as the four wandered through slinky, revealing nightgowns.  “Would you like to see me in this?” asked Marsha, stopped to hold out a wispy baby doll nightie.  
Mr. Hunter blushed and said, “Yes, Marsha.  You’d look sexy in that.”  
“Good, Mr. H,” she purred.  “You’re learning.  Now you find one for Jan and remember, she’s my little sex slave.  Find something right for her.”
The nervous teacher wondered if they were actually going to make the purchases or if this was a window shopping game to embarrass him.  He looked for something black and found a tight corset that would hide nothing, but accentuate the little girl’s figure.  “That one,” he said casually.  
“Very nice,” said Marsha.  “I approve.  Now, here’s the hard question.  Find something for Cindy.  What makes a 10-year-old look sexy?”
He’d anticipated the question and had spotted something earlier.  He led the three girls straight to a set of flannel pajamas.  “This is the one,” he said.  
“Mr. H!” said Marsha.  “You’re not playing right.  That’s not going to make our little Cindy look sexy.”
“Oh, I think it will,” said the teacher.  Then when he saw a look of continued skepticism.  “No kidding.  That gives a girl her age a look of innocence and that makes her look sexy.”  
Marsha looked at the pajamas with that in mind.  “OK, I suppose you could be right.  You do play OK.  One final thing, Mr. H.”  She led him over to a section of the store that sold men’s clothes and stopped in front of a display of men’s G-strings.  “I like that black one,” she said.  “Buy it for yourself and you can wear it for me some time.”  
The nervous man tried to look nonchalant as he picked up Marsha’s selection and took it to the counter for purchase.  The clerk eyed him suspiciously as if she was aware that he’d let the teenager pick out a tiny bit of clothing that he was going to model later.  He said nothing, figuring that any attempt to explain what was going on would only make him look guiltier.  He paid in cash and left quickly with the three girls right behind him.  
“Let’s go out to your car, Mr. H,” said Marsha.  “This place is too public for cocksucking.  You’d really like to have that big, hard cock sucked, now wouldn’t you?”
“Marsha, even the car is too public,” he pleaded.  “At least let’s go back to my place.  I’ll let you suck my cock there.”  
“Oh, you’ll let us suck it wherever we are,” she said.  “Let’s go, Mr. Suck Me Dry.”  She pulled him toward the door.  He led the three young girls out to his parked car. A single man, he wasn’t used to having kids follow him and thought it looked terribly conspicuous, especially knowing he was leading these girls to an illicit and illegal underage meeting. Out of habit, he’d parked it in the shade of a tree, putting several empty slots between his car and the closest other car.  He unlocked the car and Marsha said, “Hop in the back seat, Mr. H.  There’s more room there.”
A nervous glance around the parking lot told him it was safe for the moment, but he knew that could change at any time.  He slid into the back seat and was surprised to be joined by Cindy.  He stared in amazement as the 10-year-old unzipped his pants and pulled out his big cock.  A blowjob from the littlest girl was the last thing he’d expected.  His cock had shrunk on the walk out to the car, but the feel of her small hand stroking his cock brought him back to his full 10 inches.  Without a word, Cindy put her lips on the head of the huge, throbbing cock and slid it deep into the back of her throat, a move the teacher had witnessed only twice before – from her two sisters.  What a heavenly feeling, he thought as he let himself go.  He had no recourse, so he figured he might as well enjoy the moment.  The fear of being caught somehow made him hornier and the little girl was a fantastic cocksucker.  Kneeling on the back seat with her face in his crotch, Cindy’s skirt rose up and her bare bottom was visible.  What the hell, he thought, and reached over to caress the lovely white ass.  His finger slipped between her thighs and found her pussy from the rear.  The cocksucker purred as he rubbed her pussy.  
Suddenly there was a knock on the car window right beside him.  He couldn’t see what was going on, but he could see the torso of an adult woman through the window.  “Shit!” he exclaimed, realizing he’d been caught with his cock in the mouth of a fourth grade girl.  He rolled down the window, “Ma’am, it’s not what it seems,” he explained.  Then found himself staring into the face of Carol Brady.  “Shit, you scared the hell out of me,” he said.  
“Oh, so you’re relieved to see me,” said Carol.  “I just caught you with your cock in my 10-year-old girl’s mouth and you think that’s OK?  And your finger up her cunt?”
As Mr. Hunter sputtered and stammered, trying to find the right words, Cindy giggled.  “Oh, mom, he was about to cum.  Let him alone.”  
Carol swung the video camera into view and said, “At least let me capture this for posterity.”  She pointed the camera through the window and zoomed in on the once again wilted cock.  The trapped teacher’s cock hardened again as Cindy’s hand slid up and down the shaft.  
Then, to his surprise, Cindy said, “Please, Mr. Hunter, don’t make me suck your cock again.”  
“I’m not making you do this,” he protested.  “Stop right now if you want.”
“Cut!” yelled Carol.  “No, no, no.  That’s not your line.  You need to say ‘Shut up and suck my cock, little girl.’  Now let’s try it again.  Take two.”
Again Cindy said, “Please, Mr. Hunter, don’t make me suck your cock again.”  
The teacher sat dumbly staring at the cute blond looking innocently up at him.  “Oh, God,” he said.  He realized he was making a porno film.  
“Cut!” said Carol again.  “Your line is ‘Shut up and suck my cock, little girl.’  Take three.  Roll ‘em.”
Again Cindy repeated, “Please, Mr. Hunter, don’t make me suck your cock again.”  
“Shut up and suck my cock, little girl,” said the sex star.  For good measure he slapped her on her bare ass.  Then his finger went back into her cunt.  It felt so good to have her purring as she sucked his cock.  He didn’t dare face the camera, but knew every bob of the little girl’s head was being recorded.  She sucked him hard.  
“Isn’t she good?” asked Marsha.  
The girls’ victim looked at the two girls in the front seat watching their little sister eagerly.  The two girls were both topless, showing him their small tits and fondling each other’s tits.  “Fuck, yes,” he moaned.  “You’re all great cocksuckers.”  As he watched, Marsha and Jan leaned together in an open-mouth kiss.  He shot his load down the little girl’s throat with a moan of pleasure.  
Cindy was on the verge of her own orgasm, but the teacher stopped stroking her pussy when he came.  She flipped herself over and spread her legs.  “Finish me, Mr. Hunter,” she begged.  “Make me cum.”   He slipped his finger back into her cunt and rubbed furiously until she screamed, “Oh, yes, Mr. Hunter, fuck me with your fingers.  Thank you for making me cum.”  As her orgasm subsided, she looked at him and said, “Aren’t you going to lick your finger like you do every other time?”
What every other time? he thought, but realized she’d said that for the camera.  Now it looked like he’d done this many times before.  With little reluctance, the slave put his wet finger into his mouth and tasted the little girl’s juices.  
Cindy pulled down her skirt and slid out of the car.  The beleaguered teacher watched as Marsha and Jan put their shirts back on and got out of the car, too.  Marsha leaned in through the open window and said, “Be at my house Friday evening at 5:45 PM.  Wear what you just bought.  Don’t be late.  See you later.”  With a jaunty wave, she left, following in the wake of her mother and sisters.  Mr. Hunter sat in the back seat of his car for several minutes before he dared get into the front seat and drive off.  He was having intense sexual relations with a trio of horny underage girls.  If not for the danger of his position and the fact that he was not in control, he might have looked forward to Friday night.  
Mr. Hunter normally spent his free period in his classroom, grading papers or preparing the next lesson.  But, since the time he’d been ambushed by Marsha and Jan, he’d taken to spending it in the teacher’s lounge, trying to avoid his young mistress.  However, he found out Tuesday, that she’d find him when she wanted him.  She’d noticed the change in his habits and that morning said, “Mr. H, I’ll be looking for you a noon today.  Be in your classroom or else.”
And so it was that the teacher was sitting meekly at his desk waiting for his mistress and wondering what was in store for him today.  When the door opened, he was surprised to see it was Jan, not Marsha, that came in.  The middle sister was always playing a passive role, so he looked to see if Marsha was following her sister.   But, Jan walked up to him and handed him a note.  ‘Take out your cock and make Jan suck it,' said the note.  
“You don’t want to suck my cock and I don’t really want it sucked,” said Mr. H.  “You just sit here for a while and then we’ll just tell Marsha that you did what the note said.”
“She’ll know,” said Jan. “She’ll check or maybe she won’t, but you can’t take that chance.”  And he was also mistaken in assuming the little sex slave didn’t enjoy following her mistress’s orders.  It wasn’t the cocksucking that thrilled her, it was the fact that she was being forced to suck cock.  She wanted the release that came from being a good little slut.  
Jan was right and the trapped teacher knew it.  He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.  He managed to gain some control by maneuvering the little girl under his desk where she couldn’t be seen.  He leaned back and let her take his huge cock down her throat.  Relaxed, he felt the warm mouth caressing his cock and thought this wasn’t all that bad, if it weren’t for the fact that he was in big trouble if he got caught.  He was shaken from his reverie by the sound of his door opening.  
He watched Kelly walk into the room and wondered if she was involved in this blackmail as well.  “Kelly, I was just relaxing on my free time,” he said, nervously trying to dismiss the girl.  “Could you come back a little bit later?”
“Oh, that’s OK, Mr. Hunter,” she replied.  “I just came in to get some peace and quiet and do some studying.  I promise I won’t bother you.”  She walked into the room and sat down at a desk facing the poor teacher.  Then, she opened her book and started reading.  
Mr. Hunter’s cock had wilted with the distraction, but Jan soon brought it back to its full length with her talented mouth.  He let out a low moan of pleasure as she caressed his balls and licked his shaft.  Then, embarrassed that he had made a sound, he blushed and looked at Kelly.  She was looking at him strangely.  “Are you OK, Mr. Hunter?” she asked.  
“Yes, OK, I’m OK,” he stammered.  “Just…” but he couldn’t think of a decent excuse quickly and his words trailed off.  
Kelly got up and walked up to his desk.  She leaned over, putting her forearms on his desk.  “Are you sure?” she asked.  She’d given him a perfect view down the front of her blouse, showing off a lovely set of braless tits.  Then she giggled, “Oh, Mr. Hunter, what have you got under your desk?”
The helpless teacher took that as a rhetorical question.  He knew she was in on the deal as well and she knew perfectly well what or who was under his desk.  Kelly walked to the classroom door and locked it.  On the way back, she shed her blouse, giving him a full view of her teenage mounds.  She tweaked her nipples as she got to his desk and laid her blouse in front of him.  Then she removed her panties and tossed them on the desk as well.  The pantyless girl then said, “Smell them.”  
Slowly he picked up the panties and put them to his nose.  He inhaled the scent of the teen, enjoying the fragrance.  Then he watched as she raised her skirt above her waist.  The petite girl’s blond pussy just barely peeked at him above the desk.  For the view he had, she might as well have been totally nude.  When she leaned forward again, he reached out and cupped her soft tits, feeling the warm flesh.  He let out another moan of pleasure and fell his orgasm rising.  
Under the desk, Jan felt the teacher tense and she sucked all 10 inches down her throat.  The wonderful little cocksucker squeezed his balls as she felt his cum pumped down her throat.  She milked every last drop from his cock, then got out from under the desk.  
Kelly took her panties back off the desk and pulled them on again.  Still topless, she said, “Now, Jan, Marsha gave me very specific instructions.  Get up on the desk, spread your legs, and let Mr. Hunter make you cum with his tongue.”  
“Shit,” said Mr. Hunter.  Even with the locked door, such a public display made him very nervous.  But, he had no choice.  Jan climbed up on the desk, pulled down her panties, and then spread her legs, giving the teacher a clear view of her hairless preteen pussy.  Kelly slipped her blouse back on as Mr. Hunter bent forward and ran his tongue up the tender snatch on his desk.  He cupped her firm ass in his hands and pulled her up to meet his probing tongue.  He licked her with gusto, hoping to rapidly get the little girl off so the two would leave.  He was not disappointed as Jan grabbed his head and ran her fingers through his hair, then came quickly.  When she got up, there was a wet spot on his desk.  Mr. Hunter cleaned it up with his tongue without thinking.  
Jan retrieved her panties and put them back on.  Then, the two girls left him alone, breathlessly excited and humbly ashamed at the same time.  It was only seconds before Marsha stuck her head in the door and asked, “How did she taste, slave?”
“She tasted forbidden,” said the enslaved teacher.  It was true. “She tasted good,” he added and that was true, too.  
It was on Wednesday that Miss Whelan announced to her math classes that she was thinking about moving to New York.  She’d thought for a couple of days about the last weekend and decided that she really did want more.  She wanted to fuck her student and know who she was fucking.  To her disappointment, no one stayed after any of her classes.  
After school though, Peter Brady came into her room.  He walked up to her desk and asked, “Why would you move to New York?”
She wasn’t sure if Peter was the one and this wasn’t quite the approach she’d expected.  But, she realized he was being cautious, and so should she.  She returned with.  “I met some new friends over the weekend.  We had such a good time that I thought being with them would be great.  I think they’re from New York.”
“Really?” said Peter.  “I had a great experience this weekend, too.  But it doesn’t involve going to New York.  We went to this remote place where there was no one around.  You could scream at the top of your lungs, but no one would hear.”  
That was pretty obvious, she thought, but still not quite coming out and saying he was her rapist.  “Well, I did some screaming this weekend, but that wasn’t the best part.  Saturday afternoon, when things quieted down some, I went to…no, I came … I came to places I’d never been before.”  
Peter moved closer to his teacher.  Looking into her eyes, he could see the anticipation and the desire.  He leaned toward her and put his lips on hers.  She responded, running her tongue into his mouth and knowing from the taste of his mouth that he was her weekend rapist/lover.  When his hand went to her breast, she didn’t shrink away.  His touch was electric and again awakened her memory of teenage love.  She knew this was wrong, but wanted it so bad, she was willing to take the risk.  
“Let’s go to my apartment,” said Miss Whelan, her voice husky with passion.  “Let this be our first time and I don’t want anyone else around.”  Like your father, she was thinking.  
“Cool,” said the 11-year-old, having successfully seduced his math teacher in a matter of moments.  
On the short drive to her apartment, Peter wondered how to continue this fast paced seduction.  On Saturday, she’d responded best to her teenage memories, so he decided to just treat her like a teenager, not an adult.  He had to make the moves and she would be coy.  Well, on second thought, she might not be coy, but he remembered the passion she’d shown on Saturday and wanted to try to make her be a coy teenager again.  
So, when they walked into her apartment and she immediately suggested the bedroom, Peter slowed her down.  “Let’s sit on the couch, Kathy” he said.  “Tell me about what you and Charlie used to do.”  He sat down and patted the couch next to him, inviting her to sit.  
“We used to sit under the apple tree,” she said.  She sat down, but too far away, thought Peter.  Then she leaned over, putting her head in his lap and looking up at him.  It was a perfect fit.  “I lay with my head in his lap.  And we’d talk.  Sometimes he’d kiss me.”  She brought herself back to the present and said, “I like this Peter.  But, if we’re going to pretend, let’s do it right.  Charlie was wearing just a pair of shorts and I was… well, let me go change.”  As she got up she said with disappointment, “Oh, you don’t have any shorts.  Well, just take off your shirt, shoes, and socks.  Think summer.”  Then she disappeared.  
When Kathy returned, she was wearing a pair of shorts and a plaid shirt that buttoned up the front.  She lay down again with her head in Peter’s lap and rested her hand on his bare chest.  “We used to lay just like this.  He’d kiss me sometimes and I’d just rub his hard chest.”  When Peter bent down and kissed her, it was a more chaste kiss, a peck on the lips between young lovers.  “Yeah, like that,” she said.  “Here,” she took his hand and placed in on her stomach.  “He’d put his hand here and when he got bold, he’d reach under my shirt and rub my bare stomach.  But never anything else.”  
“But you wanted more?” asked Peter.  
“I don’t know,” said Kathy.  “Not then, but I wish now that we had.  I … I… I would have let him do more.  If he’d tried.”  
“What did you talk about?”  Peter was getting bold.  Her stomach was warm and firm.  
“Oh, stuff,” she said, trying to take her memory back that far.  “He’d talk about baseball and college and being a pilot.  He wanted to be a pilot.  I’d talk about … oh,” she blushed, “silly stuff.  Like being a wife and mother.  I wanted to have babies.  I wanted to be a pilot’s wife.  Oh, God, I never thought about this career stuff, about being a teacher.”  
Peter bent down and kissed her again, a hint of tongue between her lips.  She seemed not to notice that he’d unbuttoned the bottom two buttons of her shirt.  He undid the third and caressed her exposed stomach.  He could have reached up to touch the underside of a breast, but he waited.  
“So, I’d talk about this little house with a white picket fence.  I’d talk about having five kids, about taking care of my husband.  I never said it was Charlie, but it was understood.”  She looked up at the preteen caressing her body, totally unconcerned about the age difference and the legality of what was happening.  When the last two buttons of her blouse were undone and the material fell away to reveal her lovely tits, she sighed.  Of course, back then, she hadn’t needed a bra, so she wasn’t wearing one now.  
As he caressed her naked tits, Peter’s next kiss was more passionate, their tongues meeting and dancing together.  He continued to stroke his topless teacher, marveling in the firmness of her large tits.  He thought of a girl about Jan’s age, lying in the lap of her boyfriend and having her small tits stroked for the first time.  Back then, she’d likely have balked at the next step, but he knew today this woman would not.  So, he reached for the snap and zipper of her shorts and undid them.  
She could feel his hard little cock through his pants.  When she turned her head, it pressed against her cheek.  My God, she thought, I’ve had this cock in me several times, but I’ve never seen it.  Like a 12-year-old school girl, she was suddenly eager to see what her boy lover had in his pants.  She smiled coyly at Peter and rolled to her stomach, then got to her hands and knees.  She reached for his snap and zipper and undid his pants.  “Can I see it?” she asked, her voice full of innocence.  
“Can I see yours?” asked Peter, capturing the same innocence.  She melted right there.  Charlie had said that to her in her dreams so many times over the years.  
The woman stood and slid down her shorts, then paused.  “You next,” she said.  When Peter stood and slid down his pants, she nervously fingered the waistband of her panties.  Peter took her in his arms and she had to bend to kiss him, but it was an open mouthed kiss that hardened his cock and moistened her pussy.  With his head pillowed in her tits, Peter slipped her panties down to her thighs.  She wiggled and they fell to the floor.  When he stepped back to admire her, he slid down his own underwear.  
She gasped at the sight of her first real cock.  It was just the size she’d expected and standing up hard and proud, pointing at her tits.  A week ago she wouldn’t have dreamed of this, but now she knelt before the boy and took his small cock into her mouth.  “Oh, yes, Kathy, that feels good,” said Peter.  “But, that’s not where I want to put it now.”  
When she took the cock out of her mouth, she asked, “Where do you want to put it, lover?”  Without waiting for an answer, she lay back and spread her legs.  
Peter climbed on his teacher and felt his cock slip up her love tunnel, a perfect fit.  Her tits were at just the right place for him to suck on her nipples as he pumped his cock in and out of her pussy.  It was a stretch for the woman, but she wanted his lips on hers, so she bent down and sucked his tongue into her mouth.  
Kathy Whelan wrapped her legs around her lover and pulled him in tight.  She was already aroused from the fantasy, so the rubbing of his cock against her clit made her gasp in delight.  Though she found this wonderful, she thought about the terrific orgasm she’d had from a cock in her ass.  Perhaps she’d let Peter fuck every hole, but for now, she was happy.  She felt her body tingle and the rush of the orgasm approaching.  It was an effort to not scream, but in the cramped apartment, she knew everyone would hear.  “Ooooooo, Peter,” she said as she came.  He continued to pump, then shot his load deep up his teacher’s pussy.  “Yes, Kathy,” he said.  “That was great.”
The horny teacher rolled over and put her ass in the air.  She turned from a teenage girl into the rape victim from the weekend.  “Please, put your cock in my ass.  I want to feel a big hard cock up my ass.  Don’t hurt me any more.  I’ll let you fuck my tight ass.  Please, just don’t hurt me anymore.”  She crossed her hands behind her as if they were tied.  “Please, fuck my ass,” she begged.  
Peter’s cock rose to attention, always turned on by a pleading woman.  In seconds he pushed his cock all the way up her tight ass, then started stroking frantically.  Under him he could hear his teacher moaning through an orgasm, her hand massaging her own clit.  The young boy pumped his cock in and out of the tight ass of his teacher for several minutes, then filled her with cum.  
When he left, Peter refused her offer of a ride home.  Though it was several miles to his house, his dad’s office was just a couple of blocks.  He ran the entire way and once in the office he rushed passed Linda with a wave.  He burst into his dad’s office and said, “She’s going to New York.  And I’ve been there with her all afternoon.”
Mike looked at his son quizzically before the words sank in.  He closed the door to his office and said, “You mean you fucked Miss Whelan today?”
“In every hole,” bragged Peter. 
Thursday evening, Alice dropped by the apartment of her two slaves.  She knew that whatever the two were doing, it was less important than serving her.  So, when she knocked and the door opened, she just walked in without waiting for an invitation.  Her two beauties were watching a movie on the VCR.  To her surprise, the 6-year-old Katie and her mommy were watching Strip Tease.  “Teaching Katie to strip?” she asked.  
“No,” said Katie. “Mommy’s teaching herself.  She has to dance like that tomorrow for Uncle Mike.”  
“And not you?” asked Alice.  
“Maybe me, too,” said Katie.  “It looks like fun.  But I don’t have a special outfit like mommy does.”  
“Oh, so many questions to ask,” said Alice.  This was going to be fun.  “First, tell me about Uncle Mike and tomorrow night.”  
Linda answered, “Uncle Mike, well, he’s not really Katie’s uncle, makes me … well, he fucks me and so does his whole family.  He has Katie sucking every cock and licking every pussy.  He’s my boss at work, and he has pictures of me and Katie, me licking Katie that is.”  
“How did he get pictures like that?” asked Alice. 
“He made me take them myself.  He threatened to fire me if I didn’t let him fuck me while my daughter watched and then …”
She was cut off by Alice.  Shit, Linda is such an easy bitch to take, she thought.  The spineless cunt let him fuck her while a 6-year-old watched and just over a job.  If she’d known it was that easy, Alice would have taken the stupid bitch months earlier.  “OK, he’s a real pervert.  Sounds like my kind of guy.  Where and when do we see him tomorrow?”
“We?” asked Linda weakly.  “I don’t know if you should…”
“We’ll surprise him,” said Alice.  “A guy like that won’t mind a bit.  And if you warn him I’m coming with you, I’ll have Katie sucking a line of cocks so long she’ll be shitting cum for a week.”  
“Yes, mistress,” said Linda.  “If you’re here at 5:30 tomorrow night, we can go together.”  
“That’s more like it,” said the dominatrix.  
“I’d like to see your outfit, but I guess I’ll wait until tomorrow night,” said Alice.  “Now, strip your little girl for me and warm up her pussy.”
Katie backed off from her mommy as the submissive followed her mistress’s orders.  But, she was quickly caught and felt her panties pulled off.  She squirmed away, much to Alice’s delight, and crawled on her hands and knees toward the bedroom door, her bare ass showing.  Her mommy caught her by an ankle and pulled her back, this time pulling down the little girl’s skirt.  The bare assed little slave wiggled out of her mommy’s grasp again and ran down the hall.  When Linda moved to follow, Alice said, “Bring her back here before you finish.  I want to watch her lose every stitch of clothing.”  
From the bedroom there was the sound of a brief scuffle, then Linda emerged carrying Katie.  She had her arms wrapped around the little girl’s chest, giving their mistress a full view of the 6-year-old’s bare pussy between her flailing legs.  “No, no, mommy, please,” begged Katie.  “She does disgusting things.   She hurts me.”  
Mommy grabbed her baby’s T-shirt and ripped it off the writhing body.  She pulled Katie hands behind her, presenting their mistress with a fully naked little slave.  “Hold still,” commanded Alice.  
Remembering her warning from last time, Katie quieted and said, “Yes, mistress.”  She stood still, letting the woman inspect her pre-pubescent body.  “What are you going to do?” she asked.  
“Whatever I want, my little slave,” said Alice.  “The sooner you learn that, the easier it will be for you.”  Then to Linda she said, “I told you to warm up her pussy.”
Katie let her mommy lay her down on the floor and watched as her mommy’s tongue slipped between her pussy lips.  As good as it felt, Katie still felt creepy with the bigger woman watching them.  
“Talk to your mommy,” said Alice.  “Tell her how good it feels.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Katie.  “Lick my pussy, mommy slut.  Lick it good.  Put your tongue on my clit and eat my pussy.  I love it when you lick my pussy, mommy slut.  Make me cum, bitch.”  Alice just smiled at the eagerness of the little girl to please her mistress.  Seeing the smile, Katie got into it more, “That’s it, you fucking bitch, lick my tight little pussy.  Lick your baby’s pussy.  Lick me like you licked me for Uncle Mike.  Lick me like you licked me for Billy.  Oh, fuck, mommy slut, slave bitch, lick me hard.  Lick me while mistress watches.  Lick me like the slut you are.”
“OK, stop,” said Alice.  The look of disappointment on Katie’s face was obvious, but she didn’t dare complain to her mistress.  “Now, Katie strip your mommy.”  
Unlike her daughter, Linda didn’t fight as Katie pulled down her panties and raised her skirt to flash her bare pussy at their mistress.  Then, the little girl yanked down her mommy’s skirt, leaving the woman naked from the waist down.  When Katie had difficulty removing her mommy’s T-shirt, Linda knelt down.  In that position, the little girl could pull the slave slut’s T-shirt off over her head, then remove her bra.  Like her mommy had, Katie pulled Linda’s hands behind her, exposing the woman’s full breasts and bare pussy to their mistress.  
“Now, warm up her pussy,” said Alice.  She watched as Katie pushed her mommy to the floor and crawled between her legs to taste the shaved pussy.  “Talk to her,” Alice said to Linda.  
“Your turn, little bitch,” said Linda.  “Fucking lick your mommy’s pussy, little slave slut.  Lick me like you licked me for Uncle Mike.  Lick me while mistress watches you.  Eat my fucking pussy, little bitch.  Put your 6-year-old tongue to work on my hot pussy.”
Alice smiled at the interaction between her two slaves.  She wondered how the two got along when she wasn’t around.  They were so eager to belittle each other while they tried to please their mistress.  She wanted to push them once step further.  “Linda, I think your naughty little girl deserves a spanking for calling you a bitch and a slut.  Put her over your knee and spank her little ass.”  
“Mommy, no,” wailed the little girl as she was unceremoniously draped across her mommy’s lap.  Her bare little bottom stuck up in the air, wiggling but unable to avoid the first blow.  Smack!  “Eeeeee, mommy, please,” cried Katie.  Alice moved behind Katie and put her finger to the 6-year-old’s pussy.  She found the clit and started rubbing the already aroused button.  Smack!  “Oh, oh, oh, mommy, please stop,” screamed Katie.  She felt the burn on her ass and the tingle in her pussy.  Smack!  “Oh, please, ooooo, fuck me, oooooo, yes.”  Smack!  “Owwwwww, ooooo, fuck, yes.”  Smack!  “Oooo, yes, mistress, I’m cumming.”  Smack!  Smack!  Smack!  Smack!  Katie’s ass burned bright red as she came on her mistress’s finger.  “Ooooooo, fuck me, yes, please,” she yelled.  
Katie was put on her feet.  She was breathing heavily, her flat chest heaving and her whole body quivering.  She put one hand on her tender ass and the other to her pussy, rubbing herself furiously.  As her mistress watched, another orgasm wracked the little slave’s body.  She stared into the eyes of her mistress as she came for her.  Holy shit, thought Alice, feeling the power she had over the two.  My little slave is a hot little bitch.  
“Your turn,” Alice said to Linda.  “You’re too big for Katie’s lap, so just get down on your hands and knees, ass up in the air.”  The big slave complied, hanging her head in shame at the thought of being spanked by her daughter.  “Katie, your mommy’s been bad, too.  She called her little baby a little bitch.  Spank her ass.”  But, she produced a leather belt that she handed to the smiling little girl.  
Smack!  “Yeeeee, ooowwwww,” yelled Linda, completely surprised by the feel of leather on her exposed ass.  She looked at her daughter and saw the grin as she swung again.  Smack!  “Eeeeeee, ooooooohh, shit,” yelled the mommy.  She too felt the tingle in her pussy as Alice reached between her legs and found her clit.  “Ooo,” she moaned.  Smack!  “Aaaa, ooooooo, spank your bad mommy,” said Linda.  “Ooooo, yes.”  Smack!  “Eeeeeeeee, God, Katie, whip your naughty mommy, ooooooooo.”  Smack!  The hand in her pussy was diddling her furiously as her ass warmed up.  Smack!  “Aaaah, ooooo, fuck, yes, mistress, make me cum, ooooh,” she moaned.  As she started to cum, Alice said, “Spank her fast and hard.”  Like her daughter had before her, Linda exploded in an orgasm for her mistress, while her ass was being whipped.  Smack!  Smack!  Smack!  “Eeeeeeeeee, fuck me, yes,” moaned the big slave as she collapsed in a heap.  
Alice glanced over at her little slave and saw her again furiously rubbing her own cunt and staring into the eyes of her mistress.  “Mmmmmmm,” she said, as her legs trembled from the excitement and pleasure of a third orgasm.  
Alice let her two slaves rest for a few minutes, then took her own clothes off.  It was time she was pleasured.  “Let’s play my little pony,” she said. 
Katie giggled.  “We can’t,” she said.  “We need a cock.”  
Alice produced a strap on dildo that she’d brought in her bag.  She put it on and waved her 8-inch cock around the room.  The end of the dildo nestled in her cunt pressed against her clit so that when she fucked her slaves, she would get off, too.  
“It’s so big,” said Katie.  She’d taken Greg’s 6 incher last week, but his was also not so big around.  Fearfully she wondered what that would feel like sliding up her small asshole.  But, if mistress wanted her to, then she would take it all.  She knelt down on her hands and knees and put her trembling ass high in the air.  
“No, I think you’re right,” said their mistress. “This is awfully big for a little girl like you.  Linda, get over here and assume the position.”  The big slave took the same position that her daughter had, putting her red ass up in the air for further abuse.  She whinnied and Alice mounted up.  The bigger woman put the cockhead at the opening to the slave’s sore ass and pushed it slowly in.  Linda grunted in pain as the cock spread her asshole wide, then gasped as her tormentor started sliding the thick dildo in and out of her stretched ass.  After a couple of strokes and a slap on her ass, she remembered to whinny again.  
The mistress was already so aroused, she was almost disappointed to feel her orgasm rush upon her.  She slowed down the pace, shoving the big cock in deep and leaving it there.  Then she’d pull it out slowly and ram it in again.  She delighted in the grunt from her slave each time she thrust deep.  When she’d teased herself long enough, Alice pushed the cock in deep and rubbed her clit against the end of the dildo buried in her own cunt.  “Oh, fuck, yes, my little pony, take my cock in your ass, slave bitch.”  As her orgasm passed, she pulled out of the woman under her.  Katie was staring in rapt wonder, her hand taking her to an uncounted number of orgasms.  
Alice unstrapped the dildo and waved her little slave down to her sopping red haired pussy.  “Clean me up, little one,” she said.  She relaxed as her little slave licked the pussy juices from her thighs and dried her mistress’s sopping cunt with her little tongue.  When all was clean, Katie willingly found the clit of her mistress and licked the domineering woman to another orgasm.  
Finally satisfied, the mistress dressed and left her two slaves.  She was still wondering how the two could get along without her.  Did the mommy exact revenge upon the daughter for the whipping her daughter had given her?  Did the daughter have the will to make her mommy do what she wanted?  She figured it was the latter and decided that sooner or later she would have to teach Katie to be a mistress herself.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 12 - Just another Friday Night
(BBMFFg, bdsm, inc, oral, anal, ped)
The Brady’s were looking forward to the first meeting of their slaves, Mike’s secretary and Marsha’s teacher.  Both of them were invited to the house for Friday night, but neither of them knew the other would be there as well.  And, while Linda had experienced the life as a Brady sex slave, Jim Hunter had only been harassed by the girls of the Brady bunch.  He was about to get a taste, so to speak, of the men of the Brady bunch tonight.  
The nervous male slave showed up right on time, at 5:45 pm.  The door was opened by Carol.  He appraised her curves in a tight skirt and halter top.  She certainly knows how to dress, he was thinking as she led him into the family room.  He was not surprised to see the three girls waiting for him, but their attire took his breath away.  Marsha was wearing the wispy see-through nightie that she’d shown him in Victoria’s Secret.  Jan was wearing the black corset he’d picked out for her.  It was cinched up tight to accentuate her small tits and spreading hips.  Her hands were bound behind her.  And Cindy was dressed in the flannel pajamas that made her look so innocent and little girl sexy.  
The room had been cleared with two sofas on opposite walls, but plenty of room between them.  Carol offered Jim a seat on the couch facing the three girls across the room.  Warily he sat down.  Cindy bounced up and walked over to him, a wide-eyed innocent look on her face.  When she got to him, she climbed in his lap and asked, “Do you like my pajamas, Mr. Hunter?”  The pajamas had a couple of cute bows in the front and were covered in small pink flowers.  The teacher ran his hand over the leg of the flannel pajamas and up to the little girl’s thigh.  
Here in the privacy of the Brady house, he felt bolder.  He knew he was going to be forced to have sex with these girls, so he had decided to just play along tonight.  His hand slid up under Cindy’s pajama top.  When he reached her chest, he ran his hand over the small nipples.  “Those pajamas are just perfect for a sexy little girl like you,” he said.  He looked into her pretty blue eyes and at her perfect pink lips, wondering if they would be wrapped around his cock again tonight.  
Suddenly the slave heard a male voice, “So, Mr. Hunter, you like feeling up my 10-year-old daughter?”  It was Mike Brady as he entered the room.  He’d been lying in wait for the opportunity and it hadn’t taken the careless teacher long to fall into the trap.  
“Shit!” exclaimed Jim as he jumped to his feet, nearly dumping poor Cindy on the floor as he did.  “What the …?  What is going on …?  This isn’t … Sir, I didn’t expect you,” he stammered.  Just when he thought he was safe from being caught, he’d been caught by the girl’s father.  Thoughts of prison and losing his job ran through his head.  
“Obviously you didn’t expect me,” said Mike.  “And don’t call me sir, call me Master.”  As he walked to the middle of the room, the three boys entered as well.  The expression on the trapped teacher’s face was amusing.  “Now sit back down,” order Mike.  He used the remote to turn on the VCR.  “I’ve seen some interesting movies of you.”  
Jim watched the TV as it showed him sliding his hand up under Marsha’s skirt at the mall.  Then it cut to Cindy asking if she had to suck his cock.  The first two takes had been edited out, so he saw himself slap the little girl’s ass and tell her to suck.  As he watched the head in his lap bob up and down, he realized that the father and brothers were in on the deal as well.  The girls had set him up and now he was at the mercy of the entire family.  What di\o they want of me, he wondered.  
The tape ran for less than a minute before Mike stopped it.  Then Cindy pulled their slave to his feet and said, “Dance, big boy.”  She ran her hand across the bulge in his pants and then patted his ass.  The music that started was slow, sensual, and suggestive.  Not knowing quite what to do, the slave started to dance, moving his hips and his feet in tune to the seductive music.  The girls sat on one sofa and he saw the boys sit on the opposite sofa while the two adults stood and watched.  He heard Cindy say, “No, slave, I mean strip.  Do a strip tease for us.”  
The dancing teacher paused in shock and looked around the room.  The idea of stripping for this mixed crowd was beyond his imagination.  He noticed the boys were just as interested as the girls and he started to protest, “Now wait a minute…”
Marsha stood up and put her hands on her hips, “OK, Mr. Suck Me Dry.  You aren’t playing the game right again.  There are two rules.  One, you do everything you’re told, or people will see that tape.  And two, don’t ever forget rule number one.  Now get your fucking clothes off, Mr. Fuck Me for Your Daughter.”  Then in a sweet voice she added, “And make it look sexy when you strip.”  A chill ran through Jim’s body as he heard those words.  These people, this family, was more despicable that he could imagine.  But, they had the proof on him and he had nothing on them.  He swallowed hard and started dancing again.  
As he danced, he clumsily removed his shoes and socks.  He slowly unbuttoned his shirt, then slipped it off.  Trying to be sexy, he twirled the shirt a couple of times, then tossed it aside.  The girls clapped and shouted, “Take it all off.”  “Go, big boy, show us what you got.”  “Way to go, Mr. H” The boys silently nudged each other, smirking as the man stripped for them, too.  
The slave pulled down his pants and earned Marsha’s approval by revealing his G-string.  His huge cock was barely contained in the pouch of the G-string in its embarrassed, semi-hard state.  “Nice ass,” shouted Marsha.  “Keep the butt floss on and dance, slave slut.”  He danced for several more minutes, his cock bouncing up and down at times.  Slowly it started to peek out the top of the G-string as he hardened.  The girls’ enthusiasm for his near nudity was turning him on.  Praise of his chest, his cock, and his ass, urged him to dance more erotically.  He stroked his cock inside the G-string, bringing it to its full length.  With his cockhead fully visible, he danced close to the girls, then turned and bent to show his ass.  Marsha slapped his ass and Cindy joined in.  He looked at them between his legs and smiled.  When he looked up at the boys on the opposite side of the room, it worried him when he saw them watching in wonder, their cocks hard inside their shorts. 
A knock at the door interrupted the dance.  It was 6:00pm and Linda and Katie were expected.  Helplessly, the slave looked at the faces around him, wondering what he was to do now.  The answer came from Carol, who produced a pair of hand cuffs.  His hands were cuffed behind him and his G-string removed to display the full length of his hard cock.  A ball gag was stuffed in his mouth.  He stood naked, bound, and helpless in the middle of the room, waiting for the new members of his audience to arrive.  
In the entryway, Mike Brady was getting a surprise.  Linda and Katie came through the door, but a tall red headed woman followed them.  “Linda, who is this and what is she doing here?” he asked.  
It was Alice that answered, “The slave doesn’t speak for me.  My name is Alice and these two lovelies have become mine.”  When Mike started to speak, she continued, “Don’t worry.  I intend to share them with you every other Friday night.  I just plan to use them in between as well.  So, I came to see who I am sharing them with.  Act as if I’m not here and just let me watch.”
Cautiously Mike eyed her up and down.  She was a statuesque beauty with a domineering air about her.  She could be interesting, so he nodded.  “Very well, then you won’t mind a kiss to seal our partnership.”  
“I most certainly do mind,” said Alice.  “I don’t do men.”
“Then you can kiss Linda and kiss Katie instead,” replied Mike.  He wanted something to assure him that this was not a setup by the three women.  He needed to know that this woman was not the police.  
Knowing Mike’s intent, Alice could hardly blame him.  She kissed the big slave hard, running her tongue inside Linda’s mouth.  Then she picked up Katie and gave her a big wet kiss also.  As she had her hands full, Mike ran his hands down her torso and legs, frisking her quickly.  “Hey,” she complained, but the damage was done.  Mike’s hand returned to the flat bulge in her pocket.  
“What’s this?” he asked.  Without a trace of guilt, the big woman pulled the tape recorder out of her pocket and shut it off.  She’d given it a try and failed, so she wasn’t concerned.  But, Mike was concerned.  “Trying to get some proof against us?” he demanded.  “You can leave now.”  He looked sternly at Linda.  “And you will pay extra tonight for this.”
“Leave the slave out of this,” said Alice.  “This was my idea.  But, I merely wanted to have some insurance so you won’t try to enslave me.  I won’t put up with that.  But even without the tape recorder, I’d like to stay.  Especially if you plan on making Linda pay extra.”
Mike considered his options.  The domineering woman knew what was going on tonight, at least in a general sense, so that made her dangerous.   He didn’t want to make her an enemy.  If he let her in and he got film of her with the girls he’d have some insurance against her.  From her attitude he knew he’d never make her a slave, but he could at least keep her quiet.  “OK,” he nodded.  “Come on in.”  He led the three into the family room.  
Linda and Katie stopped dead as they walked into the room.  The big man with the big cock got their attention.  And, he was cuffed.  Linda knew in an instant that he was a fellow slave and she would be servicing him sometime during the evening.  Katie saw the big cock and said, “Oh, fuck, that’s huge.”  She wanted to run up and touch it, but something made her stay back.  
Jim saw the woman and the little girl walk into the room and couldn’t believe his eyes.  Katie was even younger than the three girls on the sofa and he was standing naked for her to see with his hands tied.  It didn’t even occur to him to turn away.  His predicament as the center of attention only made his cock throb harder.  
Alice’s attention immediately went to the three girls on the sofa.  “Oh, my God,” she exclaimed.  “You didn’t say there were more girls.  I thought this was all adults.”  She pushed past the rest and into the room.  Stopping in front of the girls, she put her hand over her mouth to hide her awe at the sight of the three girls.  She wanted them all.  It would not do for her to see them every other Friday night.  She wanted them all and she wanted them all the time.  Jim had been right, Cindy was so sexy in her flannel pajamas that Alice just wanted to pick her up and squeeze her.  The middle girl, oh, my God, thought Alice again, she’s wearing cuffs, too.  She’s a submissive.  Those small tits and smooth pussy were too good to be true.  And then there was Marsha, showing everything under her nightie.  Alice thought she’d died and gone to heaven.  
Mike took Alice and sat her in a chair at the edge of the family room.  “You just wanted to watch, right?” he said.  “Maybe later you can have a taste.”  The red head was soaking her panties at the thought of getting a taste of what was on the sofa.  
Jim was pulled off center stage, and left standing in the corner.  “Now, show us what you’ve learned, Linda,” said Mike to his secretary.  “Strip for us.”  He took Katie and sat her on his lap.  The music started and Linda started dancing.  She’d learned well from the tapes she’d watched.  She pulled off her short skirt and tight top, leaving herself in black lace panties and a black lace bra.  For the next few minutes she waved her covered tits in everyone’s face, rolled on the floor with her legs spread,  and put her panty clad ass up close to her audience.  Like she was dancing for tips, she played up to each of her admirers.  Then, she slowly undid the catch to her bra, keeping it covering her ample tits.  Teasingly she removed the bra one cup at a time, then tossed it to the side  She looked into the eyes of her audience as she slowly lowered her panties, watching their reaction and feeling their lust for her.  Her shaved pussy, exposed for the Bradys for the first time, raised every cock in the house to a new high.  Then for several more minutes she again danced for each of them, making sure each got a good close up view of every inch of her body.  She’d learned so well and performed so good, that only when she was finished did the Bradys realize they’d been silent, practically holding their breath as the sensuous slave danced for them.  
“Now me,” insisted Katie.  She didn’t like having Alice there watching, but she wanted to put on a show for the Bradys, just like her mommy had.  So, Linda was cuffed, gagged, and put in the corner next to her fellow slave.  From her vantage point, she could look down on the huge cock and, for the moment, only imagine what it would feel like and wonder which hole her masters and mistresses would let him use on her.  The male slave took the same liberty with the beautiful woman next to him, running his eyes up and down the nude form.  Unlike Linda, however, he was unsure that he would get to touch that womanly body.  He knew he was reserved as the girls’ toy.  
Katie was wearing her favorite sun dress and when the music started, her body started to move in a sexy and sensuous fashion.  To her mommy’s surprise, the little girl had been practicing in private so she would dance good.  Coyly, the 6-year-old untied one strap of her sun dress, then reached for the opposite shoulder and untied that strap as well.  As she slowly raised the hem of her dress up over her waist, everyone saw she was wearing the bottoms to a bikini swim suit.  It fit her tightly and rode up the crack of her ass.  She kept raising the sun dress to reveal the top to the bikini, a strapless bra hiding her non-existent tits.  She pulled the dress all the way off and tossed it aside.  Then, she started dancing just like her mommy had done.  She shook her fine little ass in the faces of everyone and rolled like a slut on the ground with her legs spread, sometimes reaching into her panties to stroke her hidden treasures.  
But the little girl had a great imagination and no inhibitions.  Her dance turned even more erotic when she danced over in front of her mommy.  The sex kitten reached her arms around her mommy and grabbed the slave’s ass cheeks.  She looked up at her mommy, dancing for her mommy, then she boldly licked the smooth, hairless pussy in front of her.  She beamed as she heard her mommy moan and Mike shouted, “Fuck your mommy with your tongue, Katie.”  
Katie danced her way back to the middle of the room, then leaped onto Greg’s lap, where she ground her ass into his hard cock.  She could feel the hard member between the cheeks of her ass.  Thrilled that she could excite the teenager, she slid off his lap just as he was about to fondle her small body.  She grinned back at him, a sexy look dared him to try again, but he stayed seated, watching her play to the audience.  Next she stopped in front of Jan and danced, trying to get a reaction from the submissive girl.  But, Jan only watched, waiting for Katie’s next move.  And when it happened, it took Jan’s breath away.  The little dancer grabbed Jan’s nipples and pulled hard, bringing Jan to her feet.  The bound slave could do nothing but move to the rhythm of her little dancing mistress as her nipples were used to pull her around the room.  Finally Katie stopped her in the middle of the room.  Standing behind Jan, the little girl removed her bikini top, then pressed her chest against the older girl’s ass.  Hiding her flat chest, the 6-year-old teasingly rubbed against the bare ass, making her nipples hard.  When she finally exposed her bare chest to the audience, she had two hard little points jutting from her breasts.  
The audience clapped its appreciation of the little girl’s antics and Peter said, “I’d love to get my hands on your hot little body, Katie.”  Katie pushed Jan back to the sofa and let her now unneeded prop sit down.  Topless, she danced over to the admiring Peter and gave him a big kiss, her hand finding the bulge in his crotch and teasing it with a gentle touch.  In return, his hands found her hard nipples and massaged her hot little body, bringing the nipples even more erect.  “That’s it, baby,” said Peter.  “Let me take off your panties.”  But, again she danced away.  She hooked her fingers in the waist band of her panties and slowly slid them down to reveal her bare pussy, then pulled them back up again.  The vixen found her way to the male slave standing with his cock hugely erect.  Again she flashed her naked pussy, watching his cock throb in response.  On her tiptoes she stood to kiss the head of the 10-inch cock, then to everyone’s surprise, she swallowed the entire cock in a single motion.  Her whole body tingled at the sound of the gasps from behind her when they realized what she had done.  And the sound of ecstasy from the man she was sucking made her want to suck cock till he came.  But, not yet, she reminded herself and danced away again.  
Back in the center of the room, Katie pulled her panties all the way down, then put them in Jan’s mouth.  She then leaped onto Marsha’s lap, facing the older girl with her legs straddling Marsha’s legs.  Playfully she lifted Marsha’s nightie and ran her tongue over the nipples on the aroused teenager, then dodged as Marsha tried to kiss her lips.  She waggled her finger as if to say, ‘No, no, not yet,’ and slipped away.  By now it would be true to say that everyone in the room wanted a piece of the little sex pot.  She stopped in front of Cindy, giving the 10-year-old a quizzical look.  The modest attire that Cindy was wearing looked out of place to Katie.  As she danced for the youngest Brady girl, Katie slipped her hands up under the flannel pajama top and felt the hard nipples hidden there.  She stole a kiss from Cindy, then ran to Bobby.  As she approached the youngest Brady, she jumped onto the couch, standing with her feet straddling the surprised Bobby.  She pushed her hot pussy into the 9-year-old’s face and felt his tongue run between her bald pussy lips.  
As she danced toward the Brady parents, the nude girl saw Alice staring in absolute lust.  A feeling of power surged through her as she realized the older, domineering woman wanted her young body badly.  What could she make this mistress bitch do for her?  She felt safe with the Bradys present and let her imagination run wild.  While she thought, she danced for Carol, running her hand across the woman’s wet crotch.  The little girl had planned her whole dance and the final act was with her mommy’s boss.  She climbed on his lap, facing him and wrapped her legs around his waist.  When she leaned back, holding herself up with her legs around Mike’s waist, she draped herself back across his knees and arched her back until she could touch the floor.  The stretch of her nude body made her muscles tighten and showed off her sleek form.  The Bradys saw a touch of what this little sex kitten would look like in years to come as her baby fat melted away and her curves formed.  
When she got off Mike’s lap, Katie began to improvise.  She’d done her planned routine, but now she wanted to dance for Alice.  She wanted to urge the woman’s lust to a higher plane and see what she could get away with.  Swaying in front of her mistress, Katie almost thought the woman’s eyes might fall out of her head.  When Alice licked her lips, Katie spread her pussy lips, showing her mistress what she couldn’t have.  Then, suddenly Katie reached forward and pulled Alice’s tube top off, exposing her fine tits for the rest to see.  As Katie had guessed, Alice simply let her pull it all the way off, unwilling to break the spell that the little girl had on her.  Katie took the woman’s hands and pulled away until Alice was forced to stand.  Then, the little dancer moved behind the woman and slowly pulled down her pants and panties as one.  With her pants all the way to the floor and her tall, muscular body exposed to all, the mesmerized Alice stepped out of her clothes and waited for Katie.  It wasn’t long before Katie danced back around to the front of her mistress.  She put her finger into the sopping red haired pussy and pumped it in and out a few times.  Then she licked her finger clean and returned to the center of the room.  As she took her bows, Katie was a tad disappointed that the male eyes were on the long, lean form of the red headed woman, still standing nude and watching the object of her lust.  The stunned Alice sat back down then, not bothering to dress herself.  
It was Marsha’s time now to introduce her big slave to the rest of the group and to introduce him to his duties.  She stood and walked slowly to him, letting him drink in the small mounds under her see-through top and the barely visible cunt under her panties.  She knew he wanted them, but had always been afraid to take them.  Now he would have no choice.  She pulled him by his cock into the middle of the room, then standing behind him, she ran her hand up and down his cock a couple of times to make him horny.  Then she walked around in front of him and, facing him, pulled the top of her nightie off over her head.  His eyes said what his gagged mouth could not, showing her his appreciation for her small, but well formed tits.  She hung the light garment on his cock like it was a coat hanger.  The flimsy top didn’t weigh down his throbbing tool at all.  The teasing mistress then slid down her panties.  Though she was stripping for her slave, she also looked coyly over at their uninvited guest.  Alice was practically drooling as the 13-year-old stripped.  
“Now, Mr. H,” said Marsha.  “I’m going to take the gag out of your mouth and when I do, I want you to kneel down and lick my pussy until I come.  I want my mommy and daddy and brothers and sisters to watch my teacher eat my pussy.  I want you to learn to do whatever I tell you.”  
When she removed his gag, Jim said, “Marsha, please, not in front of everyone.”  His cock was pounding at the thought of performing a sex show for them all.  Though his young mistress was changing that, he’d always thought of sex as a private affair.  And, though he liked oral sex on himself, he thought the idea of going down on a woman was demeaning.  
Marsha replied by grabbing the helpless slave’s balls and squeezing them tightly, “Listen, Mr. Suck Me Dry.  I’ve sucked your cock.  Jan has sucked your cock.  Even Cindy and Katie have sucked your cock now.  It’s payback time and you’re going to lick every pussy in this room before the night is over.  But, because you’ve chosen to talk back, I’m going to make sure you get a special punishment.”  She pulled him down to his knees using his fragile balls as leverage.  
“What’s my punishment?” asked the slave, his voice showing his fear.  He’d expected sex with the girls, but not public sex and not punishment.  
“Shut up and lay down on your back now or I’ll double your punishment,” commanded his mistress.  
Clumsily the big man fell heavily on his side, then rolled onto his back.  His huge cock pointed straight up.  Marsha nodded to Cindy and the little girl came down between Jim’s legs and grabbed his balls.  “Cindy’s going to make sure you do what you’re told,” said Marsha as she straddled his face.  She lowered herself down and he prepared himself for a humiliating pussy licking.  Stopping a few inches from his face, Marsha said, “Put your tongue back in your mouth, slave.  Your punishment is that I’m going to pee in your mouth and you’re going to drink it.”  
The sudden increase in pressure on his balls made the helpless man stay silent.  His face burned with shame as he watched the nearly bald pussy approach his mouth.  As Cindy’s grip tightened even more, he said, “Please, don’t.”  But his mouth stayed open and his eyes closed in anticipation.  He felt the warm salty urine hit his face and pour into his mouth and his eyes popped open to view the yellow stream flowing from his mistress’s cunt into his mouth.  He nearly gagged on the strong smell, but managed to swallow his first mouthful.  Her pee was still flowing so he opened wide again and finished what she had to offer.  
Marsha patted her slave’s face.  “Good, boy,” she said as if he was a dog.  “Now you can lick my pussy.”  She lowered herself to his mouth and squeezed his face tightly with her thighs.  As he started licking, she started rocking back and forth, gently at first, then picking up speed.  “Yee hah,” she yelled.  “I’m riding your face, Mr. H.  Everybody is watching you serve me like the slave you are.”  She thrilled at the rush of blood to his face as the shame washed over him.  “Oh, fuck me, slave.  Stick that tongue up my cunt and make me cum.  That’s a good boy.  Make your mistress cum.  Let everybody watch you make your mistress cum.  Fuck, yes, slave slut.  That’s the right spot.  Open your eyes and look at me.”
The helpless slave opened his eyes and looked up at the smiling face of his student.  He looked to the side and saw Cindy sitting beside his head, watching his tongue intently.  To the other side, Mike and Carol were pressing their face close.  When the startled teacher noticed them, Mike said, “Lick my little girl’s pussy, you naughty teacher.”  Then he pointed up over Jim’s head.  The teacher rolled his eyes up to see what he was pointing at and saw a video camera filming the 13-year-old girl riding his face.  
“Oh, fuck, yes,” yelled Marsha.  “Lick me, slave.  I’m almost there.  Yes, put on a show for the camera.  I’m fucking cumming, ooooooooo, yes.”  She slowed her rocking motion as the orgasm swept over her and then passed.  Again she patted him and said, “Good boy.”
As Marsha slid off the teacher, Cindy stood over him and removed her flannel pajamas.  Her innocent look faded as she knelt down and said, “Fuck me with your tongue, big boy.”  Having learned his lesson, the teacher immediately started licking the 10-year-old cunt in his face.  He ran his tongue between her pussy lips and found her small clit.  Cindy tightened her thighs on the man’s face, but didn’t ride him like a horse.  She was satisfied with sinking her fingers into his short hair and pulling him tightly into her crotch.  “Taste my 10-year-old pussy, slave,” she said.  “Taste my juices and make me cum.”  She was already hot, having been so close to the previous action.  “Ooooo, yes, lick me hard, slut.  Lick me hard.  Oooooo, fuck me with your tongue and …oooooo, yes, I’m cumming,” she squealed, humping against the slave’s face as she came.  
From his helpless position, Jim could only feel his cock pounding with no relief.  He was ready to cum.  He needed to cum, but his cock waved in the air without the stimulation he needed to cum.  Mike grabbed his secretary and led her over to the bound man.  He pushed her into a squatting position and said, “You even get to lick the other slave.”  Linda nestled her pussy down over the teacher’s tongue and felt him lick her smooth cunt lips.  She looked down and watched as her fellow slave serviced her.  Then her head was pulled back up and she found herself looking at Mike’s cock.  Without a word she opened her mouth and sucked on the offered cock.  
Jim watched as another man had his cock sucked just a couple of feet from his face.  He heard Marsha say, “If you hadn’t been bad, you might have had your cock sucked by now, Mr. Suck Me Dry.  Oooo and it looks like your cock is so hard that it hurts.  I’ll bet you’d like a good cocksucking about now.”  
The pussy licking slave couldn’t answer, but that sure did sound like a good idea to him.  He licked harder, hoping to please his mistress.  Mike stroked in and out of his slut secretary’s mouth and felt his orgasm coming.  As it hit him, he pulled his cock out of her mouth to Linda’s surprise.  She’d always swallowed his cum before.  But, this time he shot it onto her breasts and stomach where it slowly slid down her front, right into her pussy.  The bound slave with his tongue in that same pussy could only watch as the cum stopped just at the top of the bare pussy and he was saved from tasting his master’s cum.  
As Linda started to moan in pleasure, she was suddenly pulled back to her feet.  Her eyes pleaded with her master, but he intended for her to wait for her orgasm.  
“What do you want, Mr. H?” asked Marsha.  “Beg me and maybe you’ll get it.”
With his mouth free, the teacher could do just that.  “Please, Marsha, suck my cock.  Let me cum.  I’m going to explode.  Please.”
“Who should suck your cock?” she persisted.  
“I don’t care,” said Jim.  “You.  Cindy.  Jan.  Fuck, even Katie can suck it.  I don’t care.”
The helpless man found himself blindfolded and heard Marsha say, “Try to guess who’s sucking your cock.”  Then he felt a mouth slide down his shaft.  It went halfway down, then back up.  It felt marvelous and he didn’t care who was sucking his cock.  “Guess,” he heard.  
It wasn’t Marsha because she was talking to him.  “Jan,” he guessed.  
“Nope,” he heard and the blindfold was whisked off.  
“Do I get an A now?” asked Greg as he bent and took the big cock in his mouth again.  
“Holy shit!” said the slave.  “Stop that.  Oh, please, don’t do that.”
“I thought you didn’t care,” said Marsha.  “I thought you were ready to explode.”  
“Well, I do fucking care,” said the slave.  “Get away from my cock, Greg.”  
“Oh, now you’ve insulted Greg,” said Marsha.  “The bad slave needs to make his master feel better.”  Greg grinned at the poor man, bound and unable to protect his own mouth.  He stood up and stepped over Jim’s face, then lowered his cock toward the teacher.  
“Oh, no,” said Jim, shaking his head.  “Get that thing away from me.  This has gone far enough.”  Then he felt his balls in a tight grip.  It was Mike this time.
“You’re pressing your luck, slave,” said Mike.  “Open your fucking mouth or lose your fucking balls.  You have no room for negotiation.  You’ve eaten my little girls’ pussies.  You’ve made them suck your cock.  I’m not going to let you leave my boys out of this.  Open wide.”  He squeezed again.  As the reluctant slave opened his mouth, a spreader gag was inserted.  His mouth was propped open by metal clips that kept him from biting down.  When the clips were attached to a strong elastic cord behind his head, his cheeks were spread wide, preventing him from closing his mouth.
Greg took advantage of the totally helpless man.  He ran his cock over the man’s face, letting the slave feel the warmth and hardness of his cock.  Then he settled his balls down onto the slave’s nose and simply let the slave inhale the aroma of a boy’s crotch.  He watched the horror in his teacher’s eyes as he ran his cock across the spread lips and gave his slave a taste of his pre-cum.  
The slave was horrified by what was happening.  Strong fingers were intertwined in his hair to control his head.  His mouth was spread wide and he was closer to a cock than he wanted to be.  Yet, he could do nothing but watch the cock being rubbed on his face and knew that soon he’d be tasting the entire cock.  Then he felt the warm tip of the boy’s cock enter his mouth.  He wanted to scream.  He wanted to fight, but all he could do was say, “Mmmmphf,” as the cock slid over his tongue.  
Greg was smiling down at the new cocksucker.  “That’s a good cocksucker,” said the boy.  “Open wide and suck it all the way down your tight throat.  God, you feel good.  Suck my cock and swallow my cum.”  He rose up and shoved his cock deep, using his weight to force his 6-inches all the down the surprised man’s throat.  The slave gagged, but the cock still shoved all the way down and he felt his throat being stretched.  The slave felt the boy’s balls rest on his chin, then the stroking began.  He looked up and saw the video camera catching his first blowjob on tape.  The warm salty taste of the cock was not bad, but the violation of his throat was horrible as he performed a girl’s function on the boy.  Greg thrust in and out for a couple of minutes, then said, “Here it comes, cocksucking teacher.  You make sure you swallow it all, or I’ll piss in your mouth next.  Oooh, fucking good cocksucker.  Here it comes.”  He let loose a load in the teacher’s mouth and watched as the man tasted, then swallowed his first load of cum.  
The Bradys had turned what the teacher had expected to be an evening of fun fucking little girls into a nightmare, forcing him to do things he’d never thought he would.  A feeling of shame and total defeat swept over him and he knew they could make him do anything now.  Still, as Mike waved his 8-inch cock in bound man’s face, Jim shut his eyes, hoping to avoid the inevitable.  But it was to no avail.  He felt the larger cock rubbing over his face and the pre-cum smeared on his cheeks.  He opened his eyes to see the big cock poised in front of his open mouth and tried vainly to shut it.  Slowly his master tormented him by sliding the cock just a couple of inches into his mouth, letting him taste the pre-cum and his tongue involuntarily toyed with the invader.  Then he felt it slide deeper and again he gagged.  His throat tried to expel the throbbing cock, but it pushed deep and he saw his master’s pubic hair brush against his nose and he knew his mouth was fully fucked.  He watched helplessly as Mike started stroking deeply in his mouth that had become nothing but a fuck hole.  Suddenly Mike pulled out and the slave felt himself being flipped over.  A spread bar was put on his ankles and his ass was raised in the air.  
“Ever fucked a woman in the ass?” asked Mike.  The reply was unintelligible.  Mike put his hard cock against the man’s puckered asshole.  “Not different at all from my point of view,” he said as he pushed past the tight sphincter.  “You’re just a sex toy for us, a slave who gets used however we want.”  Mike continued to penetrate the slave’s virgin asshole.  “You didn’t want me in your mouth, so this is the only other hole you’ve got.”  He reached full penetration, feeling the slave strain against the invasion, his cock squeezed hard in the vise grip of the slave’s ass.  
Katie knelt down in front of the violated slave and said, “Take it in the ass, slave.  That’s what you’re here for.  Take it in the ass just like my mommy does.”  
Katie’s mommy had, in fact, been busy for a while.  After she’d been pulled off Jim’s tongue, Linda was laid back on the floor and Bobby squirmed on top of the naked woman.  As he kissed his way past her belly and up to her tits, his cock lined up with her pussy and he started fucking the helpless woman.  He stroked a few times, then pulled out and put his cock to her lips.  “Taste yourself, bitch,” said the 9-year-old.  The slave knew her place and without a word opened her mouth to take the small cock.  She licked her juices off the cock in her mouth, mixing her taste with the little boy’s taste.  Katie watched, then came to kiss Bobby, giving her mommy a full view of her little tongue dancing with Bobby’s tongue.  
“Suck him, mommy slut,” said Katie.  “Suck his cock and swallow his cum.  Do it for me.”  Her pussy was just inches from her mommy’s face, glistening wet from her excitement.  “Show me what a cocksucker you are, mommy.  Show me how you can suck a little boy’s cock.  Later I want you to see if you can suck a man’s cock like I can.”  
Watching the little girl torment her mommy made Bobby even hotter and it was not long before he shot his load down the woman’s throat.  As he got up, he was replaced by Katie, putting her pussy on her mommy’s tongue.  “Now lick me, mommy,” said the little vixen.  “Lick me and mix my juices with Bobby’s cum.”  Katie looked across the room at Alice who was watching with rapt attention.  “Do you wish it was you licking me?” asked Katie of the mesmerized red head.  “Come here and lick my mommy, then I’ll let you lick me.”  
Alice was incredibly horny from watching the young girls strip and have sex with everyone else.  She wanted to have them, so when she was invited, the woman felt herself drawn to the mother-daughter pair.  Walking like a jungle cat about to pounce on her prey, the nude woman made her way through the others until she could kneel between Linda’s legs and run her tongue over the shaved pussy.  She watched Katie hump herself on her mommy’s face, wishing as Katie had thought, that it was her tonguing that 6-year-old pussy.  
When Katie came, she squealed with pleasure, then pulled Alice away from her mommy.  “Don’t finish her yet,” said Katie.  “Make her beg.”  She pulled the big woman over to the sofa and pointed at the unoccupied Jan.  “You want her, don’t you?” said Katie.  “Make her lick your pussy.  She will.”  
Without hesitation, the desperately horny woman picked up the bound 11-year-old and then sat down on the sofa.  She placed Jan between her legs and pushed the slave’s head down to her red haired bush.  Alice moaned with relief and passion as the young tongue touched her cunt for the first time.  Yes, she did want Jan or Cindy or Marsha or Katie.  She ran her hands over the slim form between her legs, caressing the smooth, little girl skin.  She fondled the small tits and round ass, marveling at the skill of the slave’s tongue.  
Across the room, Linda was on her hands and knees with Peter’s cock in her ass.  And so when Katie told the teacher slave to take it in his ass just like her mommy, he turned his head and saw his fellow slave being used just as he was being used.  Jim’s cock still pounded, begging for relief, and he began to wonder if he would ever be allowed to cum this evening.  The sight of the young boy raping the woman’s ass made his desire even stronger, though his own ass was being raped also.  He grunted from the pain of the penetration and moaned from the humiliation of being turned into a sex toy.  Try though he might, he couldn’t stop his master from fucking his ass good.  He felt the man tense and grab his hips, pulling his ass tight against the big cock.  Then he felt the invader pumping cum into his once virgin ass.  When Mike pulled out, Jim was left with his ass sticking up in the air, available to anyone.  

Carol pulled Jan off the sofa and knelt her on the ground.  She pushed her pussy into her daughter’s face and saw a stubborn look on the girl’s face.  The young girl had been neglected mostly, left to sit while the other slave’s had been tormented.   She took out her frustration in a passive-aggressive fashion, refusing to lick her mommy’s cunt.  For that, she was unceremoniously pushed to her stomach and a belt was taken to her tight ass.  In no time at all, she was screaming in pain and pleasure, finally getting what she needed and wanted.  After several strokes she was begging, “Please, mommy, let me lick your pussy.  Let me eat your cunt.  Let me make you cum while everyone watches your naked slave daughter tongue fuck you.  Let me lick your pussy and make me take daddy in the ass.”  
Mike heard that, but he had just cum in Jim’s ass.  He wanted badly to fill up his middle daughter’s ass, but needed a few minutes to recover.  Instead, Greg mounted the begging slave and started fucking her bright red ass while Carol lay back with Jan’s face buried in her pussy.  Feverishly, the girl slave licked her mommy’s pussy while her ass was being violated.  As he fucked her, Greg continued to slap her ass.  When both Carol and Greg came at the same time, the slave got her well deserved reward.  She was untied and stood in front of the teacher slave while she fingered herself to an incredible orgasm.  “Watch me.  Make me.  Watch me cum,” she yelled as she came.  Again all the tormented man could do was watch while his cock twitched in unfulfilled lust.  
Cindy picked up the belt that had been used on her sister and waved it in front of the bound man.  “So, teacher,” she said.  “You made me suck your cock in the car. Now it’s my turn to get even.”  She removed his gag, then walked out of his sight and he heard the whistle of the leather belt, then the crack of pain across his helpless ass.  “Aaaaah,” he moaned from the first blow.  “You’ve been a naughty boy, and naughty boys get spankings,” said Cindy.  Smack!  “Oooohh, God, please.”  He didn’t know what to say or do and figured he was going to get his ass spanked until she was done.  Smack!  “Aaaaaaah.”  
“Do you like this?” taunted Cindy.  “Tell me you like it.  Thank me for your spanking, bad boy.”  Smack!  “Aaaaaah.”  The pain was terrible for him and the thought that this little girl was whipping his helpless body while everyone watched was horrible.  “Thank your mistress for the spanking,” said Cindy.  Smack!  
“Aaaaah, th... thank you, m... m... mistress,” he managed to croak.  Smack!  “Ooooh, God, please, thank you, mistress.”  
The spanking stopped and Carol said to the slave, “Now listen carefully, slave.  I’m going to give you some instructions and you’re going to do exactly what you’re told to do.  If you don’t, we’ll tie you up and you’ll give blowjobs all weekend, then we’ll show the tapes of you and Marsha and Cindy to the police.”  She carefully explained to the porn slave just what he was to do.  After his ordeal, her instructions were just about what he expected.  He knew he had to do what he was told even though it just got him in deeper.  He was uncuffed and given back his pants.  
Cindy slipped on her flannel pajamas, Bobby appeared wearing a tight swim suit, and the rest of the family cleared the room, except for Carol with the video camera.  When Carol shouted, “Action!”  The big man walked into the room and was met by startled gasps from the two children.  “Please, not again,” moaned Bobby.  But, the slave rushed over to Cindy and picked her up.  The 10-year-old screamed as his hands went up under her pajama top, then inside her pajama bottoms, fondling her ass.  The lecherous intruder stripped the little girl, leaving her nude and frightened, then cuffed her hands behind her.  “Show your naked body to your little brother,” he laughed.  She wiggled in embarrassment, but couldn’t hide herself from the boy or the camera.  
Then he turned his attention on the 9-year-old boy.  As he had with the girl, Jim ran his hands over the boy’s torso, then inside the small swim suit, finding another firm ass, then finding a hard cock in the front of the suit.  He pulled down the boy’s suit and held him facing his sister.  “Show your hard cock to your sister,” sneered the man.  “Let’s show her what we do with a hard cock.”  He muscled the squirming boy down to the floor and took the hard cock in his mouth.  
“Please, mister,” said Bobby.  “Don’t suck my cock.  That’s for fags.”  But his cock swelled in the man’s mouth and he was moaning in pleasure in just a few seconds.  The newly trained cocksucker slid his mouth up and down the little boy’s cock, holding onto the small, firm ass as he sucked.  When Bobby shot off in his mouth, the cocksucker swallowed every drop and thanked the boy.  
Then Jim turned to a frightened Cindy and said, “Now you can do the same for me.”  He pulled down his pants and both kids gasped at the size of the cock.  He pulled her to his crotch and she tentatively opened her mouth.  As the cock slid through her lips, she gagged at the size of it.  Then he forced his cock all the way down her throat.  Helplessly tied, the little girl could only swallow the huge cock and hope to get him off quickly.  And the aroused man didn’t take but a few seconds before he shot a huge load of cum down Cindy’s throat.  As he pulled out, some of it trickled out of her mouth and ran down her chin.  He wiped it off and turned to the little boy.  “Lick my cum off my finger,” he said and grabbed Bobby roughly.  Bobby grimaced, but did as he was told by the big man.  
“Now, let me watch you fuck your sister,” said Jim.  Bobby spread Cindy’s legs and guided his little boy cock into her little girl pussy.  As the two kids fucked, the slave’s cock got hard again.  The two small hairless bodies rubbed against each other, their slim legs intertwined in the unnatural incestuous act of brother and sister fucking.  The man stroked his cock as he watched.  When the two finally came, he pulled Bobby over to him.  “I need to cum again,” he growled and put his cock in the boy’s mouth.  Bobby couldn’t swallow the whole thing as his sister had, so he used his hands on the big shaft to stroke the entire length of it.  Again the aroused man came quickly, shooting his load in the boy’s mouth this time.  When cum trickled out his mouth, the frightened boy quickly scraped it onto a finger and licked it back into his mouth and swallowed.  
“And cut!” yelled Carol.  “You kids looked great.  And you, Mr. Hunter, seemed to enjoy yourself.  You finally got to cum.”  
The beleaguered slave just stared at the camera.  He’d just made a bi-sexual kiddie porn flick.  But, she was right, he finally got to cum.  He didn’t even move as handcuffs were snapped on his wrists again.  Numbly, he said, “I thought we were done.”
“A slave’s work is never done,” said Mike.  He pushed the helpless man to his knees.  
Peter stepped in front of the kneeling slave and said, “You’ve gotten just about everybody off, but me.  Open wide and say ah.”  His hard 5-inch cock bobbed in the slave’s face.  He rubbed it around on the man’s face, then popped it into the open mouth.  Peter grabbed his slave’s hair and started fucking the man’s face, violently forcing himself deep into the unprotected mouth.  When he came, Peter pulled out and shot his load on the man’s face.  Then he scooped the cum off and fed it to his helpless slave.  “Open wide and say ah,” said Peter again as he fed his cum to Jim.  
But most of the family’s attention was on another coupling that was going on at the same time.  Katie walked boldly up to Alice, the woman that had recently tried to smother her and threatened her with gang rape.  “You want my pussy?” she asked the older woman.  She ran her finger in her young snatch, then offered the finger to Alice.  The red head greedily sucked on the finger, savoring the taste of the little girl.  
“Yes,” said Alice, her voice husky with lust.  “Let me lick your smooth pussy, little one.”  This was clearly Katie’s domain. 
“Stand up,” said Katie.  “Stand up and play with yourself.  Make yourself cum, then you can lick me.”  
Self-consciously the tall woman stood, knowing most of the eyes in the room were on her.  She marveled at the little girl’s audacity, knowing just how to play her.  She put one hand to her sopping pussy and the other to her firm, ripe tits.  The 6-year-old was just about eye level to Alice’s furious finger fucking and she shifted her gaze from there to the woman’s hand on her own tits.  The nipples on her tits stood out erect as Alice tweaked them and used her hand to squeeze her breasts.  Katie saw the woman’s hips started to gyrate and hump in the air as she worked herself to an orgasm.  She felt the power of her little body as she made the domineering lesbian perform for the audience.  Alice tried to get herself off quick, but the distraction of the audience prolonged her sex show.  Time and again she brought herself to the edge only to lose her concentration and fall back from the brink again.  Several minutes passed as the tall red head fingered herself, the sweat beading on her tits and making her body slick.  She began panting with exertion, but her hand continued to diddle her cunt.  Finally, she felt hands come from behind her, grabbing her tits and felt small breasts push against her naked back.  “Cum for us,” whispered Marsha.  “Diddle yourself off and then you can have Katie.”  The teenager stood on her tiptoes and ground her pussy against the tortured woman’s bare ass.  “Cum for us, then let us watch you eat Katie’s little pussy.”  With a squeal, the tall woman went over the edge, cumming hard and long.  
Alice claimed her reward by picking up Katie and laying her on the sofa.  Then, she plunged her tongue into the tender pussy, parting the bare pussy lips and tasting the juices she’d wanted all evening.  Marsha followed her and continued to massage the woman’s tits from behind while grinding her pussy into her ass.  “Lick that little girl, Alice.  Lick her good and I’ll let you have me, too.” Marsha thought the tall red head was gorgeous and wanted to see that lovely red head buried in her own snatch.  
As Alice took Katie to a heavenly orgasm, Katie’s mommy and Marsha’s teacher were finally matched together, feeling a bit like two animals mating for their owners.  Jim was on his back and Linda lowered herself onto his huge cock, settling her dripping pussy slowly around the huge cock.  It was the biggest cock she’d ever seen and as she sank down on it, she thought she’d never felt anything quite so wonderful.  When she was completely impaled on the cock, she sat, simply enjoying the full feeling for several seconds before she started riding the cock.  They were both nude and bound, so their only contact was a cock in a pussy.  He started thrusting as well as he could as she pumped herself up and down.  It was the horny and aroused secretary that came first, but she kept pumping herself up and down, coming a second time before the teacher filled her pussy with his hot cum.  
As those two finished, they could see that Marsha was getting her wish.  Alice’s head was bobbing up and down in the teenager’s pussy as she licked up and down the moist slit. The erotic sight of the domineering woman taking the oldest Brady girl got Carol aroused and she grabbed Greg, pushing him down and sitting herself on her oldest son’s cock.  “Fuck your mommy,” she panted as she lowered herself on the 13-year-old’s cock.  Peter took Katie’s hand and led her aside for a game of my little pony.  Cindy climbed on the still tied Linda and started getting her pussy licked.  Bobby lay down and positioned Jan over his cock.  Eagerly she impaled herself on her brother’s cock.  As she rode his cock, he slapped her ass, urging her on toward a shattering orgasm.  
With everyone else coupled, Mike looked at the bound teacher and said, “You’ve suck all the cocks in the house, but you haven’t swallowed my cum.  Tell me you want it.  Tell me you want me in your mouth.”  He picked up the leather belt.  
He’d lowered himself so much already, it didn’t take much to convince the helpless teacher that he was eventually going to suck the 8-inch cock of his tormentor.  The beating would only make him regret denying the inevitable.  “Yes,” he said, saying words he never thought he’d say. “Put that cock in my mouth, master.  Fuck my mouth with that big hard cock.  I want to taste your cum.”  As a reward for his cooperative slave, Mike settled down in a sixty-nine position and returned the favor, enjoying the feel of the big cock and the taste of another man’s cum.  
With everyone finally spent, the two slaves were stood side by side again.  The nude slaves had been fucked in every hole and had nothing to hide from their masters and mistresses anymore, but the feeling of being on display still made them embarrassed.  “We expect the two of you back every Friday night at 6:00 pm,” said Carol.  “You will arrive on time and dressed in sexy clothes.  You will do whatever we ask, and if you are good, you’ll get to cum, too.”  
And Mike added, to Katie, “You are to come with your mommy every week, but you are not going to be a slave like she is.  You can just have fun like the rest of us will.”  Then, to Alice he said, “You are welcome every Friday, too.  It seems you are rather taken by little Katie and the other girls as well.”  
“Wild horses couldn’t keep me away,” said Alice.  “In fact, if you need a live-in housekeeper, I’ll volunteer to cook and clean in return for room, board, and sex.  Then I don’t have to worry about showing up Friday nights, or any nights.”  And so, the Brady bunch gained a housekeeper.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 13 – Trapped Slaves
(BBFFgb, bdsm, inc, oral, anal, ped)
Over a year had passed since the Bradys had started their sexual journey to enjoy each other and their slaves.  In the time that had passed, they had settled into a pattern.  Each Friday night became their family night in which Jan picked one family member to join her in an evening of sexual servitude to the rest of the family.  Their slaves' visit had been moved to Saturday night, with Jim, Linda, and Katie joined by a growing host of equally reluctant sex slaves.  That made life easier for the well trained slaves as they now got breaks of several weeks before they were again called to serve.  Sundays became the family's hide and seek day, giving them all a chance to serve and be served.  
So, it was that Bobby came home from school on Friday afternoon and found a pair of handcuffs lying on his bed.  Damn, he thought.  That was the sign that he was to join Jan as the family's slaves for the evening.  He'd be the family's little fag boy once again, sucking cocks and taking it in the ass, begging for his own orgasm.  The girls would get their pussies licked, though lately they had enjoyed strapping on dildos and fucking the boys in the ass or the mouth with them.  
Oh well, he thought, resigning himself to his task for the evening.  He couldn't complain.  Last week it had been Greg who'd drawn the short straw.  The older boy had been tied across a low stool, his ass in the air and his mouth accessible to all.  He'd been used for hours before they freed him and let him jerk himself off, then swallow his own cum.  And Bobby remembered that two weeks before his mommy had hung upside down by her feet while she'd sucked his cock.  Mike had been spanking his sister while she sucked her youngest son and each blow on her ass made her throat spasm against the boy's cock.  It had been a mind-blowing orgasm for Bobby.  And the week before that had been Marsha.  With a woman's curves and thick bush of curly blond hair in her pussy, the teenager was a great fuck anytime.  That night she'd been tied spread eagled with the electric wires attached to her tits.  She'd screamed while she was being raped by her family, squeezing every cock so hard they all wanted to fuck her twice.  
When Bobby reached the playroom in the basement, Jan was already there.  In addition to picking Bobby's name from a hat, she'd picked a position for herself and a position for Bobby.  She'd cheated three times, saying she'd picked a name when she really hadn't, and been caught each time.  The first time she'd been hung by her arms and spanked by everyone, then forced to perform oral sex on everyone.  They didn't allow her to cum, but she'd fingered herself to an orgasm immediately after she was released.  The second time they'd tied her hands behind her back and fucked her in the ass, mouth, and cunt at the same time, even the girls joined in with their dildos.  Jan had cum so many times she passed out.  The third time, determined to break her of her cheating, the family simply ignored her.  After a week of no beating, no slavery, and no sex, the preteen was begging her siblings and parents for relief.  By the end of the second week, she was a basket case, promising never to cheat again.  After that, Jan never cheated again.  
So, Bobby trusted that Jan had really picked him.  Besides, it had been weeks since he'd taken a turn as a sex toy.  Bobby stripped his middle sister.  She told him to tie her up, spread eagled on the bed and face up.  The bound 12-year-old then told Bobby he was to put himself in the stocks.  Bobby was not too fond of that idea, but knew he had to do it and do it quickly before anyone came to use him.  He'd never been in the stocks before, but he recalled Cindy's last turn in them.  They'd blindfolded her and teased her with cocks in her mouth, making her guess whose cock she was sucking.  When she failed, she was spanked and shocked.  Screaming, she'd begged for a second chance and after many blowjobs had learned to tell the difference between the cocks, something she'd never paid much attention to before.  The problem was that now Greg and Mike both had 8 inch cocks and Bobby and Peter both had 5 inch cocks.  She had to learn to tell them apart by taste and technique.  Then, the poor little girl had been fucked by Marsha and Carol, taking the 12 inch dildo up her tight cunny, then up her ass.  Even when she was finished she wasn't sure if she'd been screaming from pain or from pleasure as the huge cock split her in two. 
Bobby stripped himself and put his head and arms in the stocks, then awkwardly lowered the wooden cross beam down on himself.  It had no lock, just a catch that clicked as it settled in place.  Once that clicked, he was helplessly trapped, waiting for the others to arrive. He was bent forward at the waist, with his torso parallel to the ground.  The first to arrive was Cindy, still dressed.  She slipped a blindfold over the captive then stripped herself.  Bobby felt her panties being shoved into his mouth.  Then a new sensation. Clips were attached to his nipples and weights put on the clips.  The feel of his nipples being stretched created a slowly building pain.  Clothespins were attached to his scrotum and more pain built up.  “Beg,” he heard Cindy say.  “Beg to serve us.”  He tried, but the panties in his mouth made everything incoherent.  His masters and mistresses appeared pitiless.  The next clips attached to his scrotum were electric wires and he was shocked time and again, screaming into Cindy's panties, but unable to make himself understood.  The frustration of trying unsuccessfully to beg to serve them, beg for relief from the pain, beg for a cock in any hole of this body, was terrible.  Cindy said, “Look at his ass tighten,” as she shocked him again.  He felt the humiliation of having everyone watch his ass tighten, his own favorite view of the shock victim, but he had no control.  Each time he felt the pain, he could feel his whole body tense.   
Finally, the gag was removed.  “Please, please, please, let me lick your wonderful, wet pussy, Cindy.”  She seemed to be the head mistress this evening as he had heard only her voice.  “Please, let me satisfy my little mistress,” he begged.  “Fuck me in the ass, my pretty little mistress.  Put your juicy cunt in my face and let me eat you all night.  Have Peter and Greg and daddy stuff their cocks in my mouth.  I need to taste cum.  I am just a little fag boy who wants cum in his mouth.”  
The blindfold was removed and he was face to face with Cindy, Susie, Sally, and Jenny.  His face showed his surprise that this family affair had gone public.  The boys were fucking Jan, so he belonged to the girls for the night.  “Don't you know, Bobby,” giggled Cindy.  “It's my birthday again and we want you to lick our pussies like you did at my last birthday party.  And, Susie and Sally wanted to get even with you for raping them.  The two girls stepped back so Bobby could see both of them sporting a 12 inch strap on dildo. Susie put her cock in his mouth and slid it right to the hilt, his wide eyes showing his disbelief. The petite Chinese girl, now sporting a budding set of tits, stroked her long cock in and out of Bobby's defenseless mouth. Sally's tits had grown quite large for an 11-year-old, C cup tits that made her appear older than she was.   Sally disappeared, but Bobby soon felt the other dildo pressing against his asshole. With a mouthful of huge cock, Bobby could only grunt as the big cock slid up his tight ass.  He thought he was going to burst as the slim red head pushed her hips against his ass, burying 12 inches in him.  Electricity coursed through his tortured balls and he screamed against the cock that was fucking his mouth.  
Then, Susie pulled out and took off the dildo.  She pressed her warm, wet bare pussy against his face and he licked at her clit.  In seconds, the little Asian was humping against his face, cumming for him again as she did the first time he'd licked her pussy a year ago.  Next, Jenny got her pussy licked.  She, too, had tits and she liked to play with them as she got aroused.  They were just buds, but her nipples stood out hard on her chest as she moaned in the pleasure of her orgasm.  Sally took a turn then, getting her pussy licked good.  Finally, Cindy stepped up to the trapped boy's face.  Like her friends, Cindy had started to grow small tits on her young chest.  She proudly displayed them and made her nipples stand erect also.  As Bobby licked her smooth cunny, the little vixen screamed in pleasure, “Yes, Bobby, lick me good.  Make me cum with your tongue.”  
With the four girls satisfied, Bobby felt them removing the clips and weights on him, then he found himself out of the stocks.  Then, Cindy said, her voice a husky whisper, “This is also the first anniversary of your first orgasm.  We want you to fuck us all, stud.”  Bobby's cock sprang up, ready for the celebration.  
Sally grabbed him first and pulled him on top of her.  “Rape me, Bobby.  Fuck me like you did my first time.  Stick that cock in me and take me.”  Bobby stuffed his 5 inch cock in the 11-year-old and fucked her like a stallion.  His hands cupped her tits, then he bent down to suck each nipple.  The smooth, warm skin of the preteen was sensuous and supple.  He caressed her lovely little body as he shot his first of many loads for the evening.  
Susie bent at the waist, offering for the boy to take her cunt from behind.  “Remember, Bobby,” she said.  “You fucked me from behind for my first time.  Do it again.  Fuck my hot cunt.”  Bobby was glad to oblige, but this time, she had tits for him to fondle as he took her.  She moaned in pleasure, coming to a second orgasm as the little boy fucked her tight, young pussy.  When he filled Susie's pussy with his cum, Jenny laid him on his back and straddled him.  To get his limp cock erect, she fingered herself to her second orgasm.  The sight of the pre-pubescent girl standing over him and writhing in her own ecstasy straightened Bobby's cock right up and she lowered herself on it.  Bobby loved this position.  H could watch his cock slide in and out of the bare pussy and reach up to fondle her small tits.  Her excitement over having her tits stroked only made him hornier.  When she started to cum for her third time, Bobby was not far behind.  He shot his third load into the eager girl's cunny.  
Finally, it was Cindy's turn.  She knelt before the 10-year-old boy and said, “Just like the first time you ever came, Bobby.  I want to suck your cock.”  With a smile, Bobby put his soft cock in the waiting girl's face.  She took it gently in her mouth, licking and sucking it to its full 5-inches.  Then, she said, “How many sisters get to say they were there for their brother's very first orgasm.  And how many can say they used their mouth to make it happen.  Now, fuck my mouth again, little brother.”  She opened her mouth and said, “Ahhhhh.”  Then, she felt the cock slide smoothly into her hot mouth and she savored the taste and feel of the cock filling her sweet mouth.  Her head bobbed up and down on the cock for several minutes, alternately sucking hard, then gently teasing the cock.  When Bobby could stand it no longer, he grabbed the blond curls of his sister and fucked her mouth hard, shooting his fourth load of the evening down the beautiful throat of his 11-year-old sister.  
Across the room, on the bed, Jan was spending her time screaming, sucking, and licking as she serviced the rest of the Brady family by herself.  She sucked Greg and Peter, while being whipped on her thighs, then she licked Marsha and her mommy to orgasms, again being whipped to get her more aroused.  Alice wrapped her long legs around the preteen's face and let the little girl lick her to an orgasm.  Finally, Jan took her favorite cock in her pussy.  As her daddy's 8 inch cock plunged in and out, the helpless girl screamed in orgasm after orgasm.  Just as Mike was coming, the attention in the room shifted.  
Everyone was suddenly aware that Alice was standing facing Sally.  A feeling of electricity swept the room as the little lesbian eyed the full grown lesbian.  She'd admired the older woman ever since she'd moved in with the Bradys.  This was the first time she'd seen Alice naked, and the first time Alice had seen Cindy's friends naked.  Alice had carefully stayed away from the little girl action with Bobby, but when Sally took the initiative, Alice was ready to respond.  As the two red heads looked at each other's bodies, Sally said, “You've got such a beautiful body, Alice.”  Her hand tentatively reached up to touch the woman's skin, sliding up her belly to cup a firm tit.  Sally blushed when Alice's hand moved to the young girl's tit, then down to her hairless pussy.  As if in awe that red hair could grow in a woman's crotch, Sally then stroked the soft hair covering Alice's cunt.  
Alice's strong arms went around the slim girl, pulling her into a soulful kiss and crushing the small breasts against her own.  With Sally staring into Alice's eyes and her legs wrapped around her waist, Alice put her hands under the girl's bare ass and carried her to the bed.  Laying her down beside Jan, Alice spread Sally's legs and gently ran her tongue up the little girl's tender slit.  “Oh, God, Alice,” moaned Sally, thrilled at the attention of the older woman.  “Not yet.”  She pulled Alice's head to her small tits, letting Alice enjoy her young mounds as she enjoyed Alice's tongue.  After several minutes, the little girl pulled Alice's face to hers and ran her tongue deep inside the older woman's mouth.  Then, she took charge of Alice, laying the big woman back so she could lick and suck her marvelous tits.  Sally kissed and licked her way down the woman's belly, eventually planting a kiss on the red cunt hair.  As she started to lick Alice's cunt, Sally felt strong fingers intertwine in her short, sassy hair, guiding her to the sweet spot of the aroused woman.  The taste and smell of the hot pussy were wonderful to the young lesbian and she eagerly dove into the pussy. 
Though she was very aroused by the little girl's sensuality, Alice forced herself to take it slow and let Sally licked her cunt for several minutes before she unleashed with a tremendous orgasm.  When she finished, Alice took the slender form in her arms and laid her down again on the bed, then gently licked the 11-year-old's pussy.  Sally was totally aroused and had no restraint.  She started cumming quickly, feeling strong hands on her ass that lifted her up off the bed and closer to that heavenly tongue.  Afterwards, Alice cuddled the little girl on her lap, their hands caressing each other until the evening was over.  
Alice still liked the little girls, though she'd come around to little boys as well.  That is, with a little help from the boys.  The first few months that Alice had moved in and become their housekeeper, Greg, Peter, and Bobby had slowly grown more frustrated with Alice's sexual orientation.  She was a beautiful woman, but only the girls got attention from her.  She could be found doing the housework naked, occasionally pausing for a quick pussy licking for either Marsha or Cindy.  Sometimes Carol would join in and the boys could only watch the tall red head get aroused and treat the girls to their desires.  
What they couldn't have only made them want it more.  Somehow they needed to get a piece of Alice's ass and she just wouldn't cooperate.  Finally, Greg connected with some roofies and brought one home.  It took some patience, but eventually there came an afternoon when everyone was gone but the three boys and Alice.  The soda that Greg brought to Alice was already laced with the roofie.  Shortly afterward, her inhibitions started to fade.  It didn't take much to convince the tall, lean beauty that she was horny and putting on a show for the boys was not out of the ordinary.  
They all went into the backyard for a swim.  But, Alice found herself skinny dipping with the three boys, hardly aware of what had happened.  As they swam, there was an occasional bump as a male hand would “accidentally” brush against Alice's tits or pussy.  The occasional bump became a routine fondling as they played a game of tag.  Alice became “it” several times during the game by a tag on her smooth ass or a caress of her pussy or a two handed tag on her tits.  When she started getting horny, she climbed out of the pool and started masturbating while the boys watched in awe.  
When he could take it no longer, Greg climbed out of the pool also, his big cock throbbing with desire.  He waved it in Alice's face and she, of course, pushed it away.  But, drugged and horny, she was no match for Greg's persistence.  Again and again, she found his pulsing cock in her face.  Her hand had been replaced by Bobby's hand, rubbing her cunt toward orgasm, but he carefully played her, not letting her cum.  Peter's hands massaged her tits, a heavenly experience that they all eventually took turns at.  The drugged woman didn't even realize it was no longer her own hand that was masturbating her, and her frustration grew when she couldn't cum.  It seemed perfectly natural then that when Greg suggested he could help her cum if only she would help him that she popped his cock into her mouth and started sucking.  Greg was in paradise as the woman's lips wrapped around his cock and sucked it as she had seen the girls suck it.  Peter slipped out and returned with the video camera, wanting to capture this moment forever.  
When Greg unloaded in the lesbian's mouth, she swallowed his cum as any good cocksucker would.  Then, Peter got between her legs and put his cock in her sopping pussy.  As the middle boy fucked their housekeeper, Bobby lowered his cock to her face and slid his cock between her lovely lips.  Again, she sucked as if she'd done it a hundred times before.  Bobby pulled out as he came, shooting his cum on her face and neck.  Then he fed it to the moaning woman as she approached her own orgasm.  She wrapped her legs around Peter and squeezed him so hard he had trouble breathing, “Fuck me, Peter.  Make me cum.  You boys wanted me so bad.  Take me now.  Rape your housekeeper.”  Peter shot his load into her tight pussy.  
The boys fucked Alice several times that afternoon, even after she had passed out.  They used her ass, her mouth, and her pussy.  When they were done, they put her to bed, watched the tape, and masturbated themselves.  
The next morning, Alice was sore in some strange spots.  Guessing what might have happened, she searched the boys' rooms.  She knew where they kept their video tapes and she found what she was looking for.  She watched the tape and got angry, but she got aroused as well.  The boys wanted her so bad, they were willing to do this.  And, she seemed to enjoy it, cumming several times when the boys fucked her.  Besides, that, she thought the boys were cute.  Bobby and Peter, especially so, because they had smooth hairless bodies like the little girls she preferred.  But, there was revenge to be had.  
Alice didn't wait for an opportunity to get even, she made the opportunity happen.  She told Carol and Mike what had happened (making Mike's cock swell at the thought of raping their housekeeper).  The next day, the boys found themselves alone with Alice again.  The strong woman didn't need drugs to make the boys obey.  She simply ambushed Greg, the oldest and strongest.  In seconds, he found himself cuffed, gagged, and stripped.  She put cuffs on his wrists and his ankles, then cuffed them together, hog tying him and leaving his cock unprotected.  
Peter and Bobby were out at the pool, splashing and horsing around.  When Alice appeared, the two kept up their antics.  As Peter ran by her toward the diving board, she grabbed him and wrestled him to the ground.  She put cuffs on his wrist, then his ankles.  Bobby saw what happened and knew Alice had somehow found out what happened.  Now she was pissed.  He stayed in the pool, treading water, afraid to come out.  So, Alice jumped right in after him, treating him to a wet T-shirt view of her body.   He didn't appreciate it for very long before he, too, was cuffed.  Alice put the three boys on the playroom floor, each cuffed and gagged.  One by one, she arranged them as she wanted them.  Greg was hung upside down, his hands still cuffed behind him.  Peter was put in the stocks.  He fought her as she uncuffed his hands, but succeeded only in pawing her tits before he was subdued in the wooden frame.  Bobby was tied spread eagle, on his stomach.  
The housekeeper then, still dressed, strapped on her favorite 12 inch dildo and put Greg at exactly the right height to take it up the ass.  As she shoved the fake cock up the boy's ass, his cock sprang to attention, throbbing from the stimulation but unable to cum.  She fucked his ass for several minutes, getting full penetration up the helpless boy's ass.  Gagged, Greg could only grunt in pain as the cock open his asshole wide, then in pleasure as the dildo warmed him up.  “Fucking my big boy up the ass,” said Alice. “Hanging upside down and being fucked in the ass by a woman.  Tell me what it feels like, big boy,” she said. When Greg moaned into the gag, she said, “Oh, I guess you can't tell me how good it feels to have 12 inches of cock up your ass.”  She raped his ass, saying, “Your turns are next Peter and Bobby.  I'll teach you boys to fuck the hired help.”
When she pulled the huge dildo out of Greg's ass with a loud pop, she raised the boy up a couple of feet, took out his gag, then presented him with the dildo at his mouth.  Greg could smell his own shit on the huge cock and kept his mouth closed.  He saw her hand reach for his unprotected balls, then felt the crushing pain as she squeezed him hard.  “No mercy, Greg,” she said.  “I had no choice yesterday, so you have no choice today.”  
Greg opened his mouth and felt the foul dildo spread his lips wide, then shove deep in his throat.  “Suck your shit off my cock,” said Alice.  As the big woman thrust deep, Greg learned to deep throat a cock as he sucked and licked the huge dildo clean.  
Then Alice asked, “Who's next?”  Both Bobby and Peter started whining into their gags.  She could only guess they were trying to apologize or beg for mercy.  “Well, Peter took me next, so I guess it's Peter.”  With his ass exposed in the stocks, Peter couldn't see, but he could feel the woman approach him from behind.  She positioned the cock at the 12-year-old's asshole and pushed it in.  Peter strained against the cock, groaning loudly as he was penetrated deeply.  Like his brother before him, the middle boy felt like he was being split in two with the huge cock nearly in his throat from the wrong end.   Then, she pulled out and put the cock to his ungagged lips.  Peter hadn't seen Greg suck the cock, but he'd known what was happening.  He opened his mouth and got his deep throat lesson, a pretty shitty experience, he thought.  
Bobby had seen the previous two ass rapes and when she came toward him, he started writhing on the bed, twisting against his bonds.  But, he was equally helpless to dissuade the vengeful lesbian from sticking the dildo up his ass to the hilt.  He gripped the big cock tight with his ass as it slid in and out.  When she removed his gag, Bobby begged, “Please, Alice, don't make me suck it, too.  I'm sorry I fucked you yesterday.”  
“Are you really?” asked Alice.  “Are you really sorry you raped me or did you enjoy it?”
“I... I...  I enjoyed it then, but I'm s... sorry now.”
“Open wide,” said Alice.  “Then you'll be real sorry.”  When Bobby refused, she said, “Should I shock you until you decide to suck this dirty cock or will you open up now.”
Reluctantly, Bobby opened his mouth.  The youngest boy took the whole cock down his throat as well.  He had no choice as the strong woman fucked his mouth deeply.  She thrust in and out of his pretty mouth for a couple of minutes, then pulled out.  “Have we all learned our lesson?” she asked.
The boys readily agreed that they'd learned their lesson.  
“Good,” she said.  “Now, I have another question I need to have answered.”  She untied Greg, gently lowering him to the floor, then uncuffing him.  “I saw on the tape that I came several times yesterday.  I need to know if it's really that good.  Fuck me, Greg.”  She pulled off her top, letting her firm tits bounce free, then skinned off her pants.  Last, she pulled down her panties and lay back with her legs spread.  
Greg stood dumbfounded for several seconds, wondering if this was a trick.  “Now, Greg,” she said.  “Fuck me now.”  Her hips moved sensuously.  
Greg climbed on the housekeeper and did just what she asked.  The domineering woman had gotten aroused forcing the boys to suffer through and ass fucking and cocksucking.  The feel of the warm, living cock stuck in her pussy was one she had never experienced before - at least while she was sober.  It felt wonderful and Greg knew just how to use his cock to please her.  Alice came quickly, then felt the cock inside her tense and squirt her full of cum.  The two younger boys each got a chance to screw the housekeeper, too.  By the time she was done getting her revenge, Alice had become a confirmed bi-sexual.  She still preferred girls, but over the next few months, the boys had received a small share of the red head's attention.  
The day after Cindy's birthday, it was Saturday and a new slave was due for initiation.  This one had come from a recommendation by Katie, of all people.  A boy in her second-grade class came to school with bruises.  She'd asked him about it and he confided that his daddy hit him.  Even more, his daddy hit his mommy and sister as well.  When Katie mentioned that to her Uncle Mike, he checked out the woman and found her to be marvelously subservient.  She was willing to take a beating from her slob of a husband and get no gratification from it.  So, the Bradys had hatched a complex plan to get the father out of the picture and get the woman into their harem of slaves.  If she was willing to put up with a little humiliation and pain from the Bradys, she would at least be rewarded with orgasms.  
So, Marsha seduced the man, getting her statutory rape on tape.  This time they showed the tape to the police.  With overwhelming evidence against him, the man had pled guilty and been sentenced to 10 years.  Meanwhile, Greg seduced the compliant woman.  She responded well to authority, so, with a little persistence, Greg was able to get her on tape giving him a blowjob.  When she was confronted with the proof, Mike gave her an option.  Either prison for her and foster care for her kids or sex.  He didn't tell her that the sex involved others or that she would be their slave.  But he did tell her to bring along 7-year-old Kevin and 8-year-old Brittany.  
When Ally showed up with her two children, she was nervous and cautious.  She was relieved that Marsha and Cindy took charge of Brittany and Peter and Bobby took Kevin upstairs.  She didn't want her kids involved in her punishment for sucking off Greg.  And, she did indeed see it as punishment and not blackmail, because it was her personality to be a victim.  She thought of herself as a bad person who deserved what she got.  
She was just 25 years old, having started her family and abusive life at an early age.  A high school dropout, she was barely scraping by on her minimum wage job.  But, she was an attractive young woman with long brown hair and pretty brown eyes.  She had full lips that Mike imagined spread wide by a cock.  She made a nice addition to the group because she was very slim with boyish hips and nearly no tits at all, a body type that they didn't have in their harem.  She was wearing a pair of tight jeans and a white blouse with the tails tied together in front to bare her midriff.  
Mike brought her into the family room and reemphasized her difficult position.  Jail or sex.  “And remember, your kids, Ally,” he reminded her.  “If you go to jail, they'll be done with high school by the time you get out.  You'll have missed their entire life practically.”  
The slender young woman had sobbed, begging for him to help her stay out of jail.  When she said, “I'll do anything to keep my kids, anything,” she knew she was offering her body to him.  But, she hadn't had a man touch her since her husband had been arrested.  Though he'd been abusive of her, her dependent personality still yearned for his presence and now she was willing to give herself to Mike in exchange for the control she craved.  
By now the Bradys had broken several slaves and had acquired just what they needed.  A large low platform in the corner of the room served as the viewing platform for their slaves.  “Get up on the stage,” said Mike.  “Get up and dance for me.”
The slim woman glanced around the room, questioning his command with her eyes.  What if someone comes in, was her unvoiced question, even though he hadn't mentioned that her dance should be sexy and end with no clothes on her.  The music that started, though, was slow and sensual.  She was no novice to fulfilling the desires of men, so she moved with the music, her hips swaying slowly and her arms caressing her body.  The mood was broken when Jan walked into the room.  Mike's middle girl was dressed in shorts and a T-shirt, lulling the dancer into a false sense of security.  But, Ally still stopped dancing, as if waiting for the girl to leave.  When Jan sat down next to her daddy and looked at Ally, the woman was uncertain what to do.  “Keep dancing,” said Mike.  “She knows what you're here for.”
Ally shook her head in disbelief.  His daughter knew what she was doing here?  Had he actually told his daughter that he was going to have sex with her?  “Start dancing, Ally,” said Mike in a more forceful tone.  Ally started dancing again, not believing the girl really knew what was going on.  But, she knew her clothes had to stay on for now.  Next, Greg and Peter came into the room, then Alice, Carol, and Marsha.  They all sat watching the dancer on the stage.  All the while Mike simply kept twirling his finger at her whenever she thought about stopping.  Keep dancing his motions said to her.  
The thought returned to her that she was supposed to strip for the man, but it was accompanied by a cold fear now.  Perhaps she really was supposed to strip and with all these kids watching.  She shuddered at the thought.  No one could be that cruel, she thought, trying to dismiss the idea.  But, it stayed with her.  The boys and girls both watched her with interest.  The two women licked their lips as they watched her dance.  
Then Kevin and Bobby came into the room.  They were followed by Brittany and Cindy.  Kevin was a small boy for his 7 years, looking more like he should be in kindergarten than second grade.  He was wearing a pair of shorts and a muscle shirt.  Brittany was a cute girl with her brown hair in a ponytail.  Her large brown eyes took in her mommy dancing on the stage as she sat down.  She smoothed her knee length skirt as it rode up to bare her knees and lower thighs.  Both kids had been coached on what was going to happen and what they should do.  With them all seated and watching Ally as she continued to dance, now in a less suggestive fashion, it was Brittany who said, “Take off your pants, mommy.”  
Ally froze, wondering if she had heard right.  She looked at Mike, “What is going on here?”  Again, she noticed all eyes were on her.  
“Please, mommy,” said Brittany again, her voice pleading.  “I don't want you to go to jail.  Take off your pants.”  There was no mistaking it this time.  They not only wanted her to strip, but her own daughter was voicing it.  She started dancing again, trying to think of a plan, but her mind was confused, thinking about jail and thinking about how she needed to be told what to do.  As she danced, she undid the snap of her jeans and unzipped the front.  She looked for a reaction, but the only one she got from her audience was their gaze telling her to keep going.  It's only my pants, she told herself, then slid them down and stepped out of them.  Her long slender legs were topped by a pair of sexy white panties.  She'd known she was coming here for sex and had dressed appropriately.  
She almost knew it was coming, but tried to deny it.  So, when her son said, “Now take off your shirt, mommy,” it was not a total surprise.  Ally felt herself slip under the control of the man she'd come to see.  He was making her do this.  He was making her kids say those things.  She untied the tails of her white shirt, then slowly unbuttoned the shirt.  When she pulled it off, she was dancing in only her sexy underwear.  As she danced, she wondered who would ask for her bra.  It was Brittany that said, “Show us your tits, mommy.”  
“Please?” begged Ally.  “Please, don't make me do this.”  She looked at Mike, her master who had invited her here.  
The man punishing her shook his head.  “You've been bad, so now you're going to have to pay.  I could show the tape to your kids so they can see what their mommy does with young boys.  I could show the tape to the police and put you in jail like your husband.  Or, you can strip for us all.”  His voice rose, not offering an option or asking a question.  “Get your clothes off now!”
The slender woman, the center of attention, took a deep breath, then reached behind herself and unhooked her bra.  As she dropped it to the floor, Cindy exclaimed, “Jeez, her tits are almost the same size as mine.”  The full-grown woman blushed at the thought of having little girl tits.  She squeezed them, trying to make them look fuller, but to no avail.  Without another word from her master, the slave slid down her panties, revealing her nudity to her children, surrendering herself to the control of her master.  Her humiliation had just begun.  
“Keep dancing, slave bitch,” came the order from her master.  She'd thought she was finished and had nearly stepped off the stage.  Instead, she was still on display, turning on the men she was dancing for as her children watched.  She was horrified at what she was being forced to do, but she never thought about disobeying.  In fact, she started to dance more erotically, spreading her legs and displaying her body for them to see.  Finally, her daughter arose and said, “Uncle Mike says you can stop now.”  The slave came to her beckoning master and sat at his feet, she turned to see her 8-year-old daughter on the stage.  “Uncle Mike says I have to do whatever you do, mommy.”  The little girl blushed, then started to dance as she'd seen her mommy.  Her hands moved across her body, as her body moved with the music.  It was a lewd dance that seemed out of place on the girl.
As she danced, she watched her mommy.  Mike's hands were on the small tits, teasing her nipples until they stood out from her nearly flat chest.  Ally moaned with desire at the touch of her master's hands, giving her the attention she craved and the control her personality craved.  The little girl was confused as she watched her mommy.  She'd been told never to let a boy do those things to her, yet her mommy was enjoying the touch.  “Take off your skirt,” said Kevin.  Without hesitation, but with considerable shame, the girl unzipped her skirt and dropped it to the floor.  
“Please,” begged Ally, again, this time for her daughter.  “Make me do what you want, but leave her out of this.”  She was silenced by her master's finger as it slid into her mouth.  She sucked on it as she knew he wanted.  She could easily have continued to plead, but succumbed to the will of her master.  
“Masturbate,” said her master.  “Get yourself off while you watch your daughter strip.”   Shocked at the command, the subservient Ally nevertheless put her hand to her pussy and started gently fingering herself.  She parted her pussy lips with her middle finger and rubbed her clit.  Her finger slipped inside her, then returned to her clit.  On the stage, Brittany stopped and watched her mother in disbelief.  Then Mike leaned forward and whispered in his slave's ear.  “Tell you daughter to resume stripping.  If she stops again, it's your job to keep her going.  Encourage her, threaten her, I don't care what you do, but I want that little 8-year-old nude on the stage.”  
A chill ran down Ally's back at the thought of being an accomplice to her daughter's loss of innocence.  She argued with her master, “How is this any different from what I did to Greg?”  If she was being blackmailed, she was going to try to blackmail right back.  
“Hold on,” said Mike to the group.  “Ally and I need to go have a discussion.”  He picked up a collar that was reserved for this purpose and wrapped it around his slave's throat.  Then he hooked a leash to the collar and led her out of the room.  Brittany was left standing on the stage, her cute flowered panties showing to all.  
Mike led the submissive woman to the playroom.  Despite the collar, Ally thought she'd won a point with her master and was relieved that she had saved her daughter.  She tensed when Mike produced a pair of handcuffs, but did not struggle against his domination.  Using them, he bound her hands in front of her.  Then he clipped a chain to the cuffs and hoisted her hands into the air.  When he had the slim woman hanging cruelly by her wrists, he said, “What's the difference between me making Brittany strip and you sucking Greg's cock?”  His voice took a threatening tone, “First, I've got you on tape and you don't have me on tape.  Second, I'm a dominant and you're my submissive.  You haven't got the backbone to do anything but obey my commands.”  
He picked up a leather riding crop.  It whistled as he slapped it against his palm.  The tied woman knew just how vulnerable she was.  “Let's keep this straight, slave bitch,” said Mike.  “If you don't do exactly what I tell you to do, tonight and for the rest of your life, I will send you to jail. You know your miserable husband is in jail and taking it in the ass and sucking cock. You'll be in jail with a bunch of butch bitches who fuck you every night. I will get your daughter and son sent to a foster home.  Who knows what will happen to them in a foster home.”  
She felt the riding crop smack against her ass and, though the blow was relatively gentle, she jumped.  “For the rest of your life you are my sex slave.  You will do everything you are told and you'll do it quickly and proudly, because you enjoy being a slave.  In my house, slaves are not beaten unless they disobey.  However, good slaves get rewards.  I'll bet your life as my slave is better than your life as a wife has been.  When I give you a command, you say 'Yes, master' and do what you're told.”  He grabbed her long brown hair, bending her head back and said, “You got that, slave bitch?”
“Yes, master,” said the frightened slave. She shook from the fear of surrendering herself totally to this man, but longed for his touch and his offer of rewards.  Her husband had forced her to surrender herself to beatings, and had never been kind.  She needed the firm hand of her master even though she wouldn't admit it.  Now she hung at the mercy of her master and he didn't whip her as she expected.  Instead she was lowered to the floor and her hands uncuffed.  
“We're going back out there and your daughter is going to strip for us.  While she strips, you masturbate yourself and encourage her.  If she stops, you make her strip.  If you have to get up and strip her yourself, she is going to be totally nude and displaying her cute little body to everyone.  You got that, slave bitch?”
“Yes, master,” said the quivering slave.  
Mike led his conquest back to the family room and sat again, with his naked slave at his feet.  The rest of the group had waited for the discussion to end.  Brittany and Kevin were sitting on the floor.  The little girl had been allowed to put her skirt back on.  Ally said, “Brittany, get back up on the stage and strip for us.”
“Mommy!” said Brittany.  She'd thought her ordeal over.  
“Brittany!”  said Ally.  “Get up there and do what you're told.”  She felt a squeeze on her shoulder, then her master whispered, “Don't threaten her.  Encourage her.  Tell her she's pretty and sexy.”  The slave whispered, “Yes, master.”  Then she looked at her daughter again.  Her voice softened when she said, “Brittany, you watched your mommy strip for these people.  They wanted to see me naked.  You're just as pretty and just as sexy.  They want to see you naked, too.  I know I've told you not to do this before, but now it's OK.  You can take your clothes off for these people.  Start dancing.”   
Brittany returned to the stage, shaking from fear and confusion.  She started dancing, trying to remember how her mommy had danced.  Taking her skirt off the second time was even harder than the first.  She slowly unzipped it, her eyes taking in the desire in the eyes of her audience.  It felt weird to undress in front of all of them, boys included.  She slipped her skirt off and tossed it aside, her panties visible once again.  As she started unbuttoning her shirt, tears welled up in her eyes.  She wanted to hide, but there was no place to go.  
Ally felt a rush of sexual excitement as her daughter submitted to the will of her master.  Her hand continued to rub her pussy, getting herself off as her daughter was humiliated.  When Brittany finished unbuttoning her shirt, then paused, Ally said, “Come on, beautiful, show us what you've got.  Take off your shirt, too, honey.”  She smiled and sped up the pace of her fingering as her daughter slipped the shirt off her shoulders and dropped it to the floor.  The little girl was wearing a light tank top under her shirt, so she was still mostly covered.  
“Keep going, honey,” urged Ally.  She leaned back against her master as his hands slid over her small mounds.  There are definite rewards for good slaves, she thought, letting herself go.  Her hand sped up again.  
Brittany watched her mommy's hand.  Her mommy was touching herself in a place that was bad.  But, she was enjoying herself.  The confused 8-year-old wondered what was wrong with her mommy.  Being naked was not nice and not fun.  However, her mommy wanted her to be naked.  Again she hesitated, but heard her mommy say, “Come on, honey.  Take off your tank top.  Show us your sexy body.  Show everybody those cute little tits. Do it for us, beautiful.”  No one cared that the little girl had stopped dancing.  She just stood there, sobbing lightly as she lifted her top up and over her head.  Her reluctance and her crying only made the strip show more erotic.  She had small brown nipples that they saw briefly before she covered them with her left arm.  Like her mommy, she was a slender girl and her ribs were visible below her arm.  Her tummy was flat with no baby fat left on the slim form.  
“Now show us your pussy,” said Ally.  “Take off your panties and show us all of your sexy body.”  The woman's hand was a blur in her cunt as she approached an orgasm, her arousal heightened by her submission.  To the girl on stage, her mommy's panting, heaving body made her look more threatening, out of control.  Brittany didn't dare say no now.  She pulled down her panties, using both hands, so her nipples were again visible.  She slid them down to reveal her hairless 8-year-old pussy, and dropped her last garment on the floor.  Trembling and sobbing, the girl stood now with her hands at her side, letting everyone gawk at her nudity.  Right in front of her, the little girl could see her mommy humping against her hand and moaning with pleasure as the slave orgasmed for her master.  
Without a word, Alice arose and left the room.  When she returned, she had Katie with her.  Over the past year, Katie's fear of Alice had changed to admiration as the older woman taught the little girl to be a dominatrix rather than a submissive.  Alice had seen the 7-year-old's potential and wanted to make the most of it.  So, Katie was about to get her reward for finding this family of submissives and introducing them to the Bradys.  Katie was wearing a skin tight black leotard that hugged her little girl body.  Her hair was pulled back in a pony tail.  With a whip in her hand, this little mistress meant business.  
Katie stopped in front of Kevin and said, “Your turn, little boy slave.  I'm your mistress now and I want to see you naked.”  She cracked the whip for effect.  
Kevin looked at his little playmate in surprise.  “What?” he asked, not believing what he'd heard.  For his question, he received a slap with the whip across his bare legs.  “Owww,” he complained.  But, he didn't move.  
“Come on, little boy slave,” commanded his mistress.  “I'm not kidding.  Get your ass up on stage and get your clothes off.”  She slapped his legs again with the whip.  Then she took the handle of the whip and put it in Kevin's surprised open mouth.  “Bite down,” she said.  
When Kevin bit down on the whip, she tugged on it, pulling him to his feet.  “Very good, little boy slave,” said Katie.  She used the whip in his mouth to pull the boy up onto the stage.  He was suddenly frightened.  He'd been amazed to watch his mommy strip, then amused that his sister had been forced to strip. Now it was his turn, a turn of events he hadn't expected.  Katie pushed him to his knees, giving her a dominant stance towering over the small boy.  Taking an end of the whip in each hand, she hooked the whip behind his head and pulled his head into her stomach.  He looked up at his mistress as she said, “You're a small little boy.  I can kick your butt if you don't do exactly what I tell you to do.”  When he struggled, she held him down with her forearms across his shoulders and continued to control his head with her whip and her body.  “You're nothing but my personal little boy slave.  If you don't do what I tell you to do, I'll strip you myself.  Then I'll strip you at school and let all the girls see that you're a helpless little boy.  You can tell your friends that a girl beat you up and took your clothes.  So, don't mess with me, slave.  I'm going to step off the stage and you're going to stay here and strip.  If I have to come back up here, you'll be sorry.”  She stared into his eyes for a few more seconds, then backed off the stage.  
Kevin was stunned by the little girl's words and took a moment to realize that he was alone on the stage and expected to take his clothes off.  As expected, Katie's words bullied him into submission.  He pulled his shirt off without further urging.  Then he dropped his shorts.  His mommy and sister watched intently as did everyone else.  Katie was almost disappointed when her little boy slave pulled down his underwear.  She'd wanted to bully him some more, maybe even get to whip him, but he obeyed so quickly she didn't get her chance.  Now his little cock was sticking out in front of him and she poked at it with her whip handle.  “Cute little cock,” she said.  “Make sure all the girls get a good look at you.”  She got up on the stage behind him and used her whip to spread his legs.  She caressed his tight ass, then reached between his legs and fondled his cock.  Her little slave was afraid to move as she brought him to an erection.  She prodded him down off the stage and guided the blushing boy to walk in front of the girls of the audience.  She stopped him in front of his sister.  
“Stand up, little girl slave,” commanded Katie.  Brittany, still whimpering, stood.  She no longer tried to cover herself, having resigned herself to the torment of being naked and on display for an audience.  “Touch his cock,” said Katie.  The little girl reached out and brushed her fingers along the little cock in front of her.  Kevin jumped at his sister's touch.  “Now, you touch her pussy,” said Katie.  And Kevin reached across and ran his fingers over his sister's cunt.  The little mistress turned to Ally and said, “Isn't that cute?  Your little babies are fondling each other.  We'll teach them to fuck later.  Now, you stand up, too.”
Ally stood and Katie positioned the three with their backs to the stage and mommy in the middle.  The three stood at attention, humiliated by their nudity, but so submissive they dared not cover themselves.   Katie got on the stage behind them, then ordered them to turn and face her.  “Show your bare asses to the audience,” she said.  Standing on the stage made her just about the same height as Ally, and Katie looked right into the older woman's eyes as she rubbed the small tits on the slave.  She stepped in front of Brittany, and pulled the face of the little girl slave into her crotch, grinding her covered pussy into the 8-year-old's face.  “You'll get to taste me later, slave bitch,” said Katie.  Then she stepped in front of Kevin and did the same thing.  “Lick me,” she said and the little boy slave ran his tongue across the crotch of her leotard.  With her whip, she caressed his cock.  “Turn around,” she commanded.  
The slaves gasped in surprise as they turned to face the audience and saw the sofa front and center stage was filled with Peter, Greg and Bobby, totally nude with their hard cocks pointing at the ceiling.  “Kneel down,” commanded Katie.  The three slaves knelt, Brittany in front of Peter, Ally in front of Greg, and little Kevin in front of Bobby.  Ally felt a poke in her back and heard, “Show your little darlings how to suck cock.”  
When Ally hesitated, Katie said, “You have sucked cock, haven't you?”  
Ally nodded, “Yes, I've sucked some cocks before.”
“Some cocks?” repeated Katie in surprise.  “How many cocks and whose cocks?  Besides Greg's.”
The naked woman said, “I've sucked my husband's cock, my daddy's cock, and my brothers' cocks.”  
“Ooo,” said Katie.  “Tell us about sucking your daddy and brothers.”  
The embarrassed slave swallowed hard.  “My daddy used to beat my mommy.  Then, when I was 8, mommy disappeared.  The police thought daddy killed her, but they never found her, so we never knew for sure.  When I was 10, daddy decided I should take mommy's place.  He started beating me, but he would also strip me.  I was little for my age, so I still had a skinny little body, but he wanted to see me naked.  So, almost every night he would take me to the basement and undress me, then he'd hit me a few times.  Usually he had me kneel down, just like this, and suck his cock.  
“After a couple of months, my brothers, who were 9, 12, and 13 at the time, would sit on the steps and watch.  Daddy laughed when he saw his boys sitting there watching.  He started making a special point of stripping me, then holding me so my brothers could get a good view.  It wasn't long before they'd make me suck their cocks, too.  That turned into making me be nude in the house all the time.  Even when their friends came over, I had to be nude and I got raped more than a few times.  Just out of the blue one of my brothers or one of their friends would grab me, pin me down, and fuck me.  My husband, Ray, was one that fucked me the most.  One day he just announced he was taking me away.  We got married and he started beating me while he raped me.”
The boys' cocks were pounding by the time Ally ended her story.  They had no mercy for the slave that had been sucking cock since she was 10.  In fact, they planned to get her daughter started even younger.  “Well, get to it, cocksucker,” said Katie.  “Brittany and Kevin, you watch carefully, because you're going to suck the cock in front of you.”  When Ally reached for Greg's cock, Katie said, “Put your hands on his knees, slave bitch.  Touch his cock with your mouth only.”  
Ally did as the little mistress commanded, and Brittany and Kevin also put their hands on the knees in front of them.  Little Brittany and Kevin had no idea what their mommy was about to do, but knelt staring at the big cocks just inches from their faces.  The slave mommy leaned forward and took Greg's cock between her lips, sliding about half the cock in her mouth.  “Ewww, mommy,” said Brittany.  “Don't do that.”  She was repulsed by the sight of her mommy taking the teenager's cock in her mouth.  That's disgusting, she thought.  
Instead of stopping, Ally turned to her daughter and said, “Lick that cock like I am.”  She ran her tongue up the length of Greg's throbbing cock.  The shocked 8-year-old watched her mommy's tongue bathe Greg's cock, but made no move to copy her mommy.  Ally sneered at her little girl, “Are you too good to suck a cock?  I wasn't much older than you when I started.  Go ahead, do it.”  The woman returned to licking the cock in front of her.  
The little girl slave felt a poke at her back from Katie's whip.  Katie said, “Do it like your mommy, little bitch.  Suck Peter's cock for me.  I want to see how a third grader sucks cock.”  She pushed Brittany's head forward and down.  Helpless, the girl felt the hard cock rub against her cheek as she was forced into Peter's crotch.  “Come on, little slave girl,” said Katie.  “Open your sweet little mouth and let Peter fuck it.”  
Brittany was sobbing again.  She looked at her mommy, licking and sucking the cock next to her.  Her whole world was being turned upside down.  Her mommy had made her strip and now was showing her disgusting stuff.  Still crying, she ran her tongue up the cock in front of her, feeling the rubbery hardness and tasting the warm, salty cock.  
“Good little girl slave,” said Katie.  “Again.”  And Brittany licked it again.  “Now open your mouth and put the tip of the cock between your lips.”  When the little girl did as she was told, Katie leaned on the back of her head, catching the girl by surprise and forcing the cock down her throat to the hilt.  
Brittany started gagging as the cock went deeper than anything had ever been in her pretty little throat.  But, with Katie's weight and Peter's hands on her head, she couldn't pull up.  She felt the unpleasant penetration of the cock touching the back of her throat, and her hands flailed mindlessly as she fought to pull back.  When she was allowed a couple of inches of recovery, she found herself sliding right back down the cock.  Then Katie released her hold and let the little slave up, gasping for breath.  
Brittany heard her mommy giving her advice on how to suck a cock, then her mommy returned to sucking Greg's cock.  “Again,” said Peter.  “Your mouth feels sooo good on my cock.  Suck me again, little bitch.”  He grabbed her hair and pulled her down.  She opened her mouth and felt the cock slide deep again.  She tried to do what mommy had said, but it didn't seem to help.  Peter started pumping her head up and down his cock, the tight throat felt wonderful.  Her tears and her gagging made the blowjob more erotic.  He was almost disappointed when she started to get the technique down and her gagging stopped.  
Katie moved to her little playmate, Kevin. It was going to be fun to get a cock down his throat.  He was watching his mommy suck cock and heard the advice she'd given his sister.  He could lean forward and watch his sister take her first cock in her mouth.  But, boys aren’t supposed to do this, he thought.  He realized they were serious when Katie poked him with her whip and said, “Let's see how a little boy slave sucks a cock.  Just like your sister, little boy slave.  Open your mouth and suck Bobby's cock.  Little fag boy slave, you're going to suck a cock.”  She pushed his head down and said, “Mommy and little girl slave, stop for a minute and watch the little boy slave do his first cock.”  
With relief, Brittany stopped cocksucking for a moment, feeling a secret thrill that her little brother was going to have to do the same thing.  “Open your mouth,” commanded Katie, and Kevin did.  He watched the cock as it got closer, then slipped into his open mouth.  He tasted the pre-cum on Bobby's cock and licked at the shaft in his mouth.  Then Katie's weight shoved the cock deep into his throat and he felt the same gagging depth that Brittany had felt.  Through her tears, Brittany giggled.  Her little sissy brother couldn't even fight off the girl holding his head down.  “OK, back to work, slaves,” said Katie.  “First one to make their cock cum gets a special surprise.”  The three slaves started sucking cock in earnest.  With her head start, Ally earned the first mouthful of cum.  With practiced ease, she swallowed Greg's load.  Then she sat back, wondering what her surprise would be.  
Brittany picked up the rhythm of sucking a cock and felt the hard member rape her young mouth.  She wondered how long it would take and how she would know when she was finished.  Suddenly, Peter tensed and she felt her head held firmly in place.  The cock in her mouth pulsed and she was surprised to find she had a mouthful of sticky, salty cum.  She tried to spit it out, but couldn't.  As it started trickling down her throat, she swallowed.  “Good little girl slave,” said Peter to the third grader.  “You're a pretty good cocksucker for a beginner.”  He pulled her onto his lap and ran his hands over her warm body.  
Bobby wasn't far behind his brothers with his orgasm.  The frail boy sucking his cock was also a fast learner - he had no choice.  Bobby thrust his hips up as he pulled the slave's head into his crotch.  Thrust after thrust eventually earned Kevin a mouthful of cum.  Like his sister, the boy was repulsed by the cum in his mouth, but had to swallow it.  Then he was let up.  Bobby pulled the boy onto his lap, caressing his ass and cock.  “Good little boy slave,” he said.  “You're a good cocksucker, too.”  
Greg praised his slave as well.  “You're a good teacher, slave slut.  You'll turn your children into good sex slaves after all.  We have another lesson for you to teach them.  Now, pay attention to your little mistress for your surprise.”  
Katie had the slaves face the stage again and stood in front of them.  She walked directly in front of Ally and said, “Your special surprise is you get to strip me, slave.”  She dropped the whip and stood with her hands at her side.  Ally reached out and took hold of the shoulders of the black leotard and pulled them down the girl's arms.  In one smooth motion, she pulled the one piece garment all the way to the little mistress's waist.  The topless girl said, “Watch your mommy strip me, Kevin.  I'll bet you love this.”  Indeed, the boy's eyes were wide as he watched his playmate lose her clothes.  Ally pulled the leotard all the way down, revealing that Katie wore no panties.  Nude, the little mistress stretched, totally at ease with her nudity.  
“Kneel down,” the mistress said to her slave.  When Ally knelt, Katie pulled the woman's face into her crotch, rubbing her bare pussy against her slave's face.  “Taste me,” said Katie.  The slave ran her tongue up Katie's slit.  Katie then stepped in front of Brittany and pulled the older girl into her crotch, making her little slave lick her slit as well.  Finally, she stepped over to Kevin and made him do the same.  “Turn around,” she commanded.  
The boys were gone and in their place, sat a nude Marsha and Cindy, with an empty spot at the end.  Katie took the empty spot in front of Kevin.  “Kneel,” she said.  “Have you licked a pussy before?” she asked Ally.  
“Not in ... well, yes,” said Ally.  In the silence that followed, she knew she had to tell another story.  “My brothers would bring their girlfriends over sometimes.  They thought it was funny to make me eat pussy and my brothers got turned on watching me make it with other girls.  Usually the girls were passive, not wanting to look like they enjoyed getting it from another girl.  Sometimes they took an active part and made me kiss them or suck their tits.  A couple of times I was in a three-way, a brother and his girlfriend and me.  My brother would fuck me while I ate out his girlfriend, or I would suck my brother while he made out with his girl.  
“My dad would bring home women for one night stands.  They'd see me naked in the house and wonder what was going on.  They all started out real sympathetic for me, you know, sorry that a girl was being treated this way by her daddy.  Almost always, I was eating their pussy before the night was out.  My dad seemed to find the worst women.  They'd get a kick out of watching me deep throat my dad, then they'd let him fuck them.  The worst ones made me eat their pussies after daddy had fucked them.”
“Then, you can show your kids this trick,” said Katie.  “Eat Marsha's pussy.  Maybe later we'll fill it with some cum for you to eat out.”  The slave leaned forward, her hands on Marsha's knees and ran her tongue up the furred slit.  She looked at Brittany and said, “Lick her pussy, honey.  Find her clit and make her cum.”  Then she buried her face back in Marsha's cunt.  
Brittany leaned forward and tasted Cindy's pussy.  The smooth pussy lips felt good on her tongue and she parted them gently, finding the clit as she was told.  Hands guided her head to the right spot as she serviced the hot, juicy cunt.  The slim girl caressed Cindy's thighs as she ate the older girl's pussy.  
At the other end of the sofa, Katie told Kevin, “This is what you've been wanting to see, little slave boy.  Look at my tight cunt.  Get close and lick it.  Taste me.”  She pulled her slave's head to her cunt and felt his tongue on her smooth lips.  She led him to her clit and showed him how to please her.  In just a few seconds, Katie started writhing in the ecstasy of an orgasm.  She'd worked herself up playing the role of mistress and now her release came quickly.  Next to her, Katie watched Marsha enter the throes of an orgasm on Ally's tongue.  When Cindy came, they heard her say, “Cocksucking, pussy licking, naked little slave girl.  Oooo, yes, Brittany is a slave slut with a wonderful tongue.”  She patted her slave on the head, and the girl numbly accepted the praise.  
The slaves were once again stood up facing the sofa.  A nude Carol led in her slave daughter, Jan, on a collar and leash.  Jan was clothed in a T-shirt and skirt.  The woman stopped in front of the sofa and said, “You've been good slaves, so far.  It's time you saw what happens to a bad slave.  My daughter has been naughty and you get to watch her punishment.”  Carol grabbed Jan's T-shirt and ripped it down the front.  The 12-year-old slave already had clamps on her nipples, making them turn purple and swell.  Next the mistress unzipped the slave's skirt and dropped it to the floor.  Wearing only panties, the naughty slave stood at attention.  Carol stepped behind her daughter and grabbed the sides of her panties and lifted.  The panties rode up into the pussy slit and ass crack of the slave, and Jan rose up on her toes, wincing from the pain of the panties cutting into her skin across her pubic bone.  Carol raised the girl completely off the ground for a couple of seconds, before the panties tore.  
“Oooohhhh, please, mommy, that hurt,” moaned Jan.  “Please stop.  I'll do anything you want.”  The other slaves watched in horror, thinking what might happen to them if this woman was willing to treat her own daughter this way.  “I won't be naughty again,” pleaded Jan.  “I'll be a good slave girl.”  
Carol undid the clamps on Jan's nipples.  As the blood rushed back into her swollen nipples, Jan would start to feel more pain.  “Now kneel down and lick my pussy,” said Carol.  
“No, mommy, not that,” pleaded Jan.  “Not with everyone watching.”
Carol found a leather belt and bent her disobedient daughter over at the waist.  She swung the belt whistling against the girl's exposed, tender ass.  Smack!  “Eeeeee, mommy, please, no.”  The eyes of the other slaves were wide with surprise.  Smack!  “Eeeeeeee, don't beat me, mommy, please,” cried the slave.  Smack!  “Eeeeeeee, please, let me go.”  After a total of twenty blows, Jan finally relented, “Please, mommy, let me lick your pussy.  I'm sorry I was bad.  I deserve to be punished.  Make me lick your pussy.  Make me eat you till you cum.  I'll suck cocks.  I'll do anything you want.”  She knelt in front of her mommy and stuck her tongue out several inches.  
Carol stepped up to the waiting tongue and felt the pleasure of her middle daughter's expertise at cunt licking.  She looked at each of the other slaves in turn, letting the mother-daughter show sink in.  “If you want to learn how to scream like Jan just did, then you be naughty also,” said Carol.  “You see, we'll make you do what we want anyway, so you might as well do it right the first time.”  She took her naughty girl's head in her hands and said, “Oh, that's it, slave slut.  I raised you to lick pussy just like that.  Oooooo, fuck me with your tongue.  Let everybody see what a slave slut you are, little cunt licker.  Tell we how much you like licking my cunt, slave.”
“Yes, mommy,” said Jan.  “Yes, mistress.  Your pussy is the sweetest in the world, mommy.  I love to lick your pussy.  I want to lick it for everybody to see.  Make me fuck you with my tongue.”  She put her tongue back to work on her mistress's pussy.  The preteen furiously licked at the hairy cunt of her mommy.  Though her hands were untied, the girl kept them at her side, using only her mouth and tongue to satisfy her mistress.”  She worked for several minutes until Carol allowed herself to cum.  
“Now make yourself cum,” said Carol to her slave.  “Stand right in front of Brittany and show her how a good slave cums for her mistress.”  
Jan stepped in front of the 8-year-old slave and started fingering her own pussy.  “Watch me, Brittany.  Watch me fuck myself.  My mommy's making me cum while you watch.”  She looked at Kevin.  “Little boy slave, watch me cum.  Oh, fuck, yes, I'm going to cum and you can watch me do myself.  I'm playing with myself while you all watch.  Oh, my naughty ass hurts.  I don't want to cum for you, but I have to.  I'm cumming for you.  Watch me.”  Her hand rubbed her cunt frantically.  “Please, oh, fuck, I have to cum.  Make me cum.  Watch me cum.”  Her eyes were wild as she approached her orgasm.  “Oh, fuck me, please, let me fucking cum while you watch me.  Oh, yes, Brittany, watch me cum.”  She exploded in an orgasm, standing in front of the rapt 8-year-old.  “Watch me cum, you dirty little girl slave.  Enjoy me.  You, too, dirty little boy slave.  Watch me, oooooo, fuck myself.”  As her orgasm subsided, the 12-year-old slave said to Ally, “You enjoyed me, too, didn't you?”  She touched her cum soaked fingers to the adult slave's lips and was allowed into her mouth, feeding her juices to Ally.  
Now, a naked Mike laid Ally on her back.  Kneeling between her spread legs, his big cock pointed right at her pussy, there was little doubt what he wanted and intended.  But, he said, “Tell me what you want, slave.  Ask me to reward my good slave.”  
She'd cum once already, but Ally was horny again from what she'd seen and done so far.  Her pussy tingled and she wanted her master to fuck her.  “Yes, master,” she said.  “I want you to fuck me.  I want your cock in my pussy.  I've been good, so please fuck me.”  
“Your mommy wants to be fucked,” said Mike to the two little slaves.  “She wants me to fuck her while you watch, don't you, slave slut?”
“Yes, master,” said Ally.  “Fuck me hard and make me cum.  Show my kids what a horny bitch I am.  I want your big hard cock in my pussy, please.”
Mike noticed her cunt was ready as he put his cock into her pussy and started fucking Ally.  She moaned in pleasure as the cock filled her tight pussy.  She hadn't been fucked in months and needed it.  She needed it from her master, so she gave in to his domination and let him take her.  “Yes, master, fuck me.  Fuck your hot slave, master.”  
Her master stroked his 8 inch cock in and out of her pussy, each thrust bringing her closer to the edge.  His hands roamed across her body, teasing her nipples to hardness.  He made her feel like a desirable woman, despite her flat chest.  She knew he wanted her, wanted to possess her and wanted to use her.  “Yes, master, fuck me hard. Thank you.  Brittany, come watch him fuck me.  Kevin, come see how a man fucks a woman.”  Her two kids sat on either side of her as Ally was screwed by her master.  “Watch me, honey,” she said to Brittany.  “This is how a slave is rewarded for being good.  Oh, God, it feels wonderful.  Watch how a woman is fucked, honey.”  
The little girl couldn't believe her eyes or her ears.  Her mommy had always warned her about doing things like this with strangers or with boys.  Now her mommy was enjoying it.  Her mommy wanted to be raped.  She made it sound like she was teaching her little girl how to get herself fucked.  Brittany remembered with horror that Uncle Mike had said she would get whatever her mommy got.  She watched her mommy getting raped and knew that her turn was next.  But her mommy wasn't a tight virgin and little Brittany had heard that it hurt the first time.  If she had any thought of running and hiding, it vanished when she felt Peter right behind her.  His hands stroked her breasts, finding and arousing her small nipples.  His naked body pressed against her back and she felt a hard cock against her bare ass.  Peter had drawn the long straw and would get to rape this virgin girl when it was time.  
Ally was writhing in ecstasy from the feel of the cock plunging in and out of her cunt.  Her master knew how to fuck a woman and she felt an orgasm sweep over her.  “Oh, ooo, oh, yes, yes, yes, thank you, thank you,” she screamed as she came.  Her cunt squeezed her master's cock tightly as she came and she felt her master cumming in her pussy.  
As Mike pulled out of his slave's cunt, Peter pushed Brittany onto her back. Though it was not as large as Mike's cock, Peter's still looked huge to the little girl. “No, no, please,” she pleaded.  “I don't want to be fucked.  I'm a virgin.  Please don't.” 
“Quiet, Brittany,” said her mommy.  “Be quiet and get fucked like a woman should be.”  
But, it was too late for that.  Peter stood and said, “We just showed you what happens to naughty slaves, little girl slave.  Now you'll have to be whipped.”  He picked up the belt.  
“No, please,” pleaded Brittany.  She didn't want to be spanked, but she wasn't willing to give in to her master yet.  “Please, don't, just let me go.”  Strong hands grabbed her arms and she was put on her stomach, all four limbs pinned so she was spread eagled and her bare ass was unprotected.  “Oh, no, please,” she wailed as she realized her predicament.  Smack!  “Pleeeeee, ooooooowwwwwwww, no, ow, ow,” she yelled.  Smack!  “Eeeeeeeee, nnooooooooo, mommy, help me, please.”  Smack!  “Ooooooooo, ooowwwwww.”  The 8-year-old squirmed her delectable ass around, but couldn't break free.  Another hand grabbed her hair and pulled her head back, arching her back.  Smack!  “Eeeeeeeeeee,” she screamed again.  Right in her face was Bobby's cock, his hand pumping up and down on the shaft.  He was ready to explode from the sight of the little girl being whipped. Smack!  “Aaaaaaaaaaa,” she yelled as cum spurted on her face and into her mouth.  She couldn't believe the nightmare she had entered.  Her ass hurt and she had a face full of cum and she began to realize that she'd be whipped until she agreed to be fucked.  Smack!  “Eeeaaaaaaaaa, please, mommy, please.”  Smack!  “Oh, oh, oh, please stop, you can ... you can ... please, fuck me.  Please, fuck me.”  Smack!  “Aaaaaa, please, I want you to fuck me now.  Stop spanking me and fuck me.”  
The little slave had no choice as she was flipped onto her back again.  She was still held down by many hands, hands that roamed her body, caressing her smooth thighs and feeling her breasts.  And, the hands pulled her legs as wide as they would go.  A smiling Peter put his cock at the opening of the virgin pussy and said, “Ask me again, little slave girl.  Ask me to fuck your little virgin third grader pussy.”  
“Please,” she whimpered.  “Fuck my virgin third grader pussy, master.”  
The cock spread her bare pussy lips wide and slid in a couple of inches before Peter found her virginity.  He paused, savoring the moment, then rammed his cock brutally through the slave's hymen.  “Aaaaaaeeeeeeee,” she screamed as he sank his cock deep.  The pain was gone as quick as it had come, but she'd never felt such fullness.  She looked to see the cock buried to the hilt between her bare pussy lips.  When she heard a sound, she looked up just in time to be showered with a spray of cum from Greg's cock.  The rape of the virgin had made him too horny to wait any longer. 
Peter fucked the tight pussy with vigor, enjoying the feel of a pussy that had never been fucked before.  His victim whimpered under him as he used her body.  “This is what a slave girl is for,” he said to her.  “You're my cock slave.  I'll fuck you whenever I want and so will anybody else.  I'm cumming, little slave bitch.  I'm going to fill you with my cum.  Oh, fuck, you are so fucking tight.”  His cock spurted into the tight pussy as he went over the edge.  “Take my cum, little slave girl.”  He slid off the slim form and let her crawl to the side.  
Now it was Bobby's turn for some fun.  He grabbed Kevin from behind and wrestled the small boy to the ground, putting him face down on the carpet.  “Time for a little boy slave to get fucked, too,” said the 10-year-old.  His cock had recovered from his recent cum shot to Brittany's face and was raging hard, eager to plunge into the 7-year-old's ass.  
He'd watched his sister get fucked, but hadn't learned his lesson.  The little boy screamed and put his hands over his asshole, not wanting to have his asshole reamed.  “Don't, please,” he begged.  When his hands and feet were pulled wide, he heard the crack of the belt on his own ass.  Smack!  “Aaaaaaaaaaaa,” he screamed.  “Please, mommy, help me.”  Bobby looked over at Ally as he swung for a second time and stopped in mid stroke, astonished at what he saw.  The frightened boy's mommy was furiously rubbing her cunt, turned on by her own son's screams for help.  
“Stop that, slave,” commanded Bobby.  The desperate woman stopped diddling herself, looking very disappointed and very horny.  “Let the little boy slave do that,” continued Bobby.  “Put your pussy in his face and make him lick you, slave mommy.”  The horny woman lay down with her legs spread and her cunt in Kevin's face.  The astonished boy shook his head.  He knew he was supposed to eat his own mommy, but refused.  Smack!  “Eeeeaaaa,” he screamed.  His tongue ran up the slit of his mommy, then plunged into her fuck hole.  It came out with Mike's cum on it.  “That's it, little boy slave,” said Bobby, remembering his brothers had made him to the same thing once.  “Eat the cum out of your mommy's cunt.”  
Smack!  “Eeeeeeeaaaaa.”  Kevin frantically put his tongue into his mommy's hole again and licked out the cum, swallowing what he sucked out.  His tongue found her clit and started licking at it.  Behind him, he felt Bobby's cock press against his asshole.  “Mmmmphf,” he said as the cock entered his ass.  He kept licking as the cock sank deep into his tight ass.  Bobby's hands caressed the smooth skin of the small boy under him.  He reached under the boy and found his small nipples, tweaking them to erection as if they were a girl's.  Ally started to cum, the sight of her little boy being raped in the ass was too much for her.  As she came, she yelled, “Eat mommy's pussy you little sissy boy.  Take a cock like the rest of us you cocksucking sissy boy.”  As she came, she relaxed only to find a red haired pussy in her own face.  She started licking as Alice’s muscular thighs tightened around her face.  
Bobby took his time with the little boy slave, fucking the tight ass for several minutes while the boy begged for relief.  When he was finally ready, he emptied his third load of the evening into the boy's warm ass.   Then he let the boy up.  
The three slaves had nearly completed their initiation.  Mike noted that Ally had cum at least three times, maybe more.  She seemed to be enjoying her slavery and the humiliation of her family.  He'd told her that good slaves got to have orgasms, and she'd received her reward.  He picked up the naked little girl slave, and put her on his lap.  It was time for her reward.  He leaned her back against him and his cock poked up between her thighs, rubbing on her pussy lips.  He caressed her soft cheeks and kissed her neck and face.  “My little girl slave has been a good slave this evening,” he whispered to her.  He turned her head so he could reach her lips with his, and pushed his tongue between her lips.  He tasted her sweet mouth and felt her tongue explore his mouth.  As he frenched the little girl, he hands wandered down her slim torso, stroking her soft skin.  
When he reached her cunt, she jumped from his touch, but he gently found her clit.  “This is what good little slaves get,” he said.  His fingers worked the hard little button.  One hand caressed her firm, flat stomach and chest while the other taught her about the wonderful feeling of an orgasm.  As he rubbed her pussy, he felt her start to tremble, then she sighed.  His touch was having the desired effect.  After being humiliated and raped, the poor girl felt like she was in paradise as the strong hands of her master pleasured her.  Her body started to tingle and her pussy got hot and wet.  The strange feeling felt very good and she remembered her mommy doing this to herself.  Now she knew why her mommy had enjoyed this so much.  
The 8-year-old's legs, held tightly together, started to spread as she approached her orgasm.  The wonderful feeling of warmth lulled her into forgetting about her vulnerability and her mistreatment.  Her breathing became ragged as her master's hand increased its speed and pressure on her sensitive pussy.  Her eyes were closed so she could forget that she was being masturbated in front of an audience.  It was just her and her master.  Her reward came upon her as a surprise.  As she orgasmed, her body shook and she moaned in ecstasy.  She grabbed her master's hand to keep it going, trying to prolong the feeling.  As it subsided, she said, “Thank you, master.”  Then, to her mommy she said, “Oh, mommy, it's wonderful.  I was a good slave.”  She was smiling as she slid off her master's lap.  
“Come here,” said Mike to Kevin.  The little boy had watched his sister and came cautiously, wondering if his master would make him moan with pleasure.  As Mike sat his little boy slave on his lap, again his hard cock poked up between the smooth thighs.  His cock dwarfed the boy's cock as they rubbed together.  “My little boy slave has been good, too,” said Mike.  He caressed the boy's warm body, then gave him a deep kiss.  Small though it was, he saw the boy's erection in response to the caress and the kiss.  As he continued to caress the slave, Mike said softly, “I can't reward a boy your age the same way I did your sister.  You have to wait a few years before you can cum like me or one of the older boys.  But, I'll bet I can reward you in a special way.” 
Mike stroked the boy's small cock, feeling its hardness.  From the reaction he got, Mike knew this felt good to the boy, but he would not be able to cum.  “I know boys like to look at girls, naked girls.  You'd like to touch a girl, look at her pussy.  How would you like it if I let you do anything you want to Katie for five minutes?”
Kevin looked up at his master with his innocent brown eyes wide.  He'd thought about that before, in school, but never even imagined it could happen.  But now, he whispered to his master, just a couple of words that brought a smile to Mike's face.  “OK, for your first reward as a good slave, I'll let you make the choice.  Marsha, he wants to play with you.”  
Marsha giggled and blushed, and for good reason.  No sooner had her daddy said that then Greg said, “Hey, Marsha's got a new boyfriend.  Hope his cock can keep you happy.”  
“Better than yours,” retorted the teenager.  She sat down on the sofa and patted the spot next to her.  “Come on, Kevin lover boy, I'm all yours.”  But, the little boy didn't sit next to the big girl.  He stood in front of her, his hands running up her thighs.  He wanted to touch her, but he was almost afraid to go where he wanted.  He was very conscious that everyone was watching him.  He looked nervously around.   
Seeing the boy's reluctance to have his way with Marsha while everyone was watching, Greg got up and went over to hug Alice.  “How about it, hot stuff,” he said to the housekeeper.  “You look horny enough to let a man fuck you.”  Alice nodded and the two turned their attention toward each other.  Bobby and Peter had watched their daddy play with Kevin's cock and got hot for another boy, so they paired off, exchanging a French kiss before Bobby knelt to take Peter's cock in his mouth.  Cindy wanted to stay and watch, but when she felt her daddy's hands lead her away, she let him nuzzle his way to her pussy.  
As the audience slipped away, Kevin gained confidence.  It didn't hurt any that Marsha spread her legs wide and said, “Touch me anywhere, lover boy.”  His hands slid up to her hairy pussy and spread her pussy lips so he could explore her pink slit and love tunnel.  After a couple of minutes, he climbed on her lap, facing her with his hands on her lovely tits.  He never said a word or made a sound, though he often glanced as Marsha's face as if asking for approval for each step.  He leaned forward to rub her tits on his small chest, then licked the older girl's lips.  She responded with a deep kiss, exploring his little mouth as he explored hers with his tongue.  His hands continued to caress her body until, time running out, he stood and pulled her to her feet.  He walked behind his reward and fondled her firm ass.  He'd lost track of time and Marsha didn't care that no one was really keeping track.  She let the gentle touch of the small boy get her slowly aroused.  
Brittany sat down next to Jan and said, “Can you show me how to do what you did?”  She motioned at her own pussy.  
“You mean how to fuck yourself?” asked Jan.  
Brittany nodded.  Jan took the little girl's fingers and gently led them to her clit.  “Rub here,” she said.  “Feel the hard little button?”  Brittany nodded again.  She rubbed where Jan had told her and felt the tingle that her master had given her.  
“Is it OK?” asked Brittany.  She didn't want to be a bad slave.  
In response, Jan started to stroke her own pussy.  “When you're not allowed to play with yourself, the masters and mistresses will tie your hands.”  
All by herself, Ally was feeling left out.  She sat down with the two young slaves and started masturbating as well.  Her daughter's sexy little body writhed as she fingered herself.  And the sight of Jan diddling herself while playing with her small tits and moaning got Ally more excited.  The woman's hand went to her own small tits, teasing her nipples to hardness.  Like the other two girls, Ally felt a wetness between her legs and a spreading warmth.  She heard Jan saying, “Watch me fuck myself.”  Then Brittany started in, “Watch me fuck myself.”  She lay back with her legs spread.  “Watch me, Jan.”  Amused, but also turned on by the two girls, Ally spread her legs wide and said, “Brittany, watch mommy fuck herself.”  The three girls came in a tangle of giggles and moans.  
When Marsha could take the boy's teasing touch no longer, she rubbed her own pussy, taking her lead from the three slaves finger fucking themselves.  She spread her legs wide and said, “Kevin, watch me cum for you.”  She was already very hot, so the 7-year-old watched her hand furiously rub her pussy for a few seconds, then she exploded in an orgasm.  As she wound down, Marsha said, “So, Kevin, how was your reward.”  He just smiled.  
Planning on keeping the slaves happy and dependent upon him, Mike had one more reward for them.  As they left, he gave Ally and Brittany matching mother-daughter dresses and Kevin a pair of pants and shirt.  He knew that on her small salary, Ally would respond to material rewards as well as sexual rewards.  With the gifts came a command to return next Saturday.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 13A - Day Care
(Fmfbbggg, bdsm, inc, oral, anal, ped)
On Sunday, Mike told Ally to treat herself to a break from parenting and drop her kids off at the Brady house.  Being a single mother was getting her down, so she agreed.  Besides, he didn’t really make it a request.  When the three arrived, Ally walked Brittany and Kevin up to the door of the Brady house where they were met by Greg and Marsha.  The two 14-year-olds told Ally they would babysit the two kids for the afternoon.  Brittany was already suspicious of the invitation and had pleaded with her mommy to not drop them off.  Kevin had joined in, even pleading in front of the two babysitters, “Please, mommy, I don’t like it here,” said Kevin.  
“You’ll be all right,” said his mommy.  She hadn’t forgotten the events of last night, but she didn’t think the two teenagers would take advantage of her kids while she was out.  
When Ally turned to leave, Greg grabbed his own crotch, and pumped his hips at the 8-year-old Brittany.  The move left no doubt in her mind what Greg had in mind.  She squealed in fear as she realized she had been right.  She was at the mercy of the two older kids.  Greg grabbed her quickly, put his hand over her mouth and dragged her out of sight.  When Ally turned at the sound her daughter had made, all she saw was Marsha standing in the doorway, waving sweetly at the departing mother.  
Kevin shrank back against the wall, wondering what the babysitters had in store for their young charges.  He wasn’t surprised when Katie came into the entry way.  “Come on, little slave boy,” said the 7-year-old mistress.  “Get your cute little ass in here.”  She walked up to her playmate and gave him a deep kiss, running her tongue around inside his mouth.  Then she grabbed him by the hair and pulled him into the family room.  
Brittany and Kevin were forced onto the stage they had occupied the night before.  Katie, Cindy, Greg, and Marsha made sure they couldn’t escape.  “What are you going to do?” asked Brittany, afraid that she knew the answer.  
“We’re going to do whatever we want,” said Katie.  “But, you tell us, what one thing you don’t want to do.  Everything else will be fair game.”
Brittany tossed around a list of vile things she had done the night before.  She didn’t want to suck a cock, eat a pussy, or get raped again.  But, she could only name one of those.  Thinking she was being clever, she said, “I don’t want to be naked.”  Having no clothes was such a vulnerable feeling, and she hoped that if she kept her clothes, she couldn’t be fucked.  
“OK,” said the little mistress.  “How about you, Kevin?  What one thing do you want to not do?”
He, too, thought about the things he had done last night, adding getting fucked in the ass to the list.  That seemed the worst to him, so he said, “I don’t want him to fuck me in the ass,” pointing at Greg.  
“Good,” said Katie.  She listened to the requests, which were only intended to find out what she would do first to her little slaves.  But, she realized she could follow both their requests, at least in a technical sense.  “Take off your shoes, both of you.”   The two slaves complied.  “Now, Brittany,” said Katie with an evil smile.  “Pull down your panties.”
“But, you said ...” complained Brittany.  
“Just do it,” snapped Katie.  “Little bitch slave, strip off your panties and give them to me.  Don’t whine, you’re not totally naked.”  
The little 8-year-old shuddered, realizing she was going to get at least partially nude.  She reached under her skirt and pulled her panties down, never giving her audience a view of her treasures under the skirt.  Then, she handed the white panties to Katie.  
“Very good, little bitch slave,” said Katie, thoroughly enjoying terrorizing the older girl.  “Now tell me what you are.”
Brittany paused for a moment, then answered, “I’m a little bitch slave.”  At Katie’s stern look, she knew she had to say something else.  “I’m your little bitch slave,” said Brittany.  
“I like the sound of that,” said Katie.  But, she wanted more.  For one thing, she wanted to tease the little bitch slave, make her suffer.  “Tell me what you don’t have on.”
“I don’t have my panties on,” said Brittany.  It felt bad even to say it.  
“So, tell me again what you are.”
“I’m your little bitch slave with no panties,” said the third grader.  
“You’re a very good little bitch slave,” said Katie.  “Now be my little bitch slave with no panties or top.”
The little girl on the stage quivered in anticipation of her torment.  She’d named one thing and now that was just what her mistress was going to make her do.  But, she dared not whine again.  She pulled off her shirt and handed it to her mistress.  

“What are you now?”
“I’m your little bitch slave with no panties or top,” said Brittany.  And, indeed she was.  Her little brown nipples stood out hard on her flat little pre-pubescent chest.  She was completely humiliated to be standing in front of the four, nearly naked.  
“Tell me what’s next,” said Katie.
The 8-year-old knew what was next.  “I’m going to be your little bitch slave with no panties, top, or skirt.”
“Make it sound really dirty,” said Katie.
“I’m going to be your little bitch slave who is showing off her tits, cunt, and ass to my mistress.  I’m going to be your naked little bitch slave, ready to do whatever you want.”
“Yes,” said the 6-year-old.  “You’re going to be my little bitch slave, who is showing off her flat little tits, her bald pussy, and her cute little round ass.  You’re going to show it all to me, Greg, Marsha, and Cindy.  Even the little boy slave is going to see it all.  Now, do it.”
Brittany looked at her little brother, still wearing clothes.  She was so terribly ashamed to be stripping while everyone else was still clothed.  Somehow, being the only one naked made it even worse.  Still, she unzipped her skirt.  Her reluctance made her pull it down slowly, but the result was that it made her look like she was teasing them as her pussy lips came into view, then her smooth thighs and calves.  She stepped out of the skirt and handed it to Katie.  “Now I’m your naked little bitch slave,” she said.  
“Not entirely naked,” said Katie.  “You asked to not be naked, so I’m letting you keep your socks on.”  She laughed at her nearly naked little bitch slave.  
“Katie!” said Brittany.  “That’s the same as being naked.”
“Not so,” said Katie.  “But, for talking back, I want you to take off your right sock.  Then tell me what you are.”  
For Brittany, taking off one sock somehow made it worse.  She’d gone from two articles of clothing to one.  “I’m your naked little bitch slave who is showing my flat chest, my bald pussy, and my cute little round ass to my mistress, Greg, Marsha, Cindy, and my brother.”  In the silence that followed she realized more was expected.  “I’m going to suck a cock, eat a pussy, and have my bald little pussy fucked, aren’t I?”
“Oh, that and more,” said Katie.  “Come on in, guys,” she yelled.  Peter and Bobby came in, followed by two other boys.  Mortified, Brittany stood nude in front of six boys, two of whom she didn’t know.  “This is Terry and Paul,” said Katie.  “They’re slaves, too.  But, I promised them a view of a cute little 8-year-old pussy.  I just knew you’d like to show off to everyone.”  With that, she reached into the sofa cushions and came out with a pair of handcuffs.  She stepped up behind her little slave and cuffed her hands.  Now Brittany was totally helpless.  To Terry and Paul, Katie said, “Brittany’s mommy dropped her off so we could play with her.”  She returned her attention to Brittany.  “Tell them what you are.”
“I’m her little bitch slave who is showing you my flat little chest, my bald pussy, and my cute little round ass.  And you’re going to watch me suck cock, eat pussy, and get fucked.”
Katie grabbed a ball gag and shoved it into the little 8-year-old’s mouth.  She loved the sight of the girl’s lips spread wide and wrapped around the ball.  
“Your turn, Kevin,” said Katie.  “What are you?”
The slender boy knew what was expected.  “I’m your little boy slave.”  He waited, then said.  “I’m your little boy slave who is going to be naked soon.”  More silence.  “I’m your little boy slave who is going to suck cock, eat pussy, but I’m not getting fucked in the ass.”
“Wrong,” said Katie.  “As you requested, you’re not getting fucked in the ass by him,” she pointed at Greg as he had earlier.  “You’re going to get that cute little skinny ass fucked by Peter and Bobby.”
“Oh, no,” wailed Kevin.  “Please, no.”  
“Take off your shirt, then tell me what you are.”
Knowing he had no choice, Kevin pulled his shirt off and said, “I’m your little boy slave with no shirt.”  Without being asked, he pulled down his pants and handed them to Katie.  “I’m your little boy slave with no pants or shirt.”  Finally he pulled down his underwear.  “I’m your naked little boy slave who is going to suck cock, eat pussy, and get fucked in the ass - twice.”
“That’s right,” said Katie.  “And you don’t get to keep your socks.”  She watched as he pulled off his socks.  Then she cuffed and gagged him.  His lips look great wrapped around the ball as well and Katie knew they’d soon be wrapped around a cock.  The little mistress reached for Brittany’s pussy and fondled the little slave.  With just the right touch, she got a moan from the third grader.  Then, she fondled the cock of her little boy slave.  “Two naked and tied little slaves,” she said.  “You two are going to be fucked so many times.  We’re going to enjoy you for hours.”  She smiled when the two slaves moaned at the thought of servicing the entire room.  
“Terry and Paul,” said Katie.  “Strip.”  The two other boy slaves were well trained.  Without hesitation they skinned their clothes off.  Paul was ten years old and had a 4-inch cock.  It stood out hard and erect.  He would cum in a second if allowed, but he knew he wasn’t to touch his own cock, yet.  Terry was 8-years-old, the same as Brittany.  His small cock was erect also.  “What are you going to do, Paul?” asked Katie.
Brittany just knew he was going to say get his cock sucked by the little girl slave, but instead, he said, “I’m going upstairs with Aunt Carol.  I’m going to lick her pussy and her ass.  If she wants to fuck me with a dildo, I’m going to let her do that.”  
When Katie looked at Terry, he said, “I’m going upstairs with Uncle Mike.  I get to suck his cock and he’s going to fuck me in the ass with his 8-inch cock.”  The next thing she knew, Brittany was watching two bare butts run from the room.  She was alone with the Brady kids.  
They took Brittany and Kevin down to the playroom.  Katie uncuffed Brittany and recuffed her with her hands in front of her.  When her hands were hoisted into the air, Brittany found herself perched on her tiptoes, her naked body stretched to the limit.  Kevin was placed in the stocks, his body readily available to whomever wanted to use it.  
At first, Brittany didn’t understand when wires were hooked to her nipples.  The gag was removed so her screams could fill the soundproofed playroom.  Bobby stood behind her, watching her ass as he closed the switch, giving the little girl her first taste of the electric shock coursing through her tender tits.  “Aaaaaaaaeeeeeeeee,” she screamed, her ass tensing and her body jerking in the air.  The pain took her breath away.  
Kevin could not see his sister.  All he heard was a scream and he knew this was not going to be a good day.  He didn’t even hear the whistle of the leather whip, but he felt the cutting pain.  “Eeeeeeeeyyyaaaaah,” he added his scream to his sister’s.  
“Please, don’t” whined Brittany.  “Don’t hurt me,” she moaned.  She had never felt so helpless in her life.  And that was exactly how they wanted her to feel.  They wanted her to know that she was a slave, that her only purpose was to pleasure her mistresses and masters, and that they owned her totally.  Bobby walked around front so she could see the switch.  He closed it slowly, “Eeeeeeeaaaaaaa.”  Her small body writhed in its bonds.  
Greg walked in front of Kevin so he could see the leather whip and who was wielding it.  Then he disappeared again.  Smack.  “Aaaaaaaaaaaa,” screamed the little boy.  
Peter stood in front of Brittany where she could see him and stripped.   His hard cock showed her just what he thought of her torture.  Marsha, Cindy, and Katie followed suit, standing naked in front of the little slave.  Greg stripped so that Kevin could see him, showing off his huge cock to the small boy.  He rubbed it on the helpless boy’s face, smearing him with pre-cum.  
“Eeeeeeeee,” screamed Brittany again.  Bobby handed the switch to Cindy and stripped himself.  
Smack.  “Aaaaaaaaaaa,” screamed Kevin.  His tight little ass had three red stripes across it.  “Please, Greg, don’t hit me again.  I’m a good little boy slave, remember.  I’ll do whatever you want.”
Katie asked, “What are you, Brittany?”
Brittany tried to remember what to say, “I’m your naked little bitch slave who is showing you my cute little round ass, my flat little tits, and my bare pussy.  I’m your naked little bitch slave that you are shocking just for fun.  I’m your screaming, naked little bitch slave.  Please, I want to be a good little slave.  I’ll suck cock, eat pussy, and let you fuck me.”
Kevin picked up the idea.  “And I’m your naked little boy slave, your screaming naked little boy slave who is going to suck a cock.  I’m going to suck Greg’s big cock.  Yeah, Greg, don’t hit me again.  Let me suck your cock instead.”  
Brittany saw the switch in Cindy’s hands, “Cindy, let me eat your pussy.  You tasted so good last night.  Let me eat your pussy again.”  
Cindy handed the switch to Katie.  “Aaaaaeeeeeee,” screamed the little girl slave as Katie closed the switch.  
“What did you think about being naked for Paul and Terry?” asked Katie.  
“Don’t make me do that again,” said Brittany.  “I didn’t like it.  Eeeeeeeeeeeeeee.”  She realized that was the wrong answer as the pain hit her.  
“Tell me what you think about being naked for Paul and Terry,” repeated Katie.  
“I did it because you wanted me to,” said Brittany.  “Eeeeeeeeeeeeeee.”  Katie simply stared at her until she said. “It was fun.  I liked being naked in front of them.”
“Very good,” said Katie.  “Say it again.”
“Yes, mistress,” said the 8-year-old, “I liked being naked for Paul and Terry.”  She saw the smile on her mistress’s face and continued.  “I liked showing them everything.  I liked stripping for you and Greg and Peter and Bobby and Kevin and Cindy and Marsha.  I like being naked for you.  I like showing off my cute little body for you.”
“How about you, Kevin?” asked Greg.  “How did you feel about it?”
He’d heard his sister make the right answer already.  “I liked being naked for Paul and Terry, too.  I like it when Katie makes me strip.  I like showing my cock to you.  I like sucking cock.  I want to suck your cock right now.  Please, Greg.  I’m stripped and naked just like I like to be.  Put your big hard cock in my mouth and let me suck it.  I’ll swallow your cum.  I like your cock and your cum.”
“Good slave,” said Greg.  He put down the whip, but waited for Brittany to plead with Katie.  
“Please, Katie, mistress,” said the bound third grader.  “I want to lick your pussy 'til you cum.  I want to lick all your pussies and suck all the boys’ cocks.  Do whatever you want.  I like it when you make me do what you want.  Tell me what you want and I’ll do it.”
“Scream,” said Katie.
“What?” asked Brittany, not sure she heard right.  “Eeeeeeeeeeaaaaaa, aaaaaaaaeeeeeee, eeeeeeeeeeeee,” she screamed as Katie showed her what she meant.  
They lowered Brittany to her knees, her waiting tongue ready for Katie’s pussy as soon as it was pressed into her face.  “Thank you, mistress,” said Brittany between licks.  The third grader eagerly licked at the second grader’s wet pussy.  
“Say it again,” said Greg to his captive.  
“Let me suck your cock,” said Kevin.  The little 7-year-old pleaded, “Put that big hard cock so far in my mouth that I choke on it.  I don’t mind.  I like sucking cocks.  The bigger the better.  Fuck my mouth with your cock.”  His last sound was, “Mmmmphf,” as the big hard cock of his dreams slid between his lips and down his throat.  As he sucked, he grunted anew when he felt Bobby’s cock penetrate his tight ass.  Hands on his hips pulled him tight, shoving the cock in to the hilt.  Then he felt Bobby’s hands caressing his nipples like he was a little girl.  
As she licked pussy, Brittany felt Cindy’s hands on her nipples, caressing her tortured tits and arousing her young body.  Cindy whispered in her ear, “Naked and tied, licking pussy.   That’s a good little bitch slave.  I loved watching you strip on the stage.  Little bitch slave with no panties, then no top, and then no skirt.  Naked little bitch slave who loves to lick pussy.  Naked, screaming little bitch slave who wants to please her mistress.  Lick her good.  I want to see you suck Peter’s cock next, cocksucking, naked little bitch slave.”  
Kevin was getting a similar treatment from Greg.  “Cocksucking little boy slave.  Naked and tied for the girls to see and the boys to fuck.”  His cock was all the way down the 7-year-old’s throat and he could feel his balls slapping against the boy’s chin.  “Cocksucking, little boy slave, getting fucked in his pretty little ass.  Your sister is watching you take it in the ass and you can’t watch her.  Wiggle that cute little ass so she can see how much you enjoy getting fucked in your pretty little ass.”  Kevin wiggled, not knowing that his sister really couldn’t see him.  
Katie humped her pussy against her slave, feeling the magic of the girl’s tongue.  She pulled Brittany’s head back, not far enough so she couldn’t reach her mistress’s pussy, but far enough that she was forced to look up at Katie’s face.  Their eyes locked, slave and mistress, and Brittany knew what it was to be owned.  She licked furiously and felt wonderful when her mistress finally came.  
Peter stepped in front of the kneeling 8-year-old, his hard cock telling her what he wanted.  But, he held back.  “Please, Peter,” she begged.  “Fill my mouth with your cock.  I wish you had been there to watch me strip.  I loved being naked for you and having your cock in my mouth.  Yours was the first cock I ever sucked and I’ll never forget it.  Please, fuck my mouth again.  Give me your cock.  Mmmphf.”  The cock slid in all the way and she could see the boy’s pubic hair tickling her nose.  
The little slave girl was repulsed by the cock in her mouth as it sank deep enough to gag her, but she didn’t dare say how she felt.  She wished she could run away and hide, but she was naked and tied.  Her precious treasures that had been hers and hers alone until yesterday were now on full display.  Her mouth was spread wide by a big cock, a feeling she’d never imagined before yesterday.  Now all she could do was watch as it stroked in and out of her mouth.  Her eyes focused on the hard member as it moved sensuously right in front of her.  Abruptly her head was pulled back and she was looking into her master’s eyes.  “Cocksucking little bitch slave,” said Peter.  “Suck my big hard cock.  Wrap those cute little lips around my cock.  I love watching an 8-year-old suck my cock.  I loved being the first one to fuck your mouth.  I loved being the first one to fuck your hot little pussy.”
Cindy pulled Brittany away from Peter’s cock and said, “Lick it, little girl.  Lick it like it was a lollipop.”  The young slave did as she was told, running her tongue the length of the hard shaft.  “Take his balls in your mouth.”  And Brittany opened her mouth and sucked in his balls, mouthing them gently for a few seconds before she returned to licking his cock.  “Now, open that sweet little third grader mouth and wrap your cute lips around his cock again.”  The little girl opened wide, letting the cock deep into her throat again.  
Across the room, the 7-year-old cocksucker was getting his reward.  The big cock in his mouth spurted sticky cum down his throat.  He swallowed hard, then sucked some more until the cock was soft in his mouth and Greg pulled it out.  “How was that, little boy slave?” asked Greg.  
“Thank you, master,” said Kevin, straining to talk as Bobby’s cock continued to fill his tight ass.  “I liked your big cock in my mouth.”  He looked up to see Marsha walk toward him.  She stopped to put her wet pussy inches from his face.  “Please, mistress,” said Kevin.  “I want your cunt in my face.  I want to lick your pussy.”
“What do you think of my ass?” asked Marsha.  She turned to put her ass facing him.  
“I love your ass, mistress.  It’s beautiful.  I love your body.  I want to lick you all over.”
Marsha pressed her ass to his face.  “Find my asshole and lick it,” she commanded.  
“What?” asked Kevin, the thought of that was so far beyond his imagination that he’d never considered it.  
Marsha straightened and said, “Bobby, are you about ready to cum?”
“Yeah, Marsha,” grunted Bobby.  “He’s fucking tight and I’m ready to shoot off.”
“Hang on a second and I’ll make the bad little slave even tighter.  He wouldn’t lick my asshole like I asked, so he’s going to be punished.”  She picked up the electric wires and attached them to Kevin’s nipples.  
“No, mistress,” pleaded Kevin.  “No, please, I’ll lick your asshole.  I’ll lick you anywhere.  Please.  Eeeeeeeee.”  As the 7-year-old’s ass tightened, Bobby finally came.  He motioned for Marsha to do it again.  “Eeeeeeeeeee,” screamed Kevin as his ass was filled with cum.  Bobby pulled out with a pop; the tight ass had been wonderful.  Marsha stood in front of Kevin and showed him the switch.  Slowly she closed the switch.  “Please, don’t, oh, no, don’t, please, please,” screamed Kevin.  Marsha stopped with the switch just barely short of touching.  
“Are you going to do everything I ask?” asked Marsha.  
“Yes, mistress, yes, yes,” said Kevin.  
“Will you lick my pussy?”
“Yes.”
“Will you lick my ass?”
“Yes.”
“Tell me what you’d like to do with Paul and Terry.”
“I want them to see me naked.  I want to suck their cocks.  I want them to fuck me in the ass.  I love letting boys do what they want to me.  I love being a little fag.”
“And you’ll do anything I ask?”
“Yes.”
“Stick out your tongue and push this switch closed.”
“No, please,” said the second grader.  The pain was terrible and now his cruel mistress was asking him to do it to himself.  He couldn’t believe the pain he’d felt.  It was even more unbelievable that Marsha would expect him to push the switch closed.  
“You just said you’d do anything I asked.  If you don’t do this, I’ll shock you ten more times.  Now stick your hard little tongue out and fucking shock yourself.”
The little boy’s tongue came out tentatively, afraid to do what was demanded and afraid not to.  He touched the switch with his tongue, closed his eyes and pushed.  “Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee,” he screamed, torturing himself.  When the ass pressed against his face, he found the puckered asshole and licked for all he was worth.  It tasted terrible to him and even worse when he went beyond the request and penetrated the tight opening, ramming his little slave tongue up her ass.  
Brittany was pulled back into the air, her feet clear off the ground this time.  Her arms ached from the strain, but she didn’t dare complain.  When Greg came up behind her, she wondered what he was going to do.  Bobby and Cindy each grabbed a leg and spread her wide.  Then she felt the big cock at the opening to her cunt.  “I’m going to fuck your tight 8-year-old cunt with my big cock,” said Greg.  His cock was already hard again.  His hands came around her, finding her small brown nipples and fondling her.  He wanted her tightness so bad that he found it difficult to torment her.  But, he knew if he did he would be rewarded with a bigger orgasm.  “Do you want me in your ass or your cunt?”
“My ... my ... my cunt, please, master,” said Brittany.  She knew she had no choice and her master would take which ever one he pleased.  But, her ass had not yet been used and she was afraid of what that would feel like.  
“Do you want it in your cunt or your mouth?” he asked.  His hands wandered over the helpless little body suspended in front of him.  One hand went to her hairless pussy, massaging the bare pussy lips.  The other went to her mouth, his middle finger penetrating her lips.  
“My ... my cunt, please, master,” she said again.  “Fuck me in my tight little pussy.  Fuck your naked little bitch slave.   Fuck me and let everybody watch me get my little third grader cunt fucked.”
He put his finger up her tight ass, getting three inches in to the virgin ass.  She squealed in surprise, thinking she’d just been fucked in the ass.  “Are you sure you don’t want me in your ass, little girl?” asked Greg.  
“Please, master,” she said.  Maybe she’d been giving him the wrong answer, she guessed to herself.  “Fuck me wherever it pleases you.  Show me what a good ass fucking is like.  Pretend I’m your little boy slave and all I’ve got for you to fuck is my ass.”
Greg put his cock to her cunt again and pushed it in, raping her young cunt.  That’s what he really wanted right now.  She squealed again as his cunt spread her swollen pussy lips wide.  “Yes, master, fuck my hot little slave bitch pussy.  Fuck your little 8-year-old.”  As she screamed those words, the door to the playroom opened and her mommy stepped in.  Ally heard her daughter practically scream in pleasure as she was raped and now she saw her little girl impaled on Greg’s big cock.   She looked to her right and saw her little boy with his face buried in Marsha’s ass.  By the looks of it, Peter was about to fuck Kevin’s ass.  But they all stopped and looked at the big slave as she came in.  She was wearing a short skirt and a tank top with no shoes or socks on.  A rope was tied around her neck that ran between her tits and into her crotch, bunching her skirt up.  It came out the back side and ran up her back.  Her wrists were tied behind her head and the rope through her crotch was tied to her wrists, trapping them behind her head.  When she moved her arms, the rope tightened around her neck and dug cruelly into her pussy.  A ball gag was shoved in her mouth.  It was a double ended gag with another ball hanging available for another slave.  
She didn’t come in alone.  Chained to her right ankle was Paul’s left ankle.  To her left was Terry’s right ankle.  The three clumsily entered the room, shuffling to keep from falling.  The two boys were still totally naked and both sporting hard ons.  Their hands were cuffed behind their backs.  Out of Terry’s mouth protruded another double ended ball gag.
Mike and Carol entered last.  “She came back early,” said Mike.  “I told her three hours and she came back after half an hour.  So, we tied her up and brought her down to see that her little babies are being well cared for.  Tell your mommy what you’ve been doing, Brittany.”
“Mommy, they made me strip again.  They all watched me get naked.  They tied me up and hung me up.  I’ve sucked a cock and licked a pussy.  Greg is fucking me.  Make them stop, mommy.”
Ally could only stare in helpless horror and what her daughter had been through.  “And you Kevin,” said Mike.  
The little boy couldn’t see his mommy, but he spoke up anyway.  “They made me strip.  They made me say I liked being naked for boys to see.  I sucked a cock and got fucked in the ass.  Marsha wants me to lick her ass.  Please, mommy, I want to go home.”
Instead of being saved, the two little slaves were positioned so they could see their mommy.  Terry and Paul were unchained from Ally and Paul swallowed the other end of the ball gag, putting him and Terry face to face.  They could see nothing that transpired.  Ally was untied, and ungagged.  She looked to Mike for guidance and he just nodded at her.  Do what you were told, his head nod told her.  “I left you here to suck cock, lick pussy, and get fucked, you little slaves.  I want my little babies stripped naked and tied up.  I want you to enjoy being naked in front of boys and girls.  Watch me.”
She reached under her skirt and pulled down her panties.  She’d been told what her kids had experienced so far.  “I’m a slave with no panties.  My pussy is available for anyone to fuck.  You’re going to get to watch your mommy get fucked, suck cocks, and eat pussies.  I’m a bad slave who didn’t do as she was told.  I’m going to be punished and everyone here is going to watch me scream.”  She raised her skirt.  “See, I’m a bad slave with no panties.”
Greg had never pulled out of Brittany’s pussy.  The erotic sight of Ally stripping made him even harder.  He continued to stroke in and out of the tight young pussy.  His right hand found the little slave’s clit, rubbing it so she would enjoy the sight of her mother stripped.  His left hand rubbed her hard nipples.  
Ally pulled off her tank top.  “I’m a bad slave with no panties and no top.  My tits are so small I don’t need a bra.  I’m a bad slave who is soon going to be screaming for all of you.”  She massaged her own tits.  “I’m a bad slave who is showing off my hard nipples and small tits to my son and daughter.  Watch me strip.”  She pulled down her short skirt.   “I’m a naked slave that’s going to be fucked.  I’m going to suck my son’s cock and eat my daughter’s pussy.  Tell me what you think about my naked body, Kevin.”
“I like you being naked, mommy,” said Kevin.  As long as he was lying, he said, “I like being naked for you.  I liked stripping for Brittany to see.”
“I like you being naked, too, mommy,” added the 8-year-old girl.  “I like being naked and I want to see you get fucked.  I know you’re going to scream loud.  I got to scream, too.  I was a bad little slave.  Now it’s your turn to scream.”  Her breath was coming in gasps as Greg’s fingers worked her closer to an orgasm.  She was being split in two by the big cock, but she was enjoying the wonderful feeling of another approaching orgasm.  “Now I’m being a good slave.  Greg is fucking me.  He’s going to cum inside my hot little cunt and he’s going to let me cum, too.”
Ally was tied up as before, but this time, with no skirt or panties in the way, the rope disappeared into her cunt.  It rubbed her most sensitive areas each time she squirmed.  She watched helplessly as the electric wires were hooked to her nipples.  In front of her, Brittany orgasmed, the sight of her mommy about to be tortured taking her over the edge.  The big cock inside her filled her with cum that ran out and down her thighs.  Her mommy was pushed to her knees and Brittany felt her mommy’s tongue on her thighs, cleaning up the spilled cum.  It ran up to her pussy, licking her pussy as her mommy had promised.  The kneeling slave ate the cum out of her daughter’s pussy, and felt her little girl shudder from another orgasm.  
Ally was pulled to her feet again.  “Tell us what you are,” said Katie.
“I’m a bad, naked slave who’s going to scream for all of you.”  She saw the switch in Katie’s hands and followed the wires up to her own tits.  “Please, mistress,” she begged.  “Don’t make me scream.”  
The bad slave was going to scream, but Katie wanted some fun first.  “Tell me what you’ll do if I don’t make you scream.”  
“I’ll lick your pussy, mistress.”  She couldn’t believe she was begging to a 7-year-old girl and making obscene promises.  This was the same innocent little girl that came over to play with Kevin.  “I’ll suck Kevin’s cock.  I’ll spread my legs and let Mike, Greg, Peter and Bobby fuck me in the pussy or fuck me in the mouth.  I’ll lick asses like Kevin was doing.  I’ll suck Paul and Terry.  I’ll fuck and suck and lick everything you want.  Please, mistress, let me serve you.”  Her words seemed to be falling on deaf ears.  “Please, mistress, tell me what you want and I’ll do it.”
“Well,” said Katie.  “You’re going to fuck and suck and lick everything I want.  I’m going to watch you take every cock, including your sweet little boy’s cock.  I’m going to watch you lick every pussy.  I’m going to tie you up and let Paul and Terry do whatever they want to you.  I’m going to make you beg to do all that.  But first, I want you to scream.”  She paused just long enough for her words to sink in.  The slave realized all her begging had been for nothing and she opened her mouth to speak.  But instead, “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa,” came out of the tortured slave’s mouth as her poor little tits burned.  
Ally’s voice went up an octave as she pleaded again, “Please, mistress, I’ll do anything you want.”  She watched in horror as her little mistress closed the switch again.  “Aaaaaaeeeeaaaaa,” she screamed.  She couldn’t believe the pain of having her tits shocked.  Pleading hadn’t worked, so she said, “Stop it, Katie.  Stop it right now.”   She used her sternest voice to make the little girl stop.  “Aaaaeeeeeeaaaaaaaa,” she screamed again when her ploy didn’t work.  
“Trying to bully your mistress?” asked Katie.  The young mistress approached her slave and grabbed the rope that ran down between her tits.  When she yanked on the rope, it dug even deeper into the slave’s tender cunt.  She smiled at the groan her move elicited.  Then she unhooked the wires from the small tits and hooked them back up to her slave’s tender cunt lips.  “I was being nice,” said Katie.  “Now let’s see what real screaming is all about.”  
Abruptly, the naked bitch slave felt like her pussy was on fire, a whole new level of pain.  “Eeeeeeeeeaaaaaaa,” she screamed.  “Please, mistress,” she whined.  “I’m sorry.  I’ll do anything you want.”
“What are you?” asked Katie.
“I’m a naked bitch slave who’s is screaming just for you.”
“Brittany,” said Katie.  “What is she?”
“She’s a screaming naked bitch slave who’s showing off her little tits, hairy pussy, and tight ass.  She’s going to suck cock, eat pussy, get fucked, and scream.”
“What do you think of my body?” asked Katie.
Ally swallowed hard.  She’d seen Katie parade her nudity proudly around and she’d watched Kevin eat the little girl’s pussy.  She knew what Katie wanted to hear.  But, it was so humiliating to have to obey the young girl.  Finally she answered.  “You have a cute little body,” said the slave to her 7-year-old mistress.  “I love your smooth pussy.”
“Kneel down and lick my smooth pussy,” said Katie.  
When the slave hesitated, Katie flipped the switch.  “Aaaaaaaeeeeee,” screamed Ally as she hastily knelt down.  The little cunt was too low for the slave, so she leaned forward, trying to lower her mouth to her young mistress’s cunt.  All she did was topple forward.  She was rolled onto her back and watched as the hot little pussy was lowered to her waiting tongue.  “Mmmm,” she said as her tongue tasted the little girl.  She was helplessly tied, so all she could do was pretend to enjoy her torment.  Katie reached forward and pulled her slave’s nipples hard.  She smiled when the woman moaned in pain, but the slave kept licking.  It didn’t take long for the mistress to cum on her slave’s tongue.  
Paul and Terry were ungagged, then Bobby stood in front of one and Mike in front of the other.  When they were pushed to their knees, the boys opened their mouths.  “First one to make his cock cum gets to fuck the naked screaming slave,” said Mike.  The two boys sucked the cocks down their throats and started bobbing up and down on the hard shafts.
Cindy pushed her cunt into Ally’s face and felt the woman’s warm, wet tongue part her pussy lips and find her clit.  As Ally serviced yet another pussy, her son was removed from the stocks and laid down.  When Brittany was untied, she was placed on top of her little brother.  “Suck his cock,” she was told.  The 8-year-old sucked on the small cock in front of her, then felt his tongue between her legs.  
“Bad slave,” said Cindy to the woman sprawled under her.  “Eating pussy again.  Eating her third pussy.  Ate an 8-year-old pussy full of cum.  Ate a 7-year-old pussy.  Now she’s eating an 11-year-old pussy.  We’re going to watch you eat Marsha and mommy.  We’re going to watch you suck your son’s cock, and Bobby, Peter, Greg, daddy, Paul and Terry.  Ever sucked that much cock in one day?  Hope you enjoyed stripping for your son and daughter to see.  Kevin said he liked it.  Oooo, I’m getting close to cumming.  Do it right, bitch slave.  I see daddy is close to cumming.  That means Paul is going to fuck you soon.”  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 14 – Greg on His Own 1
(Fm, bd, oral, seduc)
About a month after the basketball team and cheerleader squad incident, one of the basketball players, Simon, came up to Greg after school and wanted to talk to him. Though Simon was on the basketball team with Greg, they didn’t hang out together other times, so Greg was surprised to have Simon suddenly want to walk home with him. 
By mutual agreement, all the players and cheerleaders had said nothing about the incident at Greg’s house. They didn’t even talk about it among themselves for fear that the coach, a teacher, or a classmate might hear and get them in trouble. So, Simon waited until they were off the school grounds and alone before he asked, “Greg, how did you get your mom to do that when we were screwing the cheerleaders?” He and Greg both looked around nervously to make sure no one was in earshot. “You know,” added Simon, “go down on you. It was incredible.”
Greg didn’t want to tell all his secrets and wondered aloud, “Why do you want to know, Simon?”
Simon looked down and blushed, then looked back at Greg. With a guilty look on his face, he said, “I want my mom to do it to me.”
Greg considered Simon to be clumsy with girls. He never knew the right thing to say to them and now Greg wondered how Simon expected to seduce his own mother. But, it might be fun to give it a try himself. Simon’s mom always drew attention among the boys when she was around. She was short, about 5’ 2”, but had big tits that looked out of place on her petite body. The cantaloupe size mounds made her look like she was about to fall over. With her blond hair, the boys had dubbed her the “Swedish bikini Mom”. Greg had an idea on how he might score with Simon’s mom and an idea of how to get Simon’s help.
Playing it carefully, Greg replied, “It’s not like you can ask her, you know. I would never have had the nerve to ask my mom, but she put the moves on me. I guess she was just horny and didn’t care who I was. But, not many moms are going to do that with their son.”
“Tell me about,” pined Simon. “I sit around and watch her in her shorts or bikini and she has no idea what I’d like. After watching her, I have to go to my room and jerk off. I’d love to see her tits someday and have her blow me.”
“I do have an idea of what might work to break the ice,” said Greg. Simon looked interested, so Greg continued. “She might see another boy, like me, in a different way and try to seduce me. I might be able to get her attention. Once she makes out with me, I can talk her into doing you. Then, I’ll just step aside and let you have her all you want.”
“You think so?” asked Simon. 
“You bet,” said Greg. “All I need is an excuse to be around her for a while, you know, around her alone. How do you suppose I can manage that?”
“Well,” said Simon, reluctantly. The reluctance wasn’t because he didn’t want to help Greg, but it was due to the work Greg would have to do. “She’s putting in a hedge right now and asked me to help. So far I’ve managed to miss out on helping her haul the shrubs around, but today she starts planting. I suppose if you offered to help out, instead of me, then you’d be around her alone. Why, what would you do then?” Simon pictured Greg coming on to his mom right away and wondered how his mom would react. 

Greg, on the other hand, knew the value of seducing a woman, and expected the seduction to take several days. The setup seemed perfect to him. He’d spend a few days with Simon’s mom and get to know her. Then, he’d figure out her weakness. “Hard to say,” Greg told Simon. “I’ll have to size her up first and figure out what I can do.”
“Great,” said Simon. “She’s got 20 bushes and she’s planning on planting 2 each afternoon until they’re all in the ground. Me and Lucy won’t set foot in the backyard or else we’ll be digging holes, too.” Lucy was Simon’s younger sister. Greg hadn’t really met her, just heard Simon mention her a couple of times. “Come on by after school and I’ll tell mom you like gardening and want to help her.”
So, that afternoon, Greg showed up at Simon’s house. He’d told his parents what was up and they thought this was a great opportunity for Greg. He came in shorts and a T-shirt, ready to work in the yard. When Simon introduced Greg to his mom, Greg looked her over and admired her body as he had before. She was wearing shorts and a halter-top that strained at the weight of her tits. Greg thought she gave him the once over, too, and wondered if Mrs. Jackson was already interested. He’d found out from Simon that his mother and father had divorced 7 years ago and that his mother rarely dated. 
Greg stripped off his shirt as they started work. Mrs. Jackson kept up a steady stream of talk while she and Greg worked in the yard. She talked about basketball, cheerleaders, old boyfriends, and wondered if Greg had a girlfriend. Greg told her, “Not really a girlfriend. There are some girls that I fool around with, but not a steady one.” He’d deliberately said fool around instead of date and watched Mrs. Jackson’s reaction. She gave him a hard look, showing she saw the double entendre, but wondered if Greg meant it that way. 
The ground was soft, but the shrubs were good size, so it took Greg a while to dig the two holes and then the two of them lowered a shrub into each hole. The second hole was a little narrow and Greg said, “Is this OK with you or should I make the hole bigger. I think a tight fit is best, at least, that’s how I like it.” Again the woman gave him a funny look before she nodded her OK. Coming from a 13-year-old boy, the comment could go either way and again she wondered how he meant that. She could picture this handsome boy with a girl his own age, having sex already, but decided that was not likely. 
When they were done, Mrs. Jackson invited Greg for a swim in their pool to cool off. Greg told her he didn’t have a suit, but she didn’t invite him to skinny dip with her. Instead, she picked up the hose and playfully squirted Greg, saying, “I guess this will have to do.” The cold water took his breath away. Rather than retreat, though, he charged at Mrs. Jackson and grabbed the hose. He never got the hose away from her, but managed to soak her as well in the process. Finally a truce was called. Stepping back, Greg saw that her halter-top clung to her tits now, showing off every curve of her breasts. Her large aureoles were visible through the thin, wet material. 
Trying to look her in the eye, Greg said, “I guess I’ll bring my suit tomorrow. That was pretty cold.” 
She nodded and said, “I just couldn’t resist squirting you. You weren’t just hot, you were dirty, too.” 
“You, too,” said Greg. “But you look better now.”
Catching Greg’s wandering eyes, Mrs. Jackson looked down at her halter top and gasped, “Greg, oh my, I’m practically … Oops.” Her hands grabbed her tits to cover them, but that only made it look sexier. She had two big handfuls of tits and looked like she was squeezing them. 
Greg tried to look embarrassed as he said, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to get you wet.” As she hurried past him, he added, “But you looked good.”
By the next day, Greg had decided Mrs. Jackson had been flirting with him. Taking that as a good sign, he showed up ready for work that afternoon. She acted as if nothing had happened the afternoon before, but was wearing a more modest shirt and a bra. Again the two bantered back and forth, discussing sports and Greg’s dating. It was apparent to him that she was digging for information about what he meant by “fooling around”. Finally, Greg said, “Can you keep a secret?”
Mrs. Jackson was taken by surprise. She was digging for his secrets, but didn’t want to be too blunt. Greg’s behavior the day before had gotten her curiosity going. She’d already come to think of him as a very mature boy. And despite the fact that she’d masturbated last night while thinking of Greg, she would have denied any interest in her helper. Carefully, she answered, “Sure, Greg, I can keep secrets. As long as it’s not about guns or drugs.”
Greg laughed, “No, I’d rather make love than war. No guns and I don’t do drugs.” But, he didn’t say anymore. Instead, he waited for her to prompt him. And, he wasn’t disappointed. When she indicated she wanted to hear the secret, he said, “OK, but you can’t tell my mom.” He waited for her to nod her assent. “I’ve had sex with some of the girls I hang out with.”
“Oh, Greg,” said Mrs. Jackson, blushing, “I didn’t really want to get that personal. I… I… couldn’t … I mean, I didn’t really know if boys your age were interested… yet.”
“Well, you just seemed like you wanted to know,” said Greg. “It’s no big deal.” 
They finished the job in silence. But, Greg noticed her furtive glances at him, as if she was checking him out. He kept an eye on her tits and when possible, checked out her ass in her tight shorts. It gave him a hard-on, and he hoped she noticed. 
When they were finished, she again invited him for a swim and he was ready. He had his swimsuit on under his shorts and pulled down his shorts. He was wearing a Speedo that fit tight around his crotch and ass. Without checking himself out, he knew he filled the suit out well with his hard cock. He turned his back to her and walked to the pool, knowing her eyes were on his ass. Then he dove in. 
A few minutes later, Mrs. Jackson appeared in her bikini. Her suit was quite revealing, with plenty of skin showing. The top was filled out well and the bottom was a small, French-cut bottom that showed off her ass and hips. She jumped in and splashed around for a while. Finally, she said, “So, Greg, how do you have sex with the girls?” Her curiosity had again gotten the better of her. 
“Gosh, Mrs. Jackson, I’m not one to kiss and tell. But, I suppose I can tell you that, as long as you don’t want to know whom I did it with. I’ve done it the usual way, you know, to put my cock in their pussy.” He watched her blush as he said that. “And, I’ve done them from behind, you know, put it in their ass.” She had a look of surprise now. “And, some of them want to lick my cock and suck on it.”
“Wow,” said Mrs. Jackson, “I never did any of that when I was thirteen. I didn’t have sex until I was twenty. Is it… is it fun when you’re a teenager?”
“Oh, yeah, it’s wild,” said Greg. “Every girl I’ve had sex with really loved it and so do I.”
“You must be really good,” said Mrs. Jackson. 
“Oh, I am. At least, the girls like it, so I think I am.”
Greg climbed out of the pool. He wanted Mrs. Jackson to see how big and hard he was, but he had an idea as he walked to the diving board. He loosened the tie of his suit, and then dove in headfirst. He felt his suit slide down his legs and catch on his ankles. He kicked to get them all the way off. When he surfaced, he gasped, “Uh oh, I think I lost my suit that time.” He watched as she looked down into the water, but the surface was rough enough that she could only get a glimmer of what was between his legs. Greg turned to retrieve his suit, but made a point of flashing his bare ass as he dove back toward the deep end. 
When he surfaced and pulled his suit on, Greg saw that Mrs. Jackson had submerged, all the better to get a good view of the young boy in the nude. It was going better than Greg had hoped. But, it was time to slow down and keep her on the edge. He climbed out of the pool and dressed. She looked disappointed as he left. 
The third day, the two again were in the pool after working. It had become a safe place to flirt. It was Mrs. Jackson’s turn to show off. She’d masturbated again the night before, thinking about Greg’s bare ass and wondering about his sexual prowess. Taking a tip from Greg (although she didn’t know his suit had been intentional), she loosened her top and jumped in feet first. The top of her suit was gone as she surfaced. She swam toward Greg in the shallow end. Her bare breasts floated right in front of Greg as she feigned ignorance, “This is great! I really appreciate your help these last three days, Greg.” 
Greg’s eyes were on the big tits about three feet from him. She appeared to not know she was topless. He looked over her shoulder and could see the bikini top floating in the deep end. “Well, I wouldn’t miss this for the world,” he said. “I’ve enjoyed watching you hang out for… er… with me. You’re really cool and understanding. I’ve never met somebody’s mom who’s this cool.”
“Thank you, Greg,” she beamed at his compliment. “I think I’ve really made a connection with you.”
“Yeah, you know just what I like, but, uh, Mrs. Jackson,” said Greg. “Did you know that you lost your top when you jumped in?”
She gasped in pretended ignorance and put her hands quickly over the big nipples. “Oops, I guess I did, didn’t I?” Then, she put her hands down again. “Well, I guess it’s nothing you haven’t seen before on other girls, and now you’ve seen mine, it doesn’t hurt to keep them out.”
But, there was one big difference. That was the growing tension between the two as her tits remained exposed. Greg’s cock was pounding in his suit and she was getting wet thinking about baring her tits for the teenager. She watched his eyes as they drank in her tits, thrilled that she could captivate him so. “Can I touch them, Mrs. Jackson?” asked Greg. He didn’t wait for an answer, but ran his hands up to them and caressed the nipples. 
Mrs. Jackson said, “Call me Kim, Greg.” She had jumped at his touch, but moaned as he fondled her. “Wow, Greg, I guess you like them, huh?”
“Oh, yeah, Kim,” said Greg, marveling at his conquest. In three days, he had her topless. How long before he had his cock in her mouth? It was his turn to jump as he felt her hand on his cock. She rubbed him through the thin material of his suit. 
Suddenly she remembered she was a mom and her two kids were inside the house. She pulled away and found her top. “Oh, Greg, if you were just a few years older, we might be able to do something, but I don’t want Simon or Lucy to see us.” 
Perhaps it was mother’s intuition, but her timing was excellent. A few minutes later, Lucy came out of the house. She was wearing a bikini and walked toward the pool. “Can I come in, too, mom?” she asked. 
Greg’s eyes opened wide at the sight of the 11-year-old. The same age as his sister, Jan, Lucy was a knock out. She was slender and titless, with a skimpy bikini on that could only be intended to turn on the boys. Greg knew he wanted her, too. But, Kim was the top of his list. He said goodbye and left, making sure that Kim had his full attention. He didn’t want her to be jealous of her daughter. But now, he had to have Lucy, too. 
On the fourth day, there was no mistaking the intentions of Mrs. Jackson. All during the planting, she kept adjusting her top and watching Greg’s reaction. Finally, with both shrubs in the ground, Kim untied her halter-top and tossed it aside. “Oh, it’s just getting in the way,” she said casually. When Greg glanced toward the house, she said, “It’s OK, Simon and Lucy are out this afternoon.”
She stripped off her shorts to reveal her bikini bottoms and jumped into the pool. Greg was right behind her. Trying to tease her young helper, Kim kept away from him as she splashed around the pool topless. She climbed out of the pool and dove into the deep end. When she came up for air, she said, “I’ve lost my bottoms. Will you help me find them?”
Greg shook his head no and reached down to pull his own suit off. When he pulled it up out of the water, Kim said, “Oops, I guess you’ve lost yours, too. Let me help you look.” She dove under water toward Greg and came up right in front of him. Her hand brushed his hard cock and her tits pressed against his chest. “So, all the girls say you’re good,” she said. “Let me be the judge of that.” 
Deep inside, Kim knew that the attraction to Greg was his youth. She’d tossed around the idea of having sex with him. He was way too young for her, even illegal, but his chiseled young body and his flirtatious ways were too much to pass up. She knew he’d never tell anyone about this and wanted to have this one-time fling with a boy. 
Kim lifted herself up and lowered herself again with Greg’s cock pressing at the entrance to her pussy. It spread her lips and slid deep inside her. She was as tight as a virgin, having had no sex in years, except with her own fingers. But, she was wet and ready, so the penetration was smooth and easy. Greg could feel the tightness of her pussy squeeze his cock. He nuzzled at her tits and took the huge nipples into his mouth. For a few seconds, the two remained locked in that position as Kim savored the feeling of a cock for the first time in a long time. Then, Greg started stroking in and out, using the water to support her weight. Small and light though she was, Greg needed the water’s support as he intended to take his time with her. 
Kim felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her body as the boy’s cock entered her. She forgot all about his youth as his large cock spread her nearly virgin pussy lips and sank deep inside her. The throbbing member seemed exactly the right size for her and Greg’s thrusts rubbed against her clit deliciously. “Oh, God, it feels so good, it’s been so long,” she moaned as he took her. In seconds, there was no doubt in her mind that she was in for the best fucking she’d ever had. 
Feeling like a young schoolgirl learning about sex from a more mature boy, Kim looked at Greg in a different light. She’d only had sex with a few men and none of them had thrilled her as this 13-year-old boy was doing. As she gazed at his handsome face, she noticed the intent expression on his face. Greg was watching her every move, reading her every expression, and knowing her every thought. His whole concentration was on pleasing her. 
Greg’s hands slipped off Kim’s back, forcing her to support herself by holding tightly to him. But, that freed his hands to roam her body, caressing her tits. He squeezed gently, then more firmly until she was in ecstasy simply from his attention to her tits. The relentless thrusting between her legs continued and she felt herself getting dizzy with excitement. An incredible orgasm was rolling towards her. She opened her mouth to scream, totally forgetting where they were. Her scream was stifled by Greg’s quick reaction as he put his right hand over her mouth, never missing a stroke and never moving his left hand from her left nipple. Her eyes opened wide in surprise - at the hand over her mouth, at the realization that she was screaming at the top of her lungs in her own backyard, and at the intensity of the orgasm. 
But, Greg didn’t stop. He kept pounding in her cunt, using his energy to drive her to a second orgasm. The first had hardly stopped when she threw her head back and screamed again. That motion threw the pair off balance and they plunged into the water, still locked in embrace. They came up sputtering and laughing, but Kim quickly said, “You’re fantastic, Greg. Let’s go inside and keep going.”
Greg watched as his friend’s mom jumped out of the pool and ran naked toward the house. He got out and chased after her, not wanting to have to chase her too far. She was waiting for him in the family room, right inside the door. “God, Greg, I came twice. I’ve never done that before. I’ve never even cum with a man inside me before. My ex-husband always got me off with his fingers. I can’t believe you’re sooo fucking great.” She looked at Greg’s still raging cock and said, “You haven’t even cum yet.” She fell back on the carpet with her legs spread wide and said, “Stick it in me again. I want to cum again and I want you to cum inside me.” 
Greg needed no further invitation. He knelt between the older woman’s legs and thrust his cock in to the hilt. She gasped at the sensation of his young cock filling her again. This time he leaned forward and put his lips to hers, giving her a deep kiss that made her moan with pleasure. One hand found her tits and he rubbed them gently. Kim purred at his touch, her excite building yet again. When Greg did shoot off inside her, Kim came a third time. This time, her scream was unstifled as she unleashed all her pent up frustration from years of abstinence. 
Kim literally collapsed under Greg, like a rag doll. Her heavy breathing told Greg that he had really given her a workout and she was totally satisfied. He absently started stroking in and out of her juicy cunt again, his cock still hard. When she didn’t respond, Greg started ministering to her lovely soft mounds, licking and sucking on them until the nipples were bright pink and hard. Only then did she start to moan. “Oh, Greg, how can you possibly be ready to go again.” 
The young boy had all the stamina he needed to go several times, so he kept up his work until she said, “God, that was wonderful. I came three times… can you believe that. Three fucking times! But, you’ve worn out my cunt. It’s so sore that I’ll have to rest for a couple of days before we can go again.” Greg smiled at the thought that she was already planning another round, even if it was two days away. “How can I make it up to you, my dear sweet stud?”
Sliding his body up, he showed how he could be pleasured without hurting her tight cunt. When she saw his cock poised in front of her mouth, Kim said, “Oh, no, Greg, I’ve never done that before.” 
“Come on, Kim,” said Greg, making it more of a command than a question, “You got to cum three times and me only once. Please, suck my cock for me. Your gorgeous, sexy body has got me all turned on all over again. Suck it and I’ll show you how the young girls do it.” 
He felt her flinch at the words ‘young girls’, as if she wasn’t one. Well, she’d show him. Though she’d never done it before, she stuck out her tongue and licked at the hard shaft inches from her face. Her initial embarrassment faded as she ran her tongue up and down the warm cock. It tasted good and, well, she did owe him a couple of cums. Tentatively, she put the head in her mouth and sucked on the first couple of inches. Feeling the power of the cock throbbing in her mouth, she opened wider and shoved another inch into her mouth. 
She gasped at the feeling of the cock in her mouth. Rather than being revolting and demeaning as she’d always thought, it was empowering and rather tasty. She satisfied herself with three inches since any deeper forced her to gag. With her right hand she started stroking the base of his cock. Greg smiled to himself as he watched his friend’s mother do just what his friend wanted done to himself. He had Simon’s mom, the Swedish bikini mom, going down on him!
Greg leaned forward to push his cock deeper and felt Kim’s throat tense against him. With her hand she tried to keep him from getting deeper, but Greg said, “Jeez, Kim, all the young girls can get it all the way in their mouth. Can’t you?” Her eyes got big at the thought of that, but again the competition with the young girls spurred her on. “Just open wide and relax,” he said. “I’ve heard that if you swallow it, instead of forcing it down, then it’s easier.” He watched in amusement as she worked on his cock, swallowing it inch by inch. As each inch became comfortable, she stretched for another inch. Before she knew it, Kim’s nose brushed Greg’s stomach. 
“That’s it, Kim,” coached Greg. “You’ve got it. Jeez, you’re just as good as any of those other girls. Now, suck it on the way out. Yeah, ooo, yeah, and let it go deeeeeep, fuck yeah.” Her blue eyes looked up at him just the way he liked a cocksucker to look. It was a bit of submissiveness, triumph, lust, and worship. She was literally worshipping his cock as she slid it in and out of her mouth. Deep into her throat she took it, playing with it like a new toy. 
God, she thought to herself. I didn’t think I could do it. Look at me. A cock is all the way in my mouth. Fuck, this is so cool. What a fantastic lover and I’m as good as any of those teens he lets fuck him. I’m sucking cock like a 13-year-old. Convincing herself that she was years younger, the mother of two kids unabashedly sucked cock like a whore. When she felt his cock start to pulse in her mouth, she briefly wondered what to do, but her lover told her, “Swallow it now, just like Jenny does. She’s so cute and likes to suck cock so much. But she doesn’t want her parents to catch her with cum on her, so she swallows it.” So, Kim did just like the young girls do. 
Kim smiled up at her young lover as if to ask, “Did I do it good?”
Greg responded by saying, “That was perfect, Kim. You’re an incredible cocksucker. I don’t believe that you never did it before.” She beamed at the compliment. The debasing word cocksucker seemed to slide right by her. “I think you could teach those young girls a thing or two. I guess there is something to having sex with a mature woman with a young mind and body.” There, thought Greg, I gave her double compliments. Mature and young at the same time. 
Kim smiled at him and pulled him tight. She drifted off to sleep, but was awakened just a few minutes later, screaming in orgasm again. “Holy shit, Greg, how did you… I was asleep. You made me… and in my sleep. Holy shit.”
Greg picked her up off the floor and carried her up the bedroom. It wasn’t as easy as it looked on TV, but he managed to get her there. He was rewarded for his gallantry with an invitation to curl up with her. He took advantage of the opportunity to make love to her entire body. As he left, he said, “Make sure Simon and Lucy are gone again tomorrow. I want to make love to your sexy young body all afternoon.” 
And, next afternoon, she was alone again. But, this time he started by asking her to strip for him. She was dressed in a short black mini-skirt and a see-through blouse. First, she removed her skirt and revealed her panties were the tiniest black panties, barely covering her pussy and disappearing up between her ass cheeks. Then she showed him her tits. When she was naked, he made her walk around while he kept his clothes on. All the while he was complimenting her and admiring her. For nearly an hour, she did things like turn her back and touch her toes, showing off her ass and cunt peeking between her legs. Then, he’d have her reach high and stretch ‘til her tits melted into her body. He had her play with her tits and then play with her own cunt. Again he reminded her how much the young girls enjoyed playing with themselves while he watched. She came twice for him before she began begging for him to join her. Finally, he said, “I’ll fuck you silly if you suck me first.” 
Kim, who had never sucked a cock before yesterday, knelt before Greg and said, “Let me have your cock, stud, and I’ll show you how a cock gets sucked.” So she went down on the 13-year-old and then asked him to fuck her. 
“Put your clothes back on,” said Greg. “It turns me on so much to watch you strip. If you strip for me, I’ll be really hard and I’ll fuck you good.” As she dressed without question, he knew his plan was working. Casually he strolled out into the backyard. She had to follow and found herself stripping outside. 
“Take off your panties first,” said Greg. She reached under her short skirt and pulled down her tiny black panties. “Throw them to me,” he said, and then smelled the aroma of her sex on her panties. “Now bend over and show me that tight ass of yours again.” When she did, Greg smacked it playfully. Four more times he smacked it, getting harder each time. 
Finally, she straightened up and said, “That’s enough, Greg, I need you to fuck me now.” It wasn’t an adult demanding that a younger boy obey her. It was a pleading that she was now ready for him. 
“Take off your blouse for me, my young cocksucker,” said Greg. “Take it off and show me those gorgeous tits of yours. Show them and shake them around.” She performed for him just like he asked. Then he bent her over and fucked her from behind. With her raised skirt, she looked like a tramp getting nailed on the street corner. But, Greg was careful not to let her cum. Her pounded away at her in his expert style, just enough to stimulate her clit without letting her cum. Her breath was coming in ragged gasps when he finally shot into her cunt. 
“God damn it, Greg,” she turned toward. Not angry, but desperate. “I’m so hot I could burst. Fuck me good and make me cum.”
Greg stepped behind her again and scooped up her panties. He wrapped them around her wrists and tied them off, pinning her hands back. Then he pulled down her skirt. “You like being teased, Kim?” he asked. “The longer I tease, the better it is. My naked lover wants to get fucked real bad? I want you to walk back into the house and with every step, I want you to say, ‘Fuck me, master’, ‘fuck me, master’, every step of the way. Then, I’ll fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.”
“No, Greg, please, don’t make me do that,” she pleaded. “It sounds so… so…”
“So sexy?” Greg filled in for her. “Right after I left you yesterday, I had a 14-year-old do just that. She didn’t have any inhibitions. She wasn’t ashamed of her body. She wasn’t ashamed that she was about to have her lights fucked out. She screamed like a banshee when she came for me.” It was a lie, but only in the fact that it hadn’t happened yesterday. “She let me tie her spread eagle on the bed and I fucked her three times.” 
Kim took a step toward the house and said, “Fuck me, master.” She smiled weakly at Greg. “Fuck me, master. Fuck me, master.” She was smiling now and Greg could see a trace of cum running down her thigh. God, she was hot. All the way to the house, Greg heard her saying, “Fuck me, master, fuck me, master, fuck me, master.” She was running by the time she got halfway there. When they got in the door, she demanded, “On my bed, tied, spread eagle, just like the 14-year-old slut. Fuck me, master.” She ran up the stairs, each step getting a, “Fuck me, master.” Finally tied in position as she had requested, the poor woman was whining with desire. Greg fucked her three times and she came seven. He came a fifth time in her mouth and said, “Do you like the taste of your own cunt like the young ones do?”
When Greg came over the next afternoon, Kim was dressed in tight shorts and a bikini top. He’d told her she looked sexy like that. She sure did. But first, she told him, “I’ve sent Simon and Lucy off to stay with their father for a week. They leave tomorrow. We can fuck for a couple of hours today, but after that, we can fuck all day.”
Oops, thought Greg. That was a little quicker than he had expected. He wondered if his second phase would work this fast. Well, he’d give it a try. “What would you do for me?” he asked. “What would you do for a good fuck, my hot little cocksucker?” 
She didn’t object to his words, but said, “Fucking anything, hot stuff. I’d do almost anything for another fuck like yesterday.” 
“Good, good,” said Greg, intending to put her to the test
But, the real test would come later. “Let’s go for a drive.” His devilish smile told Kim this was part of the foreplay. As she pulled out from the curb, Kim chuckled to herself that Greg was too young to drive, but not too young to fuck. 
They got a block and Greg said, “Take off your top, lover.” Kim gasped at the thought, but reached for the tie of her bikini top and undid it. She slipped off the tiny top and felt her breasts fall free. “So sexy, lover,” said Greg. “So sexy and so uninhibited. God, it makes me feel wild to see you like that.” She responded as she did every time, a flash of a smile for the compliment, beaming at her own audacity. 
“Now, take a left and head down Oak,” said Greg. “As you get away from the houses, slip off your shorts.” 
“Ooo, Greg,” said Kim huskily. “You are so naughty. How many girls have you done this with?”
“None,” said Greg. “None of them can drive, silly. I need a mature woman with a young mind to do this with.” She beamed again. It was tough, but driving down the nearly vacant street, Kim wiggled herself out of her shorts. She was wearing a pair of see-through pink panties. Noticing the ties at her hips, Greg knew they were perfect for the next step. She knew it, too. 
“Are you going to make me take off my panties, too,” she asked. 
“Oh, yes,” said Greg. “Naked all the way. Put the top down, too.” 
Kim smiled as she put the top of the convertible down. She hadn’t done that in years. God, it made her feel young again. She stepped on the gas and raced down the road. “Whoa, slow down, cocksucker,” said Greg. “Right on Evergreen.”
“Toward the school?” she asked. 
“You bet! Maybe we’ll see some of my other girlfriends. We can honk at them,” Greg said, noticing how Kim blushed at the thought. She slowed down so as to not attract attention. Greg reached for a tie of her panties and said, “You know, I did get the panties off a girl in her backseat one time. It was coming down Oak. Her father was driving and never even knew it.” She giggled as a tie came undone. He reached across and undid the other. She lifted up off the seat so he could pull them clear. They were approaching the middle school. This was where Lucy went to school. “Pull into the parking lot,” he said. 
“Oh, no, I couldn’t,” she complained. 
“Back in the corner there,” pointed Greg. The schoolyard was deserted anyway. When they parked, Greg said, “Play with yourself. Make yourself cum while I watch.” 
Her fingers started working at her pussy, already clearly damp. “Please, Greg, not here. Don’t make me cum.” He relished the words. She didn’t even question. If he said so, then she was going to do it. She’d do it until he told her to stop.
“See those monkey bars over there,” asked Greg. When she nodded, breathing heavily already. “Katie did it for me right there. She had clothes on, but I had her panties in my hand while she diddled herself off. There were even some kids playing not too far away. Mmmm, I love the smell of young girls’ panties.” He held them up to his nose. Then he held them up to hers. “How about you? Doesn’t that smell heavenly?”
Surprised, Kim inhaled. Deeply entranced in her own approaching orgasm, she said, “Mmmm, yes, they're... mmm...” He held them there. 
“Cum for me, Kim. Cum for me while you smell your own scent, say it, cocksucker.”
“Mmmm,” she moaned. “They smell so sexy. I leaked all over them. Mmmmm.” Then her voice raised an octave as she approached her orgasm. The sound scared her and she hesitated. 
“Do it, Kim, do it like Katie did. Right here at school. Fucking frigg yourself silly, lover. Better hurry, there’s some kids coming. Hurry, hurry, oh, fuck, yes, Kim, you’re so sexy, so free, so young.”
“Eeeeeeee, ooooooo,” she screamed, uncaring who might hear. As she came down from the high, she straightened up. “Shit, Greg, everybody heard me.”
“So, what?” said Greg. “There’s really no one around and besides, they don’t know what you just did. But, we better go before someone comes to check us out.” As the car pulled out of the parking spot, Greg used the panties to wipe up the wet spot on the seat. They got back on Evergreen and Greg held the panties to her nose again. She inhaled, then he said, “Open up.”
Kim smiled slyly at him. Slowly she opened her mouth and let him stuff her damp panties between her lips. “Mmmm,” she said. “Let’s go fuck.”
Greg said nothing, but admired her nudity all the way home. He gathered her clothes and hopped out of the car when they pulled up to the curb. “Catch me and I'll fuck you,” he called. 
Appalled, she watched him run away with her clothes. She smiled at the challenge, then, and jumped over the side of the convertible. No one was out on the street, so she sprinted toward the door, only to find it locked when she got there. “Greg?!” she pleaded. “What if...” The sound of a car motor told her the if was about to come true. “Greg?!”
She heard his voice. “I want to fuck Lucy.”
“What?” she yelled in disbelief. 
“You heard me. I want to fuck Lucy. Pretend she’s your bratty little sister and you want to get even with her.”
“Open the door, please, Greg.” She pounded, but not so loud as to draw attention to herself. The car passed and she pressed herself into the corner. Another car approached. God, she was standing on her front porch, nude. Greg was being so naughty. She giggled, wondering how many girls he’d done this to. And how many younger sisters had he fucked because of this. And the thought of calling Lucy her little sister was so fun! She was still pressed into the corner, giggling when the second car passed. More were coming. 
Inside Greg was saying, “Lucy, Lucy, Lucy, come on, lover girl, you know Lucy deserves to learn from the best. Come on, think of how good she’ll feel. Did you have a bratty little sister you really wanted to show up?” He was lucky that Kim did indeed have a little sister. “You can show off your young lover and share me with her, just like sisters share.” 
Kim’s hand went to her pussy as she thought about the idea of her younger sister. Look at me, sis, na-na-na, I’ve got a big boyfriend, and you don’t. What’s that? You want to try him, too. Ooo, but he’s so biiig.
“Come on, Greg, open up the door. I need to get fucked so bad. Right now. And I want to watch you do my little sister, Lucy.” She giggled again. She wasn’t in the corner anymore as another car went by. “Oops,” she said. “Open up, Greg, before somebody sees me. You can do it. Just let me in.”
The door opened and Kim dashed in. She fell to the ground immediately and spread her legs. “Stick it in me, you fucking stud, and then we’ll talk about fucking Lucy!”
Greg wanted her real bad, but he stood his ground and said, “Come suck it, cocksucker.” Frantically, Kim got to her knees and slid his cock all the way down her throat. She tried to say something, but Greg couldn’t understand her. She furiously sucked at his cock, her eyes still had that same look of wonder and worship as before. “Let’s go out on the front porch and you can suck me there.” Kim nodded, but Greg didn’t move. All he did was open the front door so she was sucking him practically on the front porch. She’d passed the test. 
As he was about to cum, Greg pushed Kim away, grabbed his cock, and shot his load on her face and tits. Carefully he used his finger to clean up his friend’s mom and feed her the cum. He made her lick her tits and belly clean, then laid her back and started fucking her. “Keep her home from her father’s,” said Greg. “Send Simon, but keep Lucy home.” He kept up his steady pace of thrusting, watching her as she finally got what she wanted. “I want you to get her ready, I mean mentally ready for a sex lesson tomorrow. Then, she can watch as I fuck you. When we’re done, it will be her turn. Remember, you’re always my girlfriend. She”s just the little kid sister who won’t stay out of the way and let us fuck in peace. So, we’re going to make her part of the action. Bratty little 11-year-old sister gonna get her just desserts.”
He slowly fucked her, teasing her to arousal. “We’ll make her be your little sister who always has to do what you say if she wants to get fucked. You can make her take off her panties at home or go to school without them. You can make her tease her older brother. You can make her go down on you. We can make her suck cock. She’ll do anything to be just like her big sister. Pretty soon you might have her bringing boys home to share with you. What do you think about that?” He wasn’t too sure how much she was getting of this. Her eyes were glazed and her breathing was coming in gasps. “My little cocksucker likes getting fucked so much that she wants to share me with her little sister. Think about all the boys she’ll bring to you. Ten, eleven, or twelve-year-old studs ready to fuck for hours. Think about how good her panties will smell when their wet.” Kim’s eyes rolled back into her head and she let out a low growl that nearly frightened Greg. The growl rose in pitch and decibels as her body started to shake in orgasm. He continued to pound his hard cock into the twitching pussy while she writhed in pleasure. 
“Oh, fuck, yes,” she finally whispered when it was all over. “Lucy’s gotta do this.”
Greg wondered if his friend’s mom would have second thoughts overnight. Hell, she was in her mid-thirties, a mother of two, and a well-respected woman. A few days ago, the mother would never have thought of letting her 11-year-old even be alone with a boy. Now Greg had asked her to let him introduce her to sex, fucking and sucking. Sure she’d had a sexual awakening, but how much power did her really have over her. 
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Greg got the answer to his question when he showed up at Kim’s door the next afternoon.  Simon had left around 10am, so he gave the two “sisters” a chance to have their talk and get ready for him.  When he knocked on the door, Lucy answered.  She was wearing a bikini top and tight shorts.  There was clearly nothing besides a couple of small nipples to hide behind the top the young girl was wearing.  The shorts were short enough to show off the bottom of her ass cheeks.  She smiled shyly at Greg as she let him in.  Greg realized then that this was to be not only a sex lesson for her, but also a lesson on how to be sexy and how to please a man. 
Greg looked over the preteen and said, “You look so sexy, Lucy.  I’ll bet your big sister is really jealous of you.”  
“My big... oh, yeah,” said Lucy.  She blushed and said, “She’s been talking about you all morning.  Nervously she ran her right index finger under the hem of her shorts, as if trying to stretch them down to cover the skin she was exposing.  Her hands fluttered about, trying to find a comfortable place and Greg did nothing to ease her tension.  She settled on pulling on the string of her bikini top.  All her actions drew attention to her sexuality, innocently arousing the young stud.  “You really think I’m sexy?”
“Oh, yeah,” said Greg.  Before he could say anything more, Kim made her entrance.  She, like her younger “sister”, was dressed sexy without being slutty.  High heels accentuated her legs and her smooth thighs disappeared under her mini-skirt just below her crotch.  She was wearing a tight top that fit her like a glove.  Greg could tell her tits were bouncing free under the thin material and her nipples made a light impression on her blouse.  “Oh, hi,” he said.  Then to set the atmosphere, he said to Lucy, “Here’s your big sister now.”
Kim beamed, as usual, at the compliment and walked up close to Greg.  Without hesitating, she gave Greg a kiss that started as a polite touching of their lips and turned into a delicious French kiss.  The young sister watched in amazement as the two made out right in front of her.  Greg’s hands started on Kim’s back and worked their way down to cup her firm ass.  There was a slight gasp from the 11-year-old when she saw Greg’s hands slide down to Kim’s thighs and then back up to cup her sister’s ass cheeks under the skirt.  Greg wondered if the older woman even had panties on, but assumed they were just small, leaving her ass virtually bare.  
Not only had Kim had a talk with Lucy, but also she’d given her some guidance on how to help play out the sister fantasy.  She didn’t want it to look exactly like she was giving her daughter up to the 13-year-old, but more like there was a seduction going on.  So, when she turned to Lucy and said, “Sis, why don’t you go watch TV now and leave us alone,” Greg was surprised at the answer.
“Aw, Kim, I always gotta go watch TV.  You guys are so much more interesting than TV.  I’ll just sit over in the corner and you can pretend I’m not even here.”
“You better not tell mom,” said Kim.  She barely restrained herself from winking at Greg, but fell into the fantasy instead.  She led Greg out of the entrance and into the family room.  There they sat on the couch and started necking anew.  As they were kissing, Greg could see Lucy's head appear around the corner as if spying on them; in fact, she was.  Silently, the little girl crept into the room and sat in a big chair in the corner.  There she could well have been hidden were it not for the fact that she was the center of Greg’s attention.  He winked at her while he kissed her older sister.  Then he winked, raised his eyebrows to say “watch this”, and slid his hand to Kim’s breast.  
The peeping Jane’s eyes opened wide as she watched Greg’s hand roam over her sister’s full tit.  The nipple hardened, the impression it made on the tight blouse was clearly visible to the younger girl.  Next she saw Greg’s hand slide up under Kim’s skirt until it disappeared.  The older girl’s skirt was hiked up nearly to her waist as Greg fondled the smooth ass.  In a break between kisses, he puckered at Lucy, an inviting seduction.  Lucy watched intently, not even aware her hands were caressing her smooth young thigh while the other rested on her throat, sliding slowly down.  
Suddenly, Kim excused herself, saying she was going to get some water for them.  As soon as she disappeared, Greg patted the couch next to him.  Lucy got up and walked over toward her sister’s boyfriend.  “You’re a naughty little girl, Lucy, watching your sister and I.  Maybe I should give you some of that.”  She giggled and looked over her shoulder at the door through which her sister had just left.  Then, she sat down on the couch next to Greg.  The boy didn’t quite know how far to go at this point.  The plan was to have Kim present while Lucy got fucked her first time, so he knew not to go too far, but how much did Kim and Lucy expect while Kim was out of the room.  He decided to bend down and kiss the little girl on the cheek.  “You’re such a sexy girl,” he said.  “How many boyfriends you have?”
“None,” she answered truthfully.  “My mom, er..., yeah, my mom won’t let me date or anything.”
“That’s too bad,” said Greg.  That made it all the better.  Mom, as mom, wouldn’t let her date, but as big sister was willing to let her get fucked.  He felt his cock rising at the thought.  
“What’s it like to kiss?” asked Lucy.
“Well, I just did,” said Greg.  He bent down and pecked her cheek again.  
“No, I mean, like you kiss Kim.”
“It’s fun and it feels good.”  He looked into the 11-year-old”s eyes and said, “You wanna try while Kim’s not watching?”
The little vixen nodded and closed her eyes.  Greg bent down and put his lips to hers, gently touching.  Then, he extended his tongue, licking against her closed lips until her felt her tiny pink tongue reach out and touch his.  With the opening that created, he slid his tongue into the young girl’s mouth and pulled her tight.  She tensed at the initial intrusion, then relaxed and returned the kiss.  Greg’s hands touched her bare back and caressed her gently.  He toyed with the idea of untying her top, but didn’t.  Instead, his hands slid down like they had for Lucy’s sister, eventually cupping the preteen’s ass.  She leaned into him, extending the kiss and letting him slide his hands all the way under her.  He was fully supporting her and lifted her up to sit on his lap.  There, he reached up with one hand to touch the bare skin of Lucy’s flat tummy.  
“Mmmm,” he heard the girl moan as he touched her.  Greg had placed her so her tight little ass was pressing against the hard lump in his pants.  He could tell she was aware of his hardness as she wriggled her ass against him.  Before he could do anymore, he heard Kim’s voice.  Quickly he broke the kiss and put Lucy on her feet.  
As Kim walked in, Greg had his hands on Lucy’s bare shoulders and was saying.  “How about if your sister and I go upstairs and you stay and watch TV.”
“Boring,” replied Lucy, “but OK.”  She was breathless and her voice husky.  Kim knew that Greg had taken the opportunity to get Lucy’s motor started.
Then, Lucy plopped herself in front of the TV, but couldn’t suppress the grin on her face.  She was anticipating the chance to watch her big “sister” make out and see Greg get a “home run” with her.  The next step was a little scary, but based on Kim’s description, the young virgin really wanted to spread her legs for the older boy.  Holding that thought, she turned on the TV and watched the two lovers walk up the stairs and out of sight.  Seconds later she got up and followed.  
As they entered the bedroom, Kim made sure the door stayed open.  This time she did wink and say, “I’ll bet the little brat tries to peek in.  Let’s give her a real thrill.”  She felt like she was 15 again, because there was indeed four years difference between her and her younger sister.  God, what a thrill it would have been then to shock her little sister with a sight like this.  This time she was going to make good on it.  
The woman pushed her young lover down on the bed and said, “What do you want, Greg.  Do you want to be my master or my lover?  What do you want to show my little sister?  I’ve been thinking about this since yesterday and I want you sooo bad.”
“Let’s take it one step at a time, Kim,” said Greg.  “We’ll lure her in little by little.  One step for you and one step for her.  Shhh,” he said, putting his finger to his lips.  He’d already seen a shadow outside the door.  He caught the barest glimpse of a figure kneeling to peer through the crack of the door.  
A little louder, Greg said, “I want to see you in nothing but your panties.  So, strip for me now, hot stuff.”  The door pushed open a little as Kim stepped between the door and the bed.  She made sure she was visible, but not facing the door.  She had a big, conspiratorial smile on her face as she reached for the zipper on her tight skirt.  
Kim had told her little sister that Greg would want to watch them both take their clothes off.  Otherwise, the little vixen might have matched her sister, taking off her tight shorts right then and there.  Instead, she made herself as comfortable as possible, knowing that they were putting on a show for her.  Incredibly, her own mom was going to strip and fuck right in front of her.  In just the past few months, the young girl had started to become aware of sex and had a short talk with her mom about boys.  What was happening on the other side of the door was exactly what her mom had said was “bad” to do.  Earlier today, her mom had reversed her position and now it was so “good” to do it that Lucy was going to get “lessons”.  She could hardly contain herself.  And, Greg was such a handsome, older boy.  She wasn’t even aware of how her panties were starting to get wet already.  
Zip, the sound seemed unnaturally loud as Kim’s skirt parted and she slid it to the ground.  She couldn’t help but take a glance out of the corner of her eye and make out the shape kneeling in the doorway.  She put her ass directly facing the door and said, “How do you like my panties, lover?  I got them special for you today.”
Greg had seen the side view and now with the front view he could see they barely covered the patch of pubic hair on the girl and guessed that they were nothing more than a strip up her ass in back.  He marveled at the way the mother shook her ass at the door.  Kim ran her hands down her front, and then rested her hands on her bare ass.  “I feel especially hot today,” she remarked.  “You ready to see my tits?”  Without waiting for a response, she grasped the front hem of her blouse and pulled it up.  Her tits bounced free and Greg took in the shape of the lovely woman, her nipples already erect from the excitement
The door pushed open a little wider as Lucy leaned in to see the action.  She was just a few feet away from her mom’s bare ass.  Her eyes were wide with wonder as she watched the seduction of Greg, not even realizing it was really her own seduction.  Again she thought about how amazing it was so see her mom do this!  It was such a fantastic ass.  She thought of girls she’d seen in Simon's Playboys and then of the time she’d seen Elsa's bare butt.  This was every bit as nice as the ones in Playboy, but she remembered the closeness of Elsa’s butt at the sleepover and how Elsa had laughed at her while wiggling her bare ass.  “What, never see a bare butt before?” she’d said.  Later during the sleepover, Elsa had flashed her whole naked front at Lucy to make her blush.  She’d wanted to do the same back at Elsa, but had been afraid.  
As she watched, Lucy saw her mom’s bare back.  Greg’s face was funny as his eyes bounced up and down in rhythm to the bouncing tits.  Then, Kim turned her back to Greg, keeping her eyes on her lover, but putting her hands on her ass and said, “Like my hot ass, lover.  Tell me how much you like it.”  Her real intent was to show off her tits to her little sister, saying “hey, look what I got that you don’t.”  And Lucy looked with jealousy on her mom’s tits.  She squeezed her own empty bikini top and wished for some just like that.  Damn, she thought, Greg won’t really want to have me.  Look at her!
Astonished, she saw her sister take her panties down to her knees and saw the trimmed triangle of hair between her mom’s legs.  God, she wanted to have some of that, too.  Her hand wandered to her own hairless pussy and rubbed it through her shorts.  But, she heard Greg say, “Not yet, little girl.  Turn around and show me those tits again.”  Kim turned and Lucy heard, “I love those tits.  But, you know I love small tits and no tits, too.  Your sister is such a sexy girl.  Too bad she doesn’t have a boyfriend.  I’ll bet she’d love to show off her body just like you’re doing.”   
“You think so,” asked Kim.  “She’s such a little brat, sometimes it’s hard to think of her as a little girl.  I think she’d be too scared to show off this much to a boy.”
“Well, she shouldn’t be.  That cute figure of hers drives me crazy.  I'd love to get my hands on that firm ass and that hot little hard body.  God, she’s a dream girl.  I’ll bet you a blowjob that she’d love to show off for a boy.  Did you see her in that little top of hers?  I wanted to rip that right off her and suck her tiny little nipples.”  
Accidentally (?), Lucy bumped the door and it opened a little wider.  She was trying to see Greg’s face as he said that.  Was he kidding?  God, she couldn’t believe he’d said that.  Hot little hard body.  She looked down at herself, wishing she had tits, but then Greg didn’t seem to mind.  She thought of him looking at her bare chest.  Rip her top off?  Holy shit.  Was she really that hot?  Dream girl!  Her heart was beating so hard she couldn’t stand it.  Firm ass.  God, nobody had ever talked about her like that.  Cute figure!  Drives me crazy!  Rip her top off?!  Suck on my...  Oooo.  And, with a little smile she knew that her sister would owe Greg a blowjob if Lucy showed off like that for him.  She thought of her mom’s mouth with a cock in it.  Like that picture that Elsa had showed her, only her mom!  Her mom!  Rip her top off?  Hot little...  Shit!  Greg was standing there with the door open.  “Ho ho,” he said.  “Caught red handed watching me and your sister.  What do you have to say for yourself now?”
Lucy looked up her sister’s boyfriend.  “Kim doesn’t have any clothes on,” said the younger sister.  “What are you two doing?”
Greg grabbed her by the arm and pulled her into the room.  “Didn’t we tell you to leave us alone?” yelled Kim.  She covered her bare tits, but didn’t try to get dressed or deny what was going on.  “What are we going to do with her, Greg?”
“Come on in,” said Greg, remembering the kiss he’d just shared with the younger sister.  “Come on in, sexy, we were just talking about you, weren’t we, Kim?”
“Yeah, hey, do you want to see if she wants to…?
“Sure,” said Greg.  “We just made a bet didn’t we?  How about it, Lucy?  Did you hear what we were saying?”
“Uh huh,” said Lucy.  
“What bet?” asked Kim.  She hadn’t even realized what Greg was saying when he’d said it.  It was, after all, just a figure of speech.  
“The one about the blow job,” said Lucy.  “What’s a blow job?”  She thought she knew, but only Elsa had out right told her, so she though she could get away with the innocent question.  Besides, it seemed the right thing to say with her mother present even if she was pretending to be her sister.  
“Let her stay,” said Greg.  “See if she wants to watch.  She’s only a couple years younger than you and wants to learn.”
“All right,” said Kim, with a sly smile.  “She can’t seem to stay out of the way.  Maybe it’s time she learned a thing or two.  Besides, maybe she won’t want to do it.”  Giving the 11-year-old one more chance to change her mind, Kim said, “You know you don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.”  
Lucy knew what Kim was talking about.  She’d been prepared for it.  But still she said, “You mean I can watch?”
“Yes,” said Kim.
Then, Greg cut in, “Yeah, little sexy thing, see if you can keep up with your big sister.  You can watch and maybe even get another kiss if you’re good… or maybe even more than that.  Why don’t you hop up on the bed and we’ll see what happens.”  As Lucy made herself comfortable on the bed, Greg said, to Kim, “Where were we?”
“We-e-e-ll,” said Kim, she put her hands down with the eyes on Lucy, “we were just about here.”
“That’s right,” said Greg, sitting down on the bed a few feet from Lucy.  “You were showing me how sexy you look in next to nothing.”
Lucy watched intently as her sister put her hands under her tits again and lifted them up, saying to Greg, “You were just admiring my tits.  Do you want to suck on them?”  Kim walked seductively toward her boyfriend until her tits were right in his face.  All the time, neither sister took their eyes off each other.  Lucy looked her nearly nude sister up and down, feeling her own pussy start to get wet.  She leaned forward intently as Greg did the same.  The younger girl only stopped leaning when Greg’s lips made contact with Kim’s tits.  With a close up view, Lucy couldn’t believe she was getting to see her mom… er, sister, making out with Greg
“Mmmm,” said Greg, “as he ran his tongue over the woman’s soft nipples, feeling them harden in response to his ministrations.  He sucked on first one and then the other, enjoying himself even more because he knew he had an audience and because he knew he was closer to his goal of getting Lucy.  He reveled in the power he felt from having manipulated Kim to the point that she was letting him suck her tits in front of her daughter.  
“What about the blowjob?” interrupted Lucy.
“Lucy!?” said Kim.  “You don’t even know what that is.  Maybe it’s happening right now.”
“No, it’s not,” said Lucy.  “I know that’s not it.”
“Well, what is it, then?” demanded Kim.  She hadn’t quite told Lucy about this part, but knew it was going to happen.  She realized it was a motherly question, asked accusingly, so she quickly changed her tone of voice.  “Can’t fool you, can I?”
“Well, there was the bet,” said Greg.  
“But, I don’t owe you one because…” her eyes brightened as she realized where Greg was going with this.  
Greg finished for her.  “Because she hasn’t taken off her top and shorts, right?  I said I’ll bet you a blowjob that she’d show off for a boy.  Well, let her show off for me.”  He slid over next to the younger girl, holding Kim’s right hand with his left as he put his right hand on Lucy’s bare back.  “How about it, sexy?  You want to see your sister give me a blowjob?  You know what that is, don’t you, really?”
“I think it’s when a girl puts a boy’s penis in her mouth,” whispered Lucy.  “I wanna see it, too.”  She shivered as Greg’s hand ran down her bare back, past the tie of her bikini top and then back up.  He massaged her neck and she sighed softly.  
Greg winked at Kim as he put his attention into seducing the preteen.  Kim understood the conspiratorial nature of the wink.  It told her they were both a party to the seduction.  Slowly the 13-year-old ran his right hand over the bare back of his target, putting his left hand on her thigh.  Lucy stiffened as the older boy’s attention turned on her.  It was what she wanted, but it was still a big step that was about to happen.  
The little girl in front of him was so cute and sexy, Greg had to force himself to go slowly.  “You’re really a beautiful girl, you know,” he said to her.  “You’ve got a cute figure and I wasn’t kidding when I said you were sexy.”
“I heard you tell Kim that you like girls with… uh… with small…uh …breasts.”
“That’s not what I said,” said Greg.  “I said I like girls with little or no tits, just like yours.  I mean, I like your sister’s tits, too.  They’re a nice size and she likes to show them to me.  But, yours are just the right size for your age and they’ll be growing soon.  That’s why I think you’re sexy.”  All the while, his hands continued to caress her bare back and her bare thigh.  He stopped talking and in the silence all three of them watched his left hand run up and down the smooth thigh, all the way up to the hem of her shorts.  His finger ran under the hem of her shorts, then switched to the other thigh and down to her knee.  Again it ran up the soft inner thigh, gentle pressure urging her to spread her knees.  She didn’t take the hint, so he kept up his stroking.  
To Kim, it was like watching two lovers in a movie, their faces inches apart, yearning to kiss, but almost afraid to.  It was her natural reaction when she saw a scene like that in the movie to think, “Oh, kiss her already.”  Then, she realized she’d said it aloud.  The two kids leaned together and repeated the kiss they’d shared on the couch.  But, this time, Greg leaned the young girl back on the bed.  One hand moved to the girl’s bare tummy and the other to caress her soft cheek.  The two kissed for a couple of minutes before Kim said, “Ahem, remember me?”
Greg sat up, bringing Lucy with him, “Oh, yeah, well…uh…just trying to… uh… to… talk her into her side of the bet.”
“Wasn’t much talking,” giggled Lucy.  “Are you going to…?  I mean, doesn’t the boy…uh… oh, yeah, Kim did it herself… oh,” she giggled nervously again.  “You want me to get off the bed and take off my top and my shorts.”
“Yeah,” said Kim, bouncing herself down on Greg’s other side.  “You watched me.  I’ll watch you.  This’ll be fun, won’t it?”
Lucy slipped off the bed and stepped away a couple of feet.  It was against Greg’s better judgment to put this much pressure on her.  Lucy was precocious, but also a little bit nervous.  Perhaps it would be less stress if they just kept cuddling and he slowly undressed her.  But, big sis played her part well, and Lucy couldn’t have changed her mind if she wanted to.  “Come on, Lucy.  I dare you.  I’m topless.  Let’s see you do it.  Show us your tits.  It’s cool.”  With that encouragement, Lucy untied her tiny top and started to remove it.  “Hold it,” said Kim.  “Hold the cups in place and … drum roll, please.  One, two, three, toss it.”  The top went sailing off to Lucy’s right with a giggle.  
Greg stared at the bare flat chest of the 11-year-old as she showed off her tits for the first time ever.  “Oooo,” he said.  “So suckable.”  
“Wiggle!” said Kim.  “Come on, sis, shake your booty!  Show us your stuff!”
The encouragement got Lucy to giggling and wiggling.  Her big sister had slid the big moment right by her and it felt good to be topless with a boy looking at her.  She looked down at her bare chest as if surprised at herself, then at Greg.  She was thrilled to see he was licking his lips and staring at her cute tits.  
“Don’t stop there!” said Kim.  “Wiggle!  Get down to your panties, hot stuff.  Show Greg what you got.  If you do that, then I gotta do the blowjob.  Holy cow, I can’t believe you’re gonna do it!”  And indeed, the little girl pulled open the elastic top of her shorts and slid them down quickly.  She took the shorts and tossed them toward her discarded top.  In just her panties, she wiggled again.  The panties she was wearing were light blue with little yellow flowers on them.  “Show us your butt,” yelled Kim.  “Wiggle your ass.”
Lucy spun around and bent at the waist, waving her cute little ass at the two of them.  It filled out the panties nicely.  She looked over her shoulder at them and saw Greg still intently watching her.  “Now, like this,” said Kim, getting up from the bed.  She pulled up the bottom of Lucy’s panties until they slid right up the crack of her ass.  The two of them giggled as Kim said, “There you go, just like mine.  Little sexy panty girl!  Whooeee.”
“Shake them together,” said Greg.  The two sisters, side by side, bent and waved their nearly bare asses at the boy.  He was almost there!  “Now, show me your tits together.”  The two did as he asked.  He watched them dance sexily side by side, then Kim grabbed Lucy by the shoulders and they danced around facing each other.  It was a wild and sexy sight.  “Now, show me your pussies,” said Greg.  
Kim looked at Lucy with a surprised ‘hey, yeah, do it’ look and put her ass toward Greg while she pulled her little panties down.  Lucy smiled at her big sister and turned her back to Greg, too.  “You do it, slowly,” said Kim.  “Let him enjoy the first time he ever sees your ass.”  Kim winked at Greg.  “And then touch your toes.”  The 11-year-old slowly peeled off her little blue panties, and then stepped out of them.  Touching her toes, she revealed her bare pussy to Greg for the first time, without even knowing what she was doing.  
Greg rose from the bed and Lucy suddenly snapped up straight, facing him, suddenly sobered.  He stepped to her and put his arms around her, pulling her into a deep kiss.  She melted as she felt his hands slide down her back and end up cupping her bare ass.  He broke the kiss and did the same to Kim.  “Now, you two sit on the bed and watch me,” he said.  “Kim owes me a blowjob and I can’t get that with clothes on, can I?”  As the two girls made themselves comfortable, Greg added, “And she’s not going to put my penis in her mouth… she’s going to put my cock in her mouth and suck it!”
Lucy giggled.  
Greg made his act less theatrical.  After all, it was his cock that they wanted to see, nothing else.  He pulled off his shirt, revealing his muscular chest and then started to pull down his shorts.  “Oooo, Greg, slowly, please,” said Lucy.  “It’s my first time to see…uh…see a cock or a boy’s butt.”  So, Greg put on a show for her.  He turned his back to the girls and slowly slid his shorts off over his firm butt, wiggling it as he did.  Like the girls had done, he looked around to see their faces as he revealed his jockey shorts.  In that same position, he started pulling down his underwear, then stopped.  “Watch this!” he said, with a smile.  He pulled his underwear up so his ass cheeks were clearly visible to the two.  “I’ve got tiny panties, too.”  He looked at Lucy and was surprised by the intent look on her face, a look of awe at the sight of his ass.  It was a look he was used to seeing from Bobby when his younger brother got to watch someone being shocked.  It was a look of intense desire.  “Come touch my ass, Lucy,” he said to her.  
“Really?” she asked.  As if in a trance, she rose and came over to place her hands on his hot ass.  She rested them there for a second and then started to squeeze his cheeks.  He flexed his ass as she did and she giggled, “It’s so hard and mine is so soft.”  With her standing that close, he pulled down his jockey shorts so they weren’t in the way at all.  She squeezed again, then took a step back as he turned around.  Her eyes got big as she saw his cock swing around to point at her.  He’d been hard ever since he’d kissed the little vixen on the bed.  With her naked and standing this close, it was at its full length and throbbing.  “Holy cow!” she said, reaching for the member as if it had been offered.  “It’s so hard and so big.”
“And ours are so soft and so tight,” said Kim.  “It’s a perfect match.  Now stand back sis, you’re gonna get to see a blowjob.”  She was eager to get fucked and have an orgasm, but knew that Greg wanted this first.  The older sister knelt in front of Greg and put her lips around the hard cock.  Enjoying the feeling of the warm lips wrapped around his cock, Greg was watching the expression on Lucy’s face.  The curious look turned into wide-eyed wonder as Kim slid inch after inch of the cock into her mouth. 
“Where’s it going?” asked Lucy in surprise.
“Here,” said Greg, pointing at the swell in Kim’s throat.  “She’s sliding it all the way down her throat, because she’s a good cocksucker.  Put your hand here.”  Carefully, Lucy put her hand on Kim’s throat as Kim slid the cock back out.  Then in it went again.  
“Wow!” said Lucy.  “It’s really in there, isn’t it, mommy?”  She didn’t even notice her slip of the tongue.  But, Kim’s eyes showed surprise as she was momentarily called back to reality.  She had a 13-year-old boy’s cock down her throat while her 11-year-old daughter watched.  What was she doing?  Then that thought passed when Greg said, “Yep, your big sister sure is good at this.  And it’s really nice of her to show you how to do it.”  He wanted to get another step down before mom could chicken out.  “How about if you give it a try?”
“Uh, OK,” said Lucy.  “I don’t have to do it all, do I?”  She looked at Kim as she asked the question.  Suddenly it was like she was asking mom for permission to suck a cock.  
“No, honey,” said Kim.  “You only have to do as much as you can take.”  
“That’s right,” said Greg.  “Your big sister showed you how a good cocksucker does it.  You’re just a beginner, so you just put your tongue on it and lick it for starters.”  Kim moved back and Lucy knelt in front of the boy.  She stuck her tongue out and licked the tip of the cock.  Then, she licked around the head of the cock and sucked on the head.  “Lick the bottom of it,” said Greg.  Kim showed her sister how to run her tongue up the length of the shaft and swirl her tongue around it.  
“See how much you can get in,” said Kim.  She put her thumb and index finger around Greg’s cock like a ring.  Lucy slid her lips up to the ring, getting an inch of cock in her mouth, and then Kim started to move the ring farther back.  For Greg, the initial thrill of getting a little girl to suck cock for the first time was one of his biggest turn-ons.  Here he was getting a chance to see it again as Lucy trusted Kim and Greg.  
At three inches, the little girl’s eyes opened wide and she stopped.  Then she slid it out of her mouth.  “That’s as far as I can go, mommy,” she said.  “Can I call you mommy, please?  I feel better if mommy is showing me how to suck cock than anybody else…even a big sister I wish I had.”  
“Sure, baby,” said Kim.  “Sure, mommy will show you how to suck cock and all the rest, if that’s what you want.”  
Trying to feel like a teenager wasn’t working out for the mother, but for Greg, it was even better.  Just the sound of the little girl saying she wanted ‘mommy’ to show her how to suck cock was a turn on.  Suddenly he was ready to cum.  “You better finish me off, Kim,” he said.  “I’m going to cum soon.”
“You don’t want Lucy to do it?” asked Kim.  “She’s doing pretty good, isn’t she?  Let her put your cock in her hot little mouth and suck it again.  She’ll get better.”
Well, thought Greg, it’s not that she isn’t doing a good job, it was just that I don’t want to surprise her with the load of cum that’s about to boil up.  But, with that invitation, he couldn’t wait any longer.  He pushed his cock toward the 11-year-old and watched her engulfed his cock in her cute little mouth.  It slid three inches deep before she stopped it and started to slide up and down on the shaft.  
When Lucy looked up as if to ask how she was doing, Greg said, “You look so sexy with a cock in your mouth, Lucy, now relax and swallow like the head of my cock was going all the way down to your tummy.”  He shoved forward while holding the back of her head and suddenly Lucy’s surprised eyes were an inch from Greg’s tummy, her nose buried in his pubic hair, and his balls banging on her sweet little chin.  Cum exploded down her throat and she swallowed hard.  Greg pulled out and shoved in deep again.  “See, you’re a good little cocksucker just like your mommy.  Hold her head, Kim.” 
Surprised, mommy acted before she could even think and put her hands behind Lucy’s head to help Greg fuck her daughter’s face with deep hard strokes.  Lucy’s virgin throat bulged again and again as Greg spent himself deep down her throat.  The surprised 11-year-old’s head was spinning as she realized what was happening.  She felt a thrill of triumph that she’d swallowed the older boy’s entire cock.  On just her first try she was a “good” cocksucker like her mommy was.  But, it was also uncomfortable and she wasn’t sure if she liked the feeling.  But, through it all, she heard Greg’s words, “Oooo, yes, my little sexy thing, that’s it, Lucy, you’re so sexy I can’t help myself.  I’m cumming in your mouth, ‘cause you’re the best cocksucker I’ve ever had.  You are soooo wonderful, Lucy.  Suck my cock dry, you sexy thing.  Wrap those cute lips around my big cock and show me just how good you are.  Can you feel how hard you make me and how incredible your sexy body is?  Can you feel how hard you’re making me cum!?”  
As his orgasm subsided, Greg pulled his cock from Lucy’s mouth and wiped the cum off her chin with his finger.  He put his finger to Kim’s mouth for her to clean it off.  Lucy’s mother was looking a little shocked at what happened, too.  Had they gone too far?  It had looked like Greg was raping her mouth.  Eager to make sure her daughter enjoyed her first sex experience with the talented teenage boy, Kim picked up Greg’s lead and made it sound like everything was just fine.  “Wow!  You did it, Lucy.  You did it on your first try.  I’m so glad I was here to help you learn.”
Lucy wiped her chin, the taste and smell of cum hitting her for the first time as she came down from her high.  “Mmmmm,” she said.  “Is it OK, mommy?  Is it OK?  I thought you wanted to do the blowjob.  Is it OK that I did it first?  Gosh, it was so fast.  And what was happening.  What came out of his cock?  Was that… gosh, I did it.”  She grasped the wilting cock in front of her and slid her hand along its slippery length.  “It was all the way in!”
“That was really amazing,” said Kim.  “Yes, baby, it’s OK that you did it first.  It surprised me, but it’s OK.  You got it all in and then you swallowed his cum.”
“Yeah,” said Greg.  “I’ll bet none of the other girls your age have ever done that.  I’ll bet none of your friends have done it.  You’ve got a special mommy to let you learn how to do it so young.  Did you enjoy it?  You sure looked like you did.”
Even though she still wasn’t sure she had enjoyed it, Lucy said, “Of course I did.”  It seemed like the grown-up thing to say.  Her mommy must enjoy it or she wouldn’t do it.  “It was so cool.  All the way!”
But, mommy hastened to add, “But you can’t tell any of your friends what happened.  If their mommy or daddy found out about this, they might not understand.”  She gave Greg a concerned look.  What had she gotten herself into?  What if Lucy did brag about it?  “You mustn’t tell anyone else.  Just like other mommy’s wouldn’t do it for their daughters, they would get upset if they heard about you and me blowing Greg.”
“Oh, I know,” said Lucy.  “I know I have a special mommy and a special friend.  That’s you, Greg,” she added.  “I won’t tell anyone.”  She flopped back on the carpet, unashamed and seemingly unaware of her nudity.  Then she perked up, “But we’re not finished yet, are we?  Should you give Greg a blowjob and finish it like I did?”
“If he wants it,” said Kim.  “I guess I still owe him one.”  
“I’ll tell you what,” said Greg.  “Why don’t you both do it, but this time your mommy can finish it.”  He lay back on the carpet and watched as Kim nuzzled into his crotch, taking his soft cock into her mouth.  
She licked his balls and cock, and then said, “Lucy, you should come here and do some of this.  It’s great to feel his cock get hard in your mouth.  When he gets excited, like when he sees your cute, sexy body or when you suck his cock, it will get hard again.”  So, Lucy joined her mother and sucked on the growing member while Kim licked at Greg’s balls. 
Just as Kim had said, Greg’s cock hardened quickly.  Excited by her new sexual experiences, Lucy giggled.  “It’s getting big again.  That’s for me?”
“Yes, it is, you sexy thing,” said Greg.  “Your cute little tongue and mouth are getting me all hot and ready to go again.”  The sight of the mother-daughter team working on his cock was a thrill for the young teen.  It was hard to believe that this had all started less than two weeks ago.  Kim was virtually his cock slave, ready to do anything for a great fuck, even offer up her daughter.  If he played it right, the little girl would have the same passion for cocks as her mom did.  As he felt his cum rising, he said, “Lucy, you better back off now or your mom will never get to finish a blowjob.  Let her do it and I’ll fill her mouth with my cum just like I did yours.”  
As Kim slipped her lips around Greg’s cock, she let it slide all the way in as she’d learned to do so well.  It wasn’t so much that she enjoyed sucking Greg’s cock as it was that she had learned this was a necessary step toward getting the stud’s cock in her pussy.  She wanted that orgasm bad enough to let him violate her mouth and throat like this.  
Even though she’d seen it before and even done it herself, the sight amazed Lucy.  Almost to herself, she whispered, “Cocksucking.  Suck a cock.  Suck a cock.”  The words sounded funny, but her cunnie got tingly just from saying it.  Her face was just inches from her mommy’s face as she intently watched her mommy’s technique.  The cock slid deep between her spread lips with little resistance.  Then, as the cock came back out, her cheeks sank in as she sucked against the withdrawing shaft.  It came out about 4 inches and Kim breathed deep and quick through her nose just before the cock slid in again.  Lucy had just gotten the rhythm down when it sped up considerably.  She watched Greg’s hands reach behind her mommy’s head and pull the woman closer, deeper.  Motion below caught her attention and she looked down to see her mommy’s tits swinging wildly as the pace picked up.  The cock slid in and out hard and fast.  Then, Kim’s eyes got big as her mouth started to fill with the pungent taste and aroma of cum.  
Just for Lucy’s benefit, Greg said, “Here it goes.  I’m cumming in her mouth now.  Watch as she swallows it all, Lucy.”  Lucy watched the boy’s nude body spasm as his cock plunged in again and again.  The white goo seeped out the corners of her mom’s mouth, telling her that Greg was telling the truth.  And mommy’s throat was bulging and swallowing like she was taking big drinks of water.  
As Greg started to relax, he pulled his softening cock from Kim’s mouth.  It was still coated with cum, so he said to Kim, “Clean it off and then I’ll give you the best fuck ever.”  With her daughter watching intently, Kim licked the cum from the corners of her mouth, then bathed the cock in front of her with her tongue until it was clean.  “Now, get up on the bed, Kim, and tell me what you want.”
The woman scrambled up on the big bed and spread her legs wide.  “I want your cock inside me, Greg.  I need to cum.”  
Greg climbed on top of the woman and put his mouth on hers.  The taste of his own cum was still there.  He pulled back and said, “Lucy, did you like the taste of my cum?”  She nodded.  “Come here and you can taste it again.”  As Lucy crawled up beside him, Greg didn’t pass up the chance to fondle the young body.  “Kiss your mommy like you kissed me and you’ll get another taste.”
Kim was trapped.  She’d just begged for a fuck and knew that Greg’s request would be fulfilled or there would be no fucking, but… kiss her 11-year-old daughter?!  Likewise, Lucy looked at Greg with surprise at the thought of kissing her mom like she’d kissed Greg.  But, she was trapped as well.  She’d admitted she liked the taste and now Greg was inviting her to taste it again.  She didn’t want to look like a little girl who was afraid to try something new and she just assumed that it was not unusual for two women to share the taste of their man’s cum.  So, she leaned forward to get the taste.  Greg helped her by supporting her.  With one arm around her waist, he used his other hand to put Lucy’s right hand on her mom’s left tit.  The lips of the two girls touched and Greg could see their tongues tentatively exploring each other’s mouth.  
Greg’s cock grew quickly at the sight of the two kissing.  Lucy was feeling up her mom as they kissed, without even realizing it.  The passion between the two girls increased and the kiss continued longer than Greg expected.  He took Kim’s right arm and put it around Lucy, placing the hand firmly on Lucy’s ass.  Kim put her left hand in the same position.  Their passion was a pleasant surprise for Greg, who didn’t mind watching two girls make out and definitely didn’t mind watching mother and daughter explore each other’s bodies.  
The young boy lay down next to Kim and whispered in her ear, “You’re really something, Kim.  You wouldn’t believe how much girls my age and Lucy’s age want to experiment with other girls.  I’ll bet you’ve never done this before, but you’re so young at heart, you can’t help yourself.  Don’t think of it as being a lesbian.  You’re just experimenting with someone you trust.  Doesn’t her soft ass feel good?  Let her experiment as you do it, too.  Ask her to suck your tits.”
Kim broke the kiss with her daughter and said, “Lucy, would you like to suck my tits?  Go ahead and give it a try.”
The 11-year-old looked surprised at the idea, but like Greg had said, she was ready to experiment with anything right now.  She slid down her mother’s body until she was facing a wonderful pair of tits.  Tentatively she put her lips around one nipple and started to suck on it.  A moan from Kim told her that she was doing it right, so she sucked with relish on the soft flesh, feeling the nipple harden in her mouth.  God, this is so cool, she thought.  Again she remembered Elsa flashing her nude body and thought how nice it would be to suck on Elsa’s small nipples.  
After Lucy had spent several minutes licking and sucking on Kim’s tits, Greg suggested to her that she offer her own tits to her mother.  With a grin, the little girl wiggled herself up to present her nipples to the woman that was teaching her all about sex.  She sighed in pleasure as her mommy sucked her nipples hard.  Her whole body started to tingle.  To her surprise, she felt a hand caressing her pussy and a finger playing with her slit.  She turned to look at Greg, but saw both his hands, one on his thigh and the other stroking his big, hard cock.  God, the hand in her pussy was her mom’s!  The tingling grew more intense when she realized her own mom was touching her most private place in a sexual way.  “Mmmmm,” she moaned, never wanting this moment to stop.  
Greg noticed Lucy’s ragged breathing and saw where Kim’s hand was.  Lucy was about to orgasm for her mom and Kim didn’t appear to be aware of what effect she was having on the young girl.  He whispered in Kim’s ear again.  “She’s about to cum, Kim.  You need to finish her off.  Play with her like you play with yourself.  Make her cum now.”
At Greg’s words, Kim rolled over, putting Lucy in the bottom position.  She positioned herself where Lucy’s tits and mouth were equally accessible to her hungry mouth and her hand was in the 11-year-old’s crotch.  Alternating between mouth and nipples, mommy’s mouth was devouring her daughter while her hand was busy in the hairless cunt.  As Kim’s hand sped up, applying more pressure to Lucy’s clit, the young girl’s back arched up off the bed and she panted, “I’m… I’m… soooo… gooood.  Feelssss…. Soooo goood.  Mmmmmmm.  Ooooo, yes, mommy, do it faster, harder.”  She shuddered to an orgasm and lay there panting.  
By now, Greg was so hard he couldn’t stand it.  “Lay back, Kim.  It’s time to get fucked.  Lay back and spread your legs.  Let’s fuck while Lucy watches.”  Kim didn’t need to be told twice.  In a flash she was spread and gasped as she felt the wonderful cock penetrate her in one thrust.  She realized how much fun she’d been having when she noticed how wet her pussy was.  She was hot and close to her own orgasm.  Though Greg was hot, too, he also had the experience to relax and take his time.  
“Watch us, Lucy,” said Greg.  “You’re going to be next.”  He didn’t need to say that, the girl was already watching in wide-eyed wonder as her mommy got fucked right next to her.  She watched her mommy moan and hump back at the boy as his cock pounded in and out.  Kim came quickly, writhing in ecstasy.  Lucy could hardly wait for her turn – the look on her mom’s face was so intense and pleasurable.  But, Greg wasn’t finished yet.  He slowed his thrusts, holding back his own orgasm, then sped up again.  Kim felt another orgasm hit her and she yelled, “Oh, fuck me, Greg!  You’re so fucking good!  I’m cumming again!  Oh, fuck, Lucy, watch us fuck and then you’ll get a turn.  God Almighty, this is fucking incredible.  Cum inside me, Greg.  Cum with me.  Shoot off inside me.  Please, Greg, cum with me.”
“Next time,” said the youth as he slowed his thrusts again.  “Next time will be the best and then I’ll cum with you.”  He smiled at the look on Kim’s face.  It was a mixture of bliss, surrender, awe, and anticipation.  She was his totally and all he had to do was be a good fuck.  “Now tell me that you’ll be mine forever.  Tell your master what you want.”
“Yes, yes, Master, yes, I’ll be yours forever, whenever you want me.  Just fuck me good.  Just make me cum again.  I’ll do anything for you… anything.”  
Greg started pounding hard into Kim’s pussy as she finished.  “I want you to cum for me now.  I want you to scream my name as loud as you can.  I want you to show Lucy just how good it feels to be fucked.”  He felt his cum rising.  Lucy was watching the whole show with amazement.  Her mom was begging for a fuck.  She wondered if she too would be calling Greg her Master and begging for his cock.  It sounded so deliciously naughty and looked like it felt incredible.  Greg’s body tensed as he shot his load into Kim’s tight pussy.  She was right with him, enjoying her own orgasm – her best so far.  Greg collapsed on top of his cock slave, holding her tight as the moment of passion subsided.  
Greg knew he could cum one more time, but not immediately.  He looked over at Lucy, who was watching the two intently.  Smiling, he slid off of Kim and cuddled up to the young girl.  “Did that look like fun, sexy thing?” asked Greg.  She only nodded, afraid to speak, as if that would spoil the moment.  Greg put his lips on hers and felt her mouth yield to him.  He pulled her on top of him, cupping her ass as they embraced.  She shuddered as his hands roamed over her ass, then up her bare back.  It was a new experience for her and although she wanted it, she was still nervous.  Greg rolled Lucy onto her back, with him on top of her.  From that position, he started to explore her slender body with his mouth, kissing his way down to her hard nipples.  
Kim recovered from her exertion and rolled to watch the two.  It was amazing to watch her daughter respond to Greg’s expert touch.  She knew just how the 11-year-old felt.  Though partly jealous and partly protective, she made no move to interfere or stop the 13-year-old boy as he prepared to take Lucy’s virginity.  Greg kissed his way across Lucy’s flat tummy, getting a giggle as his lips tickled her.  Then, he got a gasp as his lips kissed her bare pussy.  His tongue flicked between her smooth lips, tasting her and giving her a new thrill.  
Realizing that she was already wet, Greg raised up and put his cock to the entrance to the virgin’s pussy.  Gently he pushed in as Lucy’s eyes widen.  Her surprise at the feeling made him slow down.  “This could feel a little uncomfortable,” he said to her.  “It will probably even hurt the first time.  But, after I take your cherry, you’ll loosen up and start to enjoy it.”  Slowly and gently he slid his cock in and out a couple of inches, feeling the resistance of her hymen.  “Are you ready?” he asked as he pushed up against her virginity one last time.
Lucy nodded, holding her breath as she felt the pressure against her.  She felt as if he could go no further, but he’d sure gotten deeper with her mom, so she knew there was more to come.  Nervously she glanced at her mom, who gave her a smile and a nod.  “That’s right, Lucy,” said Kim.  “I’m right here with you.  Let him stick it all the way in and you’ll really love it.”
“Tell me what you want,” said Greg.  “What am I going to do to you?  Let me know.”  
“Y…yes, G…Greg,” stammered Lucy nervously.  “Go ahead.  Put it all the way in.”  
“Tell me,” said Greg.  “Say ‘fuck me’.  I want to hear my sexy little thing talk dirty.”
“Fuck me, Greg,” said Lucy.  “Oooo,” she squealed as he did just what she’d asked for.  The brief stab of pain passed quickly and she felt more full than she’d ever felt before.  The big cock was deep inside her.  She spread her legs wider to accommodate the hard member, feeling so nasty as she spread wide for him.  She looked down to see his cock disappearing into her slit, then saw it pull out and push in again.  It was accompanied by the most wonderful feeling.  I’m a woman, she thought to herself and a smile came to her face.  A handsome, older boy was fucking her right now.  It was almost beyond belief.  
As Greg’s rhythm settled down, Lucy found herself pushing back against him, helping him drive deep into her.  As he’d planned, Greg’s tongue action had warmed the girl up and her first orgasm came quickly.  “That’s one,” said Greg.  “Your mom had three.  Would you like that?”
“Mmmmm, oooo, yes,” said Lucy.  The first orgasm had been wonderful, better than when her mom had diddled her off.  She wanted two more.  Greg wasn’t going to fall short of that mark.  Though he was hard, he still wasn’t close to cumming.  That meant he could thrust hard and deep into the once virgin pussy.  In seconds, Lucy was cumming again, “Oooo, yes, Greg, oooo, God, mommy, it’s sooo … sooo wonderful.  Fuck me again, Greg.  Make me tingle and cum.”
“You bet, you sexy little thing,” said Greg.  “But you know what you gotta say to get a third one.  Tell your master what you want.”  
“Yes, Master,” said the 11-year-old.  “Fuck me hard, Master.  Make me cum… please.  Fuck me and cum inside me.  Mmmm,” she finished as Greg put his lips on hers.  Without a break in rhythm, he sucked her tongue into his mouth, then craned his head down to devour a nipple.  
“Scream my name when you cum this time,” said Greg.  “Let the world know who is fucking you.  If you do that for me, I’ll fuck you to a fourth orgasm after this.”  His pounding continued, but he knew that soon he’d be cumming.  The idea of fucking this pre-pubescent dream girl while her mom watched was an incredible turn on for him.  
As Lucy felt her third orgasm hit her, she screamed, “Yes, Greg, Master, fuck me hard.  Make me feel … soooo… gooooood, ooooo, fuck me!”  If there had been any doubt about what was happening, Lucy dispelled it with a scream that could have let the whole neighborhood know that she wasn’t a virgin anymore.  It hit Greg that Lucy had done as she’d been told, but Kim had taken her last orgasm quietly, despite his instructions to scream out his name.  Well, he’d deal with her after he was done with Lucy.  
It was time for his orgasm, so Greg let loose totally.  He pounded into the tight pussy that surrounded his throbbing member.  The little girl thrust her hips right back at him, enjoying herself to the fullest.  Her screams had become incoherent as her fourth orgasm hit her.  Greg filled the tiny cunt with a huge blast of cum, feeling the triumph as he did.  In less than two weeks, he’d fucked Kim and gotten her to offer up Lucy.  The two would be his cock slaves for the rest of the week before Simon returned.  Then, slaves that they were, they’d let him fuck them right in front of Simon.  
Greg slid his limp cock from Lucy’s pussy and said, “How about cumming one more time, Lucy?”
“Really?  That would be wonderful.”
Greg turned to Kim and said, “When I fucked you, I told you to scream out my name.  Lucy did as she was told, but you didn’t.”  Looking stern, he smiled inside at the horrified look on Kim’s face.  “I need to punish you now.  Or, I can just not fuck you next time I come over.  I’ll fuck Lucy, but not you.  How would you like that?”
“No, no, Greg,” pleaded Kim.  “I’ve been good.  I sucked you.  I let you do Lucy.  I’ll do anything else you want, Master.  Don’t stop fucking me.  Please, I’ll do anything.”  
“Good,” said Greg.  “If you’re good now, I’ll forgive you.”  Without another word, he started going through the drawers of her dresser until he’d found what he needed.  When he approached the bed again, he was carrying four scarves of various colors.  “Give me your wrist,” he said, then tied Kim’s right wrist to the upper right corner of the bed.  One by one, Kim found her limbs tied to bed corners until she was helplessly spread-eagle on the bed.  
He turned to Lucy and said, “See, Lucy, this is what I expect out of you and your mom.  She’s willing to let me do anything to her, because she knows what pleasure I can give.  But, she’s been bad and you were good, so I’m going to let her reward you.”
Then, to Kim he said, “What I want you to do is give Lucy another orgasm.  But this time, I want you to do it with your tongue.”  At her surprised look, he said, “That’s right.  I want you to go down on Lucy and eat the cum right out of her pussy.  I want her to ride your face so you can use your naughty tongue on her.”  Kim could do nothing to stop him and, true to her word, even if she had not been tied, she would have done nothing to stop him from helping her daughter squat over her face.  
Lucy was a bit apprehensive, but Greg assured her by saying, “Remember how good her fingers felt.  Remember how good my cock felt.  Well, her tongue will be just as good.  Girls do this all the time to each other.  But, I’ll bet this is you mom’s first time.  But, I also know she wants to experiment with having sex with you, so it’s OK.”  Lucy sat down, facing down the length of Kim’s body, and pressed her dripping pussy on Kim’s mouth.  From her perspective, Kim was looking at the tight, round ass of her 11-year-old daughter, but she could feel the wet pussy with her tongue.  
Kim gently ran her tongue through her daughter’s wet slit and tasted the girl’s juices mixed with Greg’s cum.  Her tongue found the semen as it ran out and she swallowed every gooey drop of it.  As that ran dry, she focused on Lucy’s clit, the girl’s source of pleasure.  At the sight of this mother-daughter debauchery, Greg’s cock started to rise again, but he decided to simply watch.  He had all week to enjoy these two over and over.  Lucy was having her orgasm when he slipped out the door and left.  He’d let Lucy untie her mom – maybe after enjoying her mom’s body a little bit more.  
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 The next day, Greg came over in the early afternoon.  When he arrived, his two cock slaves were eagerly waiting.  They were both wearing shorts and skimpy tops.

“What’s in the bag?” asked Kim.  

“Something for later,” said Greg, “but first let’s go shopping!”  

“What for?” asked Kim.

“Well, Lucy needs some sexy underwear.  And, besides, I just want to show you off before we get down to business.  Now, you’ll need to put on your shortest skirts for me.  Let’s go upstairs and get you two changed.”  Greg led the way up the stairs and down the hall.  “You go find your shortest, sexiest skirt, Kim, and put it on.  Put on that pushup bra I saw in your drawer yesterday, too.”  Then, to Lucy he said, “Let’s go find something in your room, baby.”  

Once in the little girl’s room, Greg said, “I don’t like that top – take it off.  And take off the shorts, too.”  He smiled to himself as the girl did as she was told, exposing herself quickly to his eager eyes.  Then, just for fun he said, “While we’re looking, take off your panties, too.  I want to see you naked again.”  She blushed as she complied.  Greg’s real purpose was to make sure she wasn’t having second thoughts about yesterday and about continuing that relationship.  Apparently, she was still hot for him.  They spent a few minutes going through Lucy’s wardrobe and found something Greg liked.  The search took a little longer than necessary with Greg fondling the cute little body and stealing kisses.  Lucy didn’t mind.  But, deep inside, Greg was reinforcing her subservience to him by staying clothed and by touching her when he wanted where he wanted.  Twice she tried to initiate a kiss, but he ignored the attempts.  Finally, Lucy was wearing a skirt that came about five inches below her crotch.  She explained its short length by saying it was a skirt she’d had since she was eight.  So, not only was it short, it was tight also.  Greg pulled a pair of white panties with pink flowers up the girl’s legs and helped get them in place.  To top it off, Greg found a tube top that hugged her body tightly.  

 When they came out, Greg was pleased to see Kim wearing a short, leather skirt and a tight yellow top.  He walked around her and said, “The bra straps are ruining the look.  Take it off and we’ll go out like that.”
“Greg!  Everybody will be able to see that I don’t have a bra on.  I’m too big for that,” she said.  At Greg’s stern look, she realized she was fighting against him and knew what that would cost her.  Quickly she changed tone, “But, if that’s what you want, then just for you…” She pulled her top off and removed her bra.  
Greg grinned at her, “That’s my lover girl, always ready to make me happy.  You’d go to the mall just like that for me, wouldn’t you?”  
Still holding her shirt, Kim looked at her bare breasts, then at Greg, wondering if he was serious.  “Yes, Master,” she said quietly.  
“Well, it’s not something we can put to the test, can we?  So, put your shirt on and let’s go.”  He noticed that Kim’s nipples were clearly visible when she was finished dressing.  
On the way to the mall, Greg said, “So, Kim, it’s fun being young at heart, isn’t it?  I mean, when you look at life from my perspective, there are no limits, right?”
“Yeah, Greg,” said Kim.  “That’s what makes you so exciting.  You’ve turned my life around.  I’m having fun again and doing things I wouldn’t have done before.  I wouldn’t change this for anything.”
“Great, I wouldn’t change it either.  This is a lot of fun.  Watching you cum for me, or make Lucy cum, or whatever, really turns me on.  What really amazes me is that you’re like twice my age and we can still have fun with our bodies.”  He let that sink in as if he’d just made that observation.  But, actually he was slowly leading up to the day’s adventure as he had planned it out last night.  “Wouldn’t it be cool, Lucy, if you and I could make out with someone half our age?”
“But, half our age would be 5 or 6 years old,” said Lucy.  “Can you do that with a little kid?”
“Wouldn’t it be fun to try,” said Greg.  “You could probably talk them into anything.  What do you think, Kim?  About doing it with a 6-year-old?”
“That’s disgusting, Greg,” said Kim.  “You gotta draw a limit somewhere.  A little kid like that doesn’t even know what sex is, let alone have any desire to enjoy it.”
“But, you’d do it if I asked, wouldn’t you?”
There was a moment of silence as Kim pondered her options.  Then, she quietly answered, “Yes, Master.”
“And what would you do to a 6-year-old?”
“I guess I’d strip for him.  I imagine he’d be curious about a woman’s body.  I’d take his clothes off and… and… touch him… his penis.  I guess I could kiss his penis and suck on it.  If you asked me to.”
“Who said it would be a boy?” asked Greg.  “Boys have cute little cocks, but girls would look just like a miniature version of our sexy Lucy.  Tiny and tight.  And, if you lick a little girl’s pussy, she’ll cum for you.  And, a little girl will do almost anything for an older girl, just so she won’t look like a baby to the older girl.  I’ll bet Lucy could dare her to strip and she would.”
“A girl?” said Kim.  “But, Greg, I don’t want to share you with anyone else.”
Before Greg could say anything, Lucy said, “Mommy!  You’re gonna get yourself tied up again and maybe no fucking today.”  At least she was aware of the consequences of saying no to Greg.  

“It’s just… well… it’s wrong to think about a girl that young in that way.  It would be taking advantage of her… but… of course, I’d do it for you, Master.  Just… please don’t make me.”
“Jeez, Kim,” said Greg.  “Where did my daring girl go?  We’ve been having so much fun pushing the limits.  By now I’d think you’d see there are no limits.”  He reached over and pulled up her tight shirt to reveal her bare tits, then leaned over and sucked on each one.  There were, of course, some limits and as the traffic increased as they approached the mall, Greg pulled her shirt down so they wouldn’t be seen.  He knew that if Kim was caught with a boy his age, she’d be lost to him.  

Once in the mall, Greg started teasing the two girls further.  Before they starting shopping, he had them all sit on a bench with himself in the middle.  There they could watch the shoppers go by.  As one young girl walked by with her mother, Greg whispered, “How about her.  Doesn’t she look cute in that sun dress?  Imagine pulling it up and pulling down her panties to see a perfect little bare cunt.”  Just then the girl stumbled and fell to her knees.  Pink panties showed under the short dress as the girl got back to her feet.  “Mmmm, pink,” said Greg.  The two girls blushed because they had been looking at the girl and her panties in a way they had never looked before.  

Next to draw Greg’s attention was a pair of sisters, about 5 and 8.  “Check these two out,” he said to his girls.  “Nice legs on the older one.  Think about her and her sister standing naked, holding hands like they are now.  They’d look like smaller versions of Lucy, with her perfect little sexy body.”  Then he looked past the two girls, “Uh oh,” he said.  “Check out the boy right behind them.  He’s cute, too.  I’ll bet he’d snuggled up to a pair of tits like yours, Kim.  I’ll bet he’d play doctor with an older girl like you, Lucy.”
The two girls were shifting nervously, the forbidden thoughts running through their heads as Greg talked.   Greg knew there was really no way they could pick up one of these kids.  They were all accompanied by a parent or two.  His sole purpose was to get the two thinking about it and he was succeeding.  
 Then, Lucy surprised him by saying, “Hey, here comes a cute girl.  Wish we could take her home.  We’d have a good time with her.”
“All right, Lucy!” said Greg.  “You bet we would.”  And right then he added a twist to his plan.  “You get fucked first because you learned the game first.  If Kim wants some, she has to find a cute one for us.”
Lucy looked triumphantly over at her mom.  She was going to get fucked first this afternoon because she’d been good.  Kim felt frustration at Greg’s challenge.  She wanted to get some from Greg, but this whole idea bothered her.  What if Greg took it all the way?  She really didn’t want to be snuggling with somebody else’s 6-year-old.  At her first opportunity, she said, “Here comes a cute little boy.  We could do it with him.”  When Greg looked at her with disappointment, she looked back at him with bewilderment.  She’d done what he’d asked.  
“Not good enough now,” said her Master.  “That was pretty lame.  Since you’re second, I want you to make it sound like the only thing you want this afternoon is to take home one of these kids, strip him or her, strip for them, and use your tongue on their private parts.  Say it like you mean it and be explicit.  You have ten minutes to think up what to say and pick out some that’s no older than 8.”
At the thought of not getting Greg’s cock in her pussy, Kim’s thoughts ran wild in her head.  She had to do better.  For a few minutes she sat and pondered what Greg would want to hear, then she looked around for a cute little kid.  She saw a girl about 7 being led toward them by a boy about 11.  Mommy was walking behind them.  “Now, there’s the perfect pair,” she said.  “Oh, Greg, can we take them home with us?  Imagine the brother and sister both naked and me naked with them.  I’ll bet they both taste so good.  I’d love to stick my tongue down their throats, kiss their tiny nipples, and then go down on them.  Then, I’d want them to go down on me, too.  Would you like to see that?”
“Very good,” said Greg.  Perhaps later he could get Lucy or Kim to mention the name of a boy or girl they could lure in for an afternoon.  Someone like a cousin, a friend, or daughter of a friend would do nicely.

After a while, they got up and headed for Victoria’s Secrets.  Greg and Lucy went in with Kim, all the better to put her on the spot.  They stopped in front of a display of panties, where Greg said, “I think those little black ones would look good on Lucy?  What do you think, Kim?”
“Oooo, yes, mommy,” said Lucy.  “I’d really like those.  If Greg likes them, then I’d like to wear them for him.”  Kim picked up a pair and said, “Anything else for her?”
Greg’s eyes wandered the room and he spotted a sheer outfit.  He walked closer to it and knew that he had to have Lucy in that, too.  It was see-through and white.  The stretchy outfit covered the entire body from ankles to neck to wrists, without hiding anything.  It clung to the mannequin like a glove.  Greg imagined Lucy’s treasures just barely visible through the material.  It was perfect.  He turned to Kim just as a saleslady walked up to them.  “Can I help you?” asked the saleslady.  She looked suspiciously at the two kids, Greg and Lucy.  Most women left their children outside when they came in this store.  She was annoyed that Greg was staring at a nearly naked mannequin with obvious sexual thoughts.  Boys especially did not belong in the store.  But, there was nothing she could say as there was really no rule against it.  

Greg turned to Kim and whispered in her ear, “One of these for Lucy and one for you.”  The idea of the two in matching see-through outfits was thrilling.  Then, aloud he said, “Come on, Lucy, let’s wait outside.”  He’d read the eyes of the saleslady and didn’t want to raise her suspicions any further than they were.  

As it was, Kim was left to purchase a small and medium size of the revealing body suit.  She blushed as she told the saleslady what she wanted.  Though the lady had no reason to suspect who the smaller suit was for, Kim knew who’d be wearing it shortly.  Kim made her purchase and walked out to where Greg and Lucy were waiting.  

On the way home, Greg told the two that they were to go to their rooms and put on the white body suit that Kim had just bought.  Then, they were to come down together and pose for him.  When Kim and Lucy went upstairs, Greg got out the camcorder out of the bag he’d brought.  He was ready when the two girls came down the stairs with nervous giggles.  He zoomed to make sure their entire bodies were in the initial shot.  Just as he’d imagined, the two looked stunning in the outfits.  Nipples were clearly visible.  Kim’s bushy triangle stood out against the white and Lucy’s bare slit did, too.  

“What…” said Kim, then she cut herself off.  The camera was a surprise, but she didn’t want to argue with Greg again.  Instead of protesting, she said, “Oh, so we’re going to model on camera?  You think we’re so sexy that you want to keep us on film to enjoy later?”  Inside she was thinking about how much she didn’t want to do this, but she knew she had to in order to get the glorious fuck she deserved.  Her picture on film could go anywhere and she didn’t like that idea.   

Lucy was shocked at the sight of the camera, too.  But, like her mom, she knew there was no use in protesting.  Greg would only threaten her with no fuck for the day and she’d break down and let him take all the pictures he wanted.  So, instead, she smiled for the camera as if this was no big deal.  

Greg amused himself with posing the two in different positions – legs spread wide, coyly covering their tits and pussies, showing off their asses, and finally rubbing themselves through the thin material.  Lucy was the hotter of the two, so when it looked like she was ready to cum, he said, “OK, that’s enough of that.   Now, Kim, I want you to strip Lucy.”
Without hesitation, mom reached for the neck of her daughter’s tight outfit and stretched it wide enough for it to slide down over Lucy’s shoulders.  She even positioned herself so that the camera could see all the action.  When Lucy’s arms came free and the material was bunched around her hips, Greg said, “Now, kiss her and suck her nipples.”  Topless, Lucy moaned as her mom gave her a deep kiss, then kissed her way down to her sensitive nipples.  “Now finish it,” said Greg and he watched Kim pull the white material all the way off the young girl.  
When Lucy was totally nude, Greg said to Kim, “Now, take off your own suit and I want to see Lucy make love to your tits as you do.”  Kim pulled her own top down to expose her breasts to Lucy and let Lucy suck on her mom’s tits.  When Kim was finally nude, Greg said, “Both of you go get in the pool.  Just like that.”  He held open the sliding glass door and watched as the two scampered naked across the patio and leaped into the pool.  He pulled off his own clothes down to his swimming suit and strolled out, knowing he held a superior position by virtual of his suit.  They were nude for him, but he wasn’t nude for them.  
He casually walked out and dove into the pool.  As they swam, he frequently reminded them of their nudity.  His hands roamed over both female bodies whenever he wanted.  When he was ready, Greg climbed out of the pool and ordered the two girls to stand on the patio while he went to get something.  Though the fence was six feet high, both girls started to get nervous when he disappeared into the house.  But, he returned quickly with chains in his hand.  As he got closer to the two, they realized he had handcuffs in his hand and something else with chains.  
When he got to the two naked girls, Greg put the handcuffs on them, one on Kim’s right wrist with the other end on Lucy’s left wrist.  He did the same to their ankles, binding them together.  Finally, they discovered Greg had two collars, one for each of them.  The collars were connected via a light chain. Greg paused to stare at the mother daughter pair.  The 11-year-old was getting her first taste of bondage and without a word of complaint.  Greg liked the look of the nude little girl wearing nothing but cuffs and a collar.  “Let’s go inside now,” said Greg.  “And Kim, tell Lucy what you say with each step you take.”
“Fuck me, Master,” said Kim.  
“Get going, then,” he said.  Kim took a step with her outside foot and said, “Fuck me, Master.”  She waited for Lucy to do the same.  Carefully, Lucy stepped with her outside foot, looked at Greg, and said, “Fuck me, Master.”   There was a slight pause as the two coordinated a step with their inside foot, then, “Fuck me, Master,” they said together.  By the time they reached the door, the two had built up a pretty good rhythm.  
Once inside, Greg wasted little time getting them to their knees.  “Open wide,” he said to Lucy.  When she did, Greg pulled down his suit and slid his cock between her wide spread lips.  Quickly he came in her mouth.  Then, he pushed them forward to their hands and knees.  
Smack!  “Owww,” said Lucy.  “What was that for?”
“Because I wanted to,” said Greg.  “And because making you jump turns me on.  If you want to get fucked, I have to get hard.”
Smack!  “Owwwww,” complained the 11-year-old, but it was the only thing she dared say as Greg used his bare hand on her tender ass.  
Greg pressed his growing cock against the girl, feeling it grow in the tight crack of her ass.  He liked the way she tightened her ass cheeks to squeeze his cock.  His hands roamed her little hairless body, then he reached to the side and smacked Kim on the ass, “Owwwww,” said the older woman, not daring to say more.  He smacked her twice more in quick succession, each time leaving a red handprint and hearing her squeal in pain.  
Hard again, Greg put his cock to the preteen’s cunt and entered her from behind.  Lucy felt the wonderful feeling of a cock filling her completely and started to purr in contentment.  “Oooo, yes, Master, it feels so wonderful.  Please fuck me and make me cum for you.”  With Greg’s patience and control, the little girl got her wish three times with Greg filling her with his cum on her third orgasm.  
Finished with the little one, Greg presented his soft cock to Kim and said, “Blow me, my cock slave.  And do it good.  I’ll give you five minutes to get me off.  Every minute less than that will be an orgasm for you.  So, do it in two minutes and get to cum three times.  Let’s see how well you can use that mouth of yours.”
Kim thought quickly as Greg gave her time to think about what he’d said.  Then, before he could put his soft cock in her mouth, she said, “Well, OK, Master.  I’d rather be sucking the cute little cock of that boy I showed you today.  It’s probably just the size of my middle finger.”  She took the middle finger of her left hand and put it to her lips and all the way into his mouth.  “I’ll bet I’ll be the first nude woman he’s seen and the first to suck his cock.  Bet he’ll like that.  Bet he’ll like watching me lick his little sister, too.  I’d really like to see Lucy go down on the little girl.  It would be even better with her mommy tied up and watching her kids get a sex lesson.”  She smiled up at Greg.  His cock was hard as could be.  She knew she’d learned an important lesson about her Master.  He liked to hear dirty talk.  
Without another word, she opened her mouth wide and watched the throbbing member disappear into her mouth.  Despite his control, Greg knew he was going to cum quickly.  He also knew that he could tease himself and hold off for a couple of minutes, but she’d done so well, he wanted to reward her.  In less than a minute, Kim had a mouthful of his cum.  
Knowing she’d earned it, Kim said, “Now, Master, make me cum four times.  Put that big cock of yours up my pussy from behind and make me scream for you.  Fuck me while Lucy watches.  Hell, we should go get that brother and sister and let them watch me get fucked.  Oh, God,” she said, just having a thought.  “Speaking of brother and sister, we should let Simon watch me get fucked.  And we could let Simon fuck his little sister.”
Greg moved behind Kim quickly and speared her with one thrust.  He was already getting turned on and he felt Kim start moving with his rhythm as soon as he entered her.   “Five times,” he hissed at her.  “Five times you’ll cum for me.  One for each minute, including the partial minute you had left.”  He thrust savagely into her cunt, in and out, bringing her to an orgasm in less than a minute.  Once there, he knew he could keep her there.  Twice, three times she came while he pounded into her tight cunt.  Then he leaned forward over her back, closer to her ear, and whispered, “I’ll fuck you while Simon watches.  When he gets back home, I’ll fuck you and he can see what his mom does for fun.  I’ll let him fuck you and Lucy.  You’ll be giving him blowjobs.  I’ll teach him to be as good as me, and then you’ll have it anytime you want.”  She came a fourth time thinking about the amazed look Simon would have on his face as his mom put out for Greg.  The thought of another boy, her own son, putting his cock in her mouth and pussy was such a rush.    
She hardly realized she’d had four orgasms already, but felt Greg start to tense inside her.  His cum was rising in his cock and she was about to have another herself.  She threw her head back and screamed, “Oh, fuck me, Greg.  Fuck me, Master.  Fuck me hard.  Fuck me deep.  Make … ooooo… make me… yes, fuck me… ooo, yes, GREG!” she finished as she collapsed forward, her ass still up in the air, but resting now on her shoulders.  
Greg’s load of cum was so huge that cum was leaking out her pussy as the teen pulled out of her.  Quickly he uncuffed the two girls and said, “Lucy, clean her up!  Don’t let any of my cum go to waste.”  The young girl had to lick the cum off her mother’s thighs first, then started licking her pussy clean.  Somehow her triumphant chance to get fucked first had been seized from her by her mom’s aggressive desire to be the best fuck in the house.  She felt defeated as she went down on her mom, but decided she had to do better tomorrow.  
Thoroughly satisfied, Greg got to his feet and dressed, and then he took the camera off its tripod.  “Holy shit, Greg,” said Kim.  “I didn’t know you’d move that here and set it up to tape us.  You mean it’s been going the whole time?”
“You got it, hot stuff,” he answered.  “I got you screaming at the top of your lungs.”
“And me licking mommy’s pussy?” asked Lucy, dismayed.  

“That and mommy promising to let Simon fuck you, too.”  That was the ultimate goal and he was surprised that Kim had been the one to bring it up.   
As Greg left for the day, he reminded Kim that they’d only planted 12 of her 20 bushes.  “You girls dig eight holes between now and 3:00 tomorrow afternoon.  I’ll be over then and we’ll get to planting.  And, dig the last two holes at least 4 feet deep.  I’ve got a surprise for you.  Oh, and shave your pussy, Kim.  I want two hairless cunts waiting for me tomorrow.”
When Greg came over the next day, the three of them wrestled six of the bushes into their spots, leaving only the extra deep holes.  With that done, Greg told the two girls to strip for him.  Used to taking his commands by now, the two quickly shed their shorts, tops, and panties.  Greg stopped to admire the smooth pussy on the older woman.  “Now, doesn’t that make you feel young again, Kim,” he said.  Again he produced two sets of handcuffs, but this time he cuffed their hands behind their backs.  
Briefly he toyed with their helpless bodies and they practically purred at his touch.  Then he said, “Get in that hole, Kim.”  Surprised, Kim did as she was told, standing nearly tit deep in the hole.  “And you in that one, Lucy,” he pointed to the remaining hole.  The preteen followed her mother’s lead and found herself standing nearly shoulder deep.  It had taken them quite a while to dig the holes this deep.  
“Both of you kneel down,” their Master instructed.  He jumped into the hole with Kim, rubbing his crotch against her face.  Then he slipped a ball gag into place and got back out.  He did the same with Lucy, leaving them helpless and unable to speak in their separate holes.  Then, he heard Kim make a surprised noise into her gag as he picked up a shovel and tossed dirt in on her legs.  She looked up at him with wild eyes, but he said, “Don’t move, Kim.  This is a test of trust.  If you want to cum this afternoon, just hold still and let it happen.”  
Then, though her eyes remained wild with fright, Kim held still until the dirt was up to her waist.  At that point, she no longer had a choice.  Greg jumped in her hole again and tamped the dirt around her, packing it firmly and she found herself unable to stand.  Another foot of dirt and her tits were nearly buried.  Her hands were already useless, trapped under a foot of dirt and chained behind her.  She really got nervous as the dirt reached her shoulders, but there was no way to give voice to her fears.  In another minute, she was just a head sticking out of the now level dirt.  She had never felt so helpless in all her life.  
Beside Kim, Lucy started to whine into her gag as the dirt piled around her lower legs.  Kneeling, her head was below ground level.  If her hole was filled as her mom’s hole was, she’d be buried alive.  But, after a foot of dirt, Greg reached down and pulled her up higher.  She was repositioned so her neck was at ground level and the filling continued.  It continued until she, too, was neck deep in dirt, face to face with her mom, about 4 feet away.  
Greg stood between the two and stripped so they could both see him.  Then, he knelt down so he could whisper in Kim’s ear.  He removed her gag and said, “If I brought in a 6-year-old boy now, would you suck his cock for me?  Would you lick a 6-year-old pussy?”
She whispered back, “You know I would, Master.  I’d do anything for you.”
“Not that you’ve got much choice, huh, Kim?  You can’t move anything but your eyes and your mouth.  What if Simon were here right now?  What would you do?”
“I’d suck his cock.  I’d … well, I guess that’s all I could do.”
“What if I took you to a special party tonight?  A party where a bunch of boys my age bring their girl friends?  A party where everyone strips and we have an orgy?   Would you be my girl and strip for the party?”
“Yes, Greg, I would.  For you, I would.”
“Anything?”
“Anything.”
“Lick my asshole,” he said.  Then he lay down on his stomach, with her head between his legs and her face pressing against his ass.  That position put his face inches from Lucy’s helpless face.  As Kim struggled to fulfill his request, Greg reached back and parted his ass cheeks with his hands, giving Kim a clear shot at her goal.  He felt her rim his asshole again and again.  
Then, he removed Lucy’s gag and whispered to her, “Know what you’re mom is doing right now?”
“N… no,” said Lucy.  “What?”
“She’s licking my asshole.”
“What?” asked Lucy, too surprised to believe what Greg had said.  
“You know,” he said.  “She’s got her face up against my ass and her tongue is licking my shithole.  Think it tastes good?”
“No,” she tried to shake her head and managed it quite nicely.  Greg thought it looked funny to see a head twisting in the dirt like that.
“Want to do it next?”
“No.”
“Then tell me the name of a 6-year-old that you know that we can invite over for your mom.  It has to be one that will do what she’s told and won’t tell anyone about what happens.  We’ll invite her over tomorrow.  Tell me or you’re next to taste my ass.”
“Sara,” said Lucy.  “Sara.  She’s 7 though, is that close enough?”
“Who’s Sara?”
“My friend’s little sister.  Elsa’s little sister.  She’ll do it.  Last time I had a sleepover at Elsa’s house, Elsa and her little sister both showed me their whole body naked.”
“And did you show them yours?”
“No, I was scared,” admitted Lucy.  
“She’s a show-off who did it to shock you.  Next sleepover, you do it.  Next sleepover, shock Elsa by going down on her.  But, you need to get Sara over to your house tomorrow afternoon.  Got it?”
“Mmmm, God that feels good,” said Greg a little louder.  He was getting hot over the touch of Kim’s tongue.  Then, to Lucy he whispered, “Now, how about a little boy?”
“I don’t know,” she said.
“Should I turn around now and ask your mommy while you lick my ass?”
“Um… uh… Harry.  My cousin Harry could come over tomorrow.  He’s six.  Sara’s just a few houses down.  She can come over.  My aunt and uncle live a couple of blocks away.  I can walk over and get Harry.  I’ll have them here tomorrow.  I promise.”
“Good.  Have them there at 2:00.  And don’t tell your mommy.”
With that, Greg got up and jumped into the pool.  He came out almost instantly.  “Wouldn’t want to feed a dirty cock to my girls, would I?” he said as he approached them, still dripping.  He knelt down in front of Lucy and put his cock to her lips.  It was tough getting into her mouth with the orifice so close to the ground.  When he finally did, her head was tilted way back and it looked like he was fucking a tight hole in the ground.  The bodiless head could do nothing but suck as the cock pounded away.  When Greg came, he really felt like he’d planted his seed – into a tummy that was two feet under ground.  
Then, he turned to Kim and repeated the process, fucking her face until she swallowed his load.  When he was done, he carefully uncovered the two girls.  When they were finally clear, the two girls and Greg jumped into the pool again.  The high spirits of the two girls returned as they frolicked in the pool.  They’d passed the test and knew they were going to get their reward.  
But, inside, Greg told them both to get dressed again.  This time he wanted them in tight tops, short skirts, and black panties.  The two rushed upstairs, a little disappointed that they had to wait, but knowing that the wait made it even better.  When they came back down, Greg asked, “Lucy, are you wearing your new panties?”
“Uh huh,” she answered.  

“Show me.”  So Lucy raised her short skirt and showed Greg what she had on.  When Greg looked at Kim, the mom raised her skirt, too, and showed off her skimpy black panties.  
Since he’d already been there for several hours, between plants bushes, planting girls, and digging the girls back up, it was getting late.  But, that only meant that Greg had timed the afternoon well.  “Let’s go for a drive,” he announced and the three of them jumped into the convertible.  Greg directed them toward Lucy’s school and Kim wondered if she and Lucy would be masturbating for Greg in the parking lot again.  
Greg had other plans.  They got out of the car and he led them to the monkey bars.  In the growing twilight, it was hard to see across the dark playground.  The sun was down and full darkness would soon be upon them.  Greg had taken care to note that it was a new moon, so the night would be very dark.  At the monkey bars, Greg climbed up to the top and said, “Give me your hands, Kim.”  
When she reached up, the woman saw the flash of handcuffs in his hand.  She didn’t retract her hands, but said, “Greg, not out here.  Not in the middle of an open field.”  Then her hands were cuffed over the top bars and she couldn’t stop him if she wanted to.  
“Now, you, Lucy.”
“Greg, really, anybody could see us.”  The 11-year-old put her hands up despite her protests.   There was something really tingly about being chained out in the open.  Her hands were cuffed on the next lower level of bars, leaving her able to stand flat footed on the ground.  
Greg climbed down and ran his hands over the tight T-shirts, raising the girls’ nipples to hardness.  Then, he pulled their panties down.  “Well, if somebody could see us, what would they see?” he asked.  He doubted that anyone could and in a few more minutes he’d be positive.  “They’d see two really hot and sexy girls offering themselves to anybody who wanted them.  They’d see two girls dressed for fucking.”
He pulled up Kim’s T-shirt to expose her tits.  “They’d see a young boy having as much fun as a boy can have. He bent to suck on the exposed nipples.  When Kim moaned in pleasure, he said, “They’d see two girls having as much fun as two girls can have, wouldn’t they?”  
When Kim nodded, Greg moved to Lucy and pulled her top up, too.  “Maybe some boys from your school are watching, Lucy.  Maybe they’ll come over and help.  You’d enjoy that, wouldn’t you?”  Lucy didn’t know what to say.  Of course she wouldn’t enjoy it.  She wanted only Greg.  So, she said, “I’d enjoy them watching while you fuck me Greg.  But you’re my only cock.”  She shivered in the cool night, her nipples hardening as Greg watched.  She shivered again as Greg slid her panties down.  Her pussy was unprotected underneath the short skirt. 
Kim saw Greg remove Lucy’s panties and knew soon she’d be wearing only her skirt.  Still, it came as a shock when her newly shaved pussy was bared to the cool air.  Across the playground, Greg couldn’t see the houses anymore.  There was barely enough light to see the bodies of the girls up close.  He pulled down Kim’s skirt, exposing her totally to the night.  To finish the job, he pulled her T-shirt over her head and up her arms.  There he wound it around the cuffs so it wouldn’t fall.  Kim was in a wide open field and totally nude, totally helpless.  The fact that it was too dark to see anything was apparently lost on Kim as she said, “Fuck, Greg.  We can’t be doing this.  Somebody will see us and come.  There are houses all around us.”
“Can’t be doing this?” repeated Greg.  He slid down Lucy’s skirt and fixed her shirt up high like Kim’s.  “I’m going to give Lucy a special memory of the monkey bars at her school.  You’re both going to get fucked real good.  Then tell me we can’t be doing this.”  He moved behind Kim and used his hands to get her to spread her legs.  He put his hard cock to the entrance to her pussy and shoved in to her.  “I’m going to make you cum right here and right now.”  
Slowly Greg slid his cock in and out of Kim’s pussy.  She was ashamed to realize that her pussy was dripping wet.  Being exposed by Greg was turning her on.  Now, the expert cock was doing its magic inside her.  It wasn’t long before she felt an orgasm approaching.  “Oh, Greg, this is wonderful.  The whole world can see me getting fucked and I don’t care.  Fuck me harder, stud.  Shove it deep inside me.  Fuck me, Master.  Make me cum.”
As he continued to fuck Kim, Greg said, “Just don’t scream tonight.”  He picked up the pace and felt her body shudder from her first orgasm.  Greg continued to fuck her from behind, reaching around to cup her tits and kissing her neck.  One hand went to her clit, where he added to the effect his cock was having on Kim.  As he felt her shudder again, he knew she was only going to get three tonight.  The idea of fucking this woman in the open air had him really aroused.   Sure enough, as her body shuddered for the third time, he sprayed the inside of her cunt.
He could barely make out Lucy as he switched from mother to daughter.  He pressed up against the little body, running his hands over her flat chest and down to her bald pussy.  There he found she was as wet as her mom.  “What do you want?” he asked her.  
“Fuck me, Greg,” she said.  When he put his hand on her smooth ass, she pressed back against him.  He ran his hand down her thighs and found her spread wide for him.  Greg pulled the small girl tightly to him and pressed his lips against hers.  The touch of her cool skin, the taste of her mouth, and the knowledge that he was practically raping this sixth grader made him hard as steel.  Ready, he entered Lucy from behind, feeling her tight, wet cunt embrace him as he did.  “That’s it, Greg.  Fuck me.  I need you to fuck me good.”  And in the darkness of the schoolyard, the little girl came to know the monkey bars as the silent orgasm cage – a place where she came 5 times and didn’t care if anybody saw her or not.  
When Greg uncuffed the two girls, he led them naked to the car.  There he gave them their clothes and let them get dressed.  Then he had Kim drop him off at home.  
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Greg came by the next afternoon at 1:45.  When he arrived, Kim was there, but she seemed upset.  “Lucy’s gone over to a friend’s house,” she said.  “I told her you wouldn’t like it if she wasn’t here, but she went anyway.”  
Greg took it better than she thought.  “That’s OK, Kim.”  That’s OK as long as she’s doing what I told her to do, he thought.    “Maybe it will be just you and I then.  Let’s sit down and talk for a few minutes, I have something to show you.”  In his hand, he held the gym bag he often brought over.  Greg sat on the couch and Kim sat next to him.  “So, what did you think of being buried up to your neck,” he asked.  
“It was frightening,” said Kim.  “I was powerless.  You could have done anything to me or Lucy.  No, I didn’t like it.  And licking your asshole was not fun either.  But,” she added cheerily, “I loved the schoolyard.  It made it all worth it.  It was scary, too, at first.  But, so naughty and so thrilling at the same time.”
“Do you remember what you said you’d do for me when I had you buried?”
“Anything.  I said I’d do anything for you.  
“But, do you remember the 6-year-old boy and girl?  What you said you’d do for me?”
“Well, it do remember saying I’d do anything for you.  I remember you asking if I’d suck a little boy or eat a little girl.  The day before I told you that I’d get naked for them.  You keep bringing that up, Greg.  But you’re not really going to ask me to do that, are you?”  It was too crazy to consider.  A couple of first graders and her and Lucy and Greg.  
“Thought you might like to see some pictures.”  He produced a stack of about twenty snapshots from out of his bag, but held them close to his chest.  He peeked at the first one, then said, “Here’s one I thought you’d really like.”  He showed her a picture of Kevin, standing with a hard little cock.  The second grader still came over to the Brady house with his sister and mother occasionally.  
Kim stared in disbelief at the picture of a nude boy so young.  She stared at the hard on the boy had.  She didn’t think a boy that age could have an erection, but here was a picture of one.  She knew what Greg wanted to hear from her, but it was hard to say.  “He’s cute.  Especially naked like that.  I used to bathe Simon, but never thought of a boy that age in a sexual way.”
“But, you also didn’t use to think of a boy my age that way either.”  He looked at the next photo, and then offered her a picture of Brittany, totally nude.  
“She’s cute, too,” said Kim.  “Just like a miniature Lucy.  No tits, no cunt hair, and no hips.  I’d love to get my hands on her.”  Greg handed her a picture of Katie, 6 years old.  It was the first night she came over and stripped for the Bradys.  “Where do you get these from?” Kim asked.  
“Oh, they’re brothers and sisters of friends of mine,” lied Greg.  “Here, check this out.”  He handed her three pictures in quick succession.  
Kim found herself starting at Kevin and Brittany together.  In the first picture the two were kissing, a deep kiss that look so wrong on the youngsters.  The second picture showed Brittany with Kevin’s hard cock in her mouth.  The final one showed Kevin licking his sister.
There were more pictures, but the front door opened suddenly and in walked Lucy.  She had Sara and Harry in tow.  Kim looked at the two children, then at Greg, and said, “Oh, no, you’re serious, aren’t you.”  
Greg only nodded.  Then, he said, “Sit them down next to you and show them those pictures.  Remember, you get them and you naked, or else you’ve had your last fuck from me.”  The teenager got up and sat across the room in a chair where he could watch Kim with the kids.  
At a loss for words, Kim said, “So, what brings you two over here today?”
Harry spoke for the two, “Lucy said we were going to play games and that you would play, too.”
Then, in a conspiratorial whisper, Sara added, “She said they were secret games and we can’t tell anybody.”  Harry nodded.  He’d heard that, too.  
“That’s right,” said Kim.  “I won’t tell anybody and you won’t tell anybody.  It’ll be our secret.  Now, come sit next to me and we’ll get started.”  She waited until she had Harry and Sara on the couch, one on either side of her.  Then, she looked at Greg, who gave her no indication that he was kidding or that she should stop.  She felt that same arousal she got whenever she looked at her young Master.  The boy had a wonderful cock and she’d said she would do anything to get more of it.  With a deep breath, she said, “So, here’s how the game goes.”  She put the picture of Kevin in Sara’s hands and the picture of Katie in Harry’s hands.  
“She’s got no clothes on,” said Harry.  
Sara leaned across Kim to see what Harry had.  “Hey, I’ve got a boy,” she said.  “You’ve got a girl.  I want to see yours.”  The kids traded pictures.  
For a moment, Harry seemed more interested in the naked boy than in the girl.  Then he said, “Give me mine back.   I want to see her again.”  When he got it back, he stared at it for over a minute.  “So what’s the game?” he asked.  
“Silly,” said Sara.  “That’s the game.  We get naked like the pictures.”  She was a very forward little girl, having Elsa for a sister.  Elsa liked to play games like this, too.  Sara played the games with her sister, but she suspected that her sister played them with boys, too.  
Solemnly Harry looked at his aunt and said, “Aunt Kim, what did it mean when Lucy said you would play, too?”
“It means I’m going to get naked, too.  And… and… I’m going to go first.  So, raise your hands.  Who wants to see me with no clothes on?”  Sara’s hand shot up.  So did Lucy’s and Greg’s, but Harry kept his hands in his lap.  “What’s wrong, Harry,” asked Kim.  “Don’t you want to see me naked?”
Harry nodded, but said, “Mommy says that’s bad.  I don’t want to get in trouble.”  Harry thought this was some kind of trick.  He figured if he looked at his aunt naked, then she’d tell his mommy and he’d be in trouble.  
“How are you going to get in trouble, Harry?” asked Kim.  “Nobody here is going to tell her.  We’ll all get naked, then nobody can tell anybody or else they get in trouble, too.”
“You won’t tell?” 
“Of course not,” said Kim.  “Now, let me see that hand up.”  When Harry raised his hand, Kim took off her shoes and socks.  She followed by taking off her shirt.  It felt so wrong to do this with young kids watching, but she understood the consequences of not doing it.  Harry and Sara watched intently as Kim removed her shorts.  In just her underwear, Kim knew she was showing off more than Harry had seen before.  Slowly, reluctantly she removed her bra and let her tits spring free.  Harry watched in interest as his aunt’s tits were exposed.  
“Gosh,” said Sara.  “She’s got big boobs.”  When Kim slid down her panties, Sara said, “My mommy’s got hair down there.”
“I keep mine shaved off,” said Kim.  “So I look younger, almost like you.”
“I don’t have big boobs,” said Sara.  
“Show us what you do have,” said Kim.  “It’s your turn.”  She sat back on the couch as Sara got up.  When Kim looked over at Harry, he was staring at her tits with wide-eyed wonder.  She picked up his hand and placed it on her tits.  
Sara wasted no time in stripping to the buff.  When she was naked, she paraded around the room, obviously proud of the little girl body she had.  Greg drank in the hairless pussy and the flat chest.  Sara’s ass was perfect, nicely rounded and petite, as a second grader’s ass should be.  When she sat on the couch, Sara said, “It’s your turn, Harry.”
Kim’s eyes were on the little girl.  Greg had planted the idea in her mind and now she looked at the little body with sexual desires.  She wanted to touch the soft skin, but decided to wait until everyone was naked.  She didn’t want to seem too eager.  Shifting her attention to her nephew, Kim watched him strip down.  When his underwear came off, Harry sported a tiny little cock that was pointing straight at his aunt.  Kim felt herself getting wet.  She couldn’t believe she was naked with her nephew and a little girl she didn’t even know.  She couldn’t take her eyes off the little bodies.  Was it only two days ago that she’d told Greg how disgusting this idea was?  Yet, it was something about the perversion that made her even hornier.  
Greg stood and stripped unceremoniously.  He was amused at the look in Sara’s eyes as she stared at his hard cock.  Harry, too, was staring at Greg.  Then he said, “Will mine get like that?  Does it hurt?”
Last to strip was Lucy.  Greg wondered if he would ever tire of watching an 11-year-old strip.  Her body was on the verge of womanhood, but she was still a child.  Lucy would grow out of this perfect body, but Greg would find others.  
Harry’s hand was still on his aunt’s tits.  The woman picked up the small boy and put him on her lap facing her.  That gave him easy access to both tits with both hands.  Then, at Kim’s suggestion he leaned forward and sucked on her nipples.  She remembered something Greg had said at the mall – about how a little boy would love to cuddle with her tits.  That’s just what Harry was doing.  To her amazement, she could feel his small cock, hard against her stomach.  And Harry was unconsciously moving his hips up and down ever so slightly, rubbing his cock against her.  
Meanwhile, Greg had lured Sara over to him.  She felt his big hard cock with awe.  Greg picked up the little girl and sat her on his lap facing away from her.  She was positioned so it looked like she had a short, fat cock sticking out from between her legs.  Reaching down, she grasped the hard shaft and slid her tiny hands over it.  Greg’s hand went to the hard little nipples of the 7-year-old and he fondled her warm body.  Then, he pulled her head around so he could put his lips on hers and felt her respond with her tongue.  It was so quick, it startled him.  “Wow,” he said.  “You’ve done this before.”
“My sister and I practice for when she meets a boy.”
“Bet you’re the first one to get to do it with a boy, though.  What else do you practice with your sister?”  He was disappointed when it turned out there wasn’t anything more sexual than a kiss going on between them.  
Lucy moved closer to Greg and Sara.  When Greg noticed her, he said, “Come on over, Lucy.  Let Sara touch you.”
Sara ran her hands over Lucy’s soft skin, but said, “Elsa’s got tits.”  That pointedly said – and you don’t, Lucy.  But, Sara didn’t stop her fondling of the older girl.  
“Well, I think Lucy’s body is just perfect,” said Greg.  “And yours, too.  I could sit here and play with you all day.”  For emphasis, he ran his hands down her body to touch the inside of her pussy lips.  He toyed with her clit until she said she “felt funny down there”.  Then Greg reached out and did the same to Lucy.  At the same time, the teenager was watching Kim and Harry.  Their mutual fondling continued across the room from him and it was time to step up the pace.
“Get down on him, Kim.  Like I told you to,” he called to her.  Though Kim blushed she stood up and started to place Harry on his back on the couch.  But, something caught her eye and she paused, and then gave Greg a guilty look.  Greg looked closely at the couch to see a huge wet spot on the cushion.  The thrill he had from that was like a jolt of electricity down his spine.  Fondling Harry turned her on.  Hell, he should have seen it earlier than this.  Performing forbidden acts in exchange for Greg’s cock turned her on.  Greg had thought the turn on was just his, but apparently it was mutual.  He even wondered now if she’d gotten wet while licking his asshole yesterday.  So, it wasn’t just his cock that she wanted.  His cock was her excuse to give in to all her hidden fantasies and more.
“What a bad girl you are,” said Greg.  “You’re getting horny over your nephew.  So, now you have to show him what you can do with your mouth.”  Then he watched as Kim laid Harry down on the couch on his back.  She bent over him and … dammit, she was blocking his view.  He lifted Sara off his lap and moved around to see Kim’s tongue running around the base of Harry’s little cock.  Lucy and Sara crowded next to him and watched in wonder as the woman serviced her nephew’s cock.  Then, her lips pursed tightly and she slid down the two inches of his slender cock.  Opening wider, she sucked his scrotum in and put her lips all the way against his crotch.  
For several minutes Kim enjoyed the little cock in her mouth.  Though he was hard, the boy could only enjoy the soft sensations of a mouth and tongue caressing him.  He didn’t get aroused and was too young to cum.  He wasn’t too young to realize he was really getting something special.  When he’d seen enough, Greg said, “Let Lucy take over on Harry.  I want you to do Sara now.”  So Harry got to have his cousin give him a wonderful memory that he would never forget.  
Sara lay back on the floor and spread her legs when Greg told her to.  To her surprise, she watched as Kim bent to run her tongue along the hairless slit.  Greg had already warmed her up, so this new sensation found her ready to take off.  She was aroused quickly and within seconds announced that she was feeling funny again.  But, Greg assured her that it was a good kind of funny and soon she’d feel really nice.  She trusted him enough to give Kim a few more seconds to make her feel nice and she wasn’t disappointed.  It took about three minutes total, but then the 7-year-old was writhing in the pleasure of her first orgasm.  
It was Kim’s idea that she deserved an orgasm now, so she lay back and told Sara, “You get on your hands and knees and lick me like I did you.”
“You mean I have to do that to you?  Lick you where your pee comes out?”
“Yes,” said Kim.  “Well, not really.  No pee is going to come out and you have to lick a little bit higher than that.  I promise it won’t taste like pee at all.  It tastes really, really good. “
“Do I have to?” pleaded Sara.  
“Yes, it’s not fair for me to do it to you and then you don’t do it back.  But, let’s get you some help.  Lucy!  Let Harry up and he can come lick me with Sara.”  Harry bounded over and put his tongue in his aunt’s pussy without hesitation.  Seeing that and hearing the encouragement Harry got, Sara swiped at Kim’s pussy with her tongue, too.  
Soon the two kids were taking turns licking Kim, gradually homing in on the woman’s sensitive clit.  When they did, Kim let out a moan and said, “That’s my two little pussy lickers.  That feels so good.  Don’t stop now.  Oooo, Greg, this is sooo much fun.  Ooo, yes, here it comes.  I’m going to cum for my little babies.  Oh, God, yes… here I go.”  Her body twitched and shuddered as the orgasm shot through her.  
Greg had watched the whole event and couldn’t stand it any longer.  He got Harry and Sara out of the way and slid his cock into Kim’s pussy.  Kim was disappointed that he came in seconds.  She didn’t get a single orgasm out of him.  Reading her mind, Greg said, “Don’t worry.  We’ll do it again later and I’ll fuck the living daylights out of you.”
For her own amusement, Lucy arranged the two kids in a 69 while Greg and Kim fucked.  So, when Greg slipped off his cock slave, he saw Sara shaking from another orgasm, still with Harry’s cock in her mouth.  Turned on again, Greg had one more thing planned.  He whispered in Kim’s ear, “What would you think about seeing that cute little 7-year-old Sara with her lips wrapped around my cock?”  Kim said nothing as her thoughts raced.  She felt the old part of her thinking how horrible that would be for such a young girl, but she was learning to have no limits and the idea aroused her.  She tried to imagine the sight of Sara sucking Greg, but nothing would be as good as the real thing.  Greg said, “What do you say to getting that innocent little face fucked good?”
Kim’s whisper was husky as she said, “Oh, God, yes, Greg, I couldn’t even imagine that yesterday, but now I want to see it.  I want to see her doing a blowjob, just like me and Lucy do it.  But how do we get her to do it?”
“Easy,” said Greg.  “Remember I told you that a little girl will do anything to please an older girl.  Sara will do it because she doesn’t want to look like a little girl – she wants to be grown up.  All you have to do is dare her to do it.  Tell her that big girls do it.  Even embarrass her by saying she’s too little to do it.”
Kim gave Greg a conspiratorial smile and a quick kiss then went over to the nude second grader.  “Hey, Sara, having a good time?”
“Ooo, uh huh,” said Sara.  “It’s so cool.  I got to cum.  And I never got to play with a boy’s cock before.  Or even taste a girl’s pussy.”
“Yeah, you’ve done things that even your big sister hasn’t done,” said Kim.  “You’re becoming a big girl, aren’t you?”
“Uh huh,” said Sara.
“Well, if you’re a big girl, then you can suck a big boy’s cock just like Lucy and I can do, can’t you?”
“I guess so.”  The little girl figured that meant Greg and she looked over at what he had between his legs.  Sucking Harry hadn’t been a big deal, but Greg looked like a different story.  “Uh, it’s kinda big,” she said.  
“Oh, it’s easy,” said Kim.  “Greg, come over here.  Sara thinks she can suck your cock, let’s give the little girl a try.”
Greg came over and first Kim slid his cock all the way down her throat.  She bobbed up and down on the hard member for a couple of times and then pulled it back out.  Kim looked at Sara and said, “See, it’s easy for a big girl.  Lucy can do it, too.  So, let’s see if you really are a big girl.  Can you really do it?”
Sara put her hands around the big cock.  It had hardened in Kim’s mouth, so now the little girl held a fully erect 13-year-old boy’s cock in her hands.  It was enormous for her.  She opened as wide as she could and pushed forward to put the cock in her mouth.  She had heard Kim say, ‘Let’s give the little girl a try.’  She knew this was the test of being a big girl and she was determined to pass the test.  The salty taste of Greg’s pre-cum hit her tongue and she paused.  Greg felt her tongue swirl around the tip of his cock as she enjoyed the taste.  Then, she slipped the head deeper, but stopped with only 2-inches in her mouth.  She’d reached the back of her throat and started to gag.  
When Sara pulled the cock out of her mouth, she said, “I can’t.  It makes me gag.”  
Even if Sara couldn’t handle the whole cock, Kim did not want to deny Greg some fun, or herself either.  “Suck what you can, Sara.  We understand that little girls can only suck a little bit of a cock.”  
Shamed, but determined to do her best, Sara went to work on Greg’s cock, sliding about 2-inches in and out of her mouth, getting the rhythm down.  Kim was still amazed at the sight of the girl’s lips spread as Greg fucked her sweet, innocent face.  She was amazed at how much it aroused her to see the 7-year-old trying so hard to engulf a cock that was way too big for her.  As she watched, she noticed that Sara was getting just a little bit more in her mouth in a valiant effort to be a big girl.  She started to coach Sara on how to get the cock past her gag reflex and make it seem natural.  But, she just couldn’t get it any farther.  
Then, Lucy came over.  She’d been watching Sara’s attempts while fondling Harry and letting him lick her pussy.  “Too bad you can’t get it all,” she said.  “I’ll bet when Elsa gets the chance she doesn’t have a problem with shoving the whole cock down her throat.  She is your big sister after all.  Too bad you can’t be the first to do a good blowjob.”
Sara’s face burned with shame.  Even her big sister would be able to do it.  She was nothing but a little girl!  With determination she concentrated on the cock and what Kim was telling her.  Spurred on by her own desire, the little girl slid the tip of the cock past her gag reflex and deep into her throat.  It felt odd, but she’d done it.  She had a boy’s big cock all the way in her mouth!  Now she felt Greg’s hands on the back of her head and she couldn’t stop if she’d wanted to.  She started to become used to the feeling of the cock deep inside her when suddenly Greg tensed and shot his load of cum into her mouth.  The first spurt when into her mouth, filling her up.  Greg pulled out and shot the second spurt right on her cute little nose.  Sara swished the tasty cream around in her mouth as Greg put a load of cum into her hair and then on her flat little chest.  
“Oh, my God, she did it,” shouted Kim.  “Holy cow, Sara, you are such a big girl.  You sucked Greg just as good as anybody could.  Show us his cum.”
Sara opened her mouth to show the white goo in her mouth.  Then, she shut her mouth and swallowed hard.  “Um, yum,” she said.  Then, she squealed, “Ooo, I did it, I did it, I really did it.  And I did it before Elsa did it!”
“You squirted all over her, Greg,” said Lucy, not realizing that he’d meant to do just that.  
“Yeah,” said Greg.  “Nothing like a second grader covered in cum.  She looks so fucking sexy like that.  But, now watch the finishing touch.”  He looked at the 6-year-old Harry who had his fingers in his aunt’s pussy.  “Harry, you liked sucking on your Aunt Kim’s tits, didn’t you?”
“Uh huh,” nodded Harry.  “I liked that and her pussy, too.”
“Come over here and suck on Sara’s titties, too,” he told the first grader.  “She’s got nice hard little nipples and cream on them, too.”
“Holy shit,” said Lucy.
“God, Greg, I can’t stand it,” said Kim, her hand moving to her own cunt where she started rubbing furiously.  “You’re going to get Harry to eat your cum right off of Sara’s chest.”  She diddled herself as she watched her nephew do just that.  
“Mmm,” said Harry as he cleaned off Sara’s chest.  Seeing more, he stood on tiptoe to lick the cum off her nose where it was dripping down onto the sweet lips of the 7-year-old.  He tasted the nectar on her lips and she stuck out her tongue to lick his lips.  
“Look at that,” said Lucy as the three of them watched the two little ones kiss.  Emboldened by Lucy’s remark, Sara pulled Harry into a hug and pressed her lips hard against his just as she’d practiced with her older sister.  Greg could hear Kim cumming noisily at the erotic scene.  He swatted her playfully on the ass.  He couldn’t wait to get her upstairs now.  
“Get them dressed and take them back home,” said Greg, to Lucy.  “When you get back, I’ll be waiting to thank you for bringing them over.”  Then to Harry and Sara, he said, “You two remember that you can’t say a word about this to anybody.  If you do, you’ll be in more trouble than you can handle because your parents will find out.”  When the two nodded solemnly, Greg said, “Now, Kim, let’s go upstairs and see if we can lose count of your orgasms.”
Lucy was able to drop Sara off quickly, but it was a 10-minute walk to Harry’s house.  There she had to pretend politeness while her aunt babbled on about what happened at the grocery store while Lucy “baby sat Harry.”  Lucy even got paid for introducing Harry to sex, though her aunt never suspected what had happened.  After a ten-minute walk home, she arrived to find Greg and her mom asleep on mom’s bed.  The two were exhausted and Lucy was sure she heard her mom repeating, “Fourteen, fourteen,” over and over again. Half an hour later, she woke Greg up for her reward.  Recovered, Greg gave Lucy nine orgasms before he came inside her.
Greg lied as he left that evening.  “I can’t come by for a couple of days, but I’ll be here on Saturday so we can have some more fun.”  He would indeed be back on Saturday because that was when Simon would be home and he could do the last phase of the plan.  By Saturday evening, Simon would have his cock sucked by his mom and his sister.  The lie was that he couldn’t come back.  The truth was that he didn’t want to come back.  Instead, he wanted the two extra horny and willing when he showed Simon what they would do.  So, for a couple of days, he’d make up for lost time with Marsha, Jan, Cindy, and his own mom.  
On Saturday afternoon, Greg went over to Simon’s house.  When Simon answered the door, he immediately apologized to Greg.  “I don’t know what happened,” he said.  “One minute we were both going to see my dad and then suddenly mom decided that Lucy would stay behind.  I thought it would be a good time for you and mom to finish planting the bushes and see how far you could get with her.  But, Lucy was probably in the way the whole time.”
Greg smiled to himself.  Simon was about to find out just how much in the way Lucy had been and why she had suddenly stayed behind.  “Don’t worry about it, Simon,” he said.  “Things actually went very well.  Are you ready for a blowjob today?”
“No way,” replied Simon with astonishment.  “It’s only been two weeks since you started and Lucy was home for the last week of it.  Don’t try to fool me.  How much longer do you need with my mom and …”
“Relax,” said Greg.  “Where’s Lucy right now.”  
“She’s up in her room, I think.”
“Let’s go up and see her,” said Greg.  “She’s actually been quite nice the past week.”
“Hey, are you going to tell me about my mom, or what?” prodded Simon.  
“In time,” said Greg.  He started toward the steps.  “You have to learn patience, Simon.  If you’re going to be successful with a woman, you need patience and control.”  He led the way up to Lucy’s door.  Without knocking, he opened the door and peeked in.  The 11-year-old was laying on her bed reading a magazine.  
She looked up as her door opened, about to yell at Simon for barging in.  Instead, she saw it was Greg and bounced up to greet him.   “Hi, Greg, you’re finally here.  I wasn’t sure what time you were coming over.”
Greg put his finger to his lips.  He didn’t want Lucy to spill the whole story.  He wanted to really get Simon’s attention.  Simon stepped in behind Greg in time to see his friend step behind his little sister.  “Simon thinks you were a bother this week,” said Greg.  He reached around the little girl and put his hands on Lucy’s stomach, and then put his hands under her shirt to rest on her bare skin.  Watching Simon’s expression, Greg slid his hands up higher and higher under Lucy’s shirt until he was cupping her tiny tits, his palms pressed against her hard nipples.  
Greg wanted to shock Simon and he wasn’t disappointed.  Simon’s mouth dropped open and his eyes got big as he watched his little sister being felt up by his friend.  He was speechless as Greg put his head over Lucy’s shoulder.  Lucy turned her head to face Greg and opened her mouth as Greg pressed his lips against hers.  Simon wanted to yell at Greg, ‘No, that’s the wrong one.  You’re supposed to be after my mom.’  But the words didn’t come out.  Even though it was the ‘wrong one’, he was getting turned on.  In amazement, he watched as Greg’s hands slowly lifted Lucy’s shirt.  Her bare chest was exposed to her brother.  She looked at him with an expectant look as Greg pulled the shirt all the way over her head and she was topless.  
“Isn’t she beautiful,” said Greg.  “She’s been here all the time and you’ve never noticed her until now.  I hope you notice her now.  Strip for us, Lucy.”  Greg took his hands away and walked around in front of her.  The girl grinned as she slid down her shorts, revealing her tiny black panties.  She turned and flashed her ass at them, then faced them again as she pulled her panties down.  Nude, she posed for them.  Her brother flattered her with his stare.  He drank in the smooth hairless body, but he was afraid to reach out and touch her.  Afraid that this was a dream.  It was just as well because Greg didn’t want him fondling his sister yet.  
“Stay here a minute, Lucy,” said Greg.  “Where’s your mom?”  
“Right where you think she is,” said Lucy.  Greg had given her instructions yesterday on just how Kim was to be waiting for her son.  
With a smile, he led Simon over to Kim’s bedroom and opened the door.  He let Simon enter first, wishing he could see Simon’s face, but he had other plans.  Kim was naked, kneeling facing the door.  Her hands were cuffed behind her.  Simon gaped at the sight of his mom.  He couldn’t imagine how Greg had managed all this in two weeks.  His mom and his sister were both naked for him.  He stood and admired his mom’s body as she smiled back at him.  Kim felt wonderful to have Simon’s eyes roaming her body.  The look of lust on his face was a compliment in itself.  She knew she really was sexy now and that she’d soon be blowing the 13-year-old.  
But, Greg had not been idle while Simon was enjoying his mom’s nudity.  He stepped into the room naked and walked right up to the kneeling Kim.  His cock slid between her lips as she opened her mouth.  Simon’s hard-on grew at the sight of Greg’s cock sliding in and out of her mouth.  He wanted that cock to be his.  “This is what I taught her,” said Greg.  “She’s really good at it now.  After your mom, you should try Lucy.  She’s pretty good, too.  You’d better get your clothes off and get ready or you’ll be cumming in your pants.”  Then, he put his hands in Kim’s hair and thrust his cock deep into her throat.  As Simon stripped, Greg unloaded into Kim’s mouth.  
Simon hurried to take Greg’s place as soon as Greg pulled his cock from Kim’s face.  He put his cock to his mom’s lips, almost afraid to take that final step.  But, he had no choice as Kim opened up and leaned forward.  Before he knew it, his balls were slapping on his mom’s chin as she fucked her own mouth with her son’s cock.  His vantage point was everything he’d hoped it would be.  He looked down into her blue eyes that looked back up at him.  His eyes ran lower to watch her tits bounce as she moved forward and back.  Even further down he looked at her shaved pussy.  It was a dream come true for the 13-year-old.  Just like he wanted her, she was naked and sucking his cock.
He was facing the bed, so he saw all the action as Greg lay down and Lucy climbed up between his legs.  Her ass looked really cute to him as she stuck it up in the air in her hands and knees position.  She made slurping noises as she licked up and down Greg’s shaft.  Greg had been right that Simon never even noticed how cute and sexy his little sister had become.  His sister!  That little brat that bugged him and got him into trouble all the time.  He was going to enjoy getting his cock in her mouth.  But, now his mom’s expert mouth and tongue had him going crazy so he looked down at her again as he shot off in her mouth.  He watched for his cum to spill out, but not a drop came out.  Instead, his mom’s throat worked furiously to swallow the creamy jism.  When she was done, she looked up at him and said, “That was wonderful, Simon.  I hope you enjoyed having me go down on you.”
Simon nodded vigorously.  “Yeah, mom, it was great!” he said.  “I can’t believe you actually did it.”
“And I’d like to do it again,” she said.  “But, right now, I’d like you to get hard all over again and stick your cock in my pussy.  Would you like to screw your mom?”  She stood up to face him.  
“You bet, mom,” he answered.  “It’s all happening so fast.  Can… uh, can I touch your tits?”
“Oh, Simon,” she cooed.  “How long have you wanted to do that?  Of course you can play with mommy’s tits.  That will make you hard again and then we can fuck.”  She took his hands and placed them on her tits.  
He weighed the large breasts in his hands and rubbed the nipples.  “I’ve wanted to do this for months,” he said.  Then, he bent to take a nipple in his mouth.  It tasted wonderful and he noticed it got more prominent as he sucked on it.  His cock was growing already and he could hardly imagine his cock sliding into his mom’s bare pussy, but it was going to feel wonderful.
“Oh, you naughty boy,” teased Kim.  “You’ve want to do this for months?  How could you wait so long?  Why didn’t you feel me up before, or join me in the shower, or come to bed with me?”
Simon opened his mouth to speak, but he didn’t know what to say.
“Oh, I’m just kidding,” said Kim, cutting him off before he had time to give her a serious answer.  “I’m glad Greg showed me how much fun teenagers can be and taught me to enjoy my son and daughter as lovers.  Too bad I didn’t find out sooner.  But, tell me true, Simon, have you ever fucked a girl before?”  
She expected him to say no.  She just wanted to make sure that she was the first so she could enjoy being his first.  But, Simon nodded and said, “I got to fuck all of the cheerleaders over at Greg’s house once.  They all put out for the basketball team.”  Then, he bent to her tits again, kissing and licking them.  Greg breathed a sigh of relief.  He’d been afraid that Simon would mention Greg’s mom.  
Disappointed, Kim wasn’t going to play the role of mother and show her surprise that her 13-year-old son had already fucked five different girls.  She’d still enjoy her son, but she just wouldn’t be his first.  In fact, she was glad that he’d fucked some girls his own age.  That meant he’d had some practice.  
At sounds coming from the bed, Simon looked over his mom’s shoulder to see Lucy taking Greg’s load down her little throat.  In amazement, Simon watched his little sister as Greg used his hands on her head to pump her up and down his cock.  She was moaning in pleasure.  He wanted to touch his sister, but wanted his mom first.  
Kim chased her daughter and her lover off the bed.  It was her turn to use it.  She lay back on the bed and spread her legs to invite Simon to join her.  He didn’t need to be asked even once.  He took the hint and practically jumped between her legs.  His cock was pounding hard as he put it to the entrance to his mom’s smooth pussy.  He inserted his cock gently, getting deeper with each thrust.  When he was all the way in, his mom said, “Yes, that’s it, Simon.  Your cock feels so good inside me.  I’ve been waiting for this all week.  Now fuck me hard.”
It was over in seconds as Simon came quickly.  His second load of cum filled his mom’s cunt, then he pulled out.  Greg had seen the whole thing and knew immediately that Kim had not cum yet.  Simon started to get up, his eyes on his little sister already.  But, Greg pushed him back on the bed.  “Not yet, Simon.  You have to do it right.  I’m not going to let you get to Lucy until you’ve done Kim right.  She didn’t get to cum and making her cum is more important than cumming yourself.”
Simon didn’t understand that.  He’d just had a great orgasm.  Why would anything else be more important?  But, it was Kim that said, “Greg, it’s OK.  He’ll get more stamina as he practices.”
“No way,” insisted Greg.  “He’s got to learn to do it right from the start.  Simon, if she doesn’t get to cum, she’s going to lose interest in you.  So, you have to make her cum if you want to cum.”
Sheepishly, Simon looked at his mom.  “Is that right?  Would you lose interest in me?  Did I do it wrong?”
“Well,” admitted Kim.  “Greg does usually make me cum at least three times before he cums.  It’s what’s made him so much fun the past two weeks.  It’s why I let him keep fucking me even though I know it’s wrong.  It’s something that I wanted Lucy to enjoy, too.  So, I guess this is your lucky day.  You have to keep fucking your mom until you get it right.”  She giggled at the ‘punishment’ he was going to receive.  
After his second orgasm and Greg’s criticism, Simon’s cock had wilted.  With his mom’s help, he was soon hard again.  But, this time, Greg helped him get into position.  With his hands on Simon’s hips, he made sure that Simon’s cock was in the right position to press against his mom’s clit.  Greg thoroughly enjoyed the opportunity to fondle his friend.  He put Simon’s cock into Kim’s cunt and then used his hands to make sure Simon was making the right contact with the right pressure.  Guiding Simon, he put one hand on Simon’s ass and took Simon’s balls in his other hand.  In that position, Greg could keep Simon at the right angle and also tell when Simon was about to cum.  
Kim was about to cum when Greg felt Simon’s balls start to tighten.  He immediately squeezed Simon’s ball hard enough to get a yelp from his friend.  But, at the same time, he kept Simon’s rhythm going.  The pain was enough to make Simon lose his impending orgasm.  A few seconds later, Kim said, “Oooo, yes, Simon.  That’s right.  That’s how Greg does it.  Oooo, yes, lover boy, you’re gonna make me cum, real soon.  Oh, fuck me… Simon… fuck … me.  Ooooo, here I cum… fuck… meeeee!”  Kim’s body shuddered and Simon felt her pussy twitch around his cock.  It felt wonderful to his cock, but even more, it looked and felt wonderful to see his mom twitching in orgasm and know that he was the one who made her do that.  
Greg relentlessly kept Simon going.  He squeezed the base of Simon’s shaft, keeping his cum from rising and soon Kim had another orgasm.  Then he removed his hands.  “Now, Simon you cum, too.  But watch her, feel her pussy with your cock.  Wait.  Hold off your own orgasm until she starts to cum.  Then, you two cum together.  Notice how good it feels to have her pussy squeeze your cock when she cums.  It’s even better if you’re cumming when that happens.”
Simon followed Greg’s lead.  He had to do as Greg asked.  His balls hurt and it seemed like an orgasm was far away.  But, as he watched his mom moan underneath him, it came back quickly.  Before he knew it, his mom was screaming in pleasure again and he shot his cum into her.  
“Damn,” said Greg.  “Now you don’t have to fuck her anymore today.  Of course, if she wants it, that’s another matter.”  Again he noticed the lust in Simon’s eyes as he looked at his little sister.  “But, before you get anything else, it’s my turn to cum.”  He grabbed Lucy and laid her on the floor.  Eagerly she spread her legs and purred as Greg slid his cock deep into her waiting pussy.  
“Now, just watch,” said Greg.  Yeah, he thought, just watch me fuck the daylights out of your sister.  “Notice how my cock touches her.  It’s not just a matter of getting your rocks off.  It’s much more fun when you make her cum over and over.”  He turned his attention on the 11-year-old impaled on his cock.  “How’s that, sexy thing.  You know how much I love your tight pussy and your cute little tits.  I want you to squeeze me and make me cum.  But, I’m going to fuck you good before I cum.”
“Oh, yes, Greg,” cooed the little girl.  “I love your cock inside me.  Please, touch my tits.  I love the touch of your hands.”  Greg was happy to feel up the girl in front of her brother.  If he was right, this was really making Simon hot.  He bent forward and gave Lucy a deep, passionate kiss that she returned with enthusiasm.  His hands roamed over her body, eventually ending up holding her ass firmly as he thrust in and out.  Soon she was moaning in lust and said, “Fuck me deep, Greg.  Give it all to me.  Oooo, yes, it feels… so… good.  Yes, yes, Greg!” She shuddered to her first orgasm.  
“How many more like that do you want?” asked Greg.  
“Oooo, Greg, I want more and more.  But, just two more today.  Cum with me on my third one.  I want to save some for Simon.  I want my big brother to fuck my hot little pussy and make me cum.  How about it, Simon?  You got two more in you?  I want to blow you and then fuck you.  Would you like that?”  She giggled when he nodded at her.  Then, she promptly orgasmed again.  Greg’s big cock and the thought of blowing and fucking her brother sent her over the edge quickly.  Greg knew he had the little vixen on a roll.  He picked up his pace, fucking the little girl’s bald pussy as fast and hard as he could.  When her body writhed in the pleasure of her third orgasm, Greg filled her with his cum.  
Greg knew he could cum some more, but instead he lay down with Kim, his arms around her.  Together they watched Lucy’s head bob up and down in her big brother’s crotch.  It was a thrill to watch the sister-brother act.  Lucy thought of her brother as the ultimate and like most little sisters had a crush on her older brother.  While days ago she would never have dreamed of this moment, now she accepted it eagerly.   And, for Simon, well, his opinion of his kid sister had changed drastically in the past hour.  Looking down into her sweet face, he unloaded his cum between her wide spread lips.  She just kept sucking until all the cum was gone.  Then, she lay back, spread her legs, and waited for her reward. 
Simon looked down at the slender little body of his sister and knew she would be tight.  He was jealous that Greg had taken her virginity, but at least she would still be tight.  As he knelt to put his cock in Lucy’s pussy, he remembered the responsibility that Greg had told him.  Lucy had to cum before he did and preferably, more times than he did.  But, it was only fair.  He’d cum in her mouth, so he was one ahead of her.  He wanted to do that because he had two beautiful sexy females ready to let him fuck them anytime.  To keep them that way, he’d have to keep them happy.  
When Lucy sighed in contentment as his cock spread her slick pussy lips, Simon thought that was the sexiest sound he’d ever heard.  He put his cock the way Greg had showed him and started fucking his sister.  Remembering what she’d asked of Greg, he put his hands on her tiny nipples and fondled her as he stroked in and out.  “Kiss me, Simon,” said Lucy.  He bent down to her and met her tongue with his.  It was wonderful to enjoy his little sister as he’d enjoyed the cheerleaders.  
On the bed, Kim straddled Greg, sliding his cock up her pussy.  “That’s it, Kim,” said Greg.  “Fuck yourself on my cock.  Ride me, you wild woman.”  The older woman’s tits bounced right in front of Greg as she pumped up and down on the boy’s cock.  He reached up to fondle the large tits, enjoying the softness of her tits.   He stopped watching Simon and Lucy, and focused his attention on the woman with him.  He heard Lucy cum once and relaxed even more.  He’d been waiting to make sure that Simon got Lucy off first.  With that, he surrendered himself entirely to Kim’s ministrations.  She came quickly and kept riding the young stud.  
Lucy came again for her brother.  As soon as her orgasm ended, she felt him start to cum.  Oh, no, she thought.  I’ve missed it.  We need to cum together.  But, she needn’t have worried because suddenly she felt her body wracked by her third orgasm just seconds after the first.  It was a totally new experience and she thoroughly enjoyed the feeling.  Squealing in pleasure, she squeezed Simon tight as he came inside her.  
Kim was also enjoying a new experience.  From her position on top, she was able to control the angle and depth of Greg’s thrusts.  Hitting her clit in just the right way, she felt herself start to orgasm – her second from Greg’s cock.  But, this one didn’t end.  She found that by rubbing her clit against his cock with different pressures, each thrust felt like another orgasm.  She played herself like a fiddle, not even realizing that she was whining in lust.  Greg knew that Jan was capable of these extended orgasms, but Kim was only the second girl he’d found who could do that.  His hands continued to play with Kim’s tits, since he figured that stimulation was helping keep Kim on her orgasmic high.  Watching Kim fuck herself with wild abandon was too much for Greg.  He came deep inside Kim’s cunt and, amazingly enough, his cock stayed hard.  But, seconds later, Kim fell forward on top of him, a big smile on her face told him how much she’d enjoyed herself.  She would have liked to continue, but she was simply exhausted.  
When Lucy and Simon cuddled up on the bed, Greg rolled Kim over to Simon’s other side.  The boy was sandwiched between his sister and his mother, a big grin on his face.  The grin on his face faded to a contented smile as Simon drifted off.  Greg slid out of bed and got dressed.  All three of the Jacksons were fast asleep already.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 18 – Playing with Friends
(MMFFmbbfgg, inc, bdsm, oral, anal)
One morning Carol was having coffee with her long time friend Amy Wilson.  The Wilsons had been friends of both Carol and Mike for several years.  Carol and her family and Mike and his family had often got together with the Wilsons for holidays, birthdays, and vacations.  The Wilsons’ four kids, Candice, Jill, Nate, and Randy were about the same ages as the Brady kids.  
As they were talking, Amy led the conversation to the topic of money.  It was an unusual topic for the two of them, so Carol was surprised.  She thought perhaps her friend was having some money problems with trying to raise four kids.  She listened attentively, and was even more surprised when Amy broke down into tears.  “Oh, Carol,” she said between sobs.  “Have ever done anything that you really regret, but you can’t undo?  You can never make right again?”
Not answering, Carol wanted to get to the heart of her friend’s sudden change.  “What are you talking about, Amy?  What’s happened?”  The sympathy in her voice was genuine as she worried about Amy’s attitude.  
It took a while to get the story straight, but eventually Carol understood.  Amy and her husband, Van, ran their own business.  Yet, they’d never paid any income taxes.  At first it had seemed to them the smart thing to do.  They had more money and no worry about how much the government would take from them each year.  But as the years went by, it became apparent to them that they might one day get caught.  Now after 20 years of marriage, Van had recently taken the time to figure out what that meant and the answer was an astonishing figure of over $1 million dollars in back taxes, interest and penalties.  Not to mention the jail time.  
“We can’t turn ourselves in,” said Amy.  “We’ll lose everything, including the kids.  But both Van and I feel so guilty that we can hardly stand it.  I wish there was some penance we could do, some way to absolve our guilt without losing everything.”
Up until that moment, Carol had never considered Amy as a possible sex partner or slave, but now she looked at her friend in a different light.  Amy was an attractive woman who still managed to look good in a bikini, as Carol had noticed when they’d vacationed at the beach.  Now Carol ran her eyes down the legs of her friend, mentally stripping the woman five years her senior.  She looked at the small tits that were nearly hidden under the bulky flannel shirt Amy wore and imagined making Amy stretch to reach and lick her own tits.  
Amy was still talking, but Carol was no longer listening as she looked at Amy’s face framed by long blond hair.  Her freckled face and petite form made her look younger than she was.  Amy had full lips that Carol imagined pressing against her own lips.  Perhaps being a good pussy licker would be a good starting point for Amy’s penance that she longed for.  
As Carol tuned back into Amy’s words, she heard Amy still bemoaning her dangerous situation.  “It was a stupid thing to do.  Now, I don’t think I can ever live in peace with myself again.”
“Maybe you just need a good spanking,” said Carol.  Her tone was light, but that was exactly what she wanted to give her friend right now.  
“Yeah,” agreed Amy, not really believing her friend was serious.  “Just like daddy used to do.  A spanking, then some time in my room to sit and think, and then everything was all better.  Life was so simple then.”
Carol stood and opened a kitchen drawer, pulling out a wooden spoon.  “I could use this on your behind and then you’d feel better.”  At Amy’s skeptical look, Carol said, “Come on, it can’t hurt to try.”  Dropping her light tone, Carol continued, “You’ve been a naughty girl and you’re going to get spanked for it.”
Amy laughed, “Do you really think it would help?”
“Did you ask your daddy if it would help?” responded Carol.  “No, you just took the spanking because you knew you deserved it like you do now.  I’m not asking, I’m telling you, a naughty girl who cheats on her taxes deserves a spanking.  Now pull down your pants!”
Amy just sat still, her head spinning at the command her friend has just given her.  But, it made sense.  She did deserve it.  She deserved worse than this, but maybe a spanking would make her feel like she’d made some payment for her crime.  
But, Carol wasn’t being patient with Amy’s indecision.  The naughty girl still didn’t seem to understand that the decision had already been made and she was just getting into more trouble by delaying.  Carol moved closer to Amy and said, “You’re a really bad girl who didn’t do what I told her to do.  Now I don’t want just your pants down, I want all your clothes off.  You need to be punished for being a cheater, and you need to be embarrassed like you would be if your picture was on the front page of the newspaper as a tax cheater.  I’m doing this for your own good.  Now, strip!”  She pulled Amy to her feet.
Amy responded to the authority in Carol’s voice.  Yes, she thought to herself, this is what I deserve.  Her fingers went to the buttons of the flannel shirt, undoing them from top to bottom.  She imagined herself naked in front of Carol and felt a flush of embarrassment already.  They were both women, so she wasn’t embarrassed in a sexual way, but just the idea of showing parts of her body that only her husband had seen was embarrassing.  As the flannel shirt spread open, it revealed a pink tank top underneath.  The naughty girl continued, pulling off the flannel shirt, then pulling the tank top up and over her head.  That left her still with her bra on, concealing her breasts for now.  
Next Amy unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down her legs.  As she watched Amy step out of her jeans, Carol was reminded of the times she’d seen the woman in a bikini.  She’d seen this much of Amy before, but being in her underwear was more erotic.  She gazed at the shapely woman for several seconds before she realized Amy had stopped.  “You are really trying my patience,” said Carol.  “I didn’t say strip to your bra and panties.  I said strip.  Now get it all off.  And I’m going to have to think of something else to punish your slow response.”
Amy had understood the command, but was hoping for a reprieve.  When that was not forthcoming, she reached behind herself and unsnapped the bra.  A feeling of shame swept over her as she bared her C-cup breasts to Carol.  But, she knew she deserved this.  Finally, she pulled down her panties, revealing the triangle of pussy hair covering her most private parts.  She looked at Carol, her body flush with embarrassment, waiting for the next command.  
“So, how does this feel, naughty girl,” asked Carol.  “How does it feel to show off your tits and pussy and ass to me?  Maybe you’d like to stand in front of a window, my little cheater.”
“N-n-no,” said Amy.  “It feels terrible enough to be naked right here.  Are you going to spank me now?”
“Not right away,” said Carol.  “You see, being embarrassed is part of your punishment, too.  How would you feel if I asked you to squat down and pee in your coffee cup right now?”
“Oh, God, Carol, no, I couldn’t,” said Amy.  “Please just spank me.”
“OK,” said Carol.  “I want you to turn around and show me your ass, then turn back to face me.”  She watched with lust as her friend turned halfway around.  Amy looked over her shoulder at Carol, watching for a sign to turn the rest of the way.  Finally Carol motioned to her and Amy turned to face her tormentor again.  “Shake your tits, naughty girl.  Make them bounce.  Do you bounce them for Van?”
“Sometimes,” said Amy, even more embarrassed by the admission.  She shook her chest slightly, then more vigorously as Carol showed her disappointment.  
“How does it feel to know that I’m bisexual, Amy?  To know that you’re turning me on?”
Amy turned even redder at that question. “You’re kidding me.  Aren’t you?”
“Lick your nipples, Amy.  Make them hard for me.”
The older woman took her left breast in her hand and lifted it up to her mouth, tonguing the silver dollar sized nipple to erection.  Her eyes never left Carol’s eyes and she knew that Carol wasn’t kidding.  But, she also knew that she deserved everything that Carol would do to her.  Without further command, Amy licked her right nipple as well.  She presented her engorged nipples to her tormentor, afraid to do anything else.  
“Do you ever play with yourself, naughty girl?” asked Carol.  “Do you diddle yourself off?  Do you stroke your pussy until you’re screaming in orgasm?”
“Yes,” said Amy, her voice almost inaudible.
“Do you have a vibrator?”
“Yes,” again barely audible.  
“Well, you don’t get to use it this morning.  I want you to finger yourself while I watch, you little cheater.  I want to hear you scream in orgasm just for me.  I want you to perform your most private sex show for an audience,” said Carol.  
Amy started shaking from fear, just like she had when her daddy had punished her.  But, her hand went to her pussy and she started stroking it.  She thought it would be hard to get herself aroused under the pressure of having Carol watch, but the fear and the taste of the forbidden aroused her quickly.  In minutes she found it difficult to stand as her knees became weak, so she lay down on the carpet.  With her legs spread wide, Amy was moaning in ecstasy, nearly oblivious to the audience of one.  
Yet, Carol didn’t want her victim to be oblivious.  She knelt down next to Amy and said, “Come for me, Amy.  Work your fingers in your wet cunt.  I want to hear you scream with pleasure.  I want you to show me just how much fun you can have by yourself.  I want you to know just how much you’re going to pay for cheating.”
Being reminded that she had an audience didn’t slow Amy down.  Her hand was pumping furiously in her cunt as she screamed, “I’m cumming …  I’m … oooooooo … eeeeeeeeee … fuck, yes.  I’m a bad girl.  Ooooooo, yes.  Everybody … everybody is … watching me cum.  Oooooo, I deserve this.  I’m so … ooooooo … bad.”  With a final scream, Amy went over the edge, cumming hard while her friend inhaled the wonderful aroma of cunt juices.  
Carol rolled the exhausted woman over and used the wooden spoon on the unprotected ass.  “Owww, ooo, owww,” yelled Amy as the paddle struck her ass again and again.  Finally satisfied that Amy had enough spanking, Carol stopped.  Amy was panting from pain and exertion, yet she managed to say, “Thank you, Carol.  I feel better.”
“Just one more thing,” said Carol as she dropped her own pants.  Amy rolled over onto her back just in time to see Carol’s pussy up close as it settled down onto her face.  “Eat me,” said Carol.  “Use your tongue to make me cum.”  
Disgusted as she was at that request, Amy found herself with little choice.  This final indignity was obviously part of her punishment as well.  It was something she’d never done before, but she knew what a woman wanted.  Though Carol was very aroused, Amy’s novice tongue took a few minutes before Carol was screaming.  “That’s it, baby … yes, yes, tongue fuck me, naughty girl.”  Her fingers slipped into Amy’s hair, pulling the new lesbian tighter to her cunt.  “Eat me, Amy.  Make me cum.  Ooooo, yes, that’s my girl.”
From her position, Amy felt herself being pulled into Carol’s cunt.  She looked up at the panting woman, watching her breasts rise and fall under her shirt.  She wished Carol had taken off the shirt, but knew it wasn’t her place to ask for anything.  Her hands were on the smooth ass of her friend, as she ate like she was starving.  She felt terrible to be licking pussy, but in a way it made her feel better.  As Carol screamed in orgasm, Amy drank Carol’s juices.  
Satisfied that her friend had been punished enough for one day, Carol told her.  “I want you at my house tomorrow at 8 am.  You need some more punishment.  And don’t even think about being late.  If I have to come looking for you, it’ll just be worse for you.”
That evening Carol told her brother what she’d learned and what had happened.  Together they made plans for the next day.  As part of the plan, Mike called Van.  “Van, I just heard that you’ve been cheating on your taxes.”  Ignoring the vain protests from the other end, he continued.  “That’s a very serious matter and one I think we need to discuss.  I want you to take tomorrow off and be at my house at 10 am tomorrow.  Don’t tell anyone, not even Amy, and don’t even think about not coming.  Just remember that the IRS pays a big reward to someone who turns in a tax evader, so do as you’re told.  10 am tomorrow, don’t tell anyone, don’t be late, and don’t call me back.”  He hung up the phone.  
Van sat in shock at the tone of his friend’s words.  There was a definite threat of blackmail in the phone call.  He wanted to ask Amy if she had told Mike or Carol, but the directions were specific.  He couldn’t talk to anyone.  He could only wonder what Mike was up to.  It was a sleepless night for him.  
The next morning, Van told Amy that he was going in to work late.  He hated to lie to her, but he couldn’t tell her what was really happening.  Amy told Van that she was going shopping early and didn’t know when she would be back.  She slipped out of the house at 7:45 and drove to the Brady house, wondering what Carol had in store for her.  
When she arrived, she was surprised to see that Mike was still there.  She wondered how long she’d have to wait until Mike left and her punishment began, but the answer was not what she expected.  After a few seconds of silence, Mike said, “Good morning, how’s our little tax cheater?”  The words chilled her to the core as she realized that Mike was going to participate in her punishment.  
Amy looked to Carol for help, “Carol, please.  I don’t want …”  Her voice trailed off as she saw the smile on her friend’s face.  “What are you going to do?” she asked Mike.  
“Well, you’re facing a $1 million price tag and 10 years in jail.  We’re going to make you work that off.”  He let the words sink in, then said, “Follow me downstairs.”  
Amy let Mike lead her down to the basement where she saw devices she’d only heard of before.  Her heart sank as she realized just how she was going to pay.  “Put out your hands,” said her master.  He put leather cuffs around her wrists.  Then he attached ropes to the clips on the straps and hauled her arms into the air.  Her weight was still on the ground as Mike put a spreader bar on her ankles, spreading her legs three feet apart.  Then he raised her until her feet were barely touching the ground.  As a finishing touch he put a ball gag into her mouth.  
The captive could only squirm and moan into her gag when Mike picked up a long knife.  She shook with fear as he approached her, suddenly convinced that her friend might cut her.  Instead, he stepped behind her and she felt her shirt being cut all the way down her back.  When Mike stepped around in front of her, he ripped open the shirt, scattering buttons.  Briefly Amy wondered how she could wear her tattered shirt home, then she realized she had more immediate concerns.  Mike cut the sleeves from her arms, leaving her only in a black bra above the waist.  
“I think the life of a sex slave is your punishment for cheating on your taxes,” said Mike.  “I think you’re going to perform sex acts that you have only dreamed of in your nightmares.  And, I think you’re going to scream in pain whenever I want you to scream.”  Behind him, Carol added, “And whenever I want, too.”
Amy’s eyes were wide, pleading for it not to be true.  She chewed on the gag, trying to beg him to stop.  She could only watch as the razor sharp knife slipped into the waistband of her pants and parted the material, then slid down the length of the leg.  A second cut freed her other leg and her pants fell away to reveal black panties.  Against her pale freckled skin the black underwear gave her a very sexy look, one that she had purposely prepared for her mistress.  Now, she felt even more exposed than yesterday with two people watching her, including a man she knew was going to rape her before too long.  
“Just remember, cheater, that you get to keep your kids, your house, your business, and your reputation.  All you lose is your freedom whenever you’re around us.”  He slipped the knife between her tits, positioned to cut her bra off.  “Isn’t that worth it?”  She nodded, hesitantly.  “Do you want me to cut your bra off?”  The hesitation was longer as she searched his eyes for the right answer.  Then she nodded.  “That’s my good little bitch slave,” said Mike as he parted her bra effortlessly.  He cut the straps on her shoulders and pulled the garment entirely away.  “What’s next?” he asked.  Her words were lost in the gag, but she looked at her panties, then the knife, then her master.  “You want your panties off?” he taunted her.  Again she nodded.  With two quick cuts, her panties were shredded on the floor and the helpless slave hung nude.  
“Show me how much my bitch slave likes being naked for us,” said Mike.  Inside Amy was screaming, no, no, I don’t like it.  For several seconds she resisted his request, but realized sooner or later she would be doing just what he wanted.  She shook her tits, like yesterday, first gently, then wildly, letting her master enjoy the view of her nudity.  Then she boldly thrust her pelvis forward and back, humping the air in front of her.  
Carol slipped out of her clothes entirely, letting the slave see what she’d missed the day before.  Mike slowly undressed in front of Amy, letting her know what was coming.  But, when he was down to his underwear, he walked behind her.  Removing his underwear out of her sight, he tossed them over her so she would know that he was naked behind her.  “May I touch your lovely tits, slave?” he asked.  She nodded.  “Do you want me to fondle your lovely, smooth, and very personal mounds?” he asked.  She nodded again.  “Do you want me to feel you up and lick your tits?”  Again a nod.  “Do you want Carol to fondle them and suck your nipples so they get hard as little bullets?”  Totally humiliated, the slave nodded.  
Mike reached around the slave and put his hands firmly on her tits, squeezing them hard.  Behind her she could feel his hard cock pressing against the crack of her ass.  His hands went under her tits, holding them up as Carol bent to take each nipple in her mouth.  
In the slave’s ear, Mike whispered, “Are you ready to be fucked, slave?”  She moaned in fear, but slowly nodded her head.  “Do you want me to rape your pussy?”  His cock was throbbing against her ass and she was very aware of its size.  She nodded.  “Do you want me to stick my big hard cock in your pussy and fill you full of cum?”  Almost before she nodded, she felt his cock slip between her legs and drive into her pussy.  She moaned in pain as the big cock spread her tight, dry pussy.  She was filled with a big cock that she still had not seen, taken from behind by her master.  
Carol knelt in front of the slave, licking the intersection of cock and pussy.  Her talented tongue focused on Mike’s cock, but found the slave’s pussy just enough to tease her.  Mike’s cock slid in and out of the tight pussy, feeling it gradually lubricate as he stroked.  “Do you like being raped?” he asked the slave.  She lied and nodded.  “Can I invite my friends over to rape you, too?”  Amy jumped at that suggestion, shaking her head vigorously no.  He continued pumping as he said, “Oh, well, I don’t need my slave’s permission to gang rape her.  Do I?”  Defeated, she shook her head no, he didn’t need her permission.  
Amy could look down and see Carol tonguing her pussy.  It was a strange and wonderful feeling – her husband had never gone down on her, though she had sucked his cock on occasion.  As she watched her friend and mistress tongue her, Amy felt Mike pick up his pace.  It was a totally unreal situation as one friend licked her pussy and another raped her from behind.  Two days before she would never have guessed this might happen, but deep inside, she knew she deserved what she was getting.  Her body tingled as Mike’s hands squeezed her tits hard and his cock pounded her pussy, a pussy that hadn’t been shared with another man in 20 years.  When Mike tensed and shot his load into her pussy, it was too soon.  She wanted to cum, too, but both Mike and Carol stopped, leaving her unfulfilled.  
Mike untied the spreader on Amy’s feet, then tied her feet together.  He lowered the ropes that held her arms, allowing her to put her weight back on her feet.  After he pushed her to the floor, he tied the ropes to her ankle straps and hauled her into the air again, this time upside down.  Amy felt herself being pulled up until her head was nearly four feet in the air.  “Don’t want the cum to leak out yet,” said Mike.  Then, he undid the gag in the slave’s mouth.  
Amy started gasping for air and found herself with nothing to say.  She knew that no pleading would help her and questions were simply not allowed.  She waited as her master and mistress let her hang for a few minutes.  Despite Mike’s earlier warnings, the new slave was surprised when Mike took a leather strap from the wall and snapped it like a whip.  “Do you want a spanking, cheating bitch?” he asked.  
“Ummm, uh, yes, OK,” said Amy, nodding her head for emphasis.  
“Say ‘Yes master’ or ‘Yes mistress’” said Carol.  
“Yes, master.”
“Do you want me to take this leather strap to your bare ass?”
“Uh, yes, master.”
“Do you want to scream for your master and mistress?”
“No, master,” said the slave.  “But, I will scream if you want me to.”
“Will you eat my sister’s pussy while I watch?”
“Yes, master.”
“Will you make my sister have a screaming orgasm with nothing but your tongue?”
“Yes, mmmphf,” said Amy as Carol push her cunt into the slave’s face.  Her second time eating pussy was better than the first.  She went straight for Carol’s clit, working it with her tongue.  Knowing that Carol was already aroused, she expected to make her mistress cum quickly.  Mike had other ideas.  As Carol approached her orgasm, he whipped the leather strap across Amy’s unprotected ass.  In shock, she screamed, “Eeeeeeee, owwwwwwwww.”  As she tried to resume licking, he struck again.  “Owww,” she screamed as a second red mark appeared on her ass.  
Carol looked at her brother with narrowed eyes, knowing just what he was doing.  He was going to force Amy to tease her mistress, building up the power of her eventual orgasm.  Temporarily robbed, Carol pushed her pussy back into her slave’s face and felt the novice tongue find her clit again.  It would be at least a minute before she was near an orgasm again.  Carol moaned, “Yes, slave bitch, that’s the spot.  I’m going to cum on your tongue.   Mike is watching you eat pussy, my pussy.”  Her breathing increased, then Carol heard the slap of leather.  “Eeeeeeee, aaaaaaaaa,” screamed the slave.  Confused, Amy tried to find Carol’s clit again.  Was she doing something wrong?  “Eeeeeeeeee, oowwww,” she screamed again as Mike whipped her helpless ass.  “I’m sorry, mistress,” whined Amy.  “I’m trying to eat you, but … eeeeeeeeeee, aaaaaaaa.”
Once again Carol guided the slave’s face to her hot pussy.  Tears were running down (up?) Amy’s forehead as she relocated the clit and licked furiously.  She felt Mike’s hands on her tits, and his cock pressed against her bare neck.  Then it was gone.  From her position she saw Mike’s feet appear behind Carol’s feet, unaware that he was now fondling his sister.  Abruptly Mike slipped his cock between Carol’s legs, running up the slit of her pussy so the slave was now tonguing a hard cock.  Amy tried to dodge the cock, but was unsuccessful.  When he withdrew, Carol was once again backed down from her orgasm and Amy had to work hard to get her back up.  Then, Carol was nearly there, ready to explode as she saw the leather strap fly again.  “Eeeeeeeeeee,” screamed Amy.  “Please, master, let me eat my mistress.”  She heard the strap whistle again.  Smack!  “Eeeeeeeeeeeee”.  
Carol gave her brother a stern look.  Enough fooling around, it told him.  She was so horny that she could hardly stand it.  Amy was allowed to start licking again.  She wondered if her tired tongue would ever be allowed to make her mistress cum, but she knew she had to keep trying.  She saw her master’s feet again behind her mistress as he fondled his sister’s tits, helping her reach orgasm this time.  In just seconds, Carol screamed, “Yes, I’m cumming, Amy.  Eat me, Amy.  Show Mike how good you lick pussy.  Oooooooo, yes, tongue fuck me, slave bitch.  Oh, God, Mike, watch her make me cum.”  Carol’s orgasm lasted for several seconds as Amy frantically licked her mistress’ juices.  
As Carol wound down, Mike lowered their slave to the ground and completely untied her.  He set up the video camera on a tripod and the two of them coached her on what she was to say and do for the camera.  “We want you to tell Van what we’ve done to you.  We want you to tell him that he has to cooperate, too, or else.  His punishment will be to join you as a sex slave.  So, just stand there for the camera with all your nakedness and follow the script.”  Once Amy got over the shock of her husband joining them as another slave, she agreed to cooperate.  
They gave her several minutes to review the script, then turned the camera on.  Following the script, Amy said, “Hi, honey, I know this will surprise you, but it’s true.  I’m telling you while I’m naked so that you will see how serious this is.  The family is in a lot of trouble, but we can keep the family together and out of trouble if you cooperate.  So, baby, I want you to take off your clothes, too.  I’ve already done it, so you know how important this is to me.  And do whatever the Bradys tell you to do.  You have to do it, or we’ll lose everything.  Honey, please, don’t ask questions, just strip, then you can come see me and we’ll do what has to be done.”  
While that was the gist of what the Bradys wanted to get on tape, it went on longer, just in case Van needed more convincing.  She talked about losing their money, home, kids, and everything else.  She told him just how bad they had been and how this was an easy way to pay back without facing the real consequences.  Though the words were given to her, she said them with all her heart because she believed what she said was true.  
They finished just in time for Mike to meet Van at the front door.  Carol fixed up Amy just the way a slave ought to be.  She handed a harness to the slave and helped her put it on her head.  When the bit slipped into place between the pony girl’s teeth, Carol fastened and locked the catch behind Amy’s head.  She put the harness on the pony girl’s naked body, stretching the leather straps across her torso and between her legs.  Carol pushed the slave to her knees and attached blinders to the headgear.  Now the slave could only see the wall she was facing, with the door from upstairs unseen on her left.  Carol completed the picture by cuffing the pony girl’s hands behind her.  
Upstairs, Mike was handling Van.  The future slave had wisely put his anger aside when he came over.  He knew that he didn’t have the trump card in this deal and needed to hear what his friend would say first.  Mike explained everything that he knew about the Wilsons’ tax evasion, which was everything since Amy had spilled the beans to Mike and Carol.  When he finished with, “We don’t want money,” Van gave a sigh of relief, then asked, “What do you want.”
“Carol and I just want you and Amy to be our sex slaves,” said Mike.  “Once a week you come over and we play sex games where you do anything we tell you to do.  We want to expand our relationship.”
“No way,” said Van.  “That’s sick.  Not only won’t I do it, I’m sure I couldn’t talk Amy into it either.”  
Mike held back the tape for now and the two launched into an argument along the same lines that Carol and Amy had the day before.  But, Mike threw in the threat, “If you don’t, there’s nothing stopping me from reporting you to the IRS.  And I have a lot of incentive.  So, I’d suggest you cooperate.”
In the end, Van played his only trump card, “OK, let’s say I agree.  You’ll still never convince Amy to do it.  She’s too uptight about sex.” Mike was now trying to sell Van on being a sex slave, so he saw Van’s agreement as simply a stalling tactic.  The only way to convince Van was to let him know that Amy agreed that sex slave was the way to go.   Mike pushed the play button on the VCR.  He knew the tape would break down Van’s last argument.  
Van was numb as he listened to his wife of 20 years beg him to join her as a sex slave.  She’d already given in and he’d never known.  But, now she was somewhere in the house, naked and waiting for him.  Waiting for him to strip and surrender to Mike and Carol.  He asked, “What are you going to do to us?”
It was a question from a defeated man.  There was no question of if he was going to give in, Mike realized.  The only question he had was what would be done now that he’d agreed.  Mike’s answer was enigmatically simple.  “What ever we want, slave.  Now, strip.”  And how could Van know that soon he’d be sucking his friend’s cock.  He’d never had any indication that Mike was bisexual.  So, he did as he was told, expecting to be Carol’s toy for the day.  
Mike cuffed and gagged Van and led him downstairs.  As he came through the door, the new slave couldn’t believe his eyes.  His wife knelt, naked and harnessed at the foot of the stairs.  She was already sweaty, so he imagined Mike had already used her.  He knew she was a lovely woman, but the sight of her in just leather straps made his cock hard.  He gazed at her for a moment, knowing he would soon be in a similar situation, then felt himself pushed into the room.  
Carol was also there, dressed in black leather like a mistress should be.  In her hand she carried a riding crop.  “Well, well, it looks like your pleas worked, Amy.  You just kneel there and keep looking at the wall.  I’m only going to let you imagine what Van looks like stripped and cuffed.  But, I’ll tell you, he’s got a hard on for our little pony girl.”  Amy didn’t move a muscle as she was taunted, but as Carol has just finished teaching her, at the mention of pony girl, she whinnied.  
Carol took Van aside and put his headgear and harness on.  At his crotch was a leather pouch that she stuffed his deflated cock and balls into.  The pouch was very restraining and he figured it would be quite painful if he got a hard on now.  
Mike knelt in front of Amy and fondled her tits.  He looked over at Van who could only watch as his master took liberties with his wife.  Leaning close he whispered to Amy, “What would you like Van to do first?”  She couldn’t reply through the bit.  “Would you like to see him fuck your mistress?”  Amy flinched, but nodded.  “Would you like him to fuck you while we watch?  Fuck you like a pony?”  Amy nodded, more vigorously.  Somehow that seemed less embarrassing than watching her husband fuck another woman.  “Or would you like to watch him do to me what you did to Carol?”  Amy’s brow furrowed as she considered that, then she realized what that meant.  No, she shook her head, no, don’t make him do that.  I don’t want to watch that.  “But you know a slave doesn’t get a choice, don’t you?”  Slowly she nodded, not believing Mike would really do what he’d mentioned.  
Van had heard nothing of the exchange between Mike and Amy.  Instead he was listening to Carol, “Do you want to fuck me, slave?” she asked.  He didn’t know the right answer, so he replied honestly, with a nod.  “You think you’ll ever be good enough to fuck your mistress?”  The slave hung his head, shaking it to say no, he knew a tease when he heard it and he wouldn’t get to fuck Carol.  “You want to watch Mike fuck Amy?” she asked.  Again he shook his head no.  “He’s done it once today already.”  Carol was amused that Van’s shoulders sank as he heard this news.  She turned his head to look at Amy and Mike.  “Hey, slave bitch, do you want your master to fuck you … again?”  Van watched as his wife’s head bobbed up and down enthusiastically.  
But Mike whispered to her.  “He’s going to suck my cock instead, isn’t he?”  Again she nodded, but without enthusiasm.  Carol led Van over and positioned him on his knees in front of Amy, in profile view.  For the first time she saw him arrayed as a pony boy, but without blinders.  When he turned to look at her, a pained look shot across his face as his cock rose in its cramped quarters.  He looked away.  Mike removed the bit from the pony boy’s mouth and replaced it with a stretcher that spread the man’s mouth wide open.  
Mike stepped behind his pony boy and started stripping.  Carol turned Amy’s head so she could watch her master strip and know what was coming next.  Only Van was still oblivious to the events unfolding.  When Mike was naked, he stroked his cock to hardness looking from pony boy to pony girl.  Both looked inviting.  When he stepped around in front of Van, the pony boy knew that his wife was about to be fucked right in front of him.  He watched his master’s cock and was surprised by how close it came to his face.  Mike asked him, “Do you want me to fuck your wife?”  The slave shook his head no.  “Alright then, only one thing left to do with a hard cock.”  He pressed it against his slave’s face, enjoying the reaction he got from the man.  “Amy licked Carol’s pussy this morning.  It was her first ever pussy.  Now it’s time for you to get your first ever cock.”  With that he slid his eight inches down his slave’s vulnerable throat.
The cocksucking slave sputtered and gagged, but couldn’t rid himself of the intruder deep down his throat.  It was even worse as the cock slowly withdrew, then drove deep again.  “Cheating slave,” said Mike.  “Cheating pony boy getting what he deserves.”  He stroked again.  “Sucking a cock right in front of your wife.  We’ll let you watch her eat pussy later.  She does it without her mouth pried wide open.  She loves it.”   He picked up the pace, sliding his cock in and out of the virgin mouth.  “You’ll learn to cooperate, though, my well hung slave.  You’ll learn the taste of cum in your mouth.”  
Mike looked to his right at the pony girl.  “Pretty little pony girl watching her pony boy go down on a man for his first time.  Are you enjoying yourself?”  No, her head said as tears ran down her cheeks.  “Would you like to suck my cock instead?”  She nodded.  He stepped back from Van and in front of Amy.  Undoing her bit, he said, “Tell me what you want.”
“I want to suck your cock,” she said, not knowing that those words hurt her husband even more.  With her mouth open, she took her master’s cock as he slowly pushed it deep.  It was deeper than she’d ever taken her husband, but she could do nothing about it.  “Wow, she’s good,” said Mike.  Still, that wasn’t the point.  He stepped back in front of Van and fed him cock again.  To his right he heard, “Please, master, let me suck your cock instead.”  Then Carol snapped her bit back in place.  
Mike stroked in and out of the uncooperative throat, enjoying the feeling of power that came from making his slave do his bidding.  As he felt his orgasm approach he pulled his cock out so that only the head was in Van’s mouth.  Jerking off, he made sure his cum went directly on his slave’s tongue.  The slimy white goo sprayed inside Van’s mouth where he could do little but taste and swallow.  
“Now, pony boy, show us your stuff,” said Carol.  She replaced his bit and led him behind the pony girl.  His head was pushed down to her pussy.  “Smell pony girl’s pussy.  Lick it, taste it.”  Abruptly, Amy felt the riding crop whip across her ass.  She screamed, then remembered her training and whinnied.  Van tried in vain to reach the pussy in front of him, but it was too far from his mouth.  He could only smell her aroma.  His cock got hard and he moaned in pain as it expanded in the confining pouch.  It felt like it was breaking as it strained against the immovable walls of the pouch.  
Mike snapped the leather whip across Van’s ass, hearing the grunt of pain.  Again he whipped him, “Get on her, pony boy, show us how you fuck your wife.”  Van struggled against Carol’s weight holding him down.  Smack!  His ass was on fire as Mike continued to whip it and his cock hurt as it tried unsuccessful to expand.  Finally, he felt the pouch being undone and the whipping had stopped.  He looked forward and saw Carol was now standing in front of Amy.  So, it was his master’s hand that freed his cock and balls, then caressed them.  He was eased forward and his cock guided into the pony girl’s waiting pussy. 
“Fuck her, pony boy.  Show us how a stud fucks his wife.”  Their hands bound, the slaves only contact was cock and pussy.  Van was hot for his bound wife and took no mercy on her, raping her while Mike and Carol watched.  When he looked forward he saw pony girl’s face pressed into Carol’s crotch.  The mistress was still wearing her panties, but Amy was doing her best to bypass the panties and make her mistress cum.  
Van was so hot, that in seconds he was cumming inside his wife’s cunt.  He shuddered as he squeezed out the last drop of cum, then collapsed.  “Good boy,” said Mike.  “Fucked her right there and didn’t even let her cum.  What a horny bastard.”  
The two slaves had their harnesses removed and were hung by their hands.  After each had received ten lashes just for sport, Mike gave them new instructions.  “We want you both to go home and get another set of clothes.  Amy has nothing to wear, so we won’t let you have clothes either Van.  You’ll go home naked, fill a suitcase, and come back naked.  You’ve got 30 minutes.  Any delays will cost you later.  Remember, this isn’t as bad as what the IRS would do to you.”
When the two were taken down, Mike and Carol took them upstairs and showed them the door.  With just car keys in hand, Van ran out naked and unlocked his car.  Amy ran out next, her tits bouncing as she ran.  Safely in the car, Van backed the car down the driveway and left Mike and Carol triumphantly laughing.  They knew the two would be back on time.  
The two new slaves drove home in stunned silence.  Van was embarrassed that he’d just sucked a cock and then virtually raped his wife.  He could find no words to express his guilt and horror.  Amy was likewise embarrassed at her pony girl appearance during the entire episode.  She felt she’d betrayed her husband, talking him into slavery and then performing for Mike and Carol.  Naked in their car, the two hoped no one would notice.  But, they had a small car.  Pickups, vans, and big trucks all gave their drivers the opportunity to peer down at the two.  When they arrived home, at least they had a garage to park in.  
The two quickly gathered clothes.  After the suitcase was packed, Amy wondered aloud, “What are they doing to us?”
Van answered quickly, “They’re fucking us.  They’re taking advantage of our situation and we’re getting fucked.”
“Well, at least not literally for you,” snapped Amy.  “He’s fucked me and you’ve fucked me and now we’re going back.”
“You forget,” replied Van with equal animosity, “I just got fucked in the mouth for God’s sake.”
The two returned to the garage still arguing, but without a thought about resisting their new master and mistress.  Dutifully, they pulled out of the garage, still nude, and drove back to the Bradys’ house.  “How did he find out?” demanded Van.  “Did you tell him?”
Amy broke down in tears as she admitted that she’d told Carol.  She’d been hoping for some sympathy from her friend yesterday, but gotten nothing but abuse.  Sobbing, she told Van about the day before.  As they pulled up to the Bradys’ house, Van said, “Well, you’re right about one thing.  We’re getting our just desserts now and there’s not a fucking thing we can do about it.  When we’re in their house, we’ll just smile and do whatever they want.”  With that he glanced around.  Seeing no one, he opened the car door and sprinted for the Bradys’ front door.  Amy followed right behind.  
After they rang the doorbell, they heard Mike’s voice.  “Amy, I’m going to open this door in five seconds.  When I do, I want to see you kneeling in front of Van with his hard cock in your mouth.”  Amy gave her husband a nervous smile, then quickly knelt.  With a nervous glance toward the street, she took Van’s growing cock into her mouth.  As the door opened, a car passed by and the two could only wonder if they’d been seen.  
Once back inside, Van confronted Mike, “What the hell are you doing?  We thought you were our friends.”
“And we are, slave,” said Mike, “when we’re outside of this house.  In here, you’re slaves.  What can I say, Carol and I have become addicted to sex and you’re going to help us.”
“But how can you … fuck, you mean you’re fucking your own sister?”  When Mike nodded, Van continued, “You’ve got six kids between you.  How do you find time for a sex addiction?”
“Good question,” said Mike.  “We’ve got a good system for having sex despite six kids.  If you’re good, and I know you will be, we’ll show you how you can have wild sex any time even with four kids around the house.”  The real answer was beyond the imagination of Amy and Van, that soon they’d be having wild sex with their own kids.  “Enough,” said the master.  He cuffed Van while Carol cuffed Amy and the two were led back downstairs again.  As they went to the playroom, Mike thought about the Wilsons’ four kids.  Candice (Candy) was 16-years-old and a beautiful blond like her mother.  She was a mystery to Mike, as the once innocent young girl had changed into a rebellious teen.  Jill was 12-years-old.  From their last get-together, Mike knew the little brunette had a cute little body.  Her short hair framed her precious, little girl face nicely, making her a prime cocksucker.  Nate, their 10-year-old boy, was best buddies with Bobby and had a cute ass in his bathing suit.  Randy, the youngest at 7-years-old, was an innocent young boy who doted on the older Brady boys.  
The first order of business was to uncuff the slaves and allow them to get dressed.  With some modicum of dignity restored, the slaves did not realize that there was only one purpose for allowing a slave to dress.  And that purpose was to make them strip all over again.  So, Mike turned to Amy and said, “Now, my slave bitch, I want you to strip again.  But, this time, for the camera so we have something to remember this day by.”  With the camcorder rolling and Mike taking pictures with his digital camera, Amy did as she was told.  
Carol stood behind Van, whispering in his ear as they watched his wife strip for her master. “Look at her strip for him,” she taunted.  “She didn’t even have to be told twice.  What a good slave she is.  Now, imagine that once we have this on tape, Mike can watch her strip over and over, jerking off as your wife strips for him.”  She watched him closely to see if he would be a rebellious or cooperative, defeated slave.  She was surprised that he took her taunting stoically.  Wow, she thought, he must really be afraid of the consequences of tax evasion to take this.  Then, she wondered just how far she could push this husband and father.  “Imagine that maybe I’ll diddle myself off as I watch her strip.  Look at her smooth skin, oh, I see she’s wearing pink underwear this time.”  Carol’s hands went to her slave’s crotch, massaging his cock to hardness as she continued, “Let’s watch her take off that bra.  I bet she doesn’t even hesitate.  Oh, yes, she’s so eager to show it all off.”  They watched her skin off her panties, then Carol asked, “Should I harness her up so you can ride her again?”
The male slave shook his head.  But, Carol drove home the point that Amy already understood, “Well, slave boy, you know that we don’t need your approval to do whatever we want, so when we want you to ride her again, you will.  But now, it’s your turn to strip.  Go stand in front of the camcorder.”  The slave did as was told, not missing the fact that his slave wife was now being fondled by their master off camera.  
Watching Van strip, Mike gave Amy the same treatment that Carol had just given Van.  “Watch him strip for Carol.  You thought he’d only do this for you.  I’ll bet when he gets down to it, he’ll have a big hard on for her.  We’ll let you watch him fuck her later, and it’ll be the best orgasm he’s had in years.  We’ll have him on tape forever.  Maybe we’ll share this moment on the Internet with a gay news service.”  Amy moaned at the thought of having her lover on display for horny men to watch.  “Maybe we’ll share your video with a lesbian news service?”  He laughed as she gave him a shocked look.  His words roaming her mind bothered her more than his hands roaming her body.  
Van found his situation very embarrassing as he took off his shirt and bared his chest.  He’d always been true to his wife, but now he was being forced to strip while Carol enjoyed the view.  Being naked while a powerful, domineering (and clothed) woman watched was humiliating.  As he slipped down his pants, he realized his cock was hard.  Was he turned on from watching his wife strip or was he turned on by the admiring gaze from Carol as he bared all?  He didn’t know, but wished he wasn’t hard.  He hesitated for a moment before peeling off his underwear, but finished the job without being reprimanded and displayed 7 inches of hard cock.  Carol turned to Amy with the hard cock in her hand and said, “Look, slave bitch, look what he’s got for me.”
Pushing Amy in front of the camera with her husband, Mike said, “Just one more thing for posterity.  Kneel down and suck his cock for the camera.”  Almost eagerly, Amy took her husband’s hard cock in her mouth, as if trying to say that this was her cock, not Carol’s.  But, it was just a few seconds before Mike pulled her back.  “Don’t want him cumming yet,” said Mike.  “Now your turn,” he said to Van.  “Kneel down and lick her pussy.”  It was an unusual task for Van, who’d never eaten his wife’s pussy before.  As he did, he got a taste of a sloppy pussy that had been fucked twice already.  Disgusted as he was by the mix of pussy juice and semen, Van forced himself to obey.  To his relief, he also got just a few seconds of her pussy before he was pulled back.  
Mike took charge of Van now and handed him the spreader gag.  “Put it back in, cocksucker,” he said.  “That’s just in case I want you to suck cock again later.”  Shaking from a mixture of humiliation and helpless rage, the slave spread his own mouth wide, leaving himself totally at his master’s mercy.  His cock had wilted at the suggestion.  Mike was pleased with his slave’s obedience, but there was more training to accomplish.  He wanted his slave to feel pain as well as humiliation.  He put leather cuffs on Van’s ankles, then attached those cuffs to a heavy ring set in the floor.  Similarly, he cuffed his slave’s wrists and fixed them to a ring in the floor behind him.  The two point restraint made Van squat with half his weight on his hands behind him and half on his feet.  It made for a very vulnerable position, with his cock dangling between his chained legs.  To add to his discomfort, Mike attached a spreader bar to the slave’s knees, spreading his legs as wide as possible.  Not only was the position frightening to the slave who saw himself exposed with no control, it was immediately cramping and painful.  Mike stepped back to survey his handiwork and emphasized his slave’s helplessness by taking the man’s balls in his hand and squeezing.  Mike licked the man’s open mouth, a kiss only in the sense that tongues touched and saliva was exchanged.  To Van it felt more like his mouth had been raped again.  
“Now you, bitch slave,” said Carol as Mike turned his attention toward them.  She would need Mike’s help for the position they had planned for this poor slave.  In full view of her husband, Amy was laid face down on the floor, then her hands were tied behind her.  Carol tied separate ropes to the slave’s ankles, while Mike attached a rope to the cuffs on her wrists.  The ropes ran through a pulley on the ceiling and when Mike pulled on the ropes, Amy’s arms stretched painfully into the air and her legs were pulled back far enough that her hands and feet touched.  Another pull on the rope and only her tits, tummy, and hips touched the ground.  She was hog-tied, her body bowed in the middle, and her arms and legs feeling the strain of the unnatural position.  
“Please, it hurts,” whined Amy.  They left her ungagged to hear her pleading.  Soon it would turn to screaming.  Another pull on the rope by Mike and the helpless woman was suspended in the air.  “Eeeeeee, aaaaaa, oooooh, God, please,” she screamed.  Van tried to say something, but it was unintelligible with his mouth spread.  Mike pulled on the rope again, and the nice little package was lifted nearly a foot off the ground.  “Eeeeeeeee, aaaaaaaaaaa, pleeeeeeeee-ase.”  
Carol removed Van’s gag so he could add his voice to the soundproof room.  “What are you doing to her?  Let her down.  Hasn’t this gone far enough?  Let her go, Mike.”  Carol and Mike were both taken aback by the breech of protocol.  Acting quickly, Carol stroked the distraught man to an erection, then slipped an elastic band around the base of his cock.  The blood was trapped in his erection and Van felt his cock throbbing.  With her riding crop, his mistress slapped his cock, making it bounce up and down.  “Aaaaaa,” he yelled, adding his screams to the bitch slave’s screams.  
“One slave shouldn’t object to another slave’s punishment,” said Carol.  “It will only bring punishment to you as well.”  
She whipped his cock again with the riding crop, “Aaaaa, God, please, mistress, please don’t.”  She ignored him and whipped him even harder.  “Aaa, oh, God, please, please, mistress, it hurts.”  
“Are you going to object to treatment of the screaming bitch slave?” she asked.  She waved the whip menacingly close to its target.  Behind her, Amy was still screaming non-stop as her arms felt like they were being pulled out of their sockets.  
“Please, mistress, let her down,” he said, answering her question incorrectly.  “You said sex slaves.  What has this got to do with sex?  It’s only pain.  Please, stop.”
Carol stepped astride the helpless slave, mounting his face and rubbing her crotch against his chin.  She felt the pressure even through her black leather pants.  “It’s how we get off, slave.  Watching you scream.  Watching her scream.  We’re both so hot, we’re ready to cum right now.”  She pressed her pussy harder against his chin, using it like she might any sex toy and sighed, “Oh, yes, slave boy, get me off.  Scream again.”  
He didn’t scream, but she had an orgasm just looking into his tortured eyes and pressing her pussy against his chin.  “Oh, well, only a little one,” she said of her orgasm.  “We’ll have to do better later.”  
From their bag of tricks, Mike and Carol produced several short candles.  The two slaves wondered what torture was coming next.  Amy had screamed so much she was hoarse.  Now all she could do was moan and sob.  Carol lit a candle and held it over Amy.  The slave felt hot wax splatter on her unprotected ass and jumped.  Carol put the base of the candle in the hot wax on Amy’s ass and let the cooling wax fix the candle in place.  She did the same to Amy’s other ass cheek.  
Mike lit two candles and placed them under Van’s ass.  Immediately the slave felt the burning pain of the flame as it scorched the hair right off his ass.  Tired, stiff, and sore as he was, Van pushed himself into the air moving his ass up away from the flame.  Straining, he knew it was a position he couldn’t maintain for long.  
Meanwhile, Carol lit a third candle and placed it on the floor under Amy’s tummy.  At her height, Amy could just feel the heat from the candle and felt the heat build.  As she worried about the flame under her, a puddle of hot, fluid wax broke free from the top of the candle on her left cheek and spilled out onto her soft skin.  Her whole body convulsed, bringing more pain to her joints and she screamed when she’d thought she had no screams left.
Mike freed his hard cock and stepped over to Amy.  Without a word he put it in her face and she opened wide, knowing what was expected and hoping this would earn her freedom.  Suspended as she was, Mike started her swinging back and forth a few inches.  Back she went and the cock slid out.  Forward again and she was impaled deep on his cock.  “You like sucking cock?” asked Mike.  Back she went, nodded her agreement, then opened wide to take the cock back in, never missing a stroke.  “You like me fucking you, don’t you?” Back, nod, suck.  A couple more strokes and he asked, “You want me to fuck your ass?”  Back, nod, suck.  Before he could taunt her more, another pool of hot wax poured out, this time on her right cheek, flowing down the crack of her ass, and burning her tender asshole.  “Mmmeeephf,” she screamed against the mouthful of cock and Mike couldn’t restrain himself any longer.  He flooded her mouth with cum, spasming for several seconds as she swung back and forth.  
Mike removed the candles from his obedient slave, then lowered her to the ground where she collapsed, exhausted.  Van’s turn was just starting.  He could take the strain no longer and his arms gave out, lowering his vulnerable ass to the flames under him.  “Aaaaa, ooo,” he yelled, straining himself back up.  Carol pulled down her pants and panties.  It was time for her orgasm.  The slave could do nothing but watch her as she mounted his face, using her weight to push him back down toward the flame.  He couldn’t hold up under the added weight and collapsed.  He felt the burning pain of the candle flame as he settled toward the ground, but the weight forced him all the way to the ground.  The heat was intense and he screamed into the cunt on his face.  Then his weight settled on the candles and the flame was snuffed out by his ass.  Uncomfortable, but free of the fire, the slave licked the pussy that threatened to smother him.  In just seconds, Carol was screaming and pulling his hair, “Oh, yes, lick me, big boy, eat me good.  Eat me like you never ate your wife.  Fuck, yes, I’m cumming.  Oooo, yes, I’m cumming on your tongue.”  
The master and mistress undid the slave’s wrists and helped him lean forward.  He was also exhausted.  The two slaves lay with their heads nearly touching, but unaware of each other.  Mike and Carol went upstairs and had a late lunch.  When they were done, they brought water to their slaves and gave them a bathroom break.  They wanted the slaves in good shape for the activities yet to come.  
Carol was very impressed by how well Van had behaved while they were gone.  He was now sitting, his feet still hooked to the floor.  His hard cock still had the elastic band around it, though he could have removed it at any time.  He looked expectantly as his mistress as if asking if he could remove it.  
“What a good boy,” said the mistress.  She peeled off her entire leather outfit, then her bra and panties.  Nude, she bent over and removed the elastic band.  Without any delay, she lowered herself on the hard cock, savoring the feeling of hard meat between her legs.  “You’ve been waiting so patiently for this.  It’s time you got to fuck your mistress.”  She felt his hands reach for her tits and didn’t deny him the pleasure.  The slave was indeed ready to cum and Carol could tell.  She slowed down the pace, wanting to stretch out his arousal and make him cum even harder and better.  “You naughty boy,” she said playfully.  “I’ll bet you’ve wanted to feel my tits for a long time.  And wanted to get into my pants.  Now’s your chance.”  Then, she whispered, “And you’re doing it with Amy’s permission.”  
From her position still bound on the floor, Amy could see the tight ass of her mistress bouncing up and down, her husband’s cock hard and glistening from Carol’s cunt juice.  Though she hated the sight, she couldn’t help but watch, laying placidly in her restraints.  “There he goes,” said Mike.  “Cumming for the second time today.  Don’t worry, when he’s done I’ll fuck you until you cum.  We’ll put on a show for him.”  His hand parted the slave’s legs and caressed her moist pussy.  The master stood and stripped his clothes off.  
Van shoved his hips up and down in time with Carol’s movements.  She was right – he was enjoying the feel of her tits, not only because he’d been around the beautiful woman so many times, but now he was a slave getting to take liberties with his horny mistress.  As he felt his orgasm rising, he thrust harder and squeezed her tits harder.  She’d hurt him, humiliated him, and now was teasing him slowly to orgasm.  It was a wonderful feeling and Carol was a great fuck.  Suddenly he yelled, “Holy shit, I’m cumming.  My God, ooohhhh, yes, … you’re so fucking tight.”  His shot a huge load up the greedy cunt as it squeezed every drop from him.  “God, my God, this is great,” he yelled, then he passed out.  
Carol stood and turned to Amy.  “Ever fuck him that good?”  She put her hand to her pussy and played with herself just inches from Amy’s face.  As she came, she said, “That’s his cum running down my leg, bitch slave.”  
Van’s temporary mental absence forced them to wait for the next event, but he came to a couple of minutes later.  When he was alert, he saw his master with his wife.  She was unbound, cooperating totally as Mike kissed her tenderly, then more forcefully.  He fondled her tits and she moaned her appreciation.  As he laid her back, he said, “Tell me what you want.”  
“I want you to fuck me,” she said.  “I want you to make me cum.”  She spread her legs for him and mewed as his cock penetrated her pussy.  Now it was Van’s turn to watch in helpless jealousy as his mate gave herself to their master.  She also was ready to cum, having been raped, fucked in the mouth, made to eat pussy, and tortured.  Everyone else had cum, but now her frustration was nearly at an end.  And, like his sister, Mike was a great fuck.  His cock stretched her wide and she felt the friction against her clit.  In minutes, when Mike was done teasing her, she was screaming in pleasure instead of pain.  
The Wilsons were beginning to wonder how long they had to perform.  Mike and Carol fitted them up in their pony outfits again, both with blinders and feathery plumes to make them look like show ponies. After just a few tries, Van learned that any time he heard pony boy, he was to whinny.  The two made a fetching pair of ponies, one stallion and one mare.  They were positioned side by side, five feet apart, on their knees, and facing away from the stairs.  “Here’s a real test,” said Carol.  “We could come back at any time.  You better be in that position when we do.”  
The two went upstairs naked to find their six kids waiting with anticipation at the top of the stairs.  Time had flown by faster than the slaves realized and the soundproof room worked both ways, so they didn’t know their children were losing patience just outside the door.  A note had informed the Brady kids that something special was waiting for them, but they had to wait for mom and dad to take them down.  The six were naked and ready.  After Mike and Carol gave them the background, they also told the kids what to do when they got downstairs.  
They trooped downstairs silently until all eight of them were in the room.  Only Mike and Carol made any sound at all.  With their backs to the doors, the ponies didn’t know someone else was with them.  “How’s my little pony girl?” asked Mike.  The slave responded with a whinny as trained.  “And how’s my pony boy?” asked Carol.  Van whinnied in answer.  The kids took in the nude forms of the trained slaves.  Three cocks rose to attention at the sight of their friends’ mother nude and harnessed.  The girls’ could feel their pussies getting wet at the sight of the male slave waiting for them.  
Mike and Carol walked to the front of the ponies and firmly grasped their reins to restrain them.  Mike spoke, “I told you if you were good we’d tell you how to have wild sex despite your kids.  The answer is, you invite them to join in.  So, we’ve invited ours now.”  With that the kids all spoke at once, a babble of voices that sent a chill down the spines of the two ponies.  Bobby sprang forward and climbed on the pony girl’s back.  “Yee-hah,” he yelled as he bounced on the pony as if riding her.  Cindy climbed on the pony boy’s back, “Go, pony boy,” she said, bouncing herself.  Van could feel the naked ass against his back and knew the voice.  He bucked, trying to stand up, but between the girl’s weight and the firm grip on his reins, he stayed in place.  
“She called you pony boy,” growled Mike.  “Now whinny for her.  Whinny while my little 10-year-old naked cowgirl rides her pony.”  
When Van responded as trained, Bobby yelled, “Go, pony girl,” pressing his hard little cock against Amy’s back.  She whinnied in response, then tried to turn her head to see, but was yanked back by Carol.  Bobby sprawled out on the pony’s back, reaching under to get two handfuls of tits.  He slid back so his cock was in the crack of the woman’s ass, rubbing it against her so she would feel it for sure.  He slid off and walked in front of the slave, stroking his hard cock as he did.  “Unh,” was the only sound the shocked pony girl could say as she saw the naked little boy staring at her and playing with himself.  Then she felt Peter’s weight on her.  “Yee-hah, pony girl,” she heard and answered her young rider.  
Cindy rubbed her bare cunt sensuously against the pony boy, then dismounted and stepped in front of him.  As Jan mounted the pony, she stroked the hardening cock between the stallion’s legs.  Then she put her weight on the slave’s back.  Van stared at the little 10-year-old in front of him, taking in a sight he’d never seen before.  His girls were too modest and he’d never even considered them as naked, sexual objects.  He tried to not look at the underage girl that posed nude for him, but he couldn’t help himself.  On top of him he felt another bare ass and knew that Jan’s bald cunt was pressing against him.  “Let me hear it, pony boy,” said Jan and she was rewarded by a whinny.  
Peter fondled his pony as his brother had before.  His hands went to the naked tits of the older woman, then to her pussy.  After seeing the woman as the mother of his friends for so long, it was a special thrill to see her nude and harnessed.  His cock throbbed at the thought of his parents stripping the woman, then putting her on display like this.  When he slid off back over her ass, he dragged his cock across her butt, then put the head of his cock against her pussy.  “Gonna fuck the pony girl today,” he said as he moved back to give Greg a turn.  Next to him, Jan leaned forward to press her tits against the pony’s back.  “Feel my little tits, pony boy?  Want to suck them?”  It was a defeated whinny that answered her as the pony continued to stare at Cindy’s little girl body in front of him.  He knew that it didn’t matter what he wanted.  He was going to perform lewd acts with these little girls whether he wanted to or not.  When Jan stepped into view, he saw the growing young tits on the little lolita.  His eyes ran the length of her body, taking in the little girl curves.
Then the pony boy felt more weight on him, the bare ass of Marsha and the tickle of pussy hair as she rode him.  He was shaking with shame, fear, and forbidden lust as he felt firm tits with hard nipples pressed into his back.  In a sultry voice, Marsha whispered, “Come on, pony boy, tell me what you want.”  He whinnied long and loud as she stroked his cock with her soft hand.  He shot his wad right then, leaving a puddle of cum under him.  
Greg rubbed his big cock against the pony girl’s ass before he mounted her.  Under him, she felt his cock bouncing against her back as he rode her.  When he leaned forward to caress her tits, he whispered, “Ooo, my little pony girl.  I’m going to fuck you hard.  God, Amy, the last thing I expected today was to see you naked and ready for me.  I’m going to enjoy this a lot.”  Naked, restrained, about to be fucked, the woman felt indignant that the nude boy on her back had called her by her first name instead of Mrs. Wilson.  He’d always been so polite before.  
Greg stood up, ready to begin the game of my little pony.  He gripped his mount around the hips and put his cock against her tight virgin asshole, then pushed.  Amy jumped in surprise as she felt herself violated in a new way.  She grunted against the bit in her mouth as the cock spread her wide.  She fought to pull away, but Carol held her tight, saying, “Come on, pony girl, let him get mounted so he can ride you.  Don’t try to keep my boy out of your ass, because you can’t.  Now, whinny and show us how a pony girl likes to be ridden.”  Straining as the cock penetrated deeper, Amy’s whinny came out with difficulty.  
Beside her, the pony boy let out a sudden grunt and whinny as Peter prepared to play my little pony with the big stallion.  He shoved his smaller cock in the pony’s ass hard and fast.  “Yee-hah, ride ‘em cowboy,” yelled Peter.  As the two boys rode their ponies, Bobby and Jan positioned themselves in front of the ponies and undid their bits.  “Suck me, pony,” said Bobby to his victim.  “Eat me,” said Jan.  For the pony boy, licking that bald little pussy seemed like a forbidden treat.  Unfortunately, it was Bobby’s cock that was in his face.  Reluctantly, he opened his mouth, offering a blowjob to the 9-year-old.  He felt the small cock slide into his mouth and sucked on it hard.  It wasn’t so bad since it wasn’t long enough to reach his throat.  
“Eat me,” said Jan again.  Reluctantly the pony girl licked up the bald slit in front of her.  She hated to do it, licking a girl that was nearly the same age as her own little girl, Jill.  The slippery, smooth skin tasted good though, and she parted the pussy lips with her tongue.  As Jan held her tight to her pussy, the slave found the precious clit and heard the little girl gasp in pleasure.  From beside her, Cindy reminded the woman that she was the mother of young children, “I wonder if Jill has pussy hair yet.  Maybe she’s got a smooth cunt just like Jan’s.  Don’t you wish that was Jill, pony girl?”
Marsha heard her little sister and bent down to the pony boy’s ear, saying, “I bet Bobby is about the same size as Nate.  Imagine that.  You’ve got young boys of your own, but you still enjoy sucking a little cock.  What a daddy you are.”
Knowing that the Wilsons were active in Cub Scouts and Girl Scouts, Cindy said, “You’ll never be able to look at all those cute little Girl Scouts without thinking about their hot little pussies now.  Think about all those tight little bodies under their cute little jumpers.  You could teach them some new games, couldn’t you, slave bitch?”  She laughed, then continued, “Or maybe the slave fag will show the Cub Scouts how good it feels to have their cocks sucked.  Imagine having them all line up with their pants down.”  And Van could imagine that.  He knew each of the boys and had spent time with them on campouts and other scout activities.  Now he couldn’t get the image out of his mind of their little cocks pointing at his face.  
Behind his pony, Greg said, “Riding my little pony.  She’s gonna make me cum soon.  What a tight ass she’s got.  How about you, Peter?  You riding a tight ass, too?”
“Oh, yeah,” said Peter.  “He’s really tight and he’s squeezing me hard.  My little pony doesn’t like having his ass fucked.  But, that’s all the better.  I’m going to cum in just … oh, yeah, here it cums now.”  With one more strong push, Peter shoved himself deep into the man’s ass and shot his load.  He reached under the pony and felt his cock.  Despite the pain and humiliation, the pony’s cock was hard again.  
Now the pony could focus on the cock in his mouth and he soon found himself with a mouthful of cum, a surprising amount for a little boy.  He swallowed, but some ran down his chin.  He was surprised when Bobby knelt down and licked his own cum off his slave’s face.  Then Bobby planted his lips on the man’s lips and gave him a deep kiss, feeding the cum back to his slave.  “Thank you, Mr. Wilson,” he said.  “You’re a great cocksucker.”
The pony girl felt her rider spasm and fill her ass with cum.  Unlike her husband, Amy had stopped fighting against the cock in her ass and relaxed.  It was not a painful experience as she felt the cock throbbing in her and she could feel her juices run down her thighs.  She still had Jan to deal with and licked the smooth pussy up and down to make the young girl cum.  The pony could look up and see the heaving tits on the girl’s chest and the lust in her eyes as she approached an orgasm.  And so, the mother of four found herself pleased as she enjoyed the success of bringing her daughter’s friend to a satisfying orgasm.  
Marsha replaced her sister, pushing her downy pussy into the pony girl’s face.  In just seconds, Amy found herself licking yet another pussy.  And she knew she was getting good at it.  
Cindy teased her pony before she let him lick her.  She’d seen the look of wonder and fright on the man’s face.  He was afraid of what he was seeing and feeling, so she knew she could drive him crazy.  “Want my tasty little pussy?” she asked coyly.  Dumbfounded, the pony boy could only stare as she rubbed her own pussy, then massaged her tiny nipples.  “Oooo, pony boys really get me hot,” she said.  She spread her legs and put a finger up her cunt.  “I’m just like a woman.  Only I’m slick and tight and tasty.  Wouldn’t you like a taste?  Wouldn’t you like to have your own naked little girl?  You can have me if you want.”
Peter looked between the stud’s legs and gave Cindy a thumbs up.  The pony’s cock was throbbing, literally vibrating from lust.  
What could Van say?  He didn’t want his own naked little girl.  Or did he?  The taboo sight was thrilling, but he tried to control himself.  “Please, Cindy,” he said.  “Please, don’t do this.  I don’t want … I can’t … please, Cindy, don’t tease me.”  
She lowered her chest to his face.  “Lick my hot, hard nipples, Mr. Wilson.  Show me what a big boy like you wants to do to this little girl.”  She smiled at her control over the man as his tongue crept out to lick the tiny nipples on her flat, 10-year-old chest.  “Ooooo, you dirty old man, Mr. Wilson.  Suck them and make them hard.  Oh, yes, that feels so good.”  She straightened up and put her foot to his mouth.  “Suck my toes, pony boy.”  He took her toes gently in his mouth, sucking them and licking them and noticing how her raised leg spread her pussy open.  
Next to them, Marsha came on the pony girl’s tongue.  Then she, like the other six, moved to watch the sex kitten tease her pony boy.  The boys were pumping their cocks and Jan and their mom were fingering their pussies.  Marsha joined in.  
The 10-year-old turned around and said, “Kiss my ass, Mr. Wilson.  Kiss it and lick it.  It’s so soft and … ooo, yes, lick my little girl ass.  You like little girl’s now, don’t you, Mr. Wilson.”  To her, using his formal title was more erotic, giving her the feeling of seducing someone’s daddy.  “Lick down the crack of my ass and find my cute little asshole.  Oh, fuck yes, Mr. Wilson.  You’re such a bad boy.  And I like bad boys.”  She turned to face him and offered him a thigh, which he greedily accepted.  Her pussy was just out of reach, so he had to be satisfied with the smooth thigh.  
When she lowered her leg, Cindy snapped his bit back in place, saying, “I think that’s enough of the big man trying to eat a little girl, don’t you?”  His disappointment was obvious and she smiled sweetly at him.  “Unless, of course, you can ask nicely.”
Van was confused.  Was he really being offered a choice when he knew slaves didn’t get a choice?  Or was this a trick?  And did he or didn’t he want to taste the hairless cunt right in front of him?  Deep inside he knew he was going to lick that pussy.  It was inevitable.  So, he told himself her question was actually a test.  He wasn’t being asked, he was being told to beg.  With the bit in his mouth, all he could do was whinny and he did so until she freed his mouth.  “Please, Cindy, let me taste your pussy.”
“Well, that was nice,” said Cindy.  “But what I really meant was for you to ask dirty.  Tell me what a big man like you wants to do to this little girl.”
Van swallowed hard.  “Please, Cindy, let me eat your tight, hot pussy.  Let me make you cum.  Let me stick my tongue up your cunt.  I want to taste you.”  He paused and saw his young mistress shaking her head.  Not good enough, he thought to himself.  Then trying to think even dirtier, he said, “I want a taste of 10-year-old pussy.  I want to lick your hairless, little girl pussy.  I’m a dirty old man who wants to tongue fuck a little girl.”  Again she shook her head.  “I want to eat your pussy and make my wife watch me.  I want everyone here to see me eat your hot, tight, tasty, smooth, slick cunt.  I want everyone to know how bad I want to taste you.”  Still not good enough.  “Cindy, baby, I’ve watched you grow up.  I’ve wanted to taste that hot little pussy of yours for the last five years.”  Now he was lying, but could see that perhaps he was on the right track.  “Imagine me taking down the panties of a little five-year-old girl, you, and teaching you what an orgasm is.  We’ve vacationed together.  I’ve seen you in nighties and bikinis and every time I wanted to rip them off you and tongue fuck that hot pussy.  I listened outside the door when you took a bath and wanted to come join you, show you my cock and lick your pussy.  I’ve watched my own little girls grow up …” he saw a big smile on Cindy’s face with that comment, “and I wanted only you.”  
Her smiled turned into a frown.  Oh, God, he thought.  She doesn’t want me to want only her.  She wants me to want my own daughters.  She wants me to talk dirty about Candy and Jill.  He searched her face and knew he was right.  “That’s not true,” he lied.  “I wanted to eat my little girls, too.  I gave them baths until they were six.  I had to stop because I couldn’t take it anymore.  They’d tease me with their little cunts,” Cindy was smiling again, “and I couldn’t take it.  But, now I can have a pussy to lick, your pussy.”  
“Oooo, Mr. Wilson, that was dirty,” she stepped closer her cunt almost in reach.  His tongue stretched but could cross the distance between them.  “Look at my pussy, only at my hairless, 10-year-old pussy and tell me you want to eat me.  But call me Jill this time.”
The father of four was shaking with lust.  The aroma of sex in the air, the proximity of a woman’s cunt, his own dirty talk, and his desire for the forbidden were overwhelming.  Looking at the cunt, no different from his youngest daughter’s, he said, “Please, Jill, baby, let d … let … let daddy lick your beautiful little pussy.  Let me eat you out while mommy watches.  Please, J-J-Jill.  I’ve wanted you for years.  Please, baby.”  His tongue shot out as the smooth cunt pressed against his face.  At last, he’d convinced his little girl and he ate her with wild abandon.  She was indeed very tasty and he didn’t mind the audience as he fulfilled a fantasy he’d never known he had.  
“Yes, daddy, lick me,” said Cindy.  “Eat your little girl, oh, fuck, daddy, that feel’s so good.  Oh, daddy, daddy, I hated it when you stopped giving me baths.  I loved the way you looked at my 6-year-old cunt.  I knew what you wanted, but you never took it.  Now, lick me, daddy.  Make up for all those lost years.”  The little vixen had worked herself up to a fever pitch while teasing the man and listening to his dirty talk.  She was only seconds away from her orgasm.  “Yes, daddy, taste my … oooo, fuck, daddy.  Oooo, yes, daddy, daddy, daddy,” she screamed as she came.  Stepping back she shaded his eyes so he could not look up at her.  She wanted him to see only a cunt that was very much like his daughter’s, and she said, “Now, daddy, every time you tuck me into bed, I want you to think of my hot little bald pussy.”  With that she stepped out of sight.  
Finally acknowledging Van’s raging hard on, Mike said, “Time for  the slaves to cum.  How about a cocksucking?  You can have whoever you want.  Roll over on your back and name your pleasure.”  
“Let it be, Jill,” he said, then realizing his Freudian slip he stammered, “I-I-I mean C-C-Cindy.”  
“Too late,” said Mike.  “We’ll take your first answer.”  He found a blindfold and covered Van’s eyes.  “Now here comes Jill.”
Unable to see, the slave used his imagination as his master wanted.  “Jill, baby?” asked the slave.  “Will you suck my cock?”
“Y-y-yes, daddy,” said Cindy.  She sounded frightened and confused.  Her hand lightly touched Van’s thigh and she breathed gently against his pounding cock.  She took his balls in her hand, then ever so gently touched his cock.  “I-I-I d-d-don’t want t-t-to, d-d-daddy.”  Sperm erupted from the daddy’s cock as he lost control and came for his little girl.  The image in his mind of his frightened little Jill touching his cock for the first time was too much for him.  Cindy stroked his cock, helping him relieve himself, but not taking his cock in her mouth.  “Oooo, daddy, was that supposed to happen?” she asked.  His response was simply, “Oh, God,” and he kept cumming.  
“Your turn, Amy,” said Carol.  “We’ve got girls who can eat pussy or boys, too.  Or, you can get fucked by anyone of them.  Fuck, if you want, one of the girls will strap on a dildo and fuck you.  How to you want to cum?”
The woman was not as aroused as her husband.  She’d been performing because she had to and was fairly disturbed by her husband’s recent dalliance with “Jill”.  “All I want is to go home,” she said.  “Please, just let us go.”
“Shit, bitch slave,” said Carol.  “We give you one choice all day long and you screw it up.  I guess we won’t ask your opinion anymore.  I know someone who’s hot for you, so hold still and let Greg fuck you.”
Having just fucked her in the ass, Greg was still ready to take the pony girl again.  His cock was hard from watching Cindy do her thing.  Despite the pony girl’s protests, she didn’t move as Greg got behind her and put his cock at the entrance to her pussy.  “Oh, Amy, I’ve been fantasizing about you for two years now.  About ever since I started puberty.”  He pushed his cock into her dry pussy.  For the second time in a day, she winced in pain as the cock spread her unwilling and unready cunt.  Greg leaned forward to take the slave’s tits in his hands.  “I’ve jerked off thinking about you in bathing suits, tennis outfits, anything that shows some skin.  Now I really get to fuck you, Amy.  I get to fuck you and I get to make you cum.  I’ll get to hear you scream out my name as you cum.”
The arrogance of the boy rapist made her resolve not to call out his name if he made her cum.  In just seconds, Amy felt the dryness of her unaroused pussy turn to moistness.  She tried to tell herself that she wasn’t getting aroused, but Greg had plenty of practice and was warming her up despite herself.  His cock was big for his age, bigger than Amy expected and it stretched her open.  She felt him stimulating her clit from inside her pussy.  She surprised herself with a gasp, realizing that a 13-year-old boy was fucking her better than her husband could.  She’d never managed to cum when fucked from behind, but she knew it was going to happen today.  
Greg continued to caress her breasts, feeling the hard nipples as they spoke of arousal that she refused to admit.  He heard her gasp again and smiled to himself.  She was fighting her orgasm, but he’d make sure that she lost that battle.  “Amy, Amy, you beautiful woman, how I’ve longed for this day,” he said, close enough to her ear that she heard what no one else did.  “How I’ve wanted to touch your bare skin, see your perfect breasts, and kiss your sweet lips.”
“Oooh,” she moaned, her hips starting to move with Greg’s slow, sensual strokes.  
“You have a gorgeous ass,” said Greg.  “Soft and smooth and freckled just like the rest of you.  It’s every bit as wonderful as I imagined when I stared at it in your bikinis.”  His hands had left her tits, and now seemed to be everywhere.  She felt gentle caresses on her neck, her tummy, her thighs, and her back.  His words and his touch were the most erotic combination she’d ever experienced.  
“Ooooh,” she moaned again.  “Ooooh, Greg,” she heard herself say softly, then bit her lip.  She had to remind herself – she wouldn’t call out his name.  As her hips picked up the rhythm, she felt her boy lover pick up the pace.  His hands went to her tits a little more firmly this time, squeezing them harder and bringing another moan.  She felt his hands run up her back to her neck, then grasp her long blond hair at her scalp.  Her head was pulled back, arching her back.  Then his fingers trailed luxuriously through her hair, allowing her to relax.  As she did, she noticed her hips pushing back harder against him.  
“Yes, Amy,” Greg whispered in her ear.  “Come to me.  Fuck me.  You’re an incredibly sexy woman.  I’m going to scream your name when I come.  Amy, Amy, Amy, I’m going to scream.  I’ll know that Amy’s the one that made me cum.  And I know I’m going to make you cum, too.”  His experience told him that Amy was getting close.  Her hips acted of their own volition, grinding back against him, trying to force his cock deeper and deeper into her pussy.  She started panting and moaning, and her whole body seemed alive with passion.  
“Oh, yes,” she screamed, “Oh, fucking yes, Greg, fuck me.”  She heard herself say his name, she’d screamed it in fact, but reason had left her.  “Goddam it, Greg, fuck me hard.  Oh, yes, Greg, Greg, Greg,” she yelled, surprised at the intensity of her feelings.  She yelled his name almost as if she was apologizing for not saying it earlier.  
“Yes, Amy, I’m cumming, too,” yelled Greg.  “Fuck me hard.  Squeeze me hard.  Who’s fucking you so good?”
“Greg, Greg,” she yelled.  “Greg Brady.  A fucking 13-year-old boy is fucking me.  Oh, my, oooooooooo,” she screamed as she came.  “Fuck me, Greg.”  And he collapsed on top of her as he unloaded his spunk into her soaking pussy.  
The Bradys were finally done with the sex slaves for the day.  The two were allowed to dress, but before they left, Mike said, “We want you back here on Saturday at 9 am sharp.  After that, we’ll do this once a week, every Saturday.”  The two slaves, their horizons expanded considerably, went home, each lost in the silence of their own guilt and shame.  Neither could believe what had happened and, even worse, that they had enjoyed at least part of their slavery.  
After the slaves were gone, Marsha said to Greg, “Jeez, Greg, I didn’t know you had the hots for Mrs. Wilson.”
“Oh, it’s just a little something I thought she’d respond to,” he replied, “and, shit, did she ever.  Did you hear her screaming ‘Greg, Greg’?”  And he broke down laughing.  But he had to admit, fucking a woman he’d always thought of as a mom had been very exciting.  
That evening Cindy was the center of attention as boys and girls both wanted a taste of “Jill’s” pussy.  Her erotic show had gotten everyone aroused.  When Cindy was in use, Jan found her smooth pussy attracting attention in a way she wasn’t used to.  Without whipping or being tied, the preteen slave came several times on tongues that called her Jill.
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 19 – Friends and Children of Friends
(BB+MFfgbb, inc, bdsm, oral, ped)
On Saturday, the two slaves showed up as ordered.  They’d had time to think about their deal with the Bradys and though they didn’t like it, every time they thought about it, they knew they didn’t have a choice.  The only thing that bothered them was that it was their friends that were taking advantage of them.  The two were surprised that only Mike met them at the door and led them downstairs.  “Strip,” he commanded Van and watched as the man stripped for his master.  “Put these on,” Mike handed him a pair of metal handcuffs.  “Behind your back,” the master corrected his slave.  Making the man strip and cuff himself was a test of his slave’s loyalty and obedience.  With his hands cuffed behind him, Van’s limp cock was unprotected.
Mike turned to Amy and gave the same command.  Like her husband, Amy stripped for her master, then took the offered handcuffs and chained her hands behind her back.  Also, like her husband, she noticed the vulnerability of her tits and pussy.  Mike kissed the helpless slave.  Then he backed away and moved over to Van.  He put his arms around his slave fag and kissed him.  Caught by surprise, Van resisted at first, then opened his mouth as he knew his master wanted.  Mike kissed his way down the man’s chest and stomach, then knelt facing his slave’s soft cock.  The slave held his breath, wondering what his master might do to his vulnerable cock.  He was shocked as Mike opened his mouth and sucked on the soft cock.  Having another man suck his cock was a disgusting thought, so he tried to will his cock to stay soft.  But it grew hard as the master cocksucker did his work.  Beside them, Amy watched in amazement.  
Mike stopped as soon as he got his slave hard.  “The problem with you two slaves is that you think everything is dirty.  You don’t see sucking a man’s cock as a pleasurable experience.  You don’t see crossing the boundaries of the forbidden as being a turn on.  You don’t want to experiment.  But, I know you both enjoyed our previous session.  In time, you’ll learn not just to obey, but to enjoy your obedience and enjoy the taboos that you break.”  
His job for the next few minutes was to keep the slaves’ minds off Carol’s absence.  She was over at the Wilsons house, picking up Candy, Jill, Nate, and Randy.  This was going to be a family affair today, a big surprise for the two slaves that Mike and Carol knew had to be done just right.  Mike fixed a rope to the cuffs on the two slaves and pulled their arms high.  It forced them to bend at the waist and he pulled until each was bent 90 degrees at the waist.  “Even pain can be pleasure,” he said as he picked up a wooden paddle.  He picked up Amy’s panties and put them in her mouth.  Then Mike shoved Van’s underwear in his mouth.  With the two slaves gagged, he cracked the paddle across their butts three times each.  He worked slowly and methodically, killing as much time as possible.  From the corner he retrieved two pails of water, cold water with ice cubes floating in it.  He placed one at Van’s feet and said, “Step in.”  The slave did as he was told, cringing at the freezing water.  Mike placed the other at Amy’s feet.  She stepped in without being told.  The slave boy’s cock was tiny, shrunk up to nearly nothing as it responded to the cold.  On the other hand, the slave girl’s nipples stood out hard.  He sat back and watched them lose the feeling in their feet.  He was still watching 10 minutes later when Carol joined him downstairs.  
Upstairs, the four Wilson kids didn’t know that anything was amiss.  It wasn’t odd for them to spend time at the Brady house.  Mrs. Brady had simply told them the adults were going shopping and their parents wanted them all in the same place.  Greg and Marsha took Candy up to Marsha’s room.  Peter and Jan took Jill to Peter’s room.  Bobby and Cindy took Nate and Randy to Cindy’s bedroom.  Each pair knew their task was to get their charges naked and into the basement.  Each pair was armed with tapes and photos to use as they saw fit while seducing their victims.  
Greg and Marsha understood Candy’s transition from innocent girl to rebellious teen.  Their friend was 16-years-old, but still not allowed to date or drive.  Her parents were very restrictive and Candy was frustrated.  She wanted some independence, but it was refused every time she tried.  It created a resentment of her parents and the two Bradys knew how they were going to get to Candy.  The talked for a while, catching up on Candy’s latest complaints, then Greg suggested a game of Truth or Dare.  It was a game the three played on occasion.  It bordered on sexual, but had never quite gone there yet.  Once Greg had dared Candy to take off her bikini top and she had.  The only catch was she’d turned her back on Greg when she did.  Then she put it back on and turned to face him.  She’d done the dare, but kept her privacy.  
The three teens started off innocently enough, asking questions about boyfriends and girlfriends, questions that they knew had to be answered truthfully.  They all giggled when Candy admitted she’d let a boy kiss her after school.  He hardly counted as a boyfriend since she couldn’t date, but she thought he was cute.  Candy looked at the laughing Greg and said, “Oh, shut up.  I wanted to do more with him, but shit, my parents would freak.”  
“More what?” asked Greg.
“Just shut up,” said Candy, in a light hearted tone, “it’s not your turn to ask a question.”  But, she knew that would be Greg’s question when it was his turn.  It was her turn to ask a question or name a dare for Greg to perform.  She shut him up by saying.  “I dare you to kiss Marsha.  On the lips.”
“Like you kissed your boyfriend?” he asked.  He leaned forward feigning reluctance and put his lips on his cousin’s closed lips.  “OK?” he said to Candy.
“Jeez, I may be a virgin, but I know how to kiss at least.  I gave him some tongue.”  When Greg didn’t move, she added, “That’s what I want you to do to Marsha.”
“Hey, it’s not my dare,” said Marsha.  “If he kisses me, then I have to open my mouth, too.”
Candy just shrugged.  “Well, if you’re afraid to, I mean, I know you’re only thirteen…”  She left it hanging as a challenge.  
“Come on, Marsha,” said Greg.  “Don’t let her get away with that.  It’s just a quick kiss, come on.”  He leaned forward, his mouth open.  Marsha met him halfway, their tongues clearly touching as the two cousins kissed.  
“Cool,” said Candy.  “I didn’t think you would.”
Now it was Marsha’s turn to ask or dare Candy.  Candy waited in anticipation.  She just knew Marsha was going to dare her to kiss Greg.  To the frustrated teen, that didn’t seem like something difficult to do.  She liked kissing boys.  So, she was surprised when Marsha said, “I have some pictures on the computer that show your mother doing something.  I dare you to do what she does.”
“Sure,” said the unsuspecting 16-year-old.  If her mother did it, then she could, too.  She didn’t realize her friends were outmaneuvering her.  Marsha used the mouse to open the gallery of pictures that she wanted.  Then, she showed the first picture.  Candy saw her mother just standing in front of the camera.  She was wearing a flowered blouse and jeans.  “What’s she doing?” asked Candy.
“Just watch,” said Marsha.  “There’s a whole series here.  Let me know when you get the idea.”  She clicked the mouse to show the next picture.  Candy saw her mother’s hands at the collar of her blouse.  Another picture and her hands had moved lower, just above her breasts.  Another picture and her hands were just below her breasts.  Candy still didn’t see what was happening.  The next picture showed her hands about belly button high and for the first time Candy noticed the growing V of skin appearing down her mother’s chest.  
Candy realized her mother was unbuttoning her shirt.  “What?” she asked in confusion.  The next picture showed her mom’s hands at her waist and a complete strip of skin from neck to navel broken only by the black of a bra.  In awe, Candy waited for the next picture.  The next one showed her parting her now unbuttoned blouse and several inches of skin were visible.  “God,” she said and looked at Marsha, then at Greg.  “Is she … How far does she … have you seen these, Greg?”
Greg nodded.
“Who took these?” asked the curious teen.  There was no answer, just another picture.  Her mother now stood naked from the waist up except for her bra.  “I can’t believe it,” she said.  “Does she do more?  My mother!”  The astonished girl had to look at the face of the woman in the picture again.  “God, it is my mother!”  The next picture and her hands were at the snap of her jeans.  “Keep going,” said Candy.  Her mom’s jeans were open, then her jeans were off her hips, revealing black panties.  The jeans slid down her thighs, then her calves.  “How did you ever…?” said Candy as the picture showed her mother stepping out of the jeans, naked save for her bra and panties.  
In the next picture, her hands were behind her back as she reached for her bra catch.  Candy looked again at Greg, embarrassed to be watching her mother strip in the same room with Greg.  In the next picture, her bra was coming off, still hiding her tits, but clearly about to drop.  “Go on,” begged Candy, her voice nearly a whine, when Marsha paused.  
Greg put his hand on Marsha’s.  “Not yet,” he said.  “I believe there was a dare made.  You’re running behind your mom.”
“You don’t really expect … oh, no, I won’t,” said Candy.  This was way more than she expected to see from her mother.  
“Well, if you’re afraid to, I mean, you’re only sixteen,” said Marsha, parroting Candy’s earlier words.  
Trapped, the 16-year-old looked at her friends in a new light.  “You guys really want me to, you know, strip?”  When both nodded, she said, “Show me how far she goes, is it all the way?”
Marsha clicked the mouse again and the picture showed Candy’s mother topless, only a pair of black panties.  Another click and her hands were at the waistband of her panties.  “Oh, God,” said Candy.  “She’s going to.  God, you’ve seen these pictures before.  You’ve seen my mother naked!  Oh, God, oh, God, show me, please.  I want to see her do it.”  Click and the panties were on their way down with light pussy hair showing.  Click and she was stepping out of her panties.  One more click and she was posing nude for the camera.  “Oh, God, I can’t,” said Candy.  
“If you do,” said Marsha, “we’ll show you the series of your dad.”
“Oh, shit, no, no way,” said Candy.  “You can’t have him, too.”  She was shut up when Marsha called up another picture gallery.  The first one showed her dad facing the camera.  He was wearing a T-shirt and jeans.  “Oh, God, OK, OK, I gotta see this.  I’ll do it.  I’ll do it, if Greg does, too.”
“You first,” said Greg.  “I’ll do what your dad does when each picture comes up.  You strip now or you don’t get to see anymore pictures.”  Both he and Marsha could tell that Candy had become excited watching her mother strip and now the prospect of seeing her dad do the same broke down her resistance.  
Candy glanced nervously at her two friends.  She was sexually naïve since her parents limited her contact with the opposite sex.   Stripping for Greg and Marsha was about the last thing she’d expected to happen today, but she just had to see the rest of the pictures.  Just the thought of her two very conservative parents taking off their clothes on camera was a shock.  The two hypocrites obviously were more sexually loose and active than they allowed their daughter.  
Candy sat in thought for a few more seconds, building up the courage to do what she knew had to be done.  Finally, she grasped the hem of her T-shirt and pulled it quickly over her head.  Now that she’d made up her mind, she wasn’t hesitant or shy.  Her white bra was filled out nicely with her grapefruit sized tits.  Next, Candy took off her shoes and socks, then slid her jeans down.  She glanced again at Greg and saw him watching attentively.  She hesitated as she saw the look on his face and realized that nothing would be the same after this.  She’d never been in her underwear in front of a boy and now she was about to lose even that.  Candy reached behind her back and undid the clasp of her bra, and casually dropped it to the floor.  Her eyes were on Greg now, watching his reaction.  She felt a tingle between her legs when he licked his lips.  Standing just a few feet from Greg, she hooked her thumbs in her panties, then slid them down.  It was an incredible thrill as Greg’s eyes went to her most private parts.  She didn’t dare cover herself as the boy devoured her body with his eyes. She was so excited, she barely trusted her voice as she said softly, “Now show me my dad.” 
Marsha used the mouse to click through three pictures quickly as Candy’s dad made short work of the T-shirt he was wearing.  Now with him clad only in his pants, Marsha paused.  Candy was about to tell her to move on when she noticed Greg was pulling off his own T-shirt.  She’d almost forgotten that Greg had said he’d match her father.  She glanced down at Greg’s crotch for the first time and saw the bulge in his pants.  Suddenly she wasn’t sure she wanted Greg to strip.  She’d thought it would make her more comfortable, but she realized that a naked boy and girl were very conducive to sex.  Still, she admired the muscular chest on the younger boy.  
Candy turned her attention back to the computer screen where her dad was slipping off his pants.  As he revealed his underwear, she could see the bulge in her dad’s crotch.  She had to sit down as she said, “Oh, my God, he’s got a hard on.  He’s going to…”  The next picture showed his underwear already down to his thighs and his hard on fully visible to his astonished daughter.  She stared at the picture on the screen, unaware that her right hand had slipped to her tingling pussy, providing pressure at a most pleasurable spot.  Remembering what other action was going on around her, she slowly turned her head to Greg.  At the sight of his hard cock just a few feet away, she squeaked, “God, I can’t believe this is happening.”  The boy, three years her junior, hardly looked like a boy anymore.  
Not satisfied with just looking, Candy slowly leaned forward, her hand tentatively reaching for Greg’s cock.  As she did, she slid out of the chair and sank to her knees in front of him.  At eye level to the cock, she reached out.  The longing look she gave to Greg looked as if she was asking permission to touch it, so he said, “Go on, Candy.  Do what you want to do.”  From his vantage point, he could look down on the naked 16-year-old and see everything.  He took in her soft breasts, then followed the line down to her navel and pussy.  
Her hand touched his cock and she jumped at the feeling of warmth emanating from it.  Feeling the hard shaft, she said, “It’s beautiful.”  She ran her hand up and down the shaft, amazed at the hardness encased in soft skin.  
Greg took her free hand and pulled her to her feet.  Her right hand stayed on his cock, gently rubbing it, her eyes never leaving it.  She only looked up when Greg put his hand under her chin and raised her eyes to meet his.  Then, when he leaned toward her for a kiss, she leaned down and met him halfway.  She moaned as his hands caressed her tits.  
“Hey, that’s enough,” said Marsha, breaking the two of them apart.  “You don’t get to fuck her yet.”  
When Candy sat back down, her head was spinning.  Was I about to get fucked? she thought to herself.  That didn’t seem like a bad thing, in fact, her moist pussy told her it was a good thing.  
But, Marsha interrupted her thoughts, “Your parents are here right now.  We’ll take you down to see them.”
Candy said, “Oh, yes, please … Oh, no, I couldn’t … No, no, I can’t.  Are they naked?”
Marsha explained the “consensual” slave arrangement that the two sets of parents had.  Candy listened with growing astonishment as she heard what had been going on.  When Marsha said that her parents would be bound and naked when she saw them, Candy was hooked.  She had to see that.  “Can we go now?” she asked.
“We’re waiting on something,” said Marsha.  “Let’s watch another tape while we wait.”  They put in the tape of her mother getting fucked from behind.  The camera focused on the cock pounding in and out of her mother’s cunt.   She could only guess who the man was, but she figured it was Mr. Brady.  If he was the master, then he was the one taking advantage of his slave.  She could see the two were becoming more excited when there was a knock at the door.  
Candy jumped at the knock, but Marsha just said, “It’s almost over.  That knock says what we’re waiting for is here, but you gotta watch the end of this tape first.”  
Candy saw her mother started bucking in her orgasm and Mr. Brady was obviously cumming as well.  On top of everything else that had occurred that day, Candy was beyond astonishment, or so she thought, as she watched her mother have sex with another man.  As the action slowed down, the camera panned back out to give a full view of both lovers.  “No fucking way!” exclaimed Candy as she saw Greg was the man fucking her mother.  “Greg!  Shit!  She let you.  Oh, God, I am so fucking not believing this.” Then she turned angry, “Shit, she’s been making me stay a goody-goody virgin all these years and she fucks Greg?  OK, OK, I’ll get … Greg, I want you to fuck me, too. Right now!”
“Hold on a few minutes, my little virgin,” said Greg.  “I’m ready as you are, but we’d really like to take your virginity as your parents watch.  That way you can really show your parents what you think of hypocrites.”
“Yeah, OK,” said Candy, the idea sounded like the perfect revenge.  Marsha stood up and went to the door.  
While Candy was being seduced by Greg and Marsha. Peter and Jan performed a similar task on Jill.  The 12-year-old girl was tall and slim, with her hips just starting to flare and her flat chest attesting to her late entry into puberty.  The two Bradys could tell this would be an exciting challenge.  But, like their older siblings, they knew their prey well and had their own plan devised.  They had the same arsenal of tools to convince Jill to strip as Greg and Marsha had, but they planned to use a different part of that arsenal.  
Jill would be shy and unassertive.  While her shyness would make it difficult to talk her into nakedness, she would be very easy to manipulate.  Usually when the families got together, Jan and Peter found Jill to be a follower, doing whatever those around her wanted to do.  So, when Jan suggested a game of poker, Jill agreed.  The three sat down with a deck of cards and Peter dealt.  Peter and Jan planned to up the ante after a while and play their daddy’s favorite version of poker.  For a few minutes, the three of them played with nothing to bet.  
“This isn’t right,” said Peter.  “We can’t play poker without something to bet, it takes all the fun out of it.”
“Yeah,” agreed Jill.  “My daddy has poker chips that we use when we play.  Then we play until somebody is broke.”
“We don’t have poker chips,” said Jan.  “Maybe we could find something else to use.”
“We can’t play with money, because I don’t have any,” said Peter.  
“Me either,” said Jill.  “Besides, I wouldn’t want to play for real money.”
Jan and Peter had planned their dialogue and Jill was not part of the plan.  But, her words fit into their plan exactly.  Jan said, “What have we got to bet that each of us has.”
“Hey, we’ve all got clothes,” said Peter.  “Let’s bet those.”
“Peter!” said Jill.  “We’re not playing strip poker, are we, Jan?” she stated, thinking she was expressing the girls’ mutual opinion of Peter’s suggestion she looked to Jan for support.
But Jan disagreed.  “Maybe we should, Jill.  Have you ever seen a boy with no clothes on?  It sounds fun to me, you know, kind of thrilling.  We’d all just get a peek.  It’s safe enough with Peter and me.”
“Jan!” exclaimed Jill.  “We’d have to get naked, too.”  She didn’t want to admit that her body embarrassed her.  The younger girl already had breasts, but Jill didn’t.  She felt like a freak with all of her friends sporting growing tits.  
Peter and Jan had talked about Jill’s body and her self-conscious attitude toward it.  Peter voiced their collective response to her concern.  “Jill, I’ve seen you in bikinis and I think you’re sexy.  You’ve got a great body and I’ll get naked for you if you show me your older woman’s body.”
Jan added, “Besides, only the loser gets all naked.  That could be Peter and not you.”
Blushing, the older girl was taken by surprise by Peter’s compliments.  Older woman, great body, and sexy ran through her head.  She didn’t know quite how to take having a younger boy tell her that she was sexy and had a great body.  Jill liked Peter and Jan, but she hoped such a comment would come from Greg.  But, that was just a dream she had.  It would take some more development before an older boy noticed her.  So, the unexpected compliment hit home and, after some hesitation, she finally asked, “You think I’m sexy?”
Peter nodded enthusiastically, then remembering he was supposed to act a little shy himself, he took a less assertive stance as he admitted, “Yes, cute, sexy, and pretty.”  He managed to blush, as if embarrassed to be nice to a girl.   
The 12-year-old was curious about boys.  She’d seen her older sister be denied boyfriends and knew what was in store for her.  Certain that her older sister had never had this opportunity, she realized that she would be more worldly than her sister if she got a view of Peter’s penis.  She blushed as she thought to herself, that she’d be more worldly if she was naked in front of a boy, another thing her sister had probably never done.  Looking coyly at Peter, she thought about being sexy.  Though Peter was younger, it hardly seemed that way at times, and he was a close friend.  She was slowly convincing herself that this might be an opportunity that she shouldn’t pass up.  
Jan dealt cards once around, then stopped.  “Loser takes off one item of clothes.  First one naked has to … well, I guess … let’s just say that when one of us gets naked the others have to, too.  Just to be fair.”
Jill nodded.  “OK, just to be fair.”  The idea of seeing Peter naked and being naked for him had finally sunk in and she was willing to give it a try.  She was trembling with anticipation as Jan dealt four more cards to each of them.  
Peter lost the first hand and took off a shoe.  It was Jill’s turn to deal and she lost.  She giggled nervously as she slipped off a shoe.  The three played the game for several minutes until Peter was bare-footed and bare chested, Jan was down to her shorts, panties, and shirt, and Jill was in her tank top, panties, and shorts.  Jill looked at her losing hand and realized her next step was to be topless.  Not wanting to display her flat chest, she slipped off her shorts instead.  Peter’s eyes got wide as he feigned innocence while taking in her white panties.  He did enjoy seeing a naked little girl and Jill was like a taller version of Jenny, a girl he remembered fondly since her rape.  The long legs of the 12-year-old were lovely, soft, and smooth and he ran his eyes up them to her panties.  
At the next hand, Jill was looking at a losing hand again.  She had no choice, but to show a part of her body that no boy had ever seen.  And after that, she would only have one piece of clothing left.  She was losing and she didn’t want to be the first one naked.  
“I-I-I want to s-stop,” she said nervously.  “I changed my mind.  I can’t.”  She looked at the faces of her disappointed friends and felt guilt from not being brave enough to finish the game.  
“You can’t change your mind just because you’re losing,” said Peter.  “Go on.”
Jan chimed in, “Yeah, Jill, you haven’t lost yet, but if you do you’ll just be the first.  We’ll take off our clothes, too.  Don’t you want to see Peter’s cock?  Look at his shorts.  He’s got a hard on watching you.  Ever seen that before?”
The 12-year-old looked at the bulge in Peter’s shorts and blushed, trying to imagine what it would look like with no clothes in the way.  Tempted though she was, Jill shook her head.  She reached for her shorts, to put them back on.  
“Wait,” said Jan.  “Let me show you a video that might change your mind.”  She put in the tape that Peter and she had selected as most likely to get Jill naked.  When she pressed play, Jill saw her mother on the tape and gasped when she saw her mother was naked.  Then her mother started to speak.  It was the speech that Amy thought was being taped for her husband to hear.  But Mike and Carol had cleverly designed the script so that no mention of Van was made.  What Jill heard was, “Hi, honey, I know this will surprise you, but it’s true.  I’m telling you while I’m naked so that you will see how serious this is.  The family is in a lot of trouble, but we can keep the family together and out of trouble if you cooperate.  So, baby, I want you to take off your clothes, too.  I’ve already done it, so you know how important this is to me.  And do whatever the Bradys tell you to do.  You have to do it, or we’ll lose everything.  Honey, please, don’t ask questions, just strip...”  
Jill stared at the TV screen after the tape had finished, questions swimming in her head.  After several seconds, she asked, “What does she mean – a lot of trouble?  What’s happening?”
“We’re not sure,” lied Peter.  “We’ve just been told that our parents could send your parents to jail if they don’t do everything they’re told.  They’ve decided that you have to help.  Your mom wants you naked.  We tried to do it the easy way, but you really have no choice.”
“Hey, Peter, her mom said – don’t ask questions, just strip,” said Jan.  “Let’s not get her into trouble by breaking the rules.”  Then, she turned to Jill. “We’re going to strip, too, Jill.  But, you have to go first.”  
“I don’t want to,” said the distraught young girl.  “Can I talk to my mom?”
Peter advanced on Jill.  Though she was taller that the boy, Jill stepped back, cowering in a crouch that made her feel less vulnerable, less exposed.  From that point of view, she was at the same level as the bulge in Peter’s shorts and couldn’t help but stare at it.  “Come on, Jill.  No questions.  And your mom said to do whatever we told you.  So, I’m telling you to stand up straight and take off your shirt.  Or else, you’ll be responsible for sending them to jail.  You’ll be split from your brothers and sister and end up in a foster home with people you don’t know.”
Tears ran down the 12-year-old’s face as she slowly stood up.  She looked at Peter, then at Jan.  Realizing she had no choice, she reached for the hem of her shirt.  Swallowing hard, she slowly, deliberately pulled her shirt up.  The motion was agonizingly sexy as Peter saw her navel, then her ribs exposed.  As the shirt went up, her nipples came into view, affirming her flat chest.  As the shirt cleared her head, she had an urge to pull it back down again.  Peter’s eyes were on her small, brown nipples, embarrassing her with his gaze.  But, she had no choice.  She kept the shirt in her hands, covering her crotch until Peter pulled it away.  “Show us your pussy,” he said.
Though she flinched at the demand, Jill did as she was told.  Slowly she pulled down her panties, exposing her smooth, hairless cunt and accentuating the length of her legs by taking several seconds to pull her panties all the way down.  When Peter reached for them, Jill handed him her panties.  “Put your hands over your head,” said Peter.  When she did, Peter ran his eyes over the taut muscles of the slinky girl.  
True to their promise, Peter and Jan shed their remaining clothes.  With the three of them naked, Jill had her first look at a hard cock.  Trembling and crying though she was, she looked in wonder at Peter’s cock as it pointed right at her.  She also couldn’t miss Jan’s small tits.  Small though they were, the 11-year-old had more than the older girl.  
Peter reached forward and put his hands on Jill’s nipples.  She jumped at his touch, then felt her nipples being rolled between Peter’s fingers.  Her eyes opened wide in surprise at the fact that it felt good rather than painful.  
Jan whispered in Peter’s ear, “We’re supposed to go now.  You don’t get to do anything with her yet.”
Peter gave his sister a stern look, “Just a couple minutes.  I promise I’ll just fondle her for a couple minutes.”  He continued to roll her nipples gently, looking into her eyes until she released the breath she didn’t realize she was holding.  It came out like a gasp and her eyes told Peter it was a gasp of pleasure.  His hands slid to her bare ass and again she wondered at the nice feeling it gave her.  Peter was equally surprised when he felt her warm hands roaming his ass.  The action put his cock pressing against her bare pussy.  
When Peter reached up to kiss the taller girl, she bent to meet him.  She didn’t know why, it just seemed the natural thing for two nude preteens to do.  It even gave her a feeling of regaining control, as she wasn’t taking orders from Peter anymore, even though she was doing his bidding.  Then she lost what little control she thought she had when Peter said, “Kneel down.”  She had to remind herself that her mom had told her to do what Peter wanted.  She knelt to be eye level with Peter’s naked and hard cock.  “Touch it,” he said.  It was something that she wanted to do, as the cock stimulated her curiosity.  Without a word she reached forward and grasped the new wonder.  “Kiss it,” said Peter.  
“Kiss it?” she replied, questioning whether she had heard the unbelievable command correctly.
“Yes,” hissed Peter.  “Don’t ask, just do it.”
Jill leaned forward and saw the pre-cum on the tip of the cock.  Carefully she kissed the head so that she avoided the slime.  
There was a knock on the door and Jill jumped to her feet.  “Hold on, Jill,” said Jan as the older girl grabbed for a blanket to cover herself.  “We’re expecting someone and you’re expected to be naked for them.”
Jill could only stand there terrified as Jan went to the door.  Who else was she going to expose herself to today?
Down the hall in the next bedroom, a similar scene was playing out between Cindy, Bobby, Nate, and Randy.  But, Cindy was much more direct than her siblings.  Bobby had agreed her approach would work, but he wished they could drag it out a little bit more as he knew was happening in the two bedrooms down the hall.  To start with, Cindy just said, “Hey, Nate, I learned a new game.  I’ve played it with Bobby and I’d like to play it with you and Randy.”
“OK,” said Randy.  “What is it?”
“Well, I don’t know if it really has a name, or if you’d even call it a game, but I call it – you show me yours and I’ll show you mine.”
“Show me your what?” asked the innocent 10-year-old.  
“Everything,” said Cindy as she pulled off her shirt.  
The two boys’ jaws dropped as they looked at the naked upper body of the 10-year-old girl. They’d seen Cindy in tight tops, bikinis, and one piece swimsuits, so this was something new.  It didn’t look much different from their own bodies, but they knew this was something special.   Without missing a beat, Cindy pulled off her shoes and socks, then followed by removing her shorts.  With nothing but her panties on, she stopped and said, “Your turn.”
Randy looked to his older brother for guidance.  Nate looked at the panties of their friend and wondered what was under them.  He had to see, so there was no question in his mind as he skinned off his shirt, shoes, socks, and shorts.  Randy was way behind as he shrugged off his shirt, then pulled off his shoes and socks.  Bobby had waited for Randy’s reaction, but caught up and passed the 7-year-old as he pulled off his own shorts.  Randy was the last one down to his underwear.  
Cindy pulled her panties opened and peered down at her bare pussy.  The boys couldn’t see what she was looking at.  She let go and the elastic band of her panties cut off her view with a snap.  “You want to see?” she asked.  Nate nodded.  He thought that was the point, what was she waiting for now?  Randy nodded, too, following his older brother’s lead.  “You go first,” said Cindy.  
Instead of seeing the reward being offered, Nate saw this as a trap.  How did he know she would show hers?  He didn’t want to be the first one to show his cock.  He was self-conscious, especially given the recent changes in his cock as he entered puberty.  His parents, being so restrictive, were also not ones to talk about sex, so the boy didn’t realize he was going through normal changes.  
“No?” asked Cindy as she saw the hesitation.  “At least, let’s see Randy first.”
The smaller boy was sandwiched between the older ones.  As her words sank in, he shook his head.  He didn’t want to be first either.  He followed, but didn’t lead.  He looked at the boys on either side of him.  They were looking at him to take down his underwear so the game could proceed, but he wouldn’t.  Without warning, Bobby moved quickly behind the 7-year-old, catching him in a full nelson that immobilized the boy.  “Pull his underwear down,” Bobby shouted to Nate.  
Nate looked at his struggling brother, then at Cindy’s panties.  The trade seemed right to him.  While Randy yelled, “No, no, Nate, don’t,” the older boy grabbed the waistband of his younger brother’s underwear and pulled them off.  The nude boy continued to struggle against Bobby’s hold, now looking at Cindy as she stared at the little cock.  He wanted to disappear, but he couldn’t.  He didn’t even notice Bobby’s hard cock pressing against his little ass.  A struggling, nude little boy in his grasp nearly made Bobby’s cock tear through his underwear.  
Cindy turned her back on the boys and pulled down her panties.  The view of the little girl’s ass was a sight that stopped the boys’ struggling.  Randy hung limp in Bobby’s grasp as his astonished eyes took in the smooth, white ass.  “I’ll turn around when you boys are all naked,” she said.  When there was hesitation, she turned around with her hand in her crotch, concealing her pussy.  “Strip, boys,” she said more forcefully.  
Nate pulled down his underwear, revealing his hard cock, two and a half inches long.  Bobby released Randy, who just stood and stared, no longer concerned about his own nudity.  When Bobby pulled his underwear down, the sex kitten moved her hand and gave the boys a view of her soft pussy.  
“Holy cow!” said Nate.  He inched slowly forward, afraid that the vision would be taken away if he moved too fast.  Randy stood back, watching his older brother.  He tensed when Bobby’s hand touched his bare ass, but he relaxed as he continued to focus on the slit between Cindy’s legs.  Bobby caressed the soft, little boy ass gently, enjoying the seductive nature of the intimate touch. When his hand reached down between Randy’s legs, the small 7-year-old spread his legs.  Bobby moved behind the boy, reaching his hand between Randy’s legs and fondling the small erection.  Still Randy stood still, enthralled by the naked girl and afraid to stop Bobby’s touching.  Taking further advantage of the little boy, Bobby stepped close, his own erection pressing against the boy’s ass.  He reached around Randy’s waist and continued to massage the erection
As Bobby was getting close to Randy, Nate was doing his first exploration of a girl’s body.  As he stepped close enough, Cindy took Nate’s hands and pressed them against her hard nipples.  The 10-year-old boy rested his hands on the blonde’s chest.  The sexually naïve boy wasn’t even aware that he had a hard on as he caressed her soft skin.  His arms slid around her as she pulled him close for a kiss.  Nate’s eyes opened wide as he felt Cindy’s tongue slide past his lips and into his mouth.  Thoroughly enjoying his first sexual experimentation, Nate returned the kiss as it warmed his body and hardened his cock further.  As it reached full erection, his cock suddenly demanded his attention and he looked at his cock as it pointed eagerly at Cindy’s pussy.  
Following his eyes down, Cindy reached for his cock, very gently so as to not make him cum.  With her other hand she guided his hand to her pussy.  The 10-year-old boy knelt to get a closer look.  With wonder he ran his fingers over the outside of her pussy, feeling the soft skin, then parting her pussy lips.  For several minutes he occupied himself with the girl’s private parts.  
Behind him, Bobby was still fondling Randy.  Knowing he was supposed to wait, Bobby couldn’t help himself.  He put his hard cock at Randy’s asshole and pushed past the resistance the younger boy put up for a moment.  “Uhhn,” said Randy, still absorbed in Cindy’s body and afraid to stop Bobby.  Slowly and quietly, Bobby proceeded to rape the 7-year-old’s ass.  Cindy was too absorbed in her seduction of Nate to notice what Bobby was doing.  Always turned on by a new conquest, Bobby was quick to cum in the tight ass before his sister caught him.  
It was good that Bobby came quickly, because only moments later, Cindy put an end to Nate’s fun by saying, “That’s enough for now, but we have some movies for you to watch.”  With that, Cindy sat Nate and Randy right in front of the TV and started the tape.  Fascinated, the two boys watched their mommy strip, then their daddy.  They watched their mommy suck daddy’s cock for a moment, then the scene cut to mommy pleading for them to strip and do what the Brady’s told them.  
By now Nate’s cock was pounding.  Cindy sat behind him, spreading her legs so she could fit his butt up against her pussy.  Nate leaned back into her arms.  She reached around him and grabbed his cock, more firmly this time.  Stroking her hand firmly up and down the boy’s shaft, it was only a matter of seconds before cum shot from his cock.  “Holy cow, oooo, yes.  God, Cindy, what was that?” he asked.  
“You’ll get more of that if you’re a good boy,” said Cindy.  “Now, let’s go see how everyone else is doing.”  The four went out into the hall and up to the bedroom occupied by Jan, Peter, and Jill.  
Cindy knocked and the two Wilson boys jumped.  “What are you doing,” asked Nate, his astonishment showing in his voice.  
“Jill ought to be naked, too, by now,” said Bobby.  “I want to see that.  How about you?”  Not waiting for an answer, he said, “We’re all going to get naked and show off to each other.  That’s what we’ve got planned for this morning.”
“Cool,” said Nate, not sure if he believed his friend, but waiting anxiously for the promised vision.  
Jan opened the door a crack and peeked out.  Seeing the four naked kids, she opened it wider.  Expecting their sister, Nate and Randy were speechless as they ran their eyes over Jan’s body.  Randy’s cock had wilted when Cindy knocked on the door, but now it sprang to attention again.  Jan stepped back and the two boys got their first view of their sister.  Nate had been trying for several months to catch a peek of his sister’s panties or even her bare chest.  Now he nervously hung back, wanting to see her, but not wanting to be seen.  When Bobby pushed him from behind, the 10-year-old stepped into the room in full view of his 12-year-old sister.  
Emboldened by his sister’s nakedness, Nate stepped closer and put his hand on her bare pussy.  “Ooo, gross,” said Jill.  She grabbed his hand and pulled it away, repulsed by the incestuous urges of her brother.  Overcome by embarrassment, she tried to turn away and cover herself.  But, Peter caught her and turned her around to face Nate.  
Holding her arms behind her back, Peter said to Jill, “You’re going to learn what girls are good for.  Now do as you’re told.”  Then to Nate he said, “Come lick Jill’s nipples.”  Eagerly Nate stepped forward and ran his tongue over his older sister’s left nipple.  His right hand went to her other nipple and felt her up.  Jill was shaking with frustration as she stood still and let him taste her nipple.  She could feel his small cock pressing against her thigh and tried to step back.  Peter held her tight and she was suddenly aware of Peter’s cock against her ass.  “Kiss him,” he said to Jill.  Knowing what was expected, she leaned down to her brother and stuck her tongue in his mouth.  Still novices at French kissing, Nate and Jill ran their tongues around each other’s mouths, then parted.  “No, said Peter. “I meant kiss his cock.  That’s what girls are good for.”  He forced her to her knees.  
Jill reached out with her tongue and licked the small cock.  Her tongue ran up the tender underside of Nate’s cock and he moaned with pleasure.  “Yeah, Jill, kiss it.”
Cindy chimed in with, “Kiss your little brother’s cock.  Girls have to serve their brothers.  Naked girls have to show off their hot little bodies and do whatever they’re told to do.”  She smiled as she watched Jill take Nate’s cock in her hand, then softly kiss the cock.  “Very nice,” said the little dominatrix.  “Now, for good measure, let’s remember that all of you have to do what you’re told to do.  Nate and Randy, both of you kneel down.”  When the two boys knelt, Cindy said, “You get to kiss Peter and Bobby’s cocks.”
“No way!” said Nate.  He turned toward Cindy with a look that was half astonishment and half question.  Did she really mean that? he wondered.  “Boys don’t kiss other boy’s cocks,” he protested.  
Bobby stepped up in front of Randy and Peter stepped up in front of Nate, saying, “Nate, you know what your mommy told you.  You have to do what you’re told.  You’re our slave and slave boys do kiss their master’s cock.  Now you saw your sister do it, it’s your turn now.”
Nate looked around the room for support, but found none.  Instead he saw his little brother already pressing his lips against Bobby’s hard cock.  What nobody else knew was that the 7-year-old was tasting his own shit.  Reluctantly, Nate reached for Peter’s cock.  Cindy couldn’t resist as she said to him, “Kiss Peter’s cock while Jill watches.  Show Jill what a fag her little brother is.  Show us what a good slave you are.”  Nate did as he was told, very aware now that his own sister was watching him kiss a cock.  His feeling of power from having her kiss his cock was gone now. 
 As Nate kissed the head of Peter’s cock, the older boy leaned his hips into Nate and the younger boy found himself with an inch of cock in his mouth.  His kiss turned into a quick suck.  “Whoa, slow down there, Nate,” Peter teased the 10-year-old.  “We’ll get into cocksucking later.  Don’t be so eager.”
Nate tried to protest the false accusation, but his words fell on deaf ears.  Defeated, he realized what Peter had said.  Not just kissing a cock, but cocksucking was coming up later.
“Let’s go see what’s going on next door,” said Cindy.  Without waiting for a reply, she turned and went back into the hallway.  Peter went out last, making sure the three Wilson kids followed Cindy.  Stopping at the next bedroom door, Cindy knocked.  
Candy was a little nervous as Marsha opened the door to the hallway.  Unlike her sister, Jill, Candy hadn’t been warned who was on the other side of the door.  She looked around and saw no place to hide.  As the door opened, Cindy stepped in.  Astonished at the naked little 10-year-old, Candy stared at the cute body.  No hair and no tits, thought the older girl.  I’d been like that once.  
When Cindy was in, Nate stepped into the room.  “Holy cow,” said the boy.  Marsha had stepped behind the door as she opened it, so all he saw was Greg and Candy standing naked.  He ignored Greg and ogled his sister.  “Shit,” he said.  “She’s got pussy hair and tits, just like a woman.”  He stepped into the room, but less boldly than last time.  Now he acted the part of a slave that had been put in his place.  Randy came into the room and stood behind his older brother, peeking out at Candy.  At the sight of her youngest brother, Candy had an urge to cover herself, but the tingle between her legs was growing stronger as she posed for more and more boys.  Bobby came in behind them and stepped up close to the 16-year-old.  Then, he stepped behind her and gazed at her fine ass.  
Jill stumbled into the room as Peter pushed her.  As she caught herself and stood still, her eyes went to Greg’s big cock.  “Shit,” she said, thinking to herself – shit, is that a big cock.  Without taking her eyes off the cock, she stepped to the side, backing away from the 13-year-old’s cock.  She glanced to her side and saw Candy just as naked as she was.  She’d never seen her sister fully naked before and now she thought her older sister was absolutely gorgeous and sexy.  Jill thought her own body just the opposite, hairless and titless.  “God,” she said at the unexpected sight of her sister.  “You, too?”
The room was bursting when Jan and Peter stepped in.  Finally dragging his eyes off Candy, Nate noticed Marsha for the first time.  The 13-year-old girl was beautiful, too.  He stared at her full nudity, amazed that she smiled at him.  Marsha admired the hard young cock on Nate, wanting to suck it so bad.  Then, forgetting his place as slave, Nate walked up to Marsha and said, “You know what girls do for boys?”
Peter grabbed the errant slave and said, “No, that’s what slave girls do for boys.  And, for your bad behavior, you can just show all the girls what slave boys do for girls.  Now, get on your knees and kiss every pussy in this room.”  
Nate dropped to his knees, cursing himself for being so stupid.  He was closest to Marsha, so he knelt and kissed the hairy cunt.  He felt his head grabbed by Marsha and she held him close to her.  “Inhale,” she whispered.  “Smell my cunt.”  The slave boy inhaled deeply, astonished that he enjoyed the smell of the older girl’s private parts.  Then he was released and he knee-walked over to Jill.  He looked up at his sister plaintively, but she had no right to pardon him.  Embarrassed in front of his sister for the second time, he leaned forward and pressed his lips against the smooth cunt.  Unbidden, he inhaled deeply, smelling the aroma of his own sister.  From there he crawled to Cindy.  This time he kissed the bald cunt and ran his tongue up the slit before inhaling.  By now his cock was pounding.  He hardly knew what was going on, but he was enjoying his predicament.  Next he sampled Jan’s pussy, tasting and smelling the lovely cunt.  Finally he crawled to his oldest sister.  He kissed the fur on her pussy, then parted it with his tongue and tasted her juices.  She was wetter than the others and he licked greedily before inhaling.  
Greg herded them out of the room and into the hall.  “Now, the moment you’ve all been waiting for.  Let’s go find your naked, tied, and helpless parents.”  He explained to them what was expected.  Do as you’re told.  No talking.  No hesitation.  Absolutely no talking, he reiterated.  They nodded when they understood the entire plan, Jill with hesitation, but Candy and Nate with enthusiasm.  
As they continued on, they passed the bathroom and Jill said, “Please, can I go to the bathroom first.  I gotta pee.”
“Sure,” said Greg.  But, Jill was not expecting them all to follow her in.  It was crowded with just Greg, Peter, and Bobby watching, but they squeezed in Nate and Randy just to embarrass her more.  “Go ahead and pee,” said Greg.  “We’d like to watch.”
“Oh, God, Greg,” said the trapped girl.  “I don’t know if I can with boys watching.”  She sat her nude butt down on the toilet.
“Not on the toilet,” said Greg.  “Step into the tub and do it standing up.  We want a real good view.”  When she didn’t move, Greg grabbed her by the hair and pulled her to the tub.  “Spread your legs and pee,” he said.  
Jill sniffed a couple of times, fighting back the tears.  Then a trickle of pee ran from her cunt to the bathtub bottom.  
“Ever watch a girl pee before?” Bobby asked Randy.  “Your sister’s showing you right now.  Step up closer.”  He pulled the youngest boy up to the edge of the tub.  “Touch it,” he said.  Randy didn’t struggle as Bobby pulled his hand right into the stream of pee.  Raising the little boy’s hand, Bobby brought it right in contact with Jill’s pussy, smearing the pee against her cunt and letting it run down her legs.  Jill broke into embarrassed tears, but kept peeing and didn’t try to cover herself.  The idea of being their little slave girl had finally sunk it.  She’d be naked and doing disgusting things for them forever.  There was nothing in her imagination that they wouldn’t have her doing soon.  And, there was nothing she could do about it.  
“You next, Randy,” said Bobby.  “We all should pee so we won’t have interruptions.”
Randy stepped into the tub as his sister stepped out.  Peter and Bobby stepped into the tub to make more room for the girls.  Nate was sent into the hall as Cindy, Jan, Marsha, Jill, and Candy all pushed in to see.  The little boy let loose a stream of pee.  He had little embarrassment, even though Candy squealed in surprise.  “Now you, Candy,” said Greg.  The 16-year-old stepped into the tub.  Squatting slightly, she spread her legs.  Nervously she started to pee.  She didn’t have much, but she squeezed out what she could.   
“Are you guys going to pee, too?” Candy asked the Bradys.  
“Sure,” said Greg.  “You want to watch us?”
She nodded.   
“OK, you stay there.  Jill, get in and stand beside Candy.”  Greg, Peter, and Bobby pointed their cocks at the two girls in the tub and let loose the warm, yellow liquid onto the surprised slaves.  Candy was grossed out and tried to move away, but the pee followed her.  Jill just stood sobbing.  She knew a slave did what her masters wanted.  The boys peed on the girls’ legs and then up onto their pussies.  They reached as high as peeing on the girls’ stomachs.  Greg stepped up on the edge of the tub.  Balancing there, he peed first on Jill’s flat chest as it heaved with sobs.   Then he directed the stream at Candy, peeing on her large tits.  “Turn around,” said Greg.  The girls did as they were told and felt the hot liquid splashing on the backs and asses.  The two girls were thoroughly soaked in pee.  When they turned back around, even Candy was sobbing at her helpless situation.  
Greg turned on the shower and told the girls to wash up.  They’d all be having sex soon and the urine soaked bodies were not what the Bradys wanted to enjoy.  The sound of running water made peeing a high priority for Nate.  He scampered in from the hall shouting, “I gotta pee.  Make room, please.”  
“Hop in the tub,” said Greg.  “Pee in the tub with your sisters.”  Shocked, but with no choice, the 10-year-old climbed into the tub and peed, carefully avoiding splashing his sisters.  When he was done, Peter said, “Candy, scrub Jill.  Wash her all over.  Run your hands over her little girl body.  Feel her tits.  Touch her pussy,” he coaxed as Candy washed her sister.  When she was finished, Peter said, “Now, Jill, wash Nate all over.  Make sure you wash his prick.  Scrub his tight, little boy ass.”  Finally, it was Nate’s turn.  “Nate, wash Candy.  Wash your big sister.  Feel her tits.  You’ll be feeling your mommy’s tits pretty soon.  They both have the same size tits.  Touch her all over.”  
The Brady girls still needed their turn to pee.  The shower was turned off and Nate and Randy were ordered into the tub.  It was a tight fit, but the two small boys lay side by side in the tub.  The girls straddled the boys and started peeing.  Jan was in the middle, peeing on the boys’ stomachs and cocks.  Marsha, at one end, peed on Randy’s face and chest, and Nate’s legs.  Randy sputtered at the indignity of pee on his face.  But, Nate got it worse.  Cindy bent close over Nate’s face, aiming her peed right at his mouth.  “Open up,” she said.  “Open up and drink it.”  Her peed splattered on his face and neck, but some went in his open mouth.  
The Bradys showered quickly, an assembly line of touching, feeling, and soaping.  Marsha was in first with Jan and had Jan scrub her.  Peter hopped in and scrubbed Jan, followed by Cindy scrubbing Peter and Bobby washing Cindy.  Finally, Marsha washed her littlest brother.   
“Only two still messy,” said Marsha.  “Hop in, Nate and Randy.  Go ahead Nate, wash Randy.  Touch his little cock.  Show us how fag brothers take a shower.  Oh, yes, feel his firm little ass.  Kiss his nipples, wash his chest.  Now, how about a kiss for Randy.  Put that tongue in deep.”  When she paused, Cindy took up the orders.  “Randy, return the favor.  Wash up Nate.  Make sure you wash his ass, no, wait, kiss his ass first.  Now wash it.  Lick his nipples.  Oh, Nate, your nipples get so hard when your little brother kisses them.  Make sure you scrub his cock.  Now that’s it’s nice and clean, kiss his cock.”  As Randy bent to kiss his older brother’s cock, he found himself with a face full of cum spurting from Nate’s cock.  The stimulation had been too much for Nate.  “Good job, Nate.  You really are a fag, cumming on your brother’s face like that.”  She let Randy rinse off his face.  Cocksucking and cum tasting would come later.  
Finally ready, the ten kids went into the basement.  While waiting for the kids, Mike had screwed Amy while Carol let Van fuck her.  Then, the two slaves were tied.  Carol got a good pussy licking from the increasingly talented Amy.   Cleaning her husband’s cum from her mistresses cunt was the closest Amy would get to her husband today.  When Van saw Mike’s hard cock in his face, he didn’t argue.  Opening wide, he took his master’s cock into his mouth and deep into his throat.  Then, the two slaves were prepared for the kids’ arrival.  Again they were harnessed up as ponies, with two added twists.  First, they both wore blindfolds.  Second, their heads were held firmly down by a leather strap hooked to a ring in the floor and their legs were affixed to the floor by leather straps across their calves.  The Bradys did not want their little ponies to rear up when they saw their own children.  
But, the view of their own naked children would wait.  First, Mike instructed the two, “Marsha and Jan are going to come down and ride you, pony boy.  We’ll let you eat them until they cum.  But, you have to call them Candy and Jill.  Same for you, Amy, Peter and Bobby will pretend to be Nate and Randy.  Call them by those names.  Ask to suck their cocks.  Be good little ponies.”
The ten kids filed silently down the stairs.  Under orders for complete silence, the four Wilson kids took in their nude and bound parents.  Candy and Jill saw their dad’s cock hanging between his legs, then looked at their mom.  Amy was kneeling placidly, her legs spread and her pussy fully visible to all.  While the girls were astonished at the position of their mom, the boys took in the sight with enthusiasm.  Jill jumped when her daddy called her, “Jill, are you here?  Come hop on my back and ride your daddy pony.  Rub your cute little naked ass on my back.  Come on, Jill baby, please, your daddy really wants to feel your naked body against his.”
Tentatively, she walked over to the kneeling man, her daddy.  Her pussy tingled at the thought of rubbing against his naked body.  She wanted to very badly and she knew she had to.  Throwing her leg over the pony, she mounted up.  Her daddy pressed up against her, trying to feel her bare pussy and smooth ass.  He remembered the last time with Cindy and how much he enjoyed this fantasy.  “Ride me, Jill,” he said.  This time he felt her bounce up and down, like riding a horse.  His cock pounded as he felt the smooth ass rub against his body again and again.  
Meanwhile, Amy had joined in, “Nate, come hop on your mommy.  I’m naked for you and I know you want to touch me.  Come on and ride me.  Rub your cock against my bare ass and squeeze my tits.”  She felt the weight of her eldest son settle on her back, a little lighter than she’d expected.  The small cock bounced against her bare back as he rode his mommy.  He reached back and swatted her ass, as a cowboy would urge on his steed.  He had to bite his tongue to keep from yelling out as he enjoyed the incredible feeling of riding his naked and willing mommy.  As instructed, he leaned forward and put his arms around her until his hands reached her tits.  He squeezed hard, amazed again that his own mommy had asked him to do this.  As he slid off, his cock rubbed against her ass.  Just as she’d asked for.  
“Your turn, Candy,” called out the pony boy, almost disappointed that the bare ass of his preteen daughter was no longer pressed against his back.  “Come ride, dad.”  He whinnied, showing his eagerness for another rider.  “Let me feel your bare ass, your bush, and your tits against my body.  Rub them on me and get your little pony hard and horny.”  When Candy mounted, he whinnied again.  His oldest girl’s bare ass was against his skin and he reveled in the joy of their first incestuous touch.  “Ride me, Candy, fuck, I love your ass, Candy.  I’ve wanted to touch you for years.  I wanted to fondle your 6-year-old little ass every time I bathed you.  Now, I want to fuck you and lick you.  I want you to suck me.  Do me, Candy baby.”
Beside him, his wife called out, “Randy, it’s OK.  I want you to ride mommy, too.  I want your little 7-year-old cock to rub against my ass.  I want my little boy to fondle my tits.  I want to …” She felt his weight, again lighter than she expected.  “Yes, ride me, Randy honey, ride your hot and horny mommy.  Rub your little cock against me.  Bounce your cute ass up and down.”  As he reached under her she panted, “Yes, honey, squeeze my tits hard.  Touch mommy all over.  God, yes, squeeze me.  I love the feel of your little hands on my big tits.”  She was actually getting turned on, but she didn’t know if was by the fantasy of her 7-year-old son or by the reality of 10-year-old Bobby.  Whatever it was, she really did want to be felt up by the youth on her back.  “Squeeze my tits like that, Randy.  Squeeze me, then I’ll suck you and fuck you.  Now, slide off and make sure mommy feels your cock on her ass.”  
The six Brady kids could hardly contain themselves as the two ponies obscenely urged their children on.  What would the two think when they found out what was really happening?  Would they talk like that if they suspected it was their own kids on their backs?  But, silence was absolutely required to pull off the ruse.  Any sound would alert the two slaves to the fact that there were more people in the room than they knew about.  
Done with letting their kids ride them, the two ponies were ready for the next step.  Again, Van led the way, “Jill, come stand in front of daddy.  Put your nipples right in front of me and let me lick them.  I want to taste my little girl.  I’ve wanted you since you were little, too.  I’ve always wanted to lick and feel your cute little girl chest.”  Jill’s body pressing against his face rewarded him.  He located her nipples and tongued them to hardness.  The young girl was astonished by her daddy’s actions.  He’d always seemed so distant and untouchable.  Now he was begging to lick her in places she knew he shouldn’t.  But, it felt good and it was her daddy saying it was OK.  
“Now kiss me, Jill baby,” he asked.  He felt her lips touch his and he made sure his little girl experienced the feeling of a tongue deep in her mouth.  She pulled away, shocked, and he nearly came from her innocent behavior.  “Give me your tight pussy, Jill.  Put your smooth, bare, tasty pussy in my face and let me lick it until you cum.”  Not knowing what cum meant, Jill nevertheless put her pussy to her daddy’s mouth and felt his tongue run up and down her virgin pussy lips.  She was wet and tingly from her daddy’s nudity and his words.  When his tongue slipped between her lips, she moaned in pleasure.  Then she realized she was supposed to be quiet.  He ran his tongue up and down the juicy slit a few more times, then found her clit.  
To Van’s left, Mike knelt down and whispered in his ear.  “What if it really was Jill?  You’re blindfolded, you don’t know.  Maybe it really is her.”  Van licked more furiously, the apparent lie made the fantasy more real and he didn’t know he could become this excited.  “You may be bringing your own 12-year-old daughter to her first orgasm.  How many daddies get to do that?  And we’re all watching you do it.  Candy is here, waiting for her turn.  Nate and Randy can see you eating your little girl out.”
Another moan escaped Jill’s lips, but Van couldn’t tell one moan from another.  He knew it was Jan, but more and more he fell into the fantasy.  Between licks he mumbled, “Go, Jill.  Cum for … daddy.  Lick … lick… my little … baby girl.  Tasty cunt … smooth …cum, baby.”  Sure enough, the soft pussy started to buck against his face as Jill really did have her first ever orgasm on her daddy’s tongue.  
Beside them, the same ritual was being repeated between mother and son.  “Nate, put your cock in mommy’s mouth and let me suck it.  I’ll make you hard and swallow your cum.  You can watch my cheeks puff in and out as I suck your beautiful cock.”  She felt the cock bump against her chin and she opened her mouth.  The small cock slid into her mouth and she sucked it all the way in.  She felt perverted, especially so since she was horny and enjoying the taste of her son’s cock.  She managed to get his cock and his balls into her mouth, then pulled back to suck just his cock.  Occasionally she pulled away from the cock and stuck out her tongue to lick the warm hard on.  “God, Nate, your mommy is so horny.”  She paused and sucked.  “Your cock tastes so good … Cum for mommy.”
She heard Mike talking, but couldn’t make out his whispered words.  Then she heard Carol’s voice in her own ear.  “What if it really is Nate, Amy?  You’re sucking off your own son.  He’s never had a blowjob before, but now his mommy is showing him how.”  Like her husband, Amy took Carol’s words as a reinforcement of the fantasy.  “Suck your little boy’s cock.  Show him what a slut his mommy is.  Swallow Nate’s cum for him.  Show him how much you love him by swallowing every drop.”  
Totally out of control, Amy slid her mouth up and down the small, hard shaft.  She wanted to swallow Nate’s cum.  She wanted to taste her little boy.  God, the fantasy was so real.  Suddenly she had a mouthful of cum.  She swallowed it and kept licking, cleaning the cock off completely.  “Thank you, Nate,” she said.  “Thank you for letting mommy suck your cock.  I’ll suck you anytime you want and I’ll swallow your cum.”
With the first round of oral sex done, it was Candy and Randy’s turn.  But, from her position in front of her daddy, Candy used hand signals to indicate she wanted her mom to do her.  Thinking that was a good idea, Mike and Carol let the two swap.  “Change of plans, ponies,” said Carol.  “Pony boy, you get to suck Randy and, pony girl, you get to eat Candy.  Let’s hear it.”
“That’s my boy, Randy.  Daddy sucks cocks, too.  Come over to daddy and let me taste your little cock.”  As he said that, Van realized the fantasy would be broken when Bobby came in his mouth.  There was no way little Randy could cum.  “Let me taste a little boy cock.”  He opened his mouth and held it open for several seconds until a hard little cock was pushed into it.  He closed his mouth on it, grateful that it wasn’t Mike’s big cock as it had been earlier.  The size of Mike’s cock made the cock currently in his mouth feel small.  But, it was hard, so he sucked it with vigor.  
“Suck Randy’s cock,” whispered Mike.  “It really is Randy.  We’re all watching you suck a 7-year-old’s cock.  Suck him good, I’m going to go watch Amy eat out Candy.  That girl is going to enjoy her mommy’s tongue just like your little boy is enjoying his daddy’s mouth.”
“Oh, Candy, bet you never thought your stick in the mud mom would ever ask to eat your pussy.  Come on, Candy, let mom have a tasty of your pussy.  Let me taste your tits and feel them against my face.  Shit, girl, come feel up your mommy and finger my pussy.”  The little pony felt hands on her tits and whinnied at the touch.  The mere idea of her daughter touching her there was incredible.  Even more, she felt lips on her nipples and she knew her daughter was sucking on her tits.  “God, yes, Candy, make your mommy so fucking horny that I’ll explode.  Suck me, baby.”  Done tormenting her mom’s nipples, Candy pressed her bush against her mom’s mouth and felt the wonderful tingle of an experience woman’s tongue on her clit.  Like her mom, Candy was incredibly horny now.  She pressed hard into her mom’s face.  Watching her mom debase herself by licking her daughter’s most private parts, Candy went over the edge.  Other than masturbation, this was her first orgasm.  On the tongue of another woman, her mom, the orgasm was the best she’d ever had.  But, she bit her lip and stayed quiet.  
“Please, Candy, touch mom between the legs.  Let me cum, too.  Your sexy body drove me crazy.  Your lips on my tits, your cunt in my face.  God, Candy, fuck me with your fingers.”  Though she knew it wasn’t the slave’s place to decide when to cum, she hoped to get her relief by getting Marsha to act out Candy’s part in this mother-daughter act.  When she felt fingers on her pussy, Amy let out a quick gasp.  
Carol intruded into the moment, only making it more intense.  “That’s it, Amy.  Licked your daughter, now beg for her to diddle you off.  We’ll all watch you as Candy fingers your cunt and you scream in orgasm.”  And Amy knew she would scream out Candy’s name.  She was vibrating from excitement and tension.  The fingers on her cunt fished around as if uncertain what to do.  Then Candy found her mom’s clit.  
“Yes, Candy, that’s the spot,” moaned Amy.  “Finger your mom.  I’m going to cum for you real soon.  Fuck me, Candy.  Fuck me while everyone watches.  Ooo, Candy, Candy, yes, harder baby.  Make me scream.  Oh, fucking wonderful, baby, I’m going to… I’m going to cum.  Yes, Candy, Candy, Candy, baby, I’m cumming for you.  My girl is making me cum.  Candy, eeeee.”  As her orgasm finished, Amy said, “Oh, yes, baby, thank you.  Thank you, baby.  Anytime you want, Candy, mommy will lick you all over.”  
“Suck it, pony boy,” said Mike, rejoining the father-son pair.  “Suck off Randy.  Make that little cock hard with your mouth.  Show your little boy how daddy sucks cock.”
Amy felt a ball gag being shoved into her mouth instead of her pony bit.  Surprised at the different gag, she felt her blindfold being removed.  As her eyes adjusted to the bright light again, she squinted into a furry pussy.  It wasn’t the sight she expected because Marsha was blond, but this pussy was even blonder.  She tried to look up, but her head was held down by firm hands.  Then, in her ear she heard, “Come on, mom, do me again.”  The hands released their grip just as she recognized the voice, jerking her head up, she saw Candy smiling down at her.  “Mmmmm,” screamed the pony girl into her gag.  She turned her head to the side and saw her husband sucking on Randy’s cock.  “Mmmmm, mmmmphf, mmmm,” she frantically tried to get Van’s attention.  The pony boy kept on sucking, wondering what they were doing to his wife now.  
Nate stepped into Amy’s view.  He bent down to his mommy and whispered, “Good blowjob, mom.  Love your tits, too.”  He reached over and tweaked a nipple.  Then, mocking her, he said, “Ooo, Candy.  Make me cum.  Anytime you want, mommy will lick you all over.  Nate, I’ll suck you and swallow your cum.”  Amy strained against her bonds to no avail.  She wanted to hide, she wanted to cover herself from her children’s stares, she wanted to make all this not true.  But all she could do was hold her pony girl position and let her children enjoy the view.  
Van continued to suck, now beginning to wonder how long before the cock in his mouth finally came.  It was simply small and hard, but showed no signs of pending discharge.  “How long, Van?” he heard in his ear.  “How long before you figure out the truth.  Think about it.  Amy is frantically trying to tell you something, but she’s got a mouthful of ball.  The cock in your mouth is small and not about to cum.  Maybe it really, really is Randy that you’re sucking and everybody is watching.  Candy, Jill, and Nate are all watching their daddy suck cock.  Amy is watching you molest your 7-year-old.  You’ve already eaten out your 12-year-old.  Amy sucked Nate and licked Candy.  Just listen to her wail.”  All this time Van continued to suck, unwilling to admit the truth.  Then he simply stopped sucking and dropped his head as he realized the truth.  None of the kids had spoken, he was blindfolded, and he didn’t know who was really there, but now he could feel that something was terribly wrong.  
When the blindfold was removed from the husband and father, he looked around the room, wordlessly.  His little boy still stood in front of him with a hard little cock.  To his right was a buck naked Jill, beautifully formed, but he had to remind himself she was his daughter.  Farther to his right, Nate stood in Amy’s face, rubbing his soft cock against his mommy’s cheek.  His 16-year-old was the last to fall into his gaze.  She was also beautiful and his cock hardened.  The realization came to him that he’d licked one daughter and sucked a son, so it wouldn’t be long before he was forced to eat his Candy and suck Nate.  He’d probably be forced to fuck the two girls, too.  
What to do? the defeated man asked himself.  He was naked and tied in front of his entire family.  His girls and his wife had watched him suck cock.  He decided to get the next step over with.  “Nate, get your cock out of mommy’s face and bring it to daddy,” he said to the delight of his master and mistress.  As Nate approached, Van said, “This is how a daddy really sucks cock.”  Somehow debasing himself felt right.  He already felt as low as he could, so he might as well stay there.  “Let me taste my little man.  Then, you’re next Candy.”  He opened his mouth and took the 10-year-old’s cock into his mouth.  Nate had already cum three times in an hour.  But, watching his mommy scream out Candy’s name and watching daddy suck Randy’s cock had gotten him turned on.  Now, the offer from daddy made him hard again.  As he watched his daddy’s cheeks puff in and out and his own cock slide between daddy’s lips, he deposited a full load of cum in his daddy’s mouth.  
Candy stepped in front of her daddy next, ready to feel his tongue in her young slit.  But, Greg stepped behind her and whispered in her ear.  “Time for you to lose your virginity.  You wanted to do it before, let’s get it on while your parents watch.”  So with his sexy daughter just inches from his face and his cock pounding from the thought of licking her cunt, all Van could do was watch her being led away.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 20 – Slave Family
(BB+MFfgbb, inc, bdsm, oral, ped)
The 16-year-old was eager to show her parents what she thought of their hypocrisy.  What was good enough for them would be good enough for her.  But, she wasn’t ready for the position she was about to assume, a position chosen by Mike as the best way for Van and Amy see the whole event.  Candy was put face to face with her mom since Amy was the parent Candy most wanted to shock.  Then, leather straps were fixed around her wrists and they were raised into the air.  She looked uncomfortably around, “Wait a minute,” she said.  “Let me just lay down and we’ll do it.  I don’t want to be tied up like them.”  
But, Candy didn’t realize that the daughter of a slave was also a slave and she had no choice.  In confusion, she attempted to struggle, but Mike, Carol, Greg, and Peter worked to hold her in place while they finished binding her.  “Please, stop,” begged Van.  “She doesn’t want to do this.  Don’t punish her, too.”  Amy’s gag was removed, too, and she begged also, “Just let them go, please.  Fuck me if you want, but leave her out of this.”  
With surprise, Candy found her ankles tied to the wall behind her.  Her legs were spread wide and the ties on her ankles kept her from moving forward.  When the straps on her wrists were pulled tight, she had to lean forward suspended by her wrists with most of her weight on her feet.  “What are you doing,” she asked.  Candy’s cunt was at eye level to Amy and about three feet away.  The young girl’s pussy was completely visible between her spread legs. With her torso at a thirty-degree angle leaning toward her mom, she was off-balance, helpless, and totally exposed.  Instead of being in control, the 16-year-old was now embarrassingly exposed and vulnerable.  The poor girl was confused over her sudden loss of freedom.  She didn’t realize that she’d been playing into the Bradys’ hands the whole time.  Now, the game of teasing her parents was over and she was about to be taught to be a slave.  
While Candy hung in front of her parents, Mike, Carol, Greg, and Peter moved on Jill.  She screamed as they grabbed her, “Nooooo.  Stay away.  Let me go.”  But, firm hands pushed her in front of her daddy.  She, too, was tied with her ankles to the wall and her hands to the ceiling.  Leaning into her father’s face, Jill begged, “Make them stop.   Please, daddy, don’t look at me like that.”  But, her daddy was not only unable to help, he was excited at the closeness of the slim, taut little body.  His eyes devoured the horrified girl.  
The two girls could only imagine what was about to happen as Greg stepped behind Candy and Peter stepped behind Jill.  The two eager boys stood behind the girls.  Amy saw Greg’s hands slide around her daughter and grab her firm tits, squeezing them and pinching the nipples.  “Greg, don’t, I don’t want to,” said Candy.  “I changed my mind.”  His hands continued to feel the ripe tits as his cock appeared between her legs, rubbing on the outside of her virgin pussy.  “Oh, God, please, Greg, not like this.”  
“Not like what, my slave girl?  Not as a rape?  That’s exactly what I’m doing to you and everyone is going to watch me rape your virgin pussy.”  He reached his head around to nibble on her neck and laughed at her struggles.  
As Jill felt Peter press against her, she pleaded, “Leave me alone, Peter.  What are you doing?  Daddy, help me.”  The feeling of helplessness overwhelmed her daddy.  A firm hand on his harness made doubly sure he couldn’t stand up.  A hand squeezing his balls told him to hold still.  But, it was a confused father that watched his little girl.  He couldn’t help her, but he also wasn’t sure he wanted to help her.  His cock was pounding at the sight of his little girl stretched tight.  The thought of watching the 12-year-old captive as she was raped was thrilling.  He watched as Peter reached between the young girl’s legs and caressed her smooth pussy lips.  
“Going to fuck a virgin,” said Peter.  His cock also slid between his victim’s legs and slid against her outer lips.  He moved his hands up, caressing the length of the long, lean body.  “Watch, Mr. Wilson, as I rape your little girl.  Beg for me, Jill, maybe I’ll change my mind,” he lied.  His finger pressed against her mouth and penetrated her lips.  “Suck on it,” he whispered and she did.  
“Please, Peter,” her voice turned to a sob.  Her daddy watched tears run down her face, but could do nothing.  “Please don’t rape me, I’m only 12.  I’ve never been … Please.”  She felt the hard cock against the entrance to her cunt and screamed as it slid between her soft lips.  The helpless girl felt it press against her hymen, then let loose with another scream as Peter pushed deeper and her hymen tore.  
Van couldn’t take his eyes off his daughter’s slit as Peter’s cock penetrated it and then started sliding in and out slowly, but deeply.  The girl had to move with Peter’s thrusting, giving him the impression that she was helping with her rape.  But all the time she moaned, saying, “No, no, please stop.” After a few seconds she looked into her daddy’s eyes and saw his passion.  She stopped moaning, just staring at him in disbelief.
Greg waited for Peter to get started so both parents could watch both of their virgins get it for the first time.  As his cock slipped between Candy’s lips and a couple of inches deep, she too was begging, “Please, Greg, don’t, don’t rape me.  Let me... ow... let me go.”  Amy’s attention turned from her younger daughter to watch as her 16-year-old got her first cock up her cunt.  But, Van missed it as his attention was focused on Jill.  
Greg paused as he felt the girl’s hymen and said, “Feel that, Candy?  Feel me inside you?  That’s your cherry I’m up against.  Say good-bye to being a virgin.”  His hands cupped her tits as he thrust forward, this time hard and deep.  The scream of his victim was an aphrodisiac to him.  He pounded harder, looking over Candy’s shoulder to watch Amy.  The older woman was moving her hips in time to his thrusts as if it was her that was being fucked.  Then he sank his hands into Candy’s hair and pulled her head as far back as he could.  With her back arched, her tits were thrust out and she moaned in pain, fear, and embarrassment.  He nibbled on her neck, then turned her head and put his lips savagely on hers.  
Greg then slowed down, his right hand wandering to Candy’s clit and gently massaging it.  He wanted her first experience to be memorable, a rough rape that ended in a rousing orgasm.  Fucking her at a slower pace, he fingered her clit while her mother watched from her restrained position.  
Bobby moved behind Randy yet again, preparing to sink his cock into the cute ass of the 7-year-old.  But, Cindy saw him and moved to intercede.  She had a better idea.  She took Randy over to his mommy and positioned him on his back between her legs.  He could look up and see his mommy’s wet pussy as it moved in time to Greg’s thrusts.  “Lick it,” whispered Cindy.  “Lick mommy’s cunt and make her happy.”  Dutifully, the young boy rose up and ran his tongue across the juicy slit.  
Amy moaned, feeling the sensation that would bring her relief.  She tried to turn to see who was pleasuring her, but couldn’t.  “Oh, yes, please, lick me, lick my cunt,” she moaned.  Her hips continued to move with the thrusts of the handsome hunk that was raping her daughter.  The tongue on her pussy kept up with her thrusts.  
Still obsessed with his view of Jill, Van felt a hand on his cock and sighed as his throbbing cock was attended to.  He was so ready to cum that the stroking hand was a savior to his desperate need.  Lips touched the tip of his hard cock.  He didn’t know or care who was sucking him.  He probably wouldn’t have stopped even if he did realize it was his 10-year-old son, the pleasure was too great.  Nate couldn’t believe the size of his daddy’s cock.  He knew it was big, but up close it was huge.  His hand barely reached around the throbbing member.  His little cock was hard, too, as he gave head to his daddy.  In just seconds Nate found himself with a faceful of his daddy’s cum.  Marsha helped him clean his face, but everything she scraped onto her finger was put in his mouth.  
Jill saw the expression on her daddy’s face change as he came.  She knew what was happening.  Her daddy had been so turned on by her rape that he’d cum almost instantly.  His eyes stayed focused on her body, running from her long legs to her violated pussy to her flat chest and up to her face, then back down again.  God, he wanted to touch her.  He wanted to be the one fucking her tight pussy.  Every inch of her body was perfect.  And the expression on her face was incredible.  It had changed from helpless fear and anger to dreamy excitement.  Like his brother with Candy, Peter was rubbing Jill’s clit and with a great deal of success.  The 12-year-old let go with a sigh and a moan, “Oh, Peter, that feels so-o-o-o good.  Peter, fuck me hard and rub me … my pussy … my cunt.  God, daddy, look at me get fucked.  Mommy, you never said it was so good.”
Amy heard her younger daughter’s voice and turned to watch the lean beauty getting close to orgasm.  The mother of the two rape victims was approaching her own orgasm, not knowing, but suspecting it was one of her own boys that was licking her pussy.  She moaned softly herself, “Yes, Jill, it is good.  Oh, fuck, keep licking me.  Eat my pussy.  Jill, baby, watch mommy cum.  Oh, it’s so fucking good.”  She turned to look at Candy who also was nearly in the throes of an orgasm.  When a moan escaped Candy’s lips, Amy said, “Cum for mommy, Candy.  I licked your pussy.  Now show me how you can cum for a boy.  Ooo, yes, I’m … yes, I’m … oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, here it cums … mmmmmmmmmmmm,” she slipped into her own orgasm from her 7-year-old’s tiny, soft tongue.  
“Do it, Greg,” said Candy.  “Rub my cunt, fuck me hard, shoot inside me.”  She felt his left hand on her young tits again.  “Squeeze me, Greg.  Squeeze my tits.  Rub my pussy.  Make me cum.  Oh, yes, mommy, this is better than your tongue.  This is fucking great.  Oooo, yes, here it is, fuck me, Greg.  Yes, yes, do me, do me,” she panted as her orgasm hit her.  “Eeeeeee, ooooooooooh, fuck yes, mommy, it’s great.”  She came for several seconds, then collapsed, hanging limply by her arms.  
“Me, too,” yelled Jill.  She was the last to cum and shouted, “Now, everybody watch me cum.  Ooooo, fuck, yes, mommy, daddy.  Peter, you’re so fucking good.  Keep doing it, let me cum.  Fucking rape me.  Fuck me.  Make me scream.  Eeeeeee, yes, fuck, fuck, aaaahhh,” she screamed as her smooth body squirmed in its restraints.  “Daddy, daddy, this is so fucking great.”  Knowing his eyes had never left her, Jill felt empowered, as if she controlled her daddy.  “Watch me, daddy.  Cum for me again, daddy.  You want me, don’t you?  I want your hard dick, daddy.”  With those words, Nate was prodded under his daddy again and took the huge cock in his hand.  Like the last time, Van came almost instantly, shooting his white sticky cum on his boy’s face.  Jill could see he’d cum for her again, cum at the same time she was cumming.  “Yes, daddy, cum for me.  Ooooo, yes” she moaned as her orgasm tapered off.  
The Bradys wasted no time in preparing their captives for the next humiliation.  Mike told his kids, “Get them ready for a swim.”  Leaving Amy and Van tied in place, the eight Bradys moved to bind the young slaves in a new position.  Cindy and Jan slid Randy out from under his mommy and cuffed his hands behind him.  The little boy felt his vulnerability as the two girls then started fondling his small cock, toying with his most private parts.  He squirmed under their examination, but couldn’t stop them.  A few seconds later he found himself with Cindy’s smooth pussy against his face and the two took turns rubbing against him.  
Bobby and Peter grabbed Nate and cuffed him as well.  He felt the same helpless feeling as the two boys fondled him and stuck their cocks in his mouth.  The fondling was unwelcome, making him feel at risk as his precious new toy was played with.  But, the cocks were pleasant.  He’d enjoyed the taste of his daddy, twice now, and wondered if the two boys would shoot off their sweet tasting cum for him.  
Meanwhile, Marsha and Greg started untying Jill.  They untied her hands from the ceiling, but quickly pulled them behind the young girl’s back.  She couldn’t stop them because her arms were so weak from straining already.  At least she felt more comfortable when she was able to put her entire weight on her feet again.  Marsha finished untying the 12-year-old’s ankles as Greg move to her front and licked her sweet, young body.  
Candy was attended to by Mike and Carol, getting pretty much the same treatment as Jill.  Her arms were tired as well, but she managed to struggle for a few seconds before they were pinned behind her.  “Let me go,” she demanded.  “I don’t want to be tied.  Greg can fuck me.  I’ll let you.  I don’t need to be tied.”  But, it was to no avail.  She found herself bound and felt her ankles being untied.  
It was Carol that took advantage of the helpless teenager, sucking her tender tits hard and bringing a moan from Candy.  “Will you let me use your body?” asked Carol.  “Will you do what I want without being tied?”  Candy nodded, then moaned again as Carol took her hard nipples into her mouth.  Finished, Carol gave her captive a deep kiss.  Though she might cooperate, Candy had to be bound, if only for the humiliation that would turn her into a willing slave.  “You’ll do whatever I ask, my little girl slave,” said Carol.  “But, you’ll do it with your hands behind your back.  Now, go with Greg and do whatever he tells you to do.”
The Brady kids led the Wilson kids up the stairs to the family room.  Greg watched all the captives while the other five Bradys ran upstairs.  Peter and Bobby came back down the stairs first wearing swimsuits that barely covered their small bulges.  Next came Marsha, wearing a one-piece suit that clung to her body, making her look sleek and showing off her curves.  She tossed a swimsuit to Greg who quickly pulled it on.  Finally, Cindy and Jan came back down.  Cindy was wearing a bikini, but Jan was still naked, now with her hands cuffed behind her back like the other slaves.  
“Naked and tied slaves,” said Marsha.  “That’s the way we like our slaves.”  She walked up to Jill and spread the young girl’s pussy lips.  Then, her middle finger disappeared into Jill’s moist cunt.  “Helpless and available,” said Marsha.  Then she changed the subject.  “When we go outside, we’re all going swimming.  You five jump in the shallow end of the pool and we’ll swim with you.  But, like they say at the city pool, no running, no yelling, and no cumming.”
Peter opened the sliding glass door that led to the back yard and the five slaves were herded out.  As they got to the edge of the pool, Candy, who was leading, balked at jumping in.  Being a little nervous about water already, she didn’t like the idea of getting into the water with her hands bound.  Greg moved up to her and said, “Jump in, slave.  All you have to do is jump in and stand in the shallow end.”  When Candy still hesitated, uncertain of how to get in without getting very wet, Greg helped her with a push.  Out of control, the naked girl shrieked as she fell into the pool.  She came up sputtering and soaked, but with her feet under her.  She stood up, shivering.   The pool was warm, but the air was cold.  It had the perfect effect of hardening her nipples into little bullets.  
Angry and cold, Candy opened her mouth to yell for help, but Greg saw it coming and jumped in on her.  His body knocked the wind out of her scream and pushed her off her feet.  On her back, Candy tried to kick her feet under her again, but Greg grabbed her legs.  He wrapped them around him, tucking her ankles under his arms and lifted up.  That forced the struggling girl’s head and upper body underwater.  She kicked at Greg, but had no leverage so all she ended up doing was twisting her body underwater.  Thankful that she’d taken a deep breath just before she went under, the 16-year-old slave was still panicked as she fought against her tormentor.  
“Stop it!” said Jill.  “You’re drowning her!”  Then, she felt herself pushed into the water.  One by one, the slaves were all pushed or thrown into the water.  All of them came up shivering as their nipples hardened in the cool air, even the boys.  
When they were all in, Greg released Candy’s ankles and let her come up for air.  Her first sound was a tremendous gasp as she filled her tortured lungs with air.  “Master…” she gasped.  “Master… master…”  She fought for air, trying to tell her master that she wouldn’t misbehave again.  “Master, please, I’ll serve you.  I’ll do everything you desire.  Use me, master.  Just don’t ever do that again, please.”  
Greg caressed his obedient slave’s cheek and said, “That’s much better, my naked and tied slave.”  Then he stepped away.  He’d already had this slave, so he wanted to try another.  He moved to Jill and asked, “You’ll be my cock slave, won’t you, little girl?”
Having just watched her sister get dunked, Jill nodded hastily.  “Yes, Greg, uh, master, yes, I’ll do what you want.”  She stood waiting, the water lapping at her navel, her flat little girl chest rising and falling as her master surveyed his prize.  Her heart pounded nervously, wondering what Greg would do to her.
Marsha took charge of Nate, pulling him to her using his small cock as a handhold.  She slipped her middle finger into his mouth and sank it deep into the 10-year-old’s mouth, making him suck it as he had sucked his daddy’s cock.  “And, can I do anything I want to you, little slave boy?” she cooed.  Captivated by the older girl, Nate only nodded.  
Bobby took his chance and swam up to Candy.  His hand went straight for her hairy cunt.  “I’m going to stick my cock in you, slave,” he said.  “Remember last summer when you said, ‘Get lost, little Bobby, we don’t want you in our game?’  Well, now you’re in my game.  You’re going to suck me and I’m going to fuck you.  So I want you to say it.  Tell me what I want to hear.  Tell me what you’re going to do for little Bobby.”
The teenager didn’t remember what she’d said to Bobby, but she did know that she’d treated him like a little nuisance and he didn’t like it.  Now she was going to pay.  Remembering the dunking she’d just received from Greg, she swallowed hard and said, “I’m going to suck your cock.  Then, you are going to fuck me.  I’m going to do what ever you want.”  When his hands moved to her tits, the slave moaned, “Yes, master, feel my firm tits.  Treat me like a slave girl and use me.”  It seemed very odd to her and humiliating to be talking this way to a 9-year-old.  “Touch me wherever you want, master.  Tell me what to do.”  Then, she remembered the orgasm that Greg had given her and realized she really meant what she said, wondering if Bobby could be as good as Greg.  
Randy found himself facing Peter and he could see the older boy’s bulge in his swimsuit.  Peter picked up the 7-year-old and stuck his tongue in the little boy’s mouth.  Squirming, Randy fought the tongue that battled with his, but then relaxed and let Peter have his way.  He thought this was wrong, but so far he’d been fondled by Peter, Bobby, and daddy.  How wrong could it be, he wondered.  Though he didn’t see the fascination the other boys did, Randy found the touch and the attention pleasurable.  So, when he felt Peter’s hands on his ass, he kissed his master again.  Peter enjoyed the feel of the little boy’s hard cock against his stomach.  
Cindy enjoyed watching the pairing of masters and mistresses to slaves.  The little voyeur had missed her chance to nab one of the Wilsons and found herself paired off with Jan.  She didn’t mind and the Bradys were all of the same opinion.  Missing out on the new slaves wouldn’t have bothered any of them, because they all knew they’d get their turn with each of them.  Cindy led Jan to a corner of the pool and snuggled herself in the corner with Jan’s back to her.  Hugging Jan, Cindy pressed against her older sister’s warm ass, peered around her slave, and watched the others as they claimed their victims.  Her hands caressed her sister’s tits and pussy as the two of them watched the humiliation of the Wilsons.  
“Spread your legs,” Greg told Jill.  When she did, he dove into the water away from her only to circle back and swim through the arch created by the 12-year-old’s legs.  His hand lazily drifted across the bare pussy as he passed through.  He came up for air, but ducked right back under.  This time he ran his hands up her long legs, enjoying the slippery, wet skin.  He kissed the outer lips of the hairless cunt and popped up again.  
The others took up the game also until they were all enjoying the five slaves, boys and girls tweaking the privates of boys and girls.  Marsha found Nate enjoyed having bubbles blown on his cock and balls.  Then she tried Jill and Candy, who likewise danced with pleasure as the bubbled tickled their cunts.  Blowing bubbles turned to sucking and licking the slaves, getting them excited without letting them cum.  
The culmination was when Peter popped up in front of Randy and said, “Now, my little boy slave, you’re going to suck my cock because you have a pretty mouth.  And, I’m going to fuck you in the ass because you have such a tight, cute ass.”  When Randy nodded to say he understood, Peter took it as a nod of agreement.  He was a little annoyed because he wanted to do something that his slave didn’t want to do.  So, he said, “I’m glad you agree, little cocksucking boy slave, but first I want to show you that I can do things that you don’t want to do, too.”  He picked up the little boy and dunked him underwater.  Frightened, Randy struggled, but he was too small to get free.  After a few seconds, Peter joined his slave underwater and stuck his tongue in Randy’s mouth.  Confused, Randy felt himself relaxing in Peter’s arms, enjoying the kiss, the fondling of his cock, and the feeling of helplessness.  
When Peter and Randy surfaced, Randy gasped for air and then said, “I love being your slave, Peter.  I’ll do anything for you.”  He stretched up to his master’s head face and received another kiss.  At a loss for other ways to demean and control his slave, Peter gave up.  Instead, he decided to enjoy the compliant slave.  After all, there were worse things than having your slave eager to do anything you asked.  Peter realized he’d found another slave just like Jan.
So, when Peter slid down his suit and sat on the edge of the pool, Randy pressed his face into the older boy’s crotch and sucked on the hard cock he found there.  Peter laid back, his legs still dangling in the water, and listened to the sucking sounds his 7-year-old slave was making.  
Greg also wanted his cock sucked, but wanted to try something different.  “Kneel down,” he told Jill after stripping off his own suit.  When she did, her head was barely above water.  “Now, duck under and suck my cock.”  She looked at the huge member under the surface of the water and looked up at her master as if to ask how.  “Duck under and suck as long as you can.  Come up for air and do it again.  Do it until I cum in your mouth.”  The 12-year-old went underwater and took the hard cock between her lips.  Without her hands to use, it was difficult to get her mouth around it, but soon she had three inches of cock in her mouth, giving her first blowjob.  
Jill popped out of the water and took a couple of deep breaths.  Looking up at Greg, she saw him point down.  Another gulp of air and she went under.  This time she found the cock sooner and sucked it for 20 seconds before she had to come up for air.  Two more times she went under before Greg stopped her.  Something was missing and he knew what it was.  He wanted to see her cute lips spread wide by his cock, but through the surface of the waves in the pool, he couldn’t see clearly.  So, he picked her up and sat her on the edge of the pool.  Then he climbed out himself.  Jill was shivering, her nipples standing at attention, but she knelt between Greg’s legs and resumed sucking his cock.  Now Greg could see her lips stretching to wrap around his cock.  The sight of her slender, little girl body kneeling before him was a turn on.  Even though she was only a year younger than him, at that moment, it looked like he was a much older boy using her mouth.  
Meanwhile, Marsha had taken Nate out of the pool and lay down on her back.  The older girl slid the top of her suit down, keeping herself covered from the waist down.  Nate laid down on top of her at her order, then wriggled himself up until he was looking right at her tits.  “Suck them, Nate.  Lick my tits and suck them.”  The topless blond lay back and enjoyed the afternoon sun as Nate eagerly attacked her tits like a horny boy entering puberty.  After several minutes of that, Marsha was hot and told her slave to crawl up farther.  When he was face-to-face with her, she stuck out her tongue and he took the hint.  Extending his own tongue, with his mouth open, the two met in a deep kiss.  Nate reveled in the feeling of the naked body under him and felt his cock pounding.  
Cindy watched as the last of the Wilson’s was led from the pool.  Using her nipples, Bobby led Candy over to the steps and out of the water.  “Like your daddy did for Randy and Nate, I want you to suck my cock, slave girl.”  Her young master had promised to fuck her also and she thought of the orgasm that would come with that.  Wanting to please her master, the 16-year-old opened her mouth and sucked down the entire hard cock of the 9-year-old boy.  Bobby’s smaller cock didn’t spread his cocksucker’s lips as Greg did.  But the sight of his cock disappearing into her warm mouth was thrilling anyway.  She looked up at him, trying to sense if she was doing a good job.  From his increased breathing, she guessed she was.  To Bobby, it was a look of humility and adoration that a slave should give her master.  He was already about to cum.  Since he wanted to enjoy the moment a little longer, he told her to slow down and to lick his cock instead of sucking.
Cindy told Jan to lean over the edge of the pool, with her tits on the cement, her feet in the water, and her ass up in the air for a good spanking.  With Cindy’s help, Jan managed to slide out of the water until she felt her pussy against the edge of the pool.  “That’s good,” said Cindy, surveying her big sister and favorite slave.  The 11-year-old’s ass was perfectly positioned for a spanking.  Cindy retrieved a rod that was conveniently placed just for that reason.  “Eeeeeeeee,” squealed Jan, attracting the attention of the other slaves.  In horror, they realized that if Jan was being beaten, they might also.  Cindy slipped off her bikini bottoms and stuffed them into Jan’s mouth.  She didn’t want the neighbors to wonder what was going on.  Nine more times she lashed the slave’s helpless ass.  Then, she pulled Jan the rest of the way out of the water and sat on her face.  When Jan refused, Cindy leaned forward and whispered.  “If you lick my cunt, little slave bitch, I’ll whip you again, then let you make yourself cum for all the slaves to watch.”  Jan looked into her sister’s eyes to try to tell if she was lying, but she couldn’t tell and the temptation was too much.  Her tongue shot out and parted her little sister’s pussy lips.  She stopped only long enough to whisper back, “Please spank me once for every time I lick you, then I’ll cum for them.”
Cindy started counting.  Each stroke of Jan’s masterful tongue was wonderful.  At fourteen licks, she knew she couldn’t hold out any longer.  Just then, Jan stopped licking her mistress’ clit and stuck her tongue up Cindy’s fuck hole.  Then, Jan licked the smooth outer lips of her sister’s cunt.  When she noted that Cindy had backed away from the edge, Jan licked the tender clit again.  At 21 licks, Jan backed off again.  Cindy whispered, “What are you doing, Jan?  Lick me, make me cum, or I’ll have to spank you more.”  
She found herself looking down at Jan’s smiling face, “Yes, mistress, that’s 21 now.  Spank me for every lick I give you.  I want to watch the faces of the new slaves when they know how you treat a slave.  They’ll never say no to you.”  She started licking again.  
Peter felt his orgasm approaching.  Around him he could see everyone was licking or sucking something.  His little slave seemed to enjoy the mouthful of cock he had.  Still with his hands bound, Randy was bobbing up and down on his master’s cock, his mouth the only contact he had with his master.  As he sucked in yet another time, he found Peter’s cock spasming in his mouth and it filled him with sticky cum.  He ran his tongue around the tip of Peter’s cock, tasting the present Peter was giving him and loved it.  He sucked harder hoping he could get more of the creamy filling from Peter’s cock and he was successful.  Peter pulled the small head tight to his crotch and yelled, “Oh, yes, Randy, you’re a natural.”  After several more spasms, his orgasm tapered off.  His slave stood between his legs, smiling and licking his lips.  
Young boy that Peter was, he recovered in a matter of minutes, especially when he bent Randy over and saw the tight ass that awaited him.  “Fuck my ass, master,” said Randy.  “Right up my asshole and fill me up.”  He remembered the feeling of having Bobby rape his ass and knew that Peter was bigger and better.  “Rape me like you raped Jill, only do it in my ass.”  The words had their effect on Peter as his cock hardened like a steel rod.  He put his cock at the entrance to Randy’s ass and pushed hard.  The moan that escaped his slave’s mouth was one of surprise at how Peter made him feel so full.  Then he moaned again, this time in pleasure, “Rape my cute little ass.  Ooo, yes.”
Nearby, Greg was still having his way with his little girl slave.  He took her head in his hands and gradually forced her to take more and more of his cock.  With each stroke she got closer and closer to his balls until, with one last push, she could feel his balls resting on her chin and her nose was buried in his pubic hair.  Then, Greg held her in position, savoring the sight of Jill’s lips spread wide and knowing he was in her throat.  Slowly he pulled all the way out and then shoved his cock deep again.  “Suck my cock, little slave girl.  Suck me deep and learn how to suck it right.  Suck me until I cum in your mouth, fill you with my cum.  Open your cute little mouth and take me all the way in.”  With little choice, she took his cock deeply, nestling her nose again in his pubic hair.  Greg continued the deep thrusting until he finally shot his load in the sweet, virgin mouth of his slave.  Jill fought him at first, then stopped.  Sucking and swallowing, she cleaned his cock.  Then, Greg pulled away from her and she said, “God, it tastes so good.  Can we do it again?”
But, like his brother, Greg had other ideas.  He placed a cushion on the cement in front of her and stepped behind his slave.  He pushed her forward until her head and knees rested on the cushion.  Kneeling between her spread legs, Greg rubbed his semi-hard cock against her smooth pussy.  He reached forward and under to put his hands on her nipples.  “I like the feel of your little girl chest,” he said.  “I like the look of your smooth, tight ass.  How does it feel, my little girl slave?  Tell me how it feels to be naked for your first time in front of boys, to be tied so you can’t cover yourself, and to be raped while everyone watched?”
He made it sound like these were terrible things, but Jill had started to fantasize about doing this more and serving the boys as their naked slave.  She hated that this might end and she would go back to her normal life as a skinny 12-year-old.  Greg had complimented the very body she was ashamed of.  She was silent for a moment while she thought about the conflicts in her head, then she answered truthfully, “Master, I’m sorry that you waited so long to make me your slave.  I wish I’d been fucked when I was six.  I don’t want this to stop.  Strip me and tie me up anytime you like.  Make me stand naked and tied for all the boys to enjoy.  Give me your cock, so I can please you like a slave girl should.  Please, rape me again.”
Amazed at her reply, Greg did as she asked.  His cock spread her soft, hairless pussy lips apart gently, then he entered her deeply.  She thought she was prepared, but the bigger cock filled her up and she gasped with pleasure as the walls of her cunt were spread wide.  She wiggled her smooth, tight ass, relishing the words Greg had used to describe it.  She felt his hands move from her hips and to her little girl chest.  Then, she settled in for a good fucking.  
Bobby was nearly ready to cum in Candy’s mouth.  She had engulfed the whole thing in her warm, wet mouth and Bobby could hardly stand it.  “Suck my cock, Candy,” he said.  “Suck little Bobby’s cock.  Suck me good and I’ll show you how good I fuck.  Are you sorry that you made fun of me?  Sorry that it’s earned you a mouthful of cock?  That you’re now a cocksucker?  Sorry that you’re kneeling naked in front of me?”
Candy took those all as rhetorical questions, since she did indeed have a mouthful of cock.  She swirled her tongue around the cock in her mouth.  No, no, no, and no, she thought to herself, answering each of Bobby’s questions.  She felt like a woman now, enjoying sex, watching her mother eat her, watching her daddy suck his two sons and eat his other daughter.  She felt like she’d been initiated into a wonderful club with no inhibitions.  Her train of thought was broken as she felt the small cock pulsate, then fill her mouth with semen.  She knew the right thing to do was to swallow every drop and she had no problem doing that.  As she sucked his cock clean, Candy wanted to ask for an orgasm now.  But, she realized she was a slave and would get what her master wanted.  So, she asked for an orgasm in the most subservient way she could think of, “Please, master, I am sorry that I ever called you little.  Will you put your big cock in my tight pussy and use me as a slave girl should be used.  Will you show me what your wonderfully tasting cock can do to a slave girl?”
Bobby found a cushion and laid Candy on it on her back.  Her arms were still tied behind her, but despite her discomfort, she found herself trembling with anticipation.  Her young master walked around her until he was at her head, then he lowered himself over her until his cock was just in reach of her mouth.  She reached up and tried to capture it in her mouth, but failed.  All she could do was lick at it and that’s all Bobby wanted.  He slowly worked his way down her body, putting his cock between her tits and squeezing them together.  “Shall I cum between your tits and shoot cum on your face?”  Disappointed, Candy still nodded.  It wouldn’t get her an orgasm, but it would please her young master.  Instead, Bobby moved farther down until his cock was in her crotch.  He climbed between her legs and put his cock at the entrance to her cunt.  With his hand he teased her clit.  “Is this what you want, Candy?  You want me to fuck you?  You want me to show you what a slave girl is good for?”  At each questions, Candy nodded.  “Ask me, beg me,” said Bobby.
“Please, master,” said the 16-year-old slave.  “Please, I want your hard cock inside me.  I want you to show me that your cock can make me cum.  I want you, Bobby.  I want you to make me scream your name in pleasure.  I want you to use me, touch me, fondle me, take me.  I want to be your naked slave whenever you want.  I, oooo,” she moaned as Bobby’s cock slid into her.  She already felt the tingle of an approaching orgasm.  
As he pushed into the older girl, Bobby was surprised at how tight she was.  But, then, she’d only lost her virginity this afternoon and now her pussy had tightened back up.  He stroked in her pussy a couple of times and listened to her moans.  She sounded ready, but he wasn’t.  He smiled to himself, realizing he could make her cum and cum again until he finally came.  Thrusting hard, he heard her start panting.  “Oh, my God, Bobby, you’re better than Greg.”  This hadn’t happened with Greg, not so quickly anyway.  “Oh, fuck me hard, Bobby, yes, Bobby.  Ooooeeeeeeee,” her voice rose to a high pitch and Bobby had to reach up and cover her mouth.  Still, through his hands he could hear her chanting, “Bobby, Bobby, Bobby.”  As her orgasm passed, she realized she’d cum alone and Bobby was still fucking hard.  As she opened her mouth to scream again, Bobby shoved his wet swimsuit in and she could only moan, “Mmmmmm.”  Two orgasms!! I’m in heaven.  Keep going, Bobby.
Done frenching her little boy slave, Marsha positioned her slave on top of her in a sixty-nine position.  She wriggled herself out of her suit all the way.  “Eat me,” she told her slave and sighed as the boy’s tongue caressed her soft pussy lips.  With a little coaching, he found the right spot and lapped up her juices.  Nate was too short for her to reach his cock with her mouth, but she toyed with it using her hands.  She tickled his balls and lightly stroked the 10-year-old’s erection, but wouldn’t let him cum – not yet.  Instead, she moved her hands to his soft ass and squeezed it as she felt her pussy get tingly.  
Nate found himself enjoying the sweetness of the older girl’s pussy.  The memory of sucking her tits was still fresh in his mind and he considered the benefits of slavery.  He felt his cock harden at Marsha’s touch and wondered if he could cum.  Frustrated, he felt on the edge of an orgasm, but couldn’t quite get there.  Licking harder, he noticed Marsha’s hands had stopped moving and her body was heaving under him.  “Do me, Nate,” said Marsha softly.  “Lick it clean and make me cum.  Do you want a blowjob from your mistress?  Make me cum and I’ll suck you off.  I love the taste of little boys.”  Nate increased his pace, licking her clit with gusto until he heard her say, “Yes, my little slave boy, lick me, eat me, make me cum.  Oh, yes, here it comes.”  She buried his face into her pussy until she was finally finished.  
Then, Marsha switched positions with her slave, putting the boy on his back.  She dangled her tits in his face and watched him tongue them.  Sucking on his nipples, she slowly worked her way down his body, next kissing his tummy and getting closer to his cock.  This would be easy, she thought, as his cock throbbed in front of her.  Sure enough, she took his pounding cock into her mouth and was rewarded almost immediately by a load of little boy cum.  Clutching his ass, she sucked hard to get every drop and to make this a great orgasm for her slave.  When she was done, she turned and looked at Nate’s smiling face.  “Thank you, mistress,” he said.  
“You were a good slave,” said Marsha.  “That’s what good slaves get.”
Jill was the next of the Wilsons to cum.  The feeling of Greg’s big cock in her tight pussy was too much for her, but she gritted her teeth so she wouldn’t scream like her sister had.  Her master’s hands still roamed her body from nipples to ass to thighs to her taut back.  Nothing had ever felt quite so wonderful as the attention that the older boy gave her.  No longer ashamed of her body, she’d found her daddy, Peter, and Greg thought it was sexy.  Her body shuddered in the throes of orgasm and she felt her cunt go wet as Greg filled her with cum.  He pulled out, then fed her his cock again, watching her enjoy the mixture of his and her cum.  
Peter reached up and fondled his boy slave like he was a girl.  He felt the small, hard nipples and admired the tight ass, then, almost without warning he came in Randy’s ass.  Knowing that Randy deserved a reward, but that he couldn’t cum, Peter asked Randy what Peter could give him as a reward.  After a couple of seconds, Randy asked, “Anything I want?”  Peter nodded.  “Can I have my cock sucked?”  Peter nodded again, but wondered what the point was.  “Can you make my sisters do it?”
At that request, Peter laughed and patted Randy on his bare butt.  Randy didn’t care if he came or not, he wanted make his sisters suck cock again, his cock.  “You bet,” said Peter.  “For a minute each, they’ll suck your cock.”
While Peter and Greg had shot their load, Cindy also had an orgasm.  It came on Jan’s thirty-first lick, earning the happy slave thirty-one swats with the wooden rod.  Cindy waited until everyone else was finished.  This would make a nice ending to their afternoon of debauchery.  
Bobby was the only one still fucking.  Underneath him, Candy was whining yet again, “Mmmmmmmm.”  Then she went back to panting.  Bobby had lost count of her orgasms, but was simply amazed that they came about every 15 seconds.  He watched her ample tits heave as she panted.  Her eyes were wild, but it looked like she would pass out any second.  It was just as well then, that his orgasm was upon him.  He picked up the pace even more and shot his wad into her tight pussy.  As he did, she moaned again into her gag.  “Mmmmmmmmmmm.”  Bobby pulled out and Candy relaxed her straining body.
“What do you think of little Bobby now?” he asked her as he removed the gag.
Candy was too weak to move and too weak to talk.  But, she could imagine herself kneeling before her master, praising his talented cock, and begging for more.  She fell asleep within seconds.  
Greg took charge of the entire group.  That was all that was planned for the afternoon, so it was time for the Wilsons to be freed and to go home.  “That’s it, guys,” he said.  “Now, it’s time…”
“Not so fast,” cut in Peter.  “Randy has asked for a special reward.  And since he was a good slave, he’s earned it.  Jill, get over here and kneel in front of Randy.  He wants his cock sucked by his two sisters.”  Jill was still on her knees and looked at the cement between her and Randy, then Peter said, “Wait, just stay there.  Randy, you go feed cock to your sister.”  
Proudly, the 7-year-old stood in front of his sister and watched her take his cock into her mouth.  It was no great thrill to him except that he felt he was putting his sister in her place, making her do what girls did for boys.  After a minute, Peter stopped Jill.  He took Randy over to Candy and had him squat over her face.  At Peter’s prodding, Candy woke to find herself staring at Randy’s little cock inches from her face.  As Randy lowered it, she took it into her mouth.  Her little brother smiled down at her from his position of superiority and she felt just like he wanted her to feel, a born cocksucker who would serve her little brother when he was ready.  
With that, Greg looked around, “Now?” he asked.  
“No, just one more thing,” said Cindy.  “Front and center, Jan.”  When Jan stepped in front of the group, Cindy said, “Bend over and grab your ankles, you bad slave.”  Then, raising the wooden rod, she brought it down across Jan’s ass.  Already gagged, Jan could only make a muffled scream.  The Wilsons, still bound themselves, jumped at the sight.  Again and again, Jan felt the rod sting her unprotected ass.  Jan had the double pleasure of the pain in her ass and the horror in the eyes of the Wilsons.  Each time the Wilsons jumped, their eyes wide with fright.  All of them remembered the praise and special treatment they’d earned for being good slaves.  Cindy had said Jan was bad slave.  None of them ever wanted to be a bad slave.  Tears were running down Jan’s face and the other Brady’s were beginning to worry that Cindy might never stop.  But, after the 31st stroke, Cindy told Jan to straighten up.  “Show off your naked body to all the other slaves,” said Cindy.  “Let them know that they aren’t the only slaves.”  She stepped close to Jan and undid the bindings on her wrists.  
Jan’s right hand shot to her hot, wet pussy and her left hand went to her small breasts.  “Ooooo, thank you, Mistress Cindy, thank you for my spanking.  Mmmmmmmmmm,” she cooed as her hand blurred across her clit.  “Watch me, Randy.  Watch how a girl does herself.  Watch me, Nate.  I’m finger fucking myself.  God, yes, everybody watch me.  Jill, watch close and you can learn how to diddle yourself off.  Oooo, mmmm.  Candy, have you ever done this?  Want to do it while they all watch?  Mmmmm, watch me cum.  Make me cum for them all, mistress Cindy.  Watch me, make me, do me, fuck me.  Watch me play with my tits, ooooo, yes, yes, yes,” she moaned as she fingered herself to an orgasm.
Finally finished, the Bradys led their slaves into the house, down the stairs, and into the room with their parents.  Amy and Van had been tied to chairs, then forced to watch tapes of their kids being seduced earlier.  They watched Nate and Randy strip for Cindy, then saw Bobby silently rape Randy’s ass.  Then the tape ran to show Jill playing strip poker and finally stripping because her mommy begged her to.  They were amazed at Candy’s reaction to naked pictures of her parents and how she had eagerly stripped for Greg and Marsha.  When that was finished, outside cameras brought them the final minutes of their children’s slavery, multiple orgasms, rapes, and cocksucking.  
But, as the outside action wound down, the two had been untied and Carol said, “Van, fuck your wife for us.  Fuck her and we want both of you to cum.”  Embarrassed, the two slaves complied.  In the missionary position, Van slowly and gently fucked his wife.  But, Amy wasn’t getting aroused.  Between the audience and Van’s poor technique, she just couldn’t cum.  
That’s when the kids walked into the room.  “God,” said Jill.  “Dad’s fucking mom.”
“Shit, how do you think they got four kids?” asked Candy.
The four crowded around their parents, amazed at what they saw.  At the sight of the kids, Van had stopped stroking, but started again as he realized this was what Mike and Carol had planned.  He picked up the pace and felt like an animal on display.  His cock nearly went soft, then hardened as he realized his kids were watching his ass go up and down, his cock go in and out.  
Amy’s face went flush and he knew that she was also turned on by the forbidden display they were making.  She gasped, then said, “That’s it, Van, fuck me.  Fuck me, stud.”  For effect, the mother of four squeezed her own tits.  Amy’s hips started to move in time with her husband’s thrusts.  Amy felt like she was on a stage, with hundreds watching, hundreds of children, including her own.  “Fuck me, stud.  Show your boys how you fuck their mommy.  I’ll show the girls how a woman gets fucked.”
Candy leaned forward.  There was room for her to suck her mom’s tits.  Leaning further, she was just about there and she felt herself being pulled back.  Greg pulled her back to her spot and said, “Just watch, Candy.  Ever think you’d get to watch your mom and dad fuck?”  His hands rested on her tits, his cock pressing against her back.  “Does this make you horny?” he asked.  He didn’t need an answer to know that it did.  With the key to the cuffs, he undid her wrists.   Her hand slunk around to her pussy and started rubbing.  
Each of the Wilson kids was uncuffed.  Nate and Jill reacted the same way their sister had.  The sight of their mom and dad going at it made them tingle and they reached for their crotches to help themselves along.  But, there wasn’t time as Amy suddenly arched her back and yelled, “That’s it, stud, ooooo, mmmm, fuck me hard.”  Van also tensed as he orgasmed with his wife.  
To Mike it looked like the Wilsons might want to stay all night.  Three of the kids were masturbating.  Wait long enough and the two parents might be horny again.  Before anything else could happen, he said, “That’s it, everybody, get your clothes and go be normal folks again.  We’ll see you next Saturday for another wonderful session of slavery.”  The group scattered and in about five minutes, six fully dressed Wilsons left the Bradys and drove off.  
But, for the Wilsons, it wasn’t over yet.  The six of them rode home in silence, putting distance both mentally and physically between them and the afternoon’s events.  Then, Candy interrupted the silence.  “I can’t believe it!” she said.  “I’m not a virgin anymore.  Shit, mom and dad, why didn’t you tell us fucking felt so good.”  
Jill shot her older sister a shocked look.  Not that she disagreed, but using that kind of language in front of their parents was not allowed.  Amy spoke without turning, her voice flat and unconvincing.  “Girls your age shouldn’t be enjoying it.”
“Well, I did, mom,” said the 16-year-old.  “I loved it.  I loved watching you eat my pussy.  I loved getting fucked by Greg.  I even got fucked by Bobby and it was great.  Someday I’ll bet I get fucked by Mr. Brady.  Shit, I ought to call him Mike, now.  I get to call my lover by his first name – Mike.”
“He’s not your lover,” said Amy.  “He’s … he’s … he’s your … our master.”
“Whatever,” said Candy.  “He’s going to fuck me.  I’m going to suck his big cock.  Yummmm.  Imagine the possibilities.  I’ll get fucked by Peter, daddy, my master, even Nate, and Randy when he’s old enough.  I’ll bet I suck all their cocks sometime.  What do you think daddy?  Want me to suck your cock.”
Van perked up and looked at his daughter, then cast a guilty glance toward Amy.  “Uh, not tonight, Candy.  Haven’t we all had enough?”
“What about Jill?” prodded Candy.  “What if Jill wanted to suck your cock?  Imagine her 12-year-old lips around your cock, daddy.  Sooner or later, it’s going to happen.  She sucked Greg tonight and then Randy.  She’s a horny little girl just waiting to suck her daddy.”
“Unh,” said Van, overcome with lust.  He looked around at his youngest daughter, speechless.  
Jill reached up under her own shirt and massaged her nipples, staring at her daddy.  “Mmmm, yes, daddy.  It makes me hot to think about it.”
The lustful father felt the steering wheel jerk in his grasp.  “Van! Pay attention to driving,” yelled Amy.  “You’re going to get us killed.”
“Yeah, daddy,” said Jill.  “Eyes straight ahead and just imagine what I’m doing.  Can you picture my flat little girl chest?  I saw how turned on you were to watch me get raped.  I loved your tongue in my pussy.  I loved it when you asked me to ride you barebacked.  And bare ass naked.  I loved the sight of your cock and I’ll bet I love its taste.”
Candy pulled Jill over to her and gave her a deep kiss.  “What are you girls doing?” demanded their mother.  
“Want to join in, mom?” asked Candy.  Her hands went under her shirt as well.  When Amy didn’t reply, Candy grabbed Nate and seated him on her lap facing her.  She stuck her tongue down her 10-year-old brother’s throat and watched as Jill pulled Randy to her and did the same.  
Van was sneaking peeks in the rearview mirror and nearly missed their street.  Catching himself, he pulled into their driveway and parked in the garage.  The six of them piled out and went into the house.  Amy tried to go down the hall to the bedroom, but Van blocked her.  “You’re going to leave me with four horny kids?” he asked.  “I don’t think so.  We’re all in this.  Candy’s right, you know.  It won’t be long before you’ve eaten every cock and pussy.  I can see you now, kneeling in front of Carol, Jan, and Cindy, lapping up their pussy juices.  Randy’s going to take every cock up his ass and me, too, probably.  Hell, if the kids don’t already suspect it, they ought to figure out that I’ve sucked Mike’s cock and had him up my ass.  You got fucked by Greg and I heard you screaming his name in pleasure.”
“Stop it, Van,” said Amy.  She felt herself tingling between the legs, but she also knew this was wrong.  “They don’t need to know everything that’s happened.”
“But they will, Amy.  We keep going there and the Bradys will have us doing every perverted thing you can think of.  If they tie you up long enough, you’ll even be begging for Nate to stick it up your ass.  ‘Fuck your mommy in the ass,’ you’ll scream.”
“Shit, dad, that’s enough,” said Candy.  “Mom knows all that.  Don’t you, mom.”  Amy just nodded; she really could imagine herself begging Nate for his cock in her ass.  Her knees were trembling at the thought, but her pussy was wet.  “Let me hold you, mom,” said Candy, stepping forward.  She took her mom into a tight hug, rubbing her young tits against her mom’s tits.  Then Candy started unbuttoning her mom’s shirt.  
The rest of the family watched in silence as Candy seduced her waiting mother.  As Candy finished unbuttoning Amy’s shirt, she slipped it off the older woman.  Then the daughter stepped back and removed her own shirt.  “See, mom,” said Candy.  “We don’t have to do it tied up.  We can do it because we like it and we love each other.”  She dropped her shirt to the floor, then reached behind herself and undid her bra.  As her tits sprang free, she wiggled to make them dance on her chest.  “Like these, mom?”
Amy nodded.  Her gaze fixed on the young tits exposed in front of her.  The lewd act bothered her.  Candy was stripping for her mom, while her dad, sister, and brothers watched.  Part of her wanted to stop her daughter, but her eyes begged for more.  When Candy reached behind Amy, the mother thrust her chest out proudly, very aware that everyone was watching.  As Candy bared her mom’s breasts, she said, “Now there’s something I didn’t think I’d be seeing today.  How about you guys?” she asked the rest of the family.  “Did you guys expect to see mom topless today?  Isn’t she pretty and sexy?”
At the eager gazes and the nods, Amy felt wonderful.  She watched as Candy knelt in front of her and helped take her shoes and socks off.  Then Candy took off her own shoes and socks.  She straightened up, running her hands up the length of Amy’s legs.  Then, she unfastened her mom’s pants and pulled them down to her ankles.  As she helped her mom step out of the pants, Candy said, “Oooo, mom, your panties are wet.  Bet you’re going to taste good.”  Candy removed her own pants, then embraced her mother again, this time bare tit to bare tit.  She opened her mouth to give Amy a kiss, but when the older woman leaned forward to reciprocate, Candy pulled back.  Eagerly, Amy strained further forward, trying to reach her daughter’s teasing, wet mouth.  She was rewarded with a long, deep kiss.  
Candy turned to the audience and asked, “Who loses their panties first, me or mom?”
“Strip her all the way,” said Van.  He was followed by a chorus of, “Yeah, strip mom.  Show us her pussy.  Strip her.”  
Without another word, Candy hooked her fingers in the waistband of her mom’s panties and slowly lowered them.  As they reached Amy’s mid-thigh, Candy whispered, “Watch them, mom.  They all want to watch their mom get naked for them.  They asked for you first.  Don’t you feel good to know you’re really sexy for us?”
Candy was surprised to have Nate and Randy run behind her and remove her panties.  They also did it slowly and Candy watched as her mother’s eyes ran down her daughter’s legs, then came back up to her furry triangle.  “Now, you boys go play with each other.  Dad and Jill want to fuck and I’m going to eat mom.”
“Cool,” said Nate.  In seconds he stripped off his shoes, socks, and pants.  He pulled down his underwear and flashed the family, lifting his shirt to expose his hard little cock.  “Come on, Randy,” he said, “Get naked so we can play like naughty boys.  The youngest in the family, took his shirt, shoes and socks off.  Then he paused, making sure everyone was watching him.  He slipped off his pants and made a show of removing his underwear.  Knowing what naughty boys did, the 7-year-old knelt and sucked Nate’s cock into his mouth.  He made a point of keeping his hands behind him, as if they were tied.  
Candy knelt before her mother and ran her tongue up the sopping pussy.  She worked her tongue between the soft pussy lips and stuck her tongue up her mom’s fuck hole.  There she got a mouthful of juice and said, “Mmmmm, mom, you do taste good.”
Van was trembling with lust himself.  The other action around him made him horny, but it was his little daughter that made him tremble.  She stood with an innocent smile on her face,  then said, “Strip for me, daddy.  You get all the way naked, then I will.”  She was pretty sure she had the power over her daddy to make him do that, but still she was amazed when he stripped for her.  In less than a minute, his hard cock was pointing at her, throbbing its message of lust.  
“Now, baby,” he said, his voice barely a whisper.  “You strip for daddy.”  She turned her head, feigning reluctance.  It only made him want her more.  “Please, baby, show daddy your smooth chest and your bare pussy.  I want my 12-year-old naked in front of me.  I want your lips wrapped around my cock.  I need to caress your bare ass and lick your gorgeous nipples.  Strip for me and I’ll lick your hot little girl pussy again.”
She pulled her shirt away from her chest and peered down her front at her own nipples.  “Since when do you like little girls, daddy?” she asked.  
He had to stop and think.  Only in the past few days had he realized he liked little girls.  Cindy, Jan, and Jill all turned him on.  But, he’d told his daughter that he’d lusted after her since she was six.  He knew that was the truth.  “I’ve always liked little girls.  I wish I’d licked your 6-year-old snatch.  I wish I’d had your 6-year-old lips wrapped around my cock.  Baby, we’re going to have to make up for lost time.”
Jill removed her shoes and socks, then her pants.  Her shirt reached down to her mid-thighs, so when she removed her panties, she was still covered.  “Only my shirt, daddy,” she said.  “If you want to see it all, get down on your hands and knees like you were when I first saw you.”
Van got into the my little pony position and was rewarded by the sight of her tender body.  She walked around him and mounted the pony.  “How does this feel, daddy?  Feel my bare ass on your back?”
“Oh, God, yes,” moaned Van.  He rolled and grabbed his daughter before she could get away from him.  Pinning her down, he pressed his lips against hers and pried her lips apart.  His cock throbbed for her as he licked his way down to her small nipples.  
“Oooo, yes, daddy, lick me there,” moaned Jill in returned.  “You’re not blindfolded this time, daddy.  Eat me and watch me cum.”
Van was on his way down to eat his daughter, but slowly.  He teased her flat tummy and kissed her hips.  Passing her cunt by, he licked her thighs, until she screamed, “Daddy, daddy, lick me, lick my fucking cunt, daddy.  Lick your 12-year-old daughter like a good daddy should.”  He responded by bringing his mouth to her cunt and finding her clit quickly.  “Oh, daddy, spread my legs and make me cum, mmmmmmmm, oooo, yes, here it cums, daddy.”  She wrapped her slender legs around her daddy’s head and pulled him tight to her pussy as his tongue massaged her clit to a wonderful orgasm.  
Van looked around the room to see his wife being positioned on her hands and knees.  He’d been so engrossed he’d missed her orgasm.  “Eat me, mom,” Candy was saying.  “Eat me like you did today, but this time you’ll know it’s really me.”  He’d also missed Nate’s orgasm, at least he assumed so.  Randy was now bent over the arm of the couch, his cute little ass up in the air and his brother’s cock spreading his ass cheeks wide.  “Shoot in me,” Randy said.  “Fuck my tight ass like Bobby and Peter did.  Oh, fuck, yes.”
Van rolled on to his back and watched his dream come true.  His 12-year-old daughter did indeed wrap her lips around his cock and swallow most of his cock down her throat.  He was horny, but Jill pulled away and said teasingly, “Please, daddy, don’t make me suck your cock.”  She stared at the hard cock and knew she was having the desired effect.  “Does mommy suck your cock?” she asked.
“Yes, baby,” said Van.  “Mommy sucks my cock.  All good women suck cock.  I’ve even been sucked by Mike and Carol.  Please, be my good little girl and suck me.”  He moaned in satisfaction as Jill took him deep again.  
Suddenly Jill pulled away again, leaving her daddy’s hard cock waving in the air.  It was almost more than he could take.  She stood as if leaving, then straddled Van and lowered herself quickly onto his cock, sinking it all the way into her tight pussy.  Van’s eyes almost bugged out of his head as he watched his cock slide into the moist, tight, hairless pussy of his little girl.  His hands went naturally to her breasts and she felt like a woman as she rode her daddy to another orgasm.  Inside her she felt the huge cock tense and fill her with cum.  “Fuck me, daddy.  Fuck me like good daddies do.  Yes, oh, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”  
Her screams rose in intensity as she put her hand to her pussy and started massaging her clit.  “Oh, yes, daddy, fuck me, God, I can feel you deep in me.”  Her tight young pussy stretched wide, the 12-year-old was furiously rubbing her cunt.  It was a tremendous feeling to be so incredibly stimulated.  Her nipples ached, her cunt was filled with pleasure, and her clit begged for release.  “Ooooooo, yes, daddy, I’m … ooo, God, yes, I’m cumminnnnng,” screamed the little girl.  As her orgasm subsided, she lay forward on her daddy’s chest, purring her contentment.  
Jill was in a dream world, satisfied by a big cock and cuddling with her daddy.  She could look over and see her mommy licking furiously at Candy’s pussy.  Candy was writhing and screaming in pleasure, but Jill could hardly hear as her blood pounded in her ears and her breathing was deep and ragged.  A little farther away, she could see her two brothers as if they were in slow motion.  She thought about giggling at the sight of Nate riding his little brother, but the effort was too great for her and she drifted off to a deep and pleasant sleep in the arms of her daddy.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 21 – Bobby on His Own
(Fb, oral, ped)
Bobby had been thinking about a scheme for a couple of weeks and finally got up the nerve to try it.  He’d heard Greg’s stories about seducing his friend’s mom and sister and Cindy’s stories about her little friends.  He wanted to have something special.  So, here he was on his bike, pedaling toward the mall.  Under his shorts and shirt, he wore a pair of pink shorts and a little tank top.  Under that was a pair of white panties.  
When he got to the mall, all he had to do was take off his shorts and shirt, then he became the little girl, Bobbie.  Nervously, she walked into the mall and headed for the JC Penney store.  She made her way to the girls’ clothing section.  As she looked at clothes, Bobbie looked at the sales clerks, too.  She spotted an older, heavy woman and kept looking for one that she thought was pretty.  As she paused by some party dresses, she heard a voice behind her.  “Can I help you find something, miss?”  She turned and saw a young woman in her twenties.  This clerk was slender and pretty, with long brown hair and nice tits under a tight top.  She was wearing a skirt that ended just above her knees.  
“Uh, yeah,” said Bobbie.  “I’m looking for a dress for my birthday party.  My mom is coming in a few minutes, but she said I could go ahead and look at dresses.  Can I try on this pink one?”
“Well, let’s see,” said the sales clerk.  Her nametag said Wendy.  “First we have to find one in your size.”  She shuffled clothes around the rack and pulled out another of the pink dresses, but a little larger than the one Bobbie had looked at.  She held the dress up to Bobbie and said, “Try this one on, honey.”
Bobbie beamed at Wendy and said, “Gee, thanks a lot, ma’am.  I’ll just go over here,” she headed for the dressing room.  Once there, she pealed off her shorts and tank top, then pulled the dress over her head.  She smiled at herself in the mirror.  She was so cute, that the Bobby part of her wanted to pull out his cock and stroke it.  Seeing himself as a girl was a real turn on for the boy.  He’d already dressed up on his own a couple other times.  Those times, he’d gone to a women’s gym and pretended to look for his mommy in the locker room.  Today he had other, predatory plans.  
Bobbie peeked out of the dressing room enough to see that Wendy was standing just outside the door leading to the rooms.  She was close enough to hear, so Bobbie cried out.  “Help me, please.  I’ve got the zipper stuck.  It’s pinching me.”  She slid the zipper down some and then pulled it back up to catch a bit of skin.  
Wendy called from just outside the door.  “Did you need help, miss?”
“Yes, can you come in and help me with the zipper?  It’s stuck.”
“Can you step out here and I’ll help you then, miss,” said Wendy.  
Bobby’s heart sank as she said that.  He’d been worried that this might happen.  He countered with, “I’m not dressed.  I can’t come out.”  Then, he waited in silence for a few seconds.  He wondered if Wendy was going to fall for his trick.
Outside the dressing room, Wendy fought with herself.  Store policy said she shouldn’t go into the dressing room with a minor, but she didn’t want the poor girl to be in pain, with the zipper pinching her.  Finally, she decided to help Bobbie.  She opened the door and stepped in.  “Turn around so I can see the zipper,” she said.  
Bobbie turned and let Wendy slide the zipper down.  Before Wendy could do anything else, Bobby said, “Don’t leave this room or I’ll scream.”  He turned to face Wendy.  “If you leave now, I’ll scream and tell everyone that you tried to molest me.”  He read the shock in Wendy’s face.  He still wasn’t sure this would work, but he figured the worst that could happen was his parents would get told about this and then they’d all have a good laugh.  But, the best that could happen was he’d have a whole bunch of fun with Wendy.  
He continued, “If I scream, then everyone will come running.  You’ll lose your job and you’ll go to jail.”
“What do you want?” asked Wendy quietly.  
Bobby smiled and reached under the dress he was wearing.  He pulled down his white panties and stepped out of them.  “Put your hand under my dress and tell me what you feel.”
Confused, Wendy looked at him and said, “What?”
“Reach under my dress.  Put your hand in my crotch.  Tell me what you feel.  Do it now, or I’ll scream.  Imagine being caught in the dressing room with me, my panties on the floor, and my dress halfway off.”  With a shrug of his shoulders, Bobby got the dress to slide down far enough that his nipples nearly showed.  
Wendy could imagine that and cursed herself for breaking store policy.  She decided to play the little girl’s game.  Her hand slipped under the dress and she cupped her hand across … a penis!  Shocked, she lifted the dress and saw her hand holding a cock.  Bobby said, “Now imagine that you forced a little boy to dress in a dress and come see you in the dressing room.  You are in such big trouble.”  
“Holy shit,” said Wendy.  She was suddenly very flustered.  “What are you doing?  What is going on here?  How could … what do you want?”
“This is what I want,” said Bobby.  He reached for the zipper on the side of Wendy’s skirt.  His hand got there first, but before he could pull it down, Wendy’s hands were there, fighting to remove his hands from her zipper.  Bobby tensed his hand to fight her and said, “I’ll scream.”  Then he stared her down.  Wendy let loose her grip on his hand and watched as he slid her zipper down and then dropped her skirt to the floor.  She swallowed hard at the thought of what this little boy might want from her – and she was helpless to prevent it.  
“You little pervert,” hissed Wendy.  She stood there with just her panties below the waist and wondered what else the little boy had in store for her.  “Stop this right now.”
Without a word, Bobby reached for the hem of her tight shirt and started pulling it up.  Wendy fumed as her tummy was exposed, then her bra.  Bobby was tall enough that he got the shirt all the way up over her head.  At that point, he pulled forward so that Wendy had to lean toward him so he could pull the shirt all the way off her arms. He had her in bra and panties, and, for the first time, realized his twisted scheme was going to work.  
“Turn around,” said Bobby.  When Wendy turned away from him, Bobby found the catch of her bra and unfastened it.  He slid it off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor.  “Face me,” he said.  
Wendy was totally humiliated when Bobby put his hands on her tits and started to play with her nipples.  But, she didn’t dare say anything.  She was totally at this boy’s mercy.  She wasn’t surprised when she felt her panties slide down and she was totally nude for the 10-year-old.  “Getting a thrill from this?” she asked.  
“Pull up my skirt and see,” said Bobby.  “Take the dress all the way off me and see if you turn me on.”
Reluctantly, Wendy pulled the hem of the dress up and saw Bobby’s hard on.  Then, she pulled the dress down and let Bobby step out of it.  She was nude in a cramped dressing room with a nude boy.  
At that point, Bobby said, “Help, help, I’m being molested by a crazy woman.”  But, it was quiet, so that only Wendy could hear it.  
“God, no,” said Wendy.  A chill went through her body.  She thought of the humiliation that would bring.  Her friends and her family would be so shocked.  She’d go to jail.  She’d be a child molester forever.  She wondered what the next step was.  How could she keep the boy from crying out?  
Bobby helped her out with that.  “Get down on your knees and suck me off.”  He smiled at the look of horror that crossed Wendy’s face and his smile broadened as she slowly knelt in front of him.  He put his hands on her head and pulled her toward his cock.  Wendy’s mouth opened as the cock touched her lips.  “Suck me off, Wendy.  I love getting a cocksucking from a slut bitch like you.”  Her eyes looked wildly up at him.  “That’s right,” he said.  “You’re a cocksucker, a slut bitch, a child molester who’s blowing a 10-year-old.  When I cum, you swallow my cum or I’ll scream.”
Wendy was numb with shock and fear.  What if she got caught?  What if, after all this, he still screamed?  She started sucking the hard little cock.  Her only hope was to satisfy him so well that he wouldn’t scream.  The taste of the young cock was warm and salty, like any other cock she’d sucked before – it was just smaller.  She felt it harden as she worked on it with her tongue and mouth.  Involuntarily, she put her hands on Bobby’s ass, squeezing the soft ass cheeks as she sucked.  “That’s good,” she heard and she relaxed at the thought that she was making him happy.  “That’s a good cocksucker, Wendy.  You can be my cocksucking bitch all afternoon.  I’ll watch your tits bounce as you suck me.  I’ll fondle your fine ass and fuck your hot pussy.  I’ll even eat you if you’re good.  Wouldn’t you like to see that?  A little boy with his head between your legs and his tongue in your pussy?”
Bobby enjoyed taunting the woman.  The feeling of power that he got from making a complete stranger kneel down and suck him off was a real turn on to him.  He felt his cum rising and held her tight to his crotch as he shot his cum into her mouth.  Her eyes opened in surprise as her mouth was filled, but she swallowed it as she had been told.  
Wendy rocked back to look Bobby in the eye.  “I have to get back out there before I’m missed.  Otherwise we will get caught.  You don’t really want that, do you?  You just wanted the blow job and now you’ve gotten it.”
“One more thing,” said Bobby.  “Just hope we don’t get caught yet.  Get down on your elbows and knees and stick your ass up in the air.”
As if she hadn’t been humiliated enough, Wendy assumed that position, giving the little pervert a great view of her ass.  She felt him kneel behind her, but still was surprised when she felt his cockhead against her pussy.  With a look of surprise, her head swiveled to face her 10-year-old rapist.  She saw him intent on entering her and spread her legs to allow that.  She just wanted him to get it over with quickly.  With a gasp, she felt him penetrate her.  
Immediately, Wendy knew this fucking was different from anything she’d felt before.  Though the cock was small, there was something about the way it stroked in and out.  The technique was arousing and she felt herself pushing back against Bobby’s thrusts.  “All right,” said Bobby.  “Looks like my child molesting slut likes getting fucked.  Are you going to cum with me?”
“Y-y-yes,” panted Wendy.  
“I love watching your ass push against me,” Bobby said as he ran his hands over the woman’s bare ass.  “I love watching your tits sway back and forth.  I love fucking a slut bitch like you.  Now, I want you to tell me that you’re ready to cum.”
“Mmm, mmmm, yes, I am,” said Wendy.  “I’m almost there.”  She shifted forward to rest her head on the floor.  With her arms free, she reached for her tits and started squeezing them hard.  She pushed back against him again and again, finally feeling the release of orgasm.  It was the best fuck she’d ever had and she had to look back over her shoulder again to see that it was a young boy that had done it for her.  
Abruptly, Bobby pulled out of Wendy’s pussy and shot his load on her ass.  He stroked his cock as he shot long ropes of cum across her ass.  Then, he rubbed his cum into her ass.  When he was done, he stood up and dressed again in his little girl outfit.  Bobbie picked up Wendy’s panties and put them in the backpack where her boy clothes were.  She stepped out of the dressing room and said, “I’m taking your panties with me, to remember you by.  I hope you enjoy my cum all over your ass for the rest of the day.  Better get dressed now.”  
“Where… where did you learn to do that?” asked Wendy.  
“From my mom,” said Bobbie.  She shut the door and skipped out of the girl’s clothing section, out of the mall, and over to her bike.  She couldn’t wait to tell everyone about her day.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 22 - Jan on Her Own 1
(Mg, bdsm, oral, ped)
Cindy and Bobby sat on either side of a naked and tied Jan.  She was in her favorite position, spread eagle and waiting to be used.  But the two preteens were taking their time about getting her warmed up.  They were getting each other horny with stories about their encounters with other partners, willing and unwilling.  She listened – that was all she could do – impatiently and with growing jealousy.  
“I think she was about 25,” Bobby was saying.  “I couldn’t tell and I didn’t care.  All I noticed was her nice tits and pretty face.  That and she was alone in the store at closing time.”  He smiled at his cute, blond sister, ignoring the nude slave between them.  “So, I went in and took my clothes off and put handcuffs on myself.  Then, I went over to her.  When she saw me she freaked.”  He chuckled at the memory and took his cock in his hand, slowly stroking it.  
“I dropped another pair of handcuffs on the floor and told her to lock the door and then put them on or I’d run out screaming.  It didn’t take her long to figure out what would happen if I did that.  So, she did what I told her.  ‘Who is making you do this?’ she asked me as she looked around for someone else.  Well, I had the key in my hands, so I unlocked myself.  By then I think she’d figured out it was just me and she asked what I was going to do.”
“God, Bobby,” said Cindy.  “How did you know she would put on the handcuffs?”
“She had to,” said her brother.  “Well, I had one woman refuse once.  I almost did run out naked and screaming, but figured there was no point in really getting her in trouble like that.  I was bluffing and she knew it.  Most of them don’t take the chance.
“I put the other pair of handcuffs on her ankles and pulled her back out of sight.  I watched her eyes as I unbuttoned her blouse.  They got big and wide as I started and she started trying to talk me out of taking it off her.  I told her to shut up and called her a child molester.  I said I’d tell the police she was kinky and asked me to chain her and strip her.  ‘I’m only 10,’ I said.  ‘How could I resist a grown woman showing off her body to me?  I didn’t know it was wrong.’  By then I had her blouse open and pulled it off her shoulders down to her wrists.  Then I unzipped her pants and slid them down to the floor.”
It thrilled Jan to hear a story about her little brother dominating a grown woman.  But, at the same time, it annoyed her that she could have no similar experiences.  As the family slave, she couldn’t very well go around asking strange men to rape her.  The fantasy had entered her head more than once, but in her mind it always ended up the same.  She’d have to dominate the man as Bobby did women and then she wouldn’t get to cum.  ‘Show me your cock or I’ll scream,’ she thought in her fantasy.  And even if they did, she couldn’t figure out a way to get them to whip her and rape her.  
“She asked me what I was going to do again and this time I told her, ‘Everything you child molesting slut wants your little boy lover to do to you.’  I took off her bra and pulled her panties to the floor and ran my hands all over her body.”
Cindy, busy playing with her hot pussy, interrupted, “Would you take me with you next time, Bobby?  I want to watch next time.”
“What do I get out of it?” smiled Bobby, liking the idea enough that his sister would have had to do nothing at all to get invited along next time.
“A blow job,” said the ten-year-old girl.
“Aw, I can get that anytime,” said Bobby.
“A blow job at dinner,” she said.  “In the middle of dinner, I’ll get under the table, pull out your cock, and blow you while everybody watches.”  She put her finger in her mouth and sucked on it, giving him a taste of what she would do for him.  
“OK, that sounds good,” said the ten-year-old boy.  “And, I get to watch you and your girlfriends next time you get it on.”
“No, that’s too much,” said Cindy.  “But, I’ll give you a blow job at dinner.  Then, if you eat my pussy at dinner, I’ll get my girlfriends to fuck you while I watch.”  
“Deal,” said Bobby.  His cock was throbbing and he finally turned his attention to the waiting slave.  Over the next hour, Jan serviced her little brother and sister in every way she could imagine, finally cumming in a screaming orgasm herself.  In the middle of her orgasm, the 12-year-old had a sudden vision.  She came even harder just thinking about it.  
The next day, Jan packed a few clothes into a backpack and walked the mile and a half to the bus station.  She didn’t have money for a ticket and she didn’t plan to go anywhere.  The preteen was trolling for a man who would abuse her the way she needed to be abused.  It never occurred to her that if her plan was successful, she might never see her family again.  The vision she’d had was of a total stranger fucking her senseless, totally out of control and being taken by a man not because he had to, but because he wanted to.  Because he was a real child molester who would abuse her the way he had other girls.  Somehow the words real child molester made it sound more ominous, even though her daddy was a real child molester, too.  
Jan planned to sit in the bus station for about an hour and then go home.  She would try once a week to act the role of a runaway.  It didn’t even take 15 minutes.  The man that sat down next to her looked pleasant and concerned.  She thought her plan was off to a dismal start as he asked her if everything was OK and offered to take her home.  
Jan shook her head, “No, thanks, mister, I’m going to… to… uh, see my … uh… aunt.”  She tried to make it sound like she was making up the story on the spot.  
“Oh,” said the man.  “I thought maybe you were running away.  You don’t have much packed.  Not staying long with your aunt?”
“No, I’m not running away,” said Jan.  “Just a couple of days, yeah, a couple of days.”
“Where does your aunt live?”
“Where?” asked Jan?  She looked confused and saw a glimmer in the man’s eyes.  “Uh, she lives in … uh…  Richland,” she said finally.  
“Problems at home?” asked the man.  
“No, no, I said I’m not running away.”
“Honey, the last bus to Richland left two hours ago.”
“Oh,” said Jan.  Damn, she thought to herself.  Now I’m going to have to let him take me home.  There was a few seconds of silence.  “OK,” she said.  “But, I wasn’t going to run away for very long.”
“Of course not,” said the man.  “My name is Bill, by the way.”  He offered his hand like a gentleman and she shook it.  
“Hi, Bill,” she said.  He looked at her questioningly.  “Oops, I’m Jan,” she said, answering his unspoken question.  “You gonna make me go home now?”  
“Not necessarily,” said Bill.  “If you’re only planning to run away for a couple of days, I know a place you could stay.  You wouldn’t have to buy a ticket or anything.  You could stay just until you feel better.”
“No, thanks,” she said.  She didn’t want to be rescued.  She wanted to be taken.  What she didn’t realize was that Bill was what she wanted, just not what she expected.  He was too polite and too well dressed.  She was expecting a sleazy looking guy to offer her money or candy or something.  
“Now, now,” said Bill.  “I won’t take no for an answer.  It won’t do for a nice girl like you to be wandering around by herself.  You never know what might happen to you.  You’re coming home with me and that’s final.”  He rose and waited for her.  
“Where do you live?” she asked.  
“Not far.”
Good, she thought.  That way I can sneak out and walk home later.  “Just for a couple of days,” she said as she stood.  
The pair walked out of the bus station and Bill led her to a white four-door car.  He opened the passenger door for her and shut it once she got in.  As the door slammed, Jan ran her fantasy through her head.  Locked in a strange car by a strange man.  She was about to be taken.  He would spirit her off to God knows where and fuck her hard.  When Bill slid into the seat next to her, the fantasy faded.  In its place was the thought – stuck with Mr. Goody-Two-Shoes, damn!
Bill drove through town, farther than Jan expected.  When he turned on the highway, she started getting concerned.  She’d never be able to walk home from this far away.  She was about to confess that she didn’t really want to run away and wanted to go home now when Bill said, “You know something that always amazes me?”
“What?”
“That a cute little tart like you has no idea just how fucking sexy you are.”
“Huh?”
“You heard me, you little cunt.  But, I’m going to teach you just how sexy you are and how a sexy little tart gets treated by a real man.”
Jan looked at Bill in surprise.  The words coming out of his mouth just didn’t sound like Bill.  But, she realized she knew nothing about him.  Her assumptions about his look and manners were all wrong.  She felt a stir of excitement in the pit of her stomach.  What should she do now?  She licked her lips and said with all the innocence she could muster, “What are you going to do to me?”  Please, please, she was thinking.  Tell me in exquisite detail.  Get me hot.
“You’ll find out,” was all that Bill said.  
“I wanna go home.”  
“Oh, yeah, now you wanna go home.”  
“Please, I thought you were nice.  Please take me home.”
“Not a chance, honey,” said Bill.  “You’re never going home again.”
Jan stared again at her captor as surprise surged through her again.  That’s not the way the fantasy went.  “No,” she whined.  “You said just a couple of days.”  But, even as she whined in real despair, she felt herself getting wet between the legs.  It was really happening.  She was totally out of control.  Bill was going to rape her and then he was going to keep her.  It was hard to keep from reaching for her tingling pussy right now.  “Please don’t hurt me.”
“Oh, I’m not going to hurt you, honey.  You’re going to learn a few things, but I don’t want to damage the merchandise.”
“Huh?”
“That’s how I make my money, honey,” said Bill.  “Teach you and sell you to the highest bidder.  Lots of men want little girls like you.  Some want virgins, but I specialize in well trained little cock slaves who know how to serve a man.”  He chuckled at a secret joke and then decided to share it with his captive.  “Of course, the man that buys you probably won’t be as nice as me.”
Jan sat in silence.  Somehow she had to enjoy her fantasy and then get away.  Speeding down the highway at 65 miles an hour didn’t give her a chance of escape, but then she didn’t want to get away right now.  She needed what Bill was going to give her and soon.  Then she would have to think about escape… if it wasn’t too late by then.  
Bill pulled off the highway and into a dirt pullout.  There were no other cars in sight as he took Jan by the hair and pulled her out his side of the car.  “Eee,” squeaked Jan as the pain gripped her scalp.  She couldn’t struggle much, but felt the tingle of his control over her.  Quickly he pulled her to the back of the car and opened the trunk.  He pushed Jan into the trunk and bound her arms and legs quickly.  Then, he slammed the trunk shut with Jan helplessly trapped inside.  
The car jolted off, bouncing the thoroughly frightened 12-year-old around the tight confines of the trunk.  None of this was going according to plan, but she couldn’t help but shudder from the immense thrill that gave her.  She braced herself to minimize the bouncing, but found that difficult.  At least the road was smooth and the bumps few once they got going.  She guessed it was about 10 minutes before the car slowed and the road got bumpy.  Another 5 minutes and the car stopped.  
The trunk opened, dazzling Jan’s eyes.  Throwing her over his shoulder, Bill quickly carried Jan inside.  In the sudden brightness, Jan hadn’t seen any details around the house.  She could see again once they were in the basement.  The preteen felt completely powerless as she lay on the hard floor.  She had no idea where she was, who she was with, or what was going to happen.  Part of her wanted to scream at him – take me, rape me, make me.  But another side of her wanted to play the innocent.  She wanted him to be the aggressor, not herself.  She wanted him to surprise her.  
She was alone for a few minutes.  While she waited, she relived the moments of fear and surprise.  Never going home!  Never going home!  She belonged to him now and he was going to sell her to a dirty old man.  The young girl squeezed her legs together, feeling the thrill in her pussy.  He’d yanked her by the hair.  God, she’d almost cum right then and there.  Then, she was abruptly shaken out of her thoughts as the lights came on bright and temporarily blinding.  
Bill waited for Jan’s eyes to focus.  She was looking at his feet and rolled to look up at him.  He hadn’t changed in appearance, but she knew now that he was the monster she’d been seeking.  “Please,” she whined.  “I’m a good girl.  I wanna go home.”
“Oh, my poor honey girl,” said Bill softly.  He undid the restraints on her ankles and then her wrists.  He stood her up.  “Poor, poor girl, you’ve got to realize that your life is never going to be the same.”  The man took her chin in his hands and appraised his new property.  “Lovely,” he said.  “Blond, blue eyes, nice tight little body.  Very pretty.  You’ll bring a lot.”  His hands firmly turned her around.  
Jan had a flashback of the very first time she’d been raped by three boys.  They’d looked at her, stripped her, and used her.  Then she hadn’t realized how much she needed what they had done.  Now she yearned for the same from the total stranger.  “Nice ass, nice legs,” she heard.  The back of her skirt was lifted up so her thighs were completely exposed.  Modestly, she tried to push it back down.  
Bill turned his captive back to face him and said, “Take off your clothes.”
“No.”  Jan suddenly felt her head rock as Bill’s hand slapped her hard.  She hadn’t expected that.  Slapping wasn’t part of her expectations.  “Don’t do that,” she said.  “You said you wouldn’t hurt me.”  Bam!  Stars exploded in her eyes as he slapped her again.  “That’s gonna leave a mark,” she said to him.  
“I know just how much I can do to a little bitch like you before it leaves a mark and we aren’t there yet.”  He raised his hand menacingly.  
“I didn’t think a real man would slap a girl,” said Jan defiantly.  Her head spun from another sharp slap across her stinging cheek.  “I thought a real man might put me over his lap and whip me with his belt instead.”
“Don’t tempt me,” said Bill.  
Jan spun halfway around and wiggled her butt at Bill.  She really wanted him to stop hitting her face.  Anything else was OK, but she didn’t want to be too stunned to enjoy herself.  
“What the…?” said Bill.  “Damn it.”  Jan turned as his footsteps receded from her.  He pulled a leather whip from the wall.  “You’re gonna take your clothes off, or you’ll be sorry.”
Instead, Jan ran toward the stairs.  She almost made but, winced as he grabbed her hair.  “Aaa, aaa, ouch,” said Jan as he pulled her to a padded bar.  He pulled her across it so her ass was sticking up in the air.  The brief whistle told Jan that she was about to get her reward.  Smack.  “Aaaaaaaa.”
“Gonna take your clothes off now, honey?”
You gotta be kidding me, thought Jan.  Do girls really give in this quick?  She shook her head.  Try nine more and I’ll consider it, she thought.  Bill assaulted her panty-covered ass over and over, not counting, just whipping.  He was surprised at how much the girl could take.  Precisely at ten swats, Jan interrupted her screaming to beg, “Please, please, Bill, I’ll do it.  I’ll take off all my clothes for you.  I’ll show you everything.  I’ll let you look all you want.  Please, let me go and I’ll strip.”
Her ass stinging, Jan was stood up again.  Breathing heavy, she fumbled with the buttons of her blouse.  One by one she undid them and then pulled off her blouse.  She put her hands over the small bumps in her bra.  “Don’t stop,” warned Bill.  
She reached behind herself and undid the clasp of her bra.  Pulling it forward, she held it to her chest and said, “Please, I’ve never done this before.”
“I know,” said Bill.  “That’s what makes it so much fun.  Now drop the bra and lose the skirt.”
The girl dropped her white bra on the floor and felt a warmth in her pussy as she saw him smile.  “You like them?” she asked, indicating the small mounds on her chest.  
“Yes, honey,” said Bill.  “I love sexy little girls your age.  I love tiny little titties that nobody else has ever touched before.”
Jan worked on the zipper of her skirt.  “You really think I’m sexy?”
“Every inch of that tight little body.”
She slid the skirt down and stood in just her panties, shoes, and socks.  She knelt to take off her shoes and socks.  Standing, she said, “I don’t even have hair on my pussy.  I suppose you want to see that, too.”
Bill nodded.  It felt so wonderful, so naughty to Jan as she slipped her panties off.  She posed for him, her hands at her sides.  Again she felt a thrill at the thought of a total stranger staring at her.  “Well, see, you can be a little slut, can’t you?” said Bill.  “That didn’t hurt, did it?”
Jan rubbed her sore ass, “Yes, it did.”
“That’s right, slut,” said Bill.  “It hurt because you didn’t cooperate.  Taking your clothes off didn’t hurt and nothing I’m gonna do is gonna hurt.  But, I’ll hurt you if you don’t cooperate.”
“Uh huh,” said Jan meekly.  
“Now, over here,” said Bill and he led the way toward a mattress on the floor.  
Jan stood her ground.  
“Dammit!  I’m going to have to punish you again,” said Bill.  
“No, please, not on my bare bottom,” whined Jan.  “I’ve got nothing to protect me.”
“Give me these.”  Bill yanked her hands together in front of her and pulled her away from the mattress.  He pulled her to a dresser and found some rope.  Quickly and expertly he tied her wrists together in front of her.  He sneered at her.  “Now you’ve got nothing to protect that sweet ass of yours, not even your hands can get in the way.”  He raised the belt and whipped it across Jan’s helpless ass.  
“Aaaa, eeeee,” screamed the 12-year-old.  “Eeee, please, no, no, don’t.”  She let herself be dragged all the way to the mattress, her captor whipping her all the way.  “What do you want?”  She was thrown down on the mattress.  
Bill tied the girl’s legs to the corners of the mattress.  He straddled her nude body as he untied her hands.  Quickly he tied her hands to the corners of the mattress and Jan found herself in her favorite position.  Not satisfied with that, he tied ropes around her knees and pulled them wide open, tying the ropes to the side of the mattress.  It was an unfamiliar position for Jan.  She really had no control now.  She couldn’t even close her knees to keep him from her pussy.  This was more than she’d bargained for.  He could fuck her without her surrender.  He didn’t have to whip her.  She wasn’t going to get to cum!
Suddenly she started to struggle.  “What are you going to do?” she asked in horror.  
Bill simply smiled as he shed his own clothes.  As he removed his underwear, he started to stroke his already hardened cock.  His cock was the size of Greg’s cock, about 6-inches long.  He drank in the nude helpless form as he stroked himself to full erection.  Finally he said, “I’m going to fuck your hot little virgin cunt, you little slut.  I’m going to show you what that cunt of yours is made for.  I’m going to fuck you hard and often and you’re going to learn to enjoy it.”
“No, don’t,” she begged in real horror.  She felt the wetness in her pussy, but knew that she wouldn’t cum for him – not like this.  He was going to use her, fuck her, shoot his cum inside her, tease her, and never make her cum.  
Bill knelt down between the legs of the preteen and ran his hands over her helpless body.  His hands ran from her smooth calves up her warm and tender thighs, stopping just short of her lovely cunt.  Again and again he fondled her beautiful legs.  Precum was leaking out the tip of his cock as he reached for her incredible tits.  He fondled her small mounds, making the tiny nipples stand up hard.  Then, he laid his body down on hers, pressing his lips against hers and forcing his way into her mouth.  Jan felt violated as she had never been before.  The other times had been fun and games with her family.  This was for real.  She was about to be raped.  
“Please, don’t,” she begged.  “Don’t touch me like that.”  It felt too good.  His mouth pressing on hers again cut her off.  She fought with his tongue, feeling it deep in her mouth, penetrating without her consent.  Jan tried to squeeze her legs shut, to deny him access even as she felt his hardness rubbing on her cunt lips.  It was all in vain.  
“My, my,” said Bill.  “You’re mind is saying no, no, no, but your body is saying yes, please.”  He was amazed at how wet the child’s pussy was.  Rubbing his cockhead between her hairless lips, he saw it glisten as he withdrew it.  “Ready or not, my little virgin, your moment has arrived.”  He put his cock at the entrance to her pussy and slid it in a couple of inches.  There was, of course, no resistance.  The rapist was unfazed.  He’d taken several girls and knew that sometimes the hymen was gone, even from virgins.  All six inches sank into the girl’s tight cunt.  As always, the moment of conquest felt wonderful to the man.  “Mmmm,” he moaned in pleasure.  
The cock felt no different than any of the many others that Jan had experienced.  Yet, there was something different.  She couldn’t get it out of her head that she was being raped.  This was what she had wanted, but somehow even in her fantasy she had had some control.  No, no, she would scream, until he whipped her.  This was no fantasy… he was inside her and she hadn’t been able to prevent it no matter what she wanted.  “My God,” she moaned aloud.  “You’re raping me.”
“That’s right, honey.  You’re mine and I’ll do whatever I want.”
“No, no, please, don’t,” she cried.  “This isn’t right.  You can’t do this.  Stop.  Please, Bill, don’t rape me.  Not like this.”
The pleas were music to his ears.  Bill kept stroking his cock in and out of the tight pussy, unaware that many had preceded him.  The tight body under him was reacting just like it was her first time.  Then he felt the change.  Her body settled into his rhythm and her breathing became deep and ragged.  “Fuck me, master.”  The words were so faint he thought he’d imagined them.  “Fuck me harder, master.”  He looked into the girl’s face and watched her lips move.  “Fuck me harder, faster, harder, master.”
“You fuck bunny, slut,” he said.  She was enjoying it!  He’d never had a girl enjoy her first fuck, her first rape.  
“God dammit,” whined Jan in disbelief.  “You’re going to do it.  You’re going to make me cum.  Fuck me, master.  Rape my virgin cunt, harder, deeper.  I can’t stop you.  I can’t.  I don’t want…  I… oh, God.”  Her eyes opened wide and looked into her master’s eyes.  “Own me, use me, take me, please, master, I’m yours.”  She kept her hips pounding even as the man, taken by surprise, slowed his thrusts.  As she felt him slow, she growled at him, “Don’t stop now, master, make me a woman.  Show me.  Make me.  Take…mmmm…. mmm…. eeeeee,” she screamed as an orgasm swept through her body.  
The sight of the heaving, sweaty body under him wracked in orgasm drove Bill on.  He picked his pace back up, thrusting as hard and fast as he could.  The young girl continued to toss in orgasm as his own overcame him.  He felt his cock spasm and a huge load of cum burst from his cock deep inside her.  Again and again he shot off into the tight cunt.  She kept cumming and he kept thrusting even as his satiated cock wilted.  Finally he was too limp to continue, his cock flopping out and dangling uselessly.  Exhausted, he fell on top of her.  
“Touch me,” she begged into his ear.  “Please, make me cum again and I’ll suck you like you’ve never been sucked before.”  He rose up and looked Jan in the eye.  “Please, master,” she said sweetly.  
The child molester bent to the task of molesting the child he had tied up.  His hand went to her sopping pussy and found the swollen clit.  He pinched it and fingered it hard and fast.  To his amazement, the girl’s body arched up off the mattress almost immediately.  “Eeeeeee, aaaaa,” screamed Jan.  “Master, do me, yes, yes, oh, holy fuck, I never… never… oh, knew it… could…mmmm, yes, be like this.”  In the midst of her orgasm, she found her master’s eyes again and said, “Mmm, yes, daddy, your little girl loves it when you fuck her, daddy.”  
Bill was astonished at the effect the girl had on him.  Those words tumbled out of her mouth, daddy, little girl, fuck her.  He was hard again.  He wanted to do her again and he knew she wanted it.  But, he was more astonished when Jan said, “Daddy, your little girl wants to taste her cum and your cum on your big hard cock.”
The master scrambled up to put his cock to her mouth.  With it poised right in front of her lips, Jan suddenly yelled, “No, I can’t.  Not yet.”
“What?!” shouted the frustrated man.  
“A good girl doesn’t suck cock, master.  Unless you make me.  Whip me.  Make me suck it.”
It was slowly dawning on Bill that he hadn’t picked up an ordinary girl.  Maybe she wasn’t even a virgin.  This was the second time, no, the third time, that she’d asked for a whipping.  He grabbed his pants and unthreaded the belt.  “You want daddy’s belt, fuck bunny?”
“No, no, don’t,” cried Jan.  
Bill hesitated.  She’d just asked for it, hadn’t she?  Now what?  Bill’s cock said, ‘Figure it out later, daddy, whip her and feed her.’  He slapped the belt across her thighs and heard the satisfying sound of her screams.  Again and again he whipped her until she stopped him.  
“Now, master,” she said.  “Please, let me suck my cum off your cock.  Stuff it in my mouth and choke me with it.”
Bill tossed the belt aside and put his cock to Jan’s mouth again, wondering if she was going to change her mind again.  But, this time, her mouth opened wide.  He tentatively slid his cock in a couple of inches.  No need to take her literally and choke her with it, he thought.  She wrapped her lips around it and sucked hard, and then with a lurch of her head, she sank the cock in her throat to the hilt.  She pulled back, turning her head to the side so the cock fell all the way out.  “I said stuff it in my hot little virgin mouth, daddy.  I want your cock inside me again.”
Bill didn’t hesitate this time.  He plunged his cock into her waiting mouth again and enjoyed the feeling of her lips wrapped around the base of his cock and her throat massaging him deeply.  Bill pounded his cock in and out of her mouth like he was fucking a pussy.  She never broke rhythm with him, sucking, licking, blowing, and breathing with such skill that he knew he wasn’t the first or even the second to be where he was now.  But, he didn’t care.  He’d never had a blowjob like this one and he wasn’t going to question it now.  
He’d just unloaded in the girl’s cunt minutes before.  The feeling was incredible, but he could tell he wasn’t going to cum quickly.  He pulled out of her incredible mouth and started stroking his cock.  He wanted to cum in her mouth, maybe shoot it on her face, but he didn’t want to wear her out.  “What’s wrong?” asked Jan in surprise.  “Wasn’t I doing it good?”
“No, you were doing great,” said Bill.  “I just… don’t… aren’t you tired?”
“Of sucking your cock?” she said like he could have asked nothing more stupid.  
“Well, yeah.”
“Want to fuck me instead?  No, no, I got it.  Dip it in my pussy again so it gets the taste of our cum on it and let me suck it some more.”
“You’re twisted,” said Bill.
“Hey, you’re the child molester,” said Jan.  
“You knew that?”
“I was hoping.”
“You wanted this?”
“Yeah, so what?”
“You want me to whip you, fuck you, everything?”
“Shit,” said Jan.  She looked away from her new master.  “I can’t cum unless I get whipped or raped or something.”
“Damn,” said Bill sitting back, his cock shrinking to normal size.  He got up and put on his underwear and pants.  When he came back he said, “You seduced me.”
“Well, I hadn’t counted on the selling me to some other guy part,” she said.  “You still gonna to that?”
“You want me to?”
“Does it matter?”
“Maybe.”
“I was hoping you’d take me home now.”
“Yeah, right, like that’s gonna happen.”
“No, really, I mean, my mom and dad and brothers and sisters all do this to me.  They won’t mind.  Heck, they’d probably like to meet you.  You gonna untie me soon?”
“I don’t know.”  Bill had met his match.  
“I’m not going anywhere.”  She looked at her bindings and then smiled at him.  “I mean, if you untie me, I won’t go anywhere.  You can even tie me up later if you want.”
Shaking his head, Bill untied his captive.  The nude girl pushed him to the floor and straddled him.  She leaned forward and gave him a kiss.  “Thanks, that was fun.”  Then, accusingly, “Even if you didn’t finish it.”  Then, she asked brightly, “Can I come over and play again later?”
“I never asked you how old you are.”
“12, how ‘bout you?”
“42, and I suppose your name really is Jan.”
“Yeah, you mean yours isn’t Bill?”
“No,” he said.  “But you can call me master or daddy if you like.  That was incredible.”
“Yeah, my daddy likes it, too, the daddy part I mean.  My brothers and sisters like master or mistress.”
“Damn it, though,” said Bill.  “I have a business to run.  If I don’t sell you, I may not get another girl for a month.  I gotta make money, honey.”  
Jan ran her hands over her small breasts.  “You could sell this, daddy?  I’m the best fuck and best blowjob you’ll ever have.  You could sell my hot little body to the highest bidder? … hmmm, not that that doesn’t sound inviting, but I might get a real asshole for an owner.  I’d much rather fuck you, daddy.”
“Business is business, honey.”
“OK, business is what you want?  I’ll earn my freedom, how’s that?  Imagine how many other girls I can bring to you.  How many do you get a month now?”
“Two if I’m lucky.”
“I’ll bet I could bring you two a week.”
“How?”
“I just make friends with a girl you pick.  You don’t even have to take chances.  I bring them to you.  A girl my age won’t trust you, but she’ll trust me.”
Bill thought about how hard it was to pick up girls.  Nowadays they were always on the alert.  It was getting tougher and Jan’s idea made sense.  “Why would you do that for me?”
“Like I said, to earn my freedom.”  
“You really think you could do that?  I mean, lure an innocent little girl into my clutches knowing that she’ll never see her family again.”
“Hey, you’re the one that said I’m twisted.”
“That I did,” agreed Bill.
“Besides, I enjoy it so much myself, I think every hot little girl my age ought to feel what it’s like to be owned.  I’ll really enjoy watching you with them for their first time.  We can even teach them to lick pussy,” she said, pointing at her own.
“We’ll give it a try,” laughed Bill, pulling the little girl down to kiss him again.  Jan purred as he ran his hands over her lithe young body.  
“You promise to let me go after a month,” said Jan.  “Eight girls in a month and I’m free.”
“You deliver eight girls and you’re free,” said Bill.  
“Mmm hmm,” sighed Jan as she snuggled with the child molester.  “But right now I’m famished and tired.  What have you got to eat?”
After dinner was finished and the dishes done, Jan headed for the door.  “Gotta get my bag.  It’s still in the car.”  She was out the door so fast that Bill hardly realized it.  
Jumping to his feet, the kidnapper realized that he’d just walked out of the house, free as a bird.  He rushed to the door expecting to chase after her as she fled for freedom.  Instead, he opened the door in a panic and saw her open the car door and rummage around.  She stood up with her backpack in hand and came back toward him.  She brushed by him at the door and said, “I’m bushed.  Where do I sleep?”
“I just have one bed,” said Bill.  
“That’s OK,” said Jan.  “Is it big enough for both of us?”
“Yeah,” said Bill.  “Down the hall, last door on the right.”
“Perfect.”  She walked down the hall.  
A few minutes later the preteen returned.  Bill stared at the baby doll nighty that she was wearing.  It was nearly sheer, giving a hint of her growing young body underneath.  She walked up to him and gave him a peck on the cheek.  “G’night, daddy.  Don’t wake me in the morning unless you’re ready to rape me.  Oh, and yeah, don’t make me say this again.  It is possible to be too gentle with me.  But, probably pretty hard to be too rough.”  Aware that he was watching her as she walked away, she flipped up the back of her nighty, flashing the tiny matching panties.  
Jan slept well that night and woke up the next morning in Bill’s arms.  He was nude and she discovered her panties were on the floor beside the bed.  She shivered at the thought of him molesting her in her sleep and a tingle spread between her legs.  She took his cock in her hand and stroked it to hardness, then sucked it into her mouth.  She counted 30 slow strokes and then stopped.  She wanted him horny, not satisfied.  
When Jan got up to go to the bathroom, she found the bedroom door padlocked shut.  “Hmmph,” she said aloud.  “No trust around here, I guess.”
She waited a few minutes, but now that the thought of peeing had occurred to her, she couldn’t wait long.  Shaking her captor awake, she said, “Bill, I have to pee.  You locked us in here and I gotta pee.”
Apologetically, Bill said, “Just not sure about you yet.”  He unlocked the door and let her use the bathroom.  After the toilet flushed, he heard the shower start.  Still suspicious, he thought the sound might be used to cover her escape.  He went into the bathroom to find her in the shower.  As he stepped up to the toilet to relieve himself, he heard Jan say, “Join me in the shower.  Don’t pee in the toilet, come in here.”  
He wasn’t above peeing in the shower, so he stepped in with the preteen.  “I’ve never tried this before,” said Jan, taking his cock in her hand.  She pointed it at her chest and said, “Now pee.”  She’d been peed on before, but she’d never held a cock while it peed.  Just as she suspected, she felt the stream running through Bill’s cock as it splashed pee on her.  “Feels funny,” she said as she pointed it all over her chest and pussy, smiling up at Bill as she did.  She figured he thought she was twisted enough already, so she didn’t drink any of his pee.  Maybe later.  
After breakfast, Jan said, “What’s next?  Rape me or go get another girl?”
“We go check out another girl, but we don’t get her today.  Then, we come back and you’ll get your pretty little ass raped good.”
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In the car, Bill explained his rules to Jan.  He was careful and hadn’t been caught yet.  He wanted her to do the same.  If their intended victim balked or acted suspicious at any point, she walked free.  “Imagine if I sat next to you at the bus depot,” said Bill, “and you thought I was trying to kidnap you.  As soon as I suggested a ride with me, you might yell or tell someone.  I took you because you were totally unaware.”  He looked at Jan and corrected himself, “Well, you acted totally unaware.  So, any girl we pick up can’t be spring loaded to screaming and running away.”
They drove exactly the opposite direction from Jan’s house.  She was getting her bearings now and knew where they were.  “You keep moving around so the girls don’t all disappear from the same neighborhood.”
“Right,” said Bill.  “I’ve got a couple of girls picked out.  They’re really cute one, but I never thought I’d get the chance to actually pick one.  You know, usually I take whoever comes along.”
“Like me,” said Jan.  
“Yeah, whoever happens to be in the wrong place at the wrong time.”  He drove in silence for a couple of minutes and then said, “I didn’t mean that you aren’t really cute.”
“Thanks.”
“Just sometimes I get ones that aren’t as cute as you or these girls.”
“Or as twisted,” laughed Jan.  
Bill parked the car and they got out.  He’d already told Jan what he knew about the girl, Mindy, that he’d picked.  He’d spotted her over a year ago and watched her for a careless move.  This summer she was babysitting two younger siblings and took them to the park every day around 10 in the morning.  It was 9:45 as they sat at a table at the park.  Bill had snacks for them both and a book for himself.  As he started reading, he said, “Go walk around, but keep an eye on me.  When I close the book, come back over.”
He didn’t read, but kept a close eye on his new partner.  He was 15 feet from the car and could make a run for it if she did anything suspicious.  She stayed away from people and just wandered.  Ten minutes later he saw Mindy walk into the park and closed the book.  Jan was at the table two minutes later.  He got out some cookies and a soda for her.  
“Cute,” said Jan as she sized up Mindy.  “What do you think about when you look at her?”
“How tight she is,” said Bill.  “What about you?”
“Hmmm,” said Jan.  “It’s a toss up.  I wonder what pitch she screams in and I wonder how pink her little tongue is.”  She stared at Bill, deliberately taunting him to a reaction.  
“Jesus,” said Bill as he appraised the girl sitting across from him.  She wonders what pitch Mindy screams in.  Twisted.  
“What are we doing?”
“We’re watching to see what she does.  I want you to know her routine.  The two younger kids are Kyle and Tammy.  She never lets them out of her sight.  Good big sister.  We have to figure out how to approach her.”
Kyle and Tammy were about 8 and 10, respectively.  Mindy was 12.  Jan looked her over, noticing she had pretty nice tits for a 12-year-old.  Her summer clothes revealed a nice figure.  She had long brown hair and was about 2 inches shorter than Jan.  About half an hour later, Mindy got up, took a couple of steps toward the restroom and then stopped.  She gathered up the two younger kids and led them to the restroom.  She watched Kyle go into the boys’ room and then she and Tammy went into the girls’ room.  
“Let’s go,” said Jan.  
“They’ll be back out,” said Bill.  
“Yeah, but I have the plan already.”
Bill raised his eyebrows at her.  
“The two kids didn’t have to go to the bathroom.  She did.  She took them to keep an eye on them.  Tomorrow, I go up and admire the kids.  Help her take care of them.  When she needs to go to the bathroom, I offer to watch the kids.  When she comes out, I tell her the kids got scared and ran home.  Me and my daddy will drive her home.  Bingo.”
“She doesn’t always go to the bathroom.”
“I’ll offer her a soda.  She’ll have to go after that.”
“She’ll see the kids.”
“I’ll get them to hide from their sister as a joke.”
Bill got up and Jan followed.  “That could work,” he said.  “We’ll talk more about it.”  On the way home they ran over different ideas, things that could go wrong, things they might have overlooked.  By the time they got home, Bill said, “Tomorrow we’ll try it.”  He’d been watching Mindy for a long time and could hardly wait to get his hands on her.  
“I wonder what cuss words she know,” mused Jan.
“Why?”
“When you’re whipping her, I wonder if she’ll say damn or shit or fuck.  Or, will she just say, heck that hurts,” Jan laughed.  
Bill was so hot just listening to Jan that he took his little slave into the basement and raped her mercilessly.  When he untied her after cumming in her pussy and on her face, she fingered herself to another orgasm as he watched in amazement.  Then the 12-year-old climbed into his lap and fell asleep with a smile on her cum-covered face.  
That evening, Bill had his own fantasy.  It was a fantasy that involved taking a young girl to depths he had never considered before.  Sometime soon he knew he’d have to live out his new fantasy with Jan.  But, there was business to attend to first.  
The next day, Bill was ready to go pick up Mindy, but Jan said, “Maybe we should wait a day.  From what I’ve seen you need some more stuff.”
“What stuff?”
She led him back into the basement.  “Show me what equipment you’ve got.”
“You’ve seen it all,” said Bill.  He thought he had all he needed.  “Ropes, a couple of whips, this wooden paddle, and my hands.”  He playfully swatted her butt with the paddle in his hand.  
Jan carefully explained the value of a car battery with some wires and a switch, clothespins, vibrators, various gags, handcuffs, and more and better attachment points.  “We need to do some shopping today and then we’ll be ready for Mindy tomorrow.  We’ll have a lot more fun with her once we’ve got what you need.”
Bill looked dubious.  Not that the toys didn’t sound interesting to him, but “I’ve got a business to run.  How much is this going to cost me?”
“How much do you get per girl?”
“10 grand on the average,” he looked at her with a slight smile.  “Maybe 15 grand for you.”
Jan ignored his teasing and said, “At 10 grand a pop, I bet you can spare 200 bucks.”  She had to ignore his teasing because her answer to him was that she thought she could probably get 30 or 40 grand.  She didn’t want to give him any ideas.
“I suppose I can,” he said.  “You gonna let me use it on you today?”
“What?  Like you’re going to ask my permission?  If you have to ask, then no, you can’t use it on me.”  Jan was beginning to understand Bill.  He wanted to fuck little girls and then have them disappear from his life – no evidence left behind.  But, he had limits on what he did to the girls.  His idea of teaching a girl about sex was much more limited than her idea of it.  Aside from his child molesting perversion, he was a guy who treated his captives decently, then sold them.  She was pushing his limits today and would continue to push his limits.  
Bill at least knew where he could go to get the sex toys that Jan told him to get.  He started to turn into the parking lot of a sleazy looking store when Jan blurted out, “Don’t turn now!”  He straightened out and kept going.  
“What?”
“You were going to take me there?!  Can you look any more suspicious?  Little girl sitting in the car while you buy dildos and gags?  Or maybe you wanted me to go in and help you pick them out?”
“No,” he sputtered.  
“There,” she pointed.  “Drop me at the McDonalds.  Give me 5 bucks for lunch and go back.”
Bill did as he was told.  When he returned, Jan was waiting for him with two lunches.  “Hope you like Big Macs,” she said as she pushed a burger, fries, and a soda to him.
“How’d you buy this with five bucks?” he asked.  
“Didn’t,” she said handing the five back to him.  “I blew the manager and he gave it to me for free.”
“Damn it,” said Bill as he glanced nervously at the man behind the counter.  
Jan started laughing so hard that tears were streaming down her face.  It only made Bill more nervous as she drew attention to them.  As she finally calmed down, she said, “I had my own money.  You are so gullible sometimes.  Yeah, in the middle of McDonalds, I blew the manager.”  She chuckled some more as she ate her lunch.  “He’s too fat anyway,” she said.  “Make a note of that, OK.  Don’t sell Jan to a fat man.”
“You’re gonna get it when we get home,” said Bill.  
“Promises, promises,” said Jan.  
In the basement, Jan supervised the placement of several eyehooks, helped wire the battery, and demonstrated the gags on herself.  Once they were finished, though, Bill took over.  He turned on the young girl with an ugly snarl on his face.  “Gonna make fun of me, are you, you little fuck bunny?!  It’s time you learned who the fucking boss is around here.”
Jan started at his sudden change.  Once again she was seeing a side of Bill that she has assumed away.  He seized her by the hair and pulled her over the padded bar as he had that first afternoon.  As Jan had explained to him earlier, he used the cuffs on her, chaining a wrist to an ankle and then the other wrist to the other ankle.  It happened much quicker than he could do with ropes and the preteen found herself helpless as an extremely angry man railed at her.  “Fucking little bitch.  Blew the fucking manager at McDonalds.”  
Swish, smack.  “Eeeee.”  Jan felt the sting of Bill’s new riding crop across her ass.  Even with shorts and panties on, the sting penetrated sharply.  Her shorts were stretched tight across her tight ass, so they weren’t much.  Three more swift blows and Jan was breathless from screaming.  When Bill yanked her shorts and panties to her ankles, Jan whined, “Please, master, I’m sorry I played a…eeeeeee, aaaaaaaaa … please… I’m… eeeeeee, holy fuck, pleeeeeeeee.”  
“So, you little fuck bunny, you think Mindy will scream higher or lower than you?”


“Eeeeee, aaaaaaaaaa, eeeeeee… huh… huh…huh…eeeee… high… high… aaaaaaa… higher than… meeeeeeeee.”
“What are you going to do for me today?”
“Please, I’m suh-suh-sorry I tea-teased you.  You c-can,  fuh-fuh-fuck me, Mmmmass… eeeeeeeeeee… master.”
“I don’t think so,” said Bill cruelly.  He used a third pair of cuffs to chain her wrists together and then undid the cuffs between her wrists and ankles.  Yanking his slave to her feet, he hooked her hands to a rope through one of the eyehooks in the ceiling and pulled her to her tiptoes.  He glared at the panting girl.  “You ain’t getting shit from me today.”  Then, he went upstairs, leaving the frightened girl in the dark.  
The position was a familiar one for Jan.  She felt the burn in her arms, shoulders, calves, and toes almost immediately as she stood on her tiptoes in the dark.  Her shorts and panties had fallen free, but she still had her shirt on.  As the pain increased, a sob escaped from her lips.  She’d gotten too familiar with her master and now he was punishing her.  And he was using the worst punishment she could imagine.  He knew her well.  The pain wasn’t bad for her.  But, the pain with the promise of no sexual release made the pain pointless.  She was at the hands of a madman who was torturing her just for the sake of torturing her.  In her brief life as the family slave, Jan had never felt so miserable that she had cried.  Now she felt the hot tears running down her cheeks, not from pain but from fear.  
Though she knew it was of no use, she struggled to get free.  She needed to be free before he came back.  She had no idea what he would do once he returned.  The time dragged on until the pain was unbearable.  Her entire body burned.  Finally, the door opened and she heard his footsteps coming down.  She tried to choke out words, but nothing would come out.  In response to her sounds, Bill stuffed a ball gag in her mouth.  
When he lowered the rope, Jan collapsed on the cold floor.  She had no strength to stand and every muscle in her body ached.  Like a rag doll, he threw her on the mattress and strapped her spread eagle with her knees tied wide.  Then he left again.  Jan had to turn her head to the side to keep from choking as she drooled.  It was cold in the basement and her position was only more comfortable, not more comforting.  
Jan lay there for an interminable amount of time before Bill reappeared.  She shuddered when she saw a long carving knife in his hand.  He removed her gag.  Her master waved the blade in her face and then used it to cut her T-shirt off.  Then, he pressed it to her throat.  “You had better do everything I say or you won’t see the light of day again.  Do you understand me?”
“Ye…yes, master,” choked Jan.  “Please don’t hurt me.”
“Oh, my little fuck bunny doesn’t want to be hurt now?  I thought that was how your twisted little mind got off.”  He picked up the riding crop again.  “I believe you said this was the best whip because it stings so much.”  Smack!
“Aaaaaa,” screamed Jan.  “Yes, yes, it is, master.  Aaaaaa eeeeee.”  But, there was no thrill to it, only pain.  She was afraid for her life and didn’t even know what it would take to make him happy.  “Please, fuck me, master.  I’ll … aaaaeeeeee.”  Damn, she couldn’t even get the words out because he was whipping her so mercilessly.  “Suck… suck… eeeeeeeee… cock… now…aaaaaaa.”
“Damn right you will,” said her master.  He stripped off his clothes.   “Open wide, cocksucker.”  
Jan was frantic as she opened her mouth.  Finally she would get to try to appease him.  His cock slid deep and she sucked as hard as she could, determined that this would be the best blowjob she’d ever given.  She was relieved when he exploded down her throat in less than a minute.  But, then he used the flat of the blade to caress her body, sending chills of fear down her spine.  
“Wanna fuck?” he asked her.  
“Uh huh, uh huh, anything master,” she said.  
“Anything?” he repeated.  
“Anything.”
Bill picked up the wires attached to the battery.
“Oh, fuck,” said Jan.  “Please, master, I’ll do anything.  Don’t… don’t shock me.  It hurts so much.  Please… fuck me.”  Her eyes widened as he attached the wires to her nipples.  
“This is what you want me to do to Mindy tomorrow?”
“Uh huh,” said Jan, wondering if that was the right or the wrong answer.  Was he punishing her for being such a bad girl?  Was he giving her what Mindy was going to get just to punish her?  The switch closed with a click and Jan threw her head back and screamed.  
When she was done screaming, Bill mounted her, thrusting his cock quickly into her wet cunt.  He pumped hard into the tight pussy and watched Jan’s face as she started to get excited despite herself.  She wondered where the knife was.  She wondered if she was doing a good job.  She wondered what he was going to do next.  Suddenly, a huge orgasm seized her body, a complete surprise to her.  The little girl arched up off the bed, lifting the weight of her master with it.  Soundlessly she screamed her pain and pleasure as her body betrayed her.  The fear of death, the desire to please filled her with an energy that consumed her as her body jerked and twisted in orgasm.  Bill shot his load into her pussy and knelt between her legs, his tongue working on her swollen clit to keep her cumming.  He was fascinated by her ability to cum.  
Finally he couldn’t keep up with her any longer.  His tongue and his fingers tired, he stopped and let her wind down from the intense, constant orgasm.  Jan’s body was glistening in sweat and her chest was heaving from exertion.  All sense of time and place had vanished.  She knew only fear, pain, and pleasure.  Even the firm, warm hands caressing didn’t seem to reach through her haze of lust and fear.  Eventually she became aware of the gentle touch on her body and her fear started to subside.  Maybe, just maybe, she thought, I’ve been good enough to live another day.  
Her body finally relaxed and the pain in her muscles eased.  Her eyes focused on the man lying next to her and she watched him alternate between sucking on her nipples and caressing her body.  He smiled at her and said, “Was it as good for you as it was for me?”
“What?  Huh?”
“Little fuck bunny thinks she’s the only one with surprises.  Fuck, you enjoyed the hell out of that, didn’t you?”
“Mmm hmmm,” she moaned, Bill’s change still not sinking in to her.  As he kept stroking her, she asked, “Did I do OK, master?  Are you still mad at me?”
“I was never mad at you, honey,” said Bill.  “I just got tired of you being so much in control.  You saw that fucking knife and for the first time since we met you totally lost control.”
As that sank in, Jan’s eyes opened wide.  “You mean that was all made up?”
“Yeah,” said Bill.  “So, did you enjoy it?”
“Oooo, untie me and let me show you how much I enjoyed it.”  When he did, she sucked him to hardness and then rode his cock until he filled her with cum again.  He loved having her on top because then his hands had full access to her small tits and slender body as she did all the work.  
The next day, at the park, a man and woman walked up to Bill as he sat at the picnic table.  He was annoyed at the intrusion, but tried to act pleasant.  To his surprise, Jan was right there also.  “Bill, I want you to meet my mom and dad,” said Jan.  
Bill froze.  “How did you plan this?”
“Yesterday at McDonalds?  I found a pay phone and told them to meet us here.”
“Relax, Bill,” said Mike as he sat down.  “Jan says you’re taking good care of her.  We just want to let you know that we expect her back in a month.  Meeting you is our insurance policy that you will bring her back safe and sound.”
Bill had heard Jan’s stories of her family and their consensual abuse of her.  He wasn’t quite sure that he believed it.  “So, this is OK with you?” he asked tentatively.
“We were worried when she disappeared, but now that we know she’s having a good time with you, it’s OK,” said Mike.  
Meanwhile, Carol sat with Jan, holding her tight as she asked, “Are you sure this is OK, Jan?  We can take you back right now.”
“He’s great, mom,” said Jan.  “I had the best time ever yesterday after I called you.  I’ll have to tell you all about it when I get home.”
“Well, OK,” said the concerned mom.  “Now that I’ve seen you and heard it from you in person, I believe it.”  
Mike said, “Come on, Bill, I’ve got a suitcase full of Jan’s clothes.  Let’s put it into your car.”  The two men transferred the suitcase and Mike noted the license number of the car.  “Anything happens to her, Bill, and I’ll find you.  I won’t talk to the police.  I’ll just find you and handle it myself.  Understand?”
Bill understood.  
Mike and Carol left right after that.  Jan didn’t want them around when Mindy came to the park and they left just as their victim walked into sight.  “What are you doing?” demanded Bill.  “What did you tell them?”
“That you were abusing me,” said Jan.  “I didn’t tell them why we’re here at the park or why I want to stay with you for a month.  I don’t think they’d appreciate us grabbing other girls and selling them.”  But, the point was made with Bill.  Jan had to make it home untouched in a month or else.  
After Mike and Carol left, the snatch of Mindy went perfectly according to plan.  When Mindy heard her brother and sister had run home, she was frantic and eager to accept a ride from Bill and Jan.  Once in the back seat of the car, Jan surprised the other 12-year-old with a rag of chloroform in her face and Mindy fell unconscious with barely a struggle.  
“You like to watch them strip themselves, right?” asked Jan.  
“Yeah, I like that part.”
“Then, you keep your eyes on the road, ‘cause I’m gonna take her top off.”  She stripped the unconscious girl’s T-shirt off and then removed her bra.  Taking a length of fishing line that they’d bought, Jan tweaked Mindy’s nipple to hardness and tied the line around it.  She did the same to the other nipple, leaving about two feet of fishing line between the two nipples.  Then, Jan put the girl’s shirt back on and cuffed her hands behind her.  She tossed the bra into the front seat and said, “She’ll be surprised and extra embarrassed when she finds out she doesn’t have a bra on.”  
A few minutes later Mindy awoke and looked at Jan with confusion.  “What happened?  Are we home yet?”
“We’re not going home,” said Bill.  “I’ve decided to teach you what happens when a sexy little tart like you teases grown men with her tight body.”
Alarmed, Mindy looked to Jan for support, “What’s your daddy talking about?  Where are we going?”
“He’s not really my daddy,” said Jan.  “He’s a child molester.  And he’s going to take you to his house, make you take off all your clothes, and rape you.”  Jan felt a stir in her pussy at Mindy’s helpless horror.  “And, I’m going to watch him do it to you.”
Mindy just started to sob, saying nothing at all as she realized there was nothing to say.  But, Jan was just getting started.  She pushed Mindy down and lay on top of her, whispering to her so that Bill couldn’t hear.  “You’re gonna take off your shirt and show him your tits.  And if you don’t, he’s gonna whip you until you do.  After that, you’ll have to take off everything while we watch you.  He’s gonna take his big dick and stick it in your tight pussy.  And we’re gonna teach you how to suck cock.”  
With each new claim, Mindy sobbed even harder.  Jan leaned forward and licked the salty tears from Mindy’s cute face.  Mindy tried to jerk away, but she was trapped under her tormentor.  There was nothing she could do when Jan kissed her long and hard.  “Oh, yes, you sweet little piece of virgin pussy, we’re really going to enjoy you.”  The frightened 12-year-old shuddered as she looked into the deep blue eyes of her tormentor.  Her mother had told her time and time again never to ride with strangers.  She’d slipped up just once, but once was all it would take for her.  
Once in Bill’s basement, Mindy took off her T-shirt as soon as Bill told her to strip.  She was too frightened to refuse.  Her tits were the size of orange halves topped with large nipples.  Topless, she stared in confusion at the fishing line attached to her nipples and her hands reached to remove it.  “Leave it,” said Jan.  “Check this out, master, she’s tied stuff around her nipples.”
Mindy was too frightened to say that she had no idea how the fishing line got there.  She just blushed even pinker as she realized how it must look to her captors.  Without hesitation, she shed her shorts and panties to reveal a lightly furred pussy.  Jan cuffed her hands behind her again and then attached a rope to the fishing line.  As she hauled the rope up, it pulled Mindy’s nipples up until the poor girl was standing on her tiptoes.  The pain and strain on Mindy’s face looked so deliciously erotic to Jan that she felt herself getting wet.  She picked up the riding crop and walked around behind the bound 12-year-old.  Mindy tried to turn, but had a problem with her balance and couldn’t get her coordination down to turn.  With the first smack on her bare ass, Mindy said, “Shit, that hurt you little bitch.  Get away from me.”
“Little bitch, am I?” said Jan.  She smacked Mindy’s cute little ass even harder.  
“Ouch, stop it,” said Mindy.  “Aaaaa,” she added as the fishing line tugged on her nipples.  
Bill was watching with amusement as Jan tortured their victim.  He knew that Jan wanted Mindy to scream and wondered how much abuse the new girl could take before she surrendered a scream.  The sight was as erotic to him as it was to Jan.  He appreciated the new ideas that Jan was introducing him to.  Her stretched nipples and the stretched muscles of her body made Mindy look especially sexy.  
“Aaaaa,” said Mindy as Jan whipped her a third time.  Then, Jan hit her victim three times in quick succession.  “Aaaaaaaaa eeeeeeeeee,” shrieked Mindy.  It was a higher pitch than Jan’s screams, filling the room with a wonderful sound.  Having achieved success, Jan started whipping Mindy even more, eliciting a shrill scream with each blow.  Mindy didn’t even have the breath to beg for Jan to stop as she screamed again and again.  Her tortured ass hurt, her nipples hurt, and her legs hurt from the strain of balancing on her toes.  It isn’t fair, she told herself.  She’d only wanted to find her missing brother and sister.  She didn’t deserve this.  
Jan stopped whipping and let Mindy regain her breath, though it didn’t ease the pain in her nipples or legs.  As Mindy’s panting faded to normal, Jan said, “Tell us you’re a cocksucker.”
“I’m a cocksucker,” said Mindy softly.  
“Say it louder.”
“I’m a cocksucker.”
“Say, I’m a miserable little cocksucker who wants to learn to suck cocks right.”
“I’m a miserable little cocksucker who wants to learn to suck cocks right.”
“I think she’s ready for you, master,” said Jan.  She handed the riding crop to Bill.  
“What a lovely little slut you are,” said Bill as he approached Mindy.  “I’m surprised that a sexy little slut like you doesn’t know how to suck a cock already.  Doesn’t your daddy make you suck his cock for him?”
“No,” whimpered Mindy.  
“Do you want to suck your daddy’s cock?”
“No.”  Smack.  “Eeeeeeee.  Yes.”
“Yes, what?”
“Yes, I want to suck my daddy’s cock.”
“Say, daddy, I want to suck your cock.”
“Daddy, I want to suck your cock.”
“Again.”
“Daddy, I want to suck your cock.”
Bill lowered Mindy so she was down off her tiptoes and untied the line from her nipples.  He took her roughly by her hair and pulled her to the mattress and pushed her down on it.  Jan came over to Mindy with a spreader gag in her hand and said, “Say it one more time for your new daddy.”
“Daddy, I want to suck your cock,” whimpered Mindy.  She hated the words and hated the idea, but she was too sore and too afraid to argue.  As Jan shoved the gag into the helpless girl’s mouth, she suddenly discovered that she was now totally unable to protect her mouth from the promised invasion.  With her mouth wide open, she watched as her new daddy took off his clothes and showed her the cock she was about to suck.  It looked huge to the virgin and her eyes widened as the cock approached and bobbed in front of her.  All she could see was Bill’s erection as the sight and her fear mesmerized her.  
“Unnggg,” she choked as the cock slid over her tongue and she tasted the precum on its tip.  As it hit the back of her throat, she tried to gag, but the huge member slid right down her throat.  Bill’s hands sank into Mindy’s long hair and he pulled her tight to his crotch, enjoying the sight of the girl’s wild eyes as she struggled with the cock deeper inside her than she had ever imagined.  
“Now that wasn’t so bad, was it,” said Jan.  “That’s what a good girl does with her mouth.  That’s where your daddy’s cock belongs you little slut cocksucker.  That’s what you’re gonna do for the rest of your life.  Suck cocks.”
Mindy felt the cock withdraw from her throat and then it pushed back in.  Again and again the cock slid all the way to the hilt in her mouth.  She felt his balls bang against her chin as he picked up the pace.  “Suck me off, my little slut cocksucker,” said Bill.  “Do it good and I’ll fill your mouth with cum.”  That got another reaction from Mindy, her eyes expressing her new horror as she realized what was going to happen eventually.  And about a minute later, Bill shot his first load into the helpless, waiting mouth.  He made sure it dripped on her tongue and ran down her throat.  Finished, he wiped the tip of his cock on her face.  
When Jan removed the spreader gag from her mouth, Mindy swallowed hard to try to remove the taste from her mouth.  The tang stayed in her mouth long after all the cum was in her tummy.  But, she faced a new insult as Jan stripped and straddled her face.  “Lick me,” said Jan.  “Lick my hot cunt, slut.  You sucked off daddy, now lick me.”
“Please, no,” said Mindy, registering her first defiance.  “I don’t wanna do that with a girl.”  
“Slut, I didn’t ask you if you wanted to.  I told you to do it.  You’re our little slave girl now and you’ll do it or else.”  She looked at Bill.  “Get the whip, master, I think she needs some persuasion.”  
“No, no,” whined Mindy.  “Don’t hit me again.  Just… just… shit, I…”  She swiped her tongue across Jan’s hairless pussy lips.  
Bill stood at the ready with the whip as Jan coaxed Mindy to a more satisfying cunt licking.  The frightened girl licked and kissed Jan’s pussy, then finally parted Jan’s pussy lips and tasted Jan’s juices.  With a grimace, she kept at it, finding Jan’s clit as instructed and nibbling on it.  “How’s she doing,” asked Bill after a couple of minutes.  
“Oh, she’s doing it right.  Just that I can’t cum like this.  It feels good, but unless …eeeeeeeee,” she screamed as Bill struck her across her bare back with the crop.  
Mindy watched with surprise as Jan suffered through blow after blow, screaming wildly.  She stopped licking briefly, but was rewarded with two slaps of her own before she got the message and continued.  “I want you to cum, you little fuck bunny,” growled Bill.  “You don’t have a fucking choice.  Cum for me while you ride the slut’s face.  Show me that our little slut can lick pussy.  Cum for me.”  He kept making red stripes across Jan’s back until suddenly Jan started to buck in orgasm on Mindy’s tongue.  The inexperienced cunt licker didn’t give Jan a very satisfying orgasm, but it was more than Jan had expected.  
“Now I’ll bet daddy is ready to fuck you, slut,” said Jan, still straddling Mindy’s face.  “And, if he’s not, he will be soon.”  She slid off Mindy and knelt in front of Bill.  “Thank you, master.”  She took his cock in her mouth and sucked him until he was hard again.  “Do the bitch now, hard and fast, master.  Show her what her cunt is for.”
Mindy was pretty helpless with her hands cuffed behind her, but Bill wanted her totally at his mercy.  So, he tied her to the corners of the mattress as he had Jan for her first rape in his basement.  Satisfied that Mindy wasn’t going anywhere, he fondled her young body for several minutes, sending shivers of shame through the nude girl’s body.  When he was ready, Mindy’s pussy was completely dry.  Jan licked his cock again to give him some lubrication and then he pressed his cock between the virgin’ lips and worked it slowly in.  
Dry as she was, Mindy felt the cock enter her like sandpaper tearing at the walls of her tender pussy.  She moaned in pain as Bill spread her wide and then withdrew.  Again and again he penetrated her, each time getting a little deeper.  With 3 inches inside her, he pressed up against her cherry.  “Oh, yes, my little virgin is about to become a woman, aren’t you?” he said to her.  “Never had a cock inside you before, have you?”  After a couple of more strokes, he pushed harder and felt her womanhood tear.  
Mindy’s moans of pain turned to a scream as she felt her hymen burst.  A stab of pain thrust into her crotch as his cock sank deeper.  Finally, Bill started to feel some lubrication from the girl’s cunt and it started to get easier.  The last two inches of his cock slid in and he looked down at the girl’s light fur touching his thicker pubic hair.  This girl was tight, tighter than most that he’d fucked before.  With his cock all the way inside her, he leaned forwarded and mashed his lips against hers, stifling her screams.  He put his arms around her and started fucking her hard and fast like Jan wanted.  
Mindy felt the first tingles of arousal in her pussy as the pain faded.  Shame washed over her as the full import of her rape sank into her mind.  She’d always been a good girl, resolved to wait until the right man came along.  Now in a matter of an afternoon she’d lost her virginity and all her innocence along with it.  She was relieved that the pain was fading and scarcely realized that a pleasurable feeling that had replaced it.  The big man grunting and pushing on top of her was unwanted and disgusting to her.  She was focused on the injustice of the intrusion until suddenly her pending orgasm grabbed her attention.  
“Wha…?” breathed Mindy.  What was going on in her body?  A thrill ran through her unbidden and her legs went from limp to tense.  Seeing the other girl’s reaction, Jan untied Mindy’s legs and then, with a will of their own, Mindy’s legs wrapped around Bill’s waist and she used them as leverage to push back against him.  She forgot about the man and his intrusion into her body and became very aware of the feelings in her body.  Her nipples tingled with delight and her pussy wanted more of what it was getting.  The feel of a strong man thrusting against her was arousing.  
Jan moved around the rutting couple and untied Mindy’s hands.  She wasn’t surprised when Mindy wrapped her arms around Bill, hugging him against her as she humped back against him.  “Fuck me, daddy,” whispered Jan in Mindy’s ear.  
“Fuck me, daddy,” said Mindy suddenly, surprised at her own voice.  “Fuck me, daddy.”  Harder and deeper she heard in her ear.  “Harder and deeper,” she repeated.  “Oh, my God,” she said.  “Mommy, mommy,” she yelled.  “Fuck me, daddy, harder…aaaaahhhhhhh.”  Her body spasmed in her first orgasm and she felt her cunt go wet as her daddy filled her with his cum.  
The preteen panted in Bill’s ear for several seconds before he lifted up and looked at her.  She’d enjoyed it!  Bill felt like a million bucks as he’d raped a virgin and she’d enjoyed it.  He knew that Jan had enjoyed their first time, but she wasn’t a virgin.  This was the first time a virgin had cum for him.  There was no doubt in his mind that it was Jan’s presence and help that had made the difference.  He was suddenly shaken out of his reverie as Mindy shouted, “Fuck you, mommy.  Fuck you!  You said it was bad.  You said it was fucking bad!”  
Jan pushed Bill away and crawled on top of Mindy.  “Don’t worry, Mindy,” she said.  “Everybody’s mommy tells them that.  My mom told me it was bad right up until the day I was forced to lick her pussy.  Then, I found out my mom had been doing it with her brother since she was 12.”  She tentatively kissed Mindy and found Mindy returning it with surprising fervor.  The euphoria of her first orgasm was still in control of Mindy and she didn’t care who she was kissing.  She just needed to hold a warm body and share a kiss.  
It was Bill’s turn to push Jan away as he reached in to hug Mindy.  She clung to him tight as he kissed her.  “Yes, daddy, that was wonderful, daddy,” she said softly to him.  
Jan wrestled Bill away from Mindy, but fell on top of him instead of the girl.  She gave him a kiss.  “Thank you for making me cum, master,” she said.  “How soon can we sell the bitch?”  She had already felt the pangs of jealousy from Mindy calling him daddy.  
“Three days if I rush it,” said Bill.  
“Rush it,” said Jan.  “She’s not gonna be any fun anymore.  We need another one.”
But, Jan was wrong about the fun.  Mindy wanted to go home immediately and spent the night tied in the basement.  The next day she refused to suck Bill’s cock and earned her first taste of electricity coursing through her young tits.  Jan and Bill left Mindy in the basement, tied on her toes while they went and checked out Charlotte, the next girl on Bill’s list.  By the time they returned, Mindy was screaming and begging for relief.  She was much more cooperative that afternoon and evening.  
The next morning Jan expanded her own sexual horizons again.  They sat Mindy straddling the narrow edge of a two by four so that her weight was on her pubic bone and pussy.  Their little victim started to scream and squirm within minutes as the pain built in her crotch.  While Bill fucked Jan from behind, Jan watched Mindy’s torment and fingered herself to an orgasm.  It was the first time that Jan had ever cum while not in pain and torment herself.  
That afternoon, Jan knocked on the door of Charlotte’s house.  The 11-year-old was home alone and Jan introduced herself as a new girl in the neighborhood.  Standing face to face with the other girl, Jan had a chance to look her over.  The 11-year-old had a flawless complexion, light brown eyes, and light brown hair.  In her halter-top and shorts, the younger girl looked sexy in an innocent sort of way.  Jan particularly liked Charlotte’s tiny mouth and the image of her lips spread wide by Bill’s cock.
Charlotte, tired of spending her days alone, was glad to see Jan.  “But, you can’t come in,” said the pretty brunette.  “My mom doesn’t let me have friends over when she’s gone.”
“Can you come over to my house?” asked Jan.  “It’s just a few doors down.”  It was a warm day, so when Jan said, “We have a pool and you could bring your suit,” Charlotte brightened.  
Charlotte got her stuff together and wrote a note for her mom, telling her that she would be at a friend’s house.  The two walked down the sidewalk and then Bill pulled up in his car.  “Hi, honey,” he said as he rolled down the window.  “Made a new friend I see.”
“Yeah, daddy,” said Jan.  “We’re going swimming.”
“Hop in, I’ll give you a ride.”  
The two girls climbed into the backseat.  As they pulled into the driveway of a house, Charlotte said, “I didn’t know this house had a pool.”  It was a small house that had been for sale for several months.  The For Sale sign was still in the front yard.  Bill parked in the carport and the next thing she knew, Charlotte was riding in the trunk of Bill’s car.  
When the trunk opened again, Charlotte’s face was streaked with tears.  “I didn’t like that.  What’s going on?” she asked in a frightened voice.  
“Well, we’re not going swimming,” said Jan.  
Charlotte glanced at Bill, not sure how he fit into the picture, and then she spoke to Jan.  “My mom and dad are going to be mad and you’re going to get it.  Where are we?  I’m going back home.”  She started to climb out of the trunk and look around.  Halfway out, she found herself snatched up by Bill, his arm around her waist.  “Put me down,” she yelled.
When the 11-year-old pounded on Bill’s chest, he dropped her on the ground.  He and Jan put handcuffs on the squirming preteen and then he carried her into the basement with her protesting all the way.  
As she got her bearings in the dim basement, Charlotte gasped and swallowed hard.  Tied to the wall was another girl, naked and moaning in pain.  The sight of Mindy told Charlotte just what was in store for her.  The fight went out of the little girl and she turned to look at Bill with horror.  “What are you doing to her?  What are you going to do to me?”
“Take your clothes off and I’ll show you what I like to do to sexy little girls like you.”
“No, please, I wanna go home,” begged Charlotte.  
“Listen, little slut,” said Bill.  “You do everything I tell you and you won’t get hurt.  If you don’t, you’ll end up like her.”  He jerked his thumb at Mindy.  
The 12-year-old had clothespins attached to her nipples and pussy lips.  A spreader gag kept her from talking and drool ran down her chest.    “Unnnh, uhhh, unnnh,” moaned Mindy as the pinched parts of her body throbbed in pain.  
Bill took a step toward Charlotte and raised his hand.  The girl winced in anticipation of the blow, but Bill lowered his hand.  Instead, he picked up the wooden paddle and slapped in across his palm a couple of times.  “We can take this slow, Charlotte,” he said.  “Just take off your shoes and socks first and I won’t spank you.”  Charlotte didn’t move, so he said, “Your shoes and socks, Charlotte.  That’s not going to hurt anything.  Go ahead.”
To appease her captor, Charlotte did as she was told.  With her shoes and socks off, she wore only her shorts and top.  She knew that he wouldn’t be satisfied until she was naked, but he hadn’t insisted on that yet.  Charlotte stood with her arms folded across her chest.  
“That’s a good girl,” said Bill.  “Now, take off your top.  Take it off and I won’t have to use this paddle on you.”
Charlotte shook her head.  “Oh, jeez,” she said, not looking at anything in particular.  Her blood ran cold as she considered her options.  Stripping for this stranger was the next to last thing she wanted to do.  The last thing she wanted to do was end up like the girl on the wall.  Reluctantly, she untied her halter from around her neck and pulled it up over her head.  Her smooth, flat chest was bared to Bill’s eyes as she stretched to pull the top over her head.  Then, she held her top against her chest, hiding her tiny nipples from him.  
“Now, drop the top,” he said.  
Charlotte let the piece of clothing fall from her fingers, but kept her hands over her chest.  Bill just slapped the paddle across his palm without saying a word and Charlotte dropped her hands to her side.  She shuddered in embarrassment as he stared at her.  
“Keep going,” said Bill.  “As long as you’re stripping, take off your shorts and panties, too.”
The 11-year-old looked dully at him, then at Jan, and then at Mindy.  “Why?” she said as she looked at Jan again.  “Why me?”
“Because you’re cute,” said Jan.  
Charlotte sniffed and unfastened the snap of her shorts.  She pulled them down her legs and stepped out of them.  For a moment she delayed as she folded her shorts, picked up her top, folded that, and then laid the clothing on the floor beside her.  When she straightened up again, she knew her time had run out.  Without a word, she slid her panties down and stepped out of them.  Standing again, she kept her hands at her sides as her two captors drank in her preteen nudity.  
Jan teased and tormented Charlotte as she was first fucked by Bill and then sucked his cock.  Unlike Mindy, Charlotte never got aroused.  She suffered through her rape silently despite the pain of his cock tearing her hymen and then rasping through her dry cunt.  Satiated, Bill helped Jan tie Charlotte up on her tiptoes and left the 3 girls alone in the basement.  Bill was finished for now, but Jan was just getting started.  
Charlotte had been too cooperative for Jan’s taste and Bill had never had to strike her at all.  So now with the 11-year-old stretched helplessly on her toes, Jan picked up the wooden paddle that Bill had shown Charlotte and walked around her victim.  “What are you going to do with that?” asked Charlotte as her eyes followed Jan.  She turned as Jan circled her, always keeping her helpless ass away from the older girl.  
“What do you think I’m going to do with it?”
“Hit me.”
“That’s right,” said Jan.  “I’m going to hit you a lot.  I’m going to spank that hot little ass of yours until it’s bright red and there’s not a fucking thing you can do about it, is there, little miss flat chest?”  To taunt her victim further, Jan pulled her own shirt off, exposing her small tits.  Then, she removed the rest of her clothes.  Jan pressed her body up against Charlotte’s, putting the paddle behind her victim and using it to hold Charlotte steady.  The mistress rubbed her body against her slave and humped her pussy on the other girl’s hip.  “God, I just love little girls,” she said, making Charlotte feel more uncomfortable than she felt when Bill had said the same thing.  
With her face right in Charlotte’s face, Jan said, “You want me to spank your cute little ass, miss flat chest?”  When Charlotte shook her head frantically, Jan said, “You want me to use this on your thighs?  Your tummy?  Your flat little titties?  I can use it wherever I like and you can’t do a fucking thing about it.”
“Please, don’t,” pleaded Charlotte.  “I did what he wanted.”
“And he didn’t spank you.  Now, it’s just you and me.  You gonna do everything I want?”
“Uh huh.”
“Kiss me.”  Jan put her mouth against Charlotte’s and ran her tongue into the younger girl’s mouth.  Against her will, but to save her still lily-white ass, Charlotte returned the kiss.  She didn’t know that nothing she did could save her from screaming.  It was only a matter of time before Jan wanted nothing more than to hear the little girl’s screams at the top of her lungs.  
Satisfied with Charlotte’s performance, Jan lowered the girl’s arms.  “Kneel down,” said Jan, tying the rope off so that Charlotte was on her knees, but her arms still upraised.  Pressing her pussy in Charlotte’s face, Jan said, “Kiss me again.  Kiss my pussy.  Lick it.  Eat me.  Make me cum.”  She ground her pussy into her victim’s face, unable to cum unless she or her victim was in pain and screaming.  It was thrilling just to see Charlotte follow her instructions so intently, so carefully, and so futilely.  Jan turned and presented her ass to Charlotte.  “Kiss me there.  Lick my ass.  Eat me some more.”  She was almost disappointed when Charlotte did as she was commanded without hesitation.  It felt wonderful, but it wasn’t enough.  
Jan was desperately in need of an orgasm by now.  She’d watched Charlotte be raped and humiliated the girl herself.  Abruptly, she stepped around Charlotte and smacked the little girl soundly with the paddle.  “Aaaaaa,” screamed Charlotte.  “I did what… aaaaaa eeeeeeee,” she screamed again.  “Wha… huh…huh… aaaaaaaaaaa.”  Charlotte tried to get to her feet, but Jan kept her off balance with repeated blows. She screamed so loud that Bill could hear the shrill squeal from up above them.  He knew that Jan was enjoying herself.  
Charlotte managed to get to her feet.  But, Jan grabbed her by the hair with one hand, holding her firmly in position while she wielded the paddle with her other hand.  Smack.  Smack.  Smack!  The paddle cracked across Charlotte’s rapidly reddening ass.  Watching the girl’s ass quiver with pain and anticipation, listening to the screams, and feeling her struggle, Jan suddenly knew it was time.  “On your knees, slut,” said Jan again, holding the paddle at bay. 
Charlotte scrambled to her knees again and licked Jan’s pussy when it pressed in her face.  She whimpered with pain as she serviced her mistress and occasionally jumped with a squeal when Jan tapped her butt again.  The paddle clattered to the floor as Jan pulled Charlotte’s face hard against her pussy and humped at the 11-year-old’s tongue.  “God, yes,” panted Jan as she felt her orgasm building.  “Eat me, little flat chest,” she said.  “Eat your mistress.  Eat me, bitch.  Do it.”  Her body spasmed with an exquisite orgasm and she staggered back away from Charlotte.  
Falling backwards, Jan lay there for several seconds, gathering her breath.  Finally, she said, “You’re pretty good, little cunt licker.  Maybe we’ll keep you longer than Mindy.  She’ll be leaving us tomorrow.”  She got up and walked toward the chained girl.  “Isn’t that right, Mindy?  Somebody’s gonna buy you tomorrow.  Wonder what life will be like for little slave girl Mindy,” she taunted.  
Turning her attention back to Charlotte, Jan hauled her back onto her toes and then unchained Mindy from the wall.  She forced the slave to her hands and knees and climbed on her back.  “Yee haw,” yelled Jan as she rode Mindy like a horse.  She had the riding crop in her hand and smacked it on Mindy’s bare ass.  Mindy bucked and whinnied as she had been taught and added screams in between.  Satisfied that she had probably earned Mindy’s full cooperation, Jan lay on the girl’s back, reached under her with both hands, and fondled her tits.  “Will you eat me, too, Mindy bitch?” she asked.  “Will you make my pussy feel really, really good?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Mindy.  “Anything you want.”  
“Anything I want?”
“Yes, mistress, yes, my sweet, lovely mistress.  I want your pussy on my tongue.  I want to make you happy.  Tell me.  Anything.”
“Play with yourself.  Show our new slave how a slut slave plays with herself.”
Mindy’s hands got busy between her legs, diddling herself off as commanded by her mistress.  Jan had taught her to satisfy herself for her mistress’ enjoyment.  “Watch me, mistress.  Watch me be a naughty little slut bitch.  I can cum for you.  Make me do it.  Watch me.”  She panted as her arousal peaked and an orgasm shot through her body.  
“Now eat me,” said Jan.  She stood before the compliant slave.  Still on her hands and knees, Mindy pressed her face firmly into Jan’s pussy.  Periodically, Jan reached forward and slapped the crop across Mindy’s tight ass.  
Bill, hearing the distinct high pitch of Mindy’s screams, knew that Jan was nearly finished.  He put dinner in the microwave and came down to the basement.  Lowering Charlotte to her knees, he offered her his cock and was rewarded with the girl’s tongue and mouth.  He watched as the sweaty, athletic body of his partner humped against the horsey’s face.  Following her lead, he used the wooden paddle on Charlotte to keep her attention on his cock.  As he came, he pulled out from Charlotte’s mouth and sent his cum splashing on her face and chest.  Pulling her to her feet again, Bill left the 11-year-old there with cum drying on her face.  Jan was finished with her orgasm as well and chained Mindy back to the wall.  Having done their jobs well, the two slaves were left tied standing comfortably with only the fading pain in their asses as their remaining torment.  
That evening Bill sat Jan down and told her the arrangements for Mindy’s sale.  He had a buyer willing to pay $11,500 for her.  “He hasn’t even seen her yet,” said Jan, surprised that he could sell her for so much.  
“Oh, yes, he has,” said Bill.  He took Jan to his computer and logged onto a newsgroup.  There he downloaded pictures of Mindy.  The pictures showed the girl in various poses and various stages of undress, including naked and tied.  “I took this the first night and posted them after you went to bed.  We negotiate in this newsgroup using codes.  A regular of mine, who I know only as Boomer, had the highest bid as of 6 this evening and bidding closed.  He’ll come by around 6 tomorrow night.
“You can meet this guy,” said Bill.  “He prefers girls with big tits, so you’re safe.  A couple of my customers would probably make offers for you.  When I don’t sell, they’ll get mad.  Can’t afford that in my business.
“Big thing is that tomorrow we lay off of Mindy.  No marks.  In fact, we’ll spend the day pampering her with rubdowns and lotions to make the marks go away and her skin look nice.  We can take some time to fuck Charlotte, but Mindy is off limits now.”
“We going hunting for another girl tomorrow?” asked Jan.
“No, tomorrow we just make the merchandise look good for Boomer.”  
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But, the next morning, Jan had an idea, one final torment for Mindy.  Bill listened to her idea and said, “Nothing you say should surprise me, you twisted little bitch.  That sounds like too much fun to pass up.  You go get started on her.”  Bill said OK only because it wouldn’t leave a mark, at least not on the outside.  
Jan went downstairs.  The two girls were bound and lying on the floor as Bill left them each night.  She knelt next to Mindy and whispered, “He’s going to sell you today.  I can help you get away before then.”
Mindy looked at her with surprise.  “Why would you do that?”
“Cause you’re gonna eat me.  You’re gonna do the best cunt licking I’ve ever had and then I’ll let you go.”
“Really?” asked Mindy, her voice full of hope for the first time in days.  
“Yeah, you’re the best cunt licker I’ve ever had and he’s gonna sell you.  Once you’re gone, I won’t get it so good anymore.  That makes me so mad; I want to teach him a lesson.  So, if you do it once more for me, I’ll get what I want and you’ll get what you want.”
“OK,” said Mindy with relief.  “Thanks.”
Jan took off her clothes and knelt down on her hands and knees.  “Do my ass and my cunt.  You do it so well.”  She sighed with pleasure as the gullible girl’s tongue ran over her tender asshole.  “Fuck my ass with your tongue, Mindy,” she said.  In response, Mindy ran her tongue around Jan’s tight sphincter and pushed inside.  She grimaced at the taste, but with freedom at stake, she didn’t stop.  “And don’t forget my pussy, please,” said Jan.  
Mindy did the best job she could, alternating between Jan’s ass and cunt.  She was prodded on my Jan’s constant encouragement.  She didn’t mind that as Jan got more excited, her words changed from, “Eat me, please, Mindy,” to “Lick my pussy, you little cunt licking bitch.”  
To Jan’s surprise, she found herself getting excited.  There was no pain, no screaming, but she was still getting aroused.  She figured the dirty trick she was playing on her slave was what kept her excitement increasing, so she played it up as much as she could, “Eat my ass, you little slut and I’ll let you go.  You little bitch, if you don’t do it better than that, you’ll be on a boat to China tonight.  Come on, Mindy bitch slut, you can make me cum.  Do it or else.”
When she was certain that an orgasm was approaching, Jan rolled onto her back and grabbed Mindy’s hair.  She shoved the girl’s face hard into her crotch and felt the surge of excitement as she started to cum.  “Eat me, you fucking stupid bitch,” growled Jan.  “Make me cum hard.  Do it faster, harder.  Get my cum juice all over your face.”
Mindy did her absolute best knowing how much was riding on her performance.  Her tongue dug deep between Jan’s legs and then she nipped at Jan’s clit.  Jan’s thighs wrapped around her head and her hands dug into her long hair.  Though she found it distasteful, she ate pussy for all she was worth.  Freedom was the reward that drove her on.  Finally, Jan relaxed her grip and let her legs fall limp.  Mindy felt tremendous relief as Jan said, “Yes, you cunt licking slut, that was the best you’ve ever done.”
Jan stood and dressed, and then knelt down face to face with Mindy.  “You are a stupid slut, you know that?  I just wanted to see if you’d eat me without being whipped.  That was pretty nice.  Thanks.”
“What?!” screeched Mindy.  “You said you’d untie me.  Let me go.  Please.  I did what you wanted.”
“Yeah, you did what I wanted because you’re a stupid little slut and because you really like eating cunt.  But, tonight you’ll belong to somebody else who’s going to use you over and over.”
“You bitch!” spat Mindy, her face covered with cum and her tongue tasting like shit.  “You lying bitch!”
“What’s going on down here?” boomed Bill’s voice.  He came rushing down the stairs to find Mindy ranting hysterically at Jan.  “I told you to leave her alone,” Bill yelled at Jan.  
Jan looked with surprise at Bill.  “You said I…” she started.  
“Shut the fuck up,” yelled Bill.  He picked up Jan and flung her onto the mattress.  The startled girl looked at the raving man as he approached her.  He was mad as hell and she felt a pang of fear stab into her stomach.  Then, she realized that he’d done this before.  He’d been acting and now he was doing it again.  Her pussy started to tingle at the thought of him punishing her again.  She didn’t dare argue with him as he bound her spread eagle on the mattress.  He gagged her with the spreader gag and brought the battery closer to her.  
Jan grunted as Bill viciously snapped the alligator clips onto her pussy lips.  “Unnh, ohhh,” she gurgled.  Then the pain coursed through her.  Her head snapped back, “Eeeeeeeeee.”  
“I told you to leave her the fuck alone, didn’t I?” he demanded.  “Maybe you’d like to put on a show for them now like they do for you?”  He produced a foot-long dildo, and slid it into her open mouth.  Inch by inch it disappeared into her throat until it was all way in.  He started fucking her throat with it.  Looking to the side he said, “You girls like watching this little bitch eat cock?”
The two girls were both crying, frightened out of their wits by the raving lunatic that Bill had become.  If he could do that to his partner, what would he do to them?  “No, no,” sobbed Charlotte.  “Don’t kill her.”
Jan’s pussy was begging for attention.  When she heard Charlotte’s pleas, her excitement heightened even more.  They thought he was killing her, but she was in ecstasy from the abuse!  Her whole body tingled and she could feel her nipples standing up hard, like they were ready to shoot off her chest.  Fuck me, she pleaded silently as the fake cock ravaged her throat.  Show them what a slave’s life is all about, she begged.  
Bill’s real cock replaced the plastic cock and he violated her mouth savagely.  When he came, he got it all over her face and hair.  Looking into her eyes, he could see the immense satisfaction that was building inside her.  “What are you so happy about, little bitch?” he whispered to her.  “You’re not gonna live to cum again.  You’re not gonna live long enough to see Mindy get sold tonight.”  
And Jan had her first doubts about her safety.  She looked frantically at her bindings and knew she was at his mercy.  When he started whipping her thighs, it felt wonderful, but she needed his touch on her clit.  She got it when he finally plunged his cock into her pussy and started fucking her.  Rising up over her, he clamped his hands around her vulnerable throat and squeezed.  “I’m cumming inside you and choking the life out of you as I do,” he hissed at her.  “I’ve had enough of you disobeying me.”
She felt the stricture of air flowing through her windpipe as he squeezed.  Was he playing?  She couldn’t tell.  This was different from showing her a knife.  He was strangling her for real.  The pressure on her throat was intimate, forceful, and very effective.  Her vision started to get blurry as he bore down on her.  
“How do you like this, bitch?” he asked her.  He wanted to take her right to the limit.  He wanted to make her cum and cum and cum.  The amused confidence he’d seen in her eyes before was replaced with uncertainty and fright.  It was all he could do to keep from laughing as his plan unfolded, but he was intent on giving her an incredible experience.  Even as he did, he wondered how he could outdo this one.  
“God,” he shouted as he balls tightened and an explosive burst of cum shot deep inside the preteen.  She was the tightest, most intense fuck he’d ever had.  As he unloaded, her body tensed, arching up off the mattress.  He released his hold on her windpipe and she screamed from deep in her throat.  The man pounded into his victim, cumming like he’d never done before and watching her do the same.  Bill couldn’t believe as his cock kept spasming inside the little girl, shooting his jism inside her and then spasming even after there was nothing left to shoot.  He couldn’t see the end to his orgasm and his vision started to blur as his consciousness wavered.  At the height of ecstasy, he withdrew from her wonderful cunt and took a deep breath.  Feeling his senses return, he reached for her pussy and continued to massage her sensitive clit as her throaty scream filled the room, punctuated only by the briefest of inhalations.  Finally, Jan fainted.  
As he rolled off of Jan, Bill’s cock throbbed, still pointing straight out from his body.  He staggered over to Charlotte and forced it between her lips.  The 11-year-old tasted Jan’s cum and Bill’s cum as she sucked on his cock, feeling her new master spasm with another orgasm almost immediately.  As he pulled out of her mouth, Charlotte moaned, “You killed her.”
“If I killed her, she died the happiest woman on earth,” sighed Bill.  He lay on the cold hard floor, unable to move for several minutes.  
When he was finally able to move, Bill crawled over to Jan.  By now, the girl was conscious again.  She was sobbing, “God, Bill, Bill, Bill, Bill.”  She moved at his touch on her belly and looked at him.  “Bill, Bill, Bill,” she wept.  “That was… was… ummm… increb… inc… incred… ible.”
The master untied his slave and held her tight, kissing her all over, not even minding the taste of his own dried cum on her face.  Holding him tightly, Jan fell asleep, the happiest woman on earth.  
That evening, Bill introduced Jan to a big black man, Boomer.  He was slow moving and cordial showing just a hint of his power.  When he saw Mindy he smiled.  “You never disappoint me, Bill,” he said.  “She’s a beauty.”  
“Take your time, Boomer,” said Bill as he waved his customer toward the frightened girl.  
Mindy had never seen a man so big or so black.  He towered over her.  Jan had noticed his size in another dimension, but Mindy had never even looked at her future master’s crotch.  His physical presence alone was too intimidating for her.  The nude 12-year-old was in the middle of the room, her arms tied to a hook above her head.  
“Nice,” said Boomer as he circled the girl.  There was not a mark on her.  “Beautiful ass,” he remarked.  He stopped in front of her and said, “Open wide.”  
Mindy did as she was told, too afraid to not comply.  
“Yep, it’ll fit,” said Boomer with a chuckle.  He walked behind her again.  “But, what I really like is stuffing my cock up a tight little white ass.  And, honey, you sure got one of those.”
“What?” gasped Mindy.  “No,” she said as if denying that was a possibility.  
“Did he ever do that to you?” Boomer asked Mindy.  
“No,” said Mindy.  “Nobody ever did.  You can’t.  Can you?”
“Well, I hear it’s not a comfortable fit for my little girls, but I sure love the hell out of it.”  When Mindy started to cry, he said, “Hell, girl, I haven’t even started yet.”  
Boomer tossed a thick sheaf of bills to Bill.  “Saw you have another one, too,” he said.  Charlotte was already posted on the newsgroup for sale.  “Let me see her.”
“You buying?”
“Maybe.”
“She’s not ready for you.”
“Spanked her, did you?”
“Well, no, not today,” said Bill.  “Come to think of it, she may just be OK for you.”  He went through a door into the other half of the basement and led Charlotte out.  The younger girl was still clothed with her hands bound behind her.  Bill stripped her and hung her right next to Mindy. 
Boomer gave her the same inspection.  “She’s pretty flat,” he observed, running his hand over her chest.  Turning to Bill he said, “22 grand for the two of them.”
“That’s just 85 hundred for the little one,” said Bill.  “Special pair like this, 25 grand.”
“23,” countered Boomer.
“24,” said Bill, lowering his price.  
“25,” said Jan, stepping forward.  
“Quiet,” said Bill.  “Stay out of this.”
Jan shook her head, “25 for the two of them and I’ll take that piece of meat of yours in my cunt, down my throat, and up my ass.”  She pulled off her clothes right in front of the two of them.  She turned around and bent over, showing off her ass.  “This’ll suck the cum right out of that cock of yours.”
The big black man chuckled.  “Little girl, you don’t know what you’re asking for.  Bill says I can’t have you, so don’t tempt me.”
“You can’t keep me, but you can use me,” said Jan defiantly.  She wasn’t going to let Bill lay claim to her body.  “Buy them for 25 grand and I’ll stuff every inch of your cock down my throat.”
Now Boomer laughed out loud.  “No bitch’s ever done that,” he said.  “You have no idea what’s hanging between my legs, do you, little girl?”
“Little girl?” said Jan.  “I’ll show you what a little girl can do.”  She’d guessed that Boomer was a man willing to spend his money freely.  “You take these two for 23 grand and I’ll bet you 5 grand that I can take your whole cock.”
She’d guessed right.  An extra $5,000 wasn’t much to Boomer and the challenge that she laid out for him was too good to pass up.  “Five grand for a blowjob,” mused the big man.  
“Hey,” said Jan, correcting him.  “I’m not a whore.  The blowjob is free.  The bet is 5 grand that I can make your whole cock disappear.”
“If it’s a bet, what do I get if you lose?”
Jan hadn’t thought of that.  She had no intention of losing, but she realized she did have to put something up.  “Me,” she said after some thought.  She was certain she wouldn’t lose.  

“Jan!” said Bill.  “You don’t know what he does with his girls.  Besides, you owe me a month, remember?”  He’d grown fond of the 12-year-old and didn’t want to lose her to this brute.
“OK,” said Jan.  She wanted to tell him that she wasn’t going to lose, but she didn’t want to sound too confident.  “You got any ideas?”
Reluctantly Bill said, “You can put up another girl.  A future draft pick.  You get me what you promised and then we get another girl for Boomer.  For free.”
Jan turned to Boomer for his answer.  “Deal,” said the big man.  “You win, I got 5 grand for you.  I win, you get me another girl for free.”
Jan pulled him over in front of the two bound girls.  She wanted them to see what Boomer had to stick up their tight white asses.  Kneeling, she undid his pants and fished out his cock.  The huge black member down hung several inches.  It was already intimidating and it wasn’t even hard yet.  Jan pumped her hand up and down on Boomer’s cock.  “Watch this,” she said to the girls.  “It’s gonna get twice this size.  God damn, I’ll bet this hurts when it goes up your ass.”  She looked right at Charlotte as she said, “Especially a tiny little ass like yours.”  
Boomer hardened to a massive 13 inches and as big around as Jan’s wrist.  With the knob at the head of it, Jan thought it looked like she would be sucking her own forearm.  The young girl licked around the head the huge cock, making it slick and shiny.  Slowly she licked up and down the length of the shaft, lubricating every inch of it before she took it in her mouth.  With one hand she cupped his balls, using the other to keep him hard.  “That’s pretty big,” she said as she looked up at Boomer.  “I’ve never seen one this big.”  
“Do the best you can, little girl,” said Boomer.  “Suck me off.  If you can’t get it all in your hot little mouth, you can at least jack me off in your mouth.”
Jan opened her mouth as wide as she could and slid two inches of the big cock into her mouth.  When she pulled back, she said, “Wow, it feels really big, too.”  She was enjoying the suspense she was creating, teasing him with the thought that he would win the bet.  Again she spread her lips wide and sucked in the cock, four inches this time and it pressed against the back of her throat.  “Mmmm,” she purred.  She slid the cock back out and licked its length again.  “Tastes good, too.”  She swallowed the cock a third time, sinking it halfway into her mouth.  At that depth, she bobbed up and down on his cock several times.  
Jan could see his surprise at the thought that she’d gotten him halfway in.  “That’s pretty fucking good,” said Boomer.  “Oooo, you do have a talent, little girl.  But, you got a lot more to go.”  He let her suck for a few seconds.  “Keep this up and I’ll cum, little girl.  But, you’ll owe me one free girl.”
Jan released Boomer’s cock and balls, wrapping her arms around his hips and grabbing his ass.  Holding him firmly, she slid the cock deep in her throat, feeling it penetrate inch by inch.  Her throat bulged as she took 8 inches.  She sucked out and took a breath.  The next time, she took the cock all the way to the hilt, pushing her nose against his body.  The look on Boomer’s face was reward enough for Jan as she started stroking the entire length of his cock in and out of her mouth.  She pulled off.  “You like little white girls with a mouthful of black cock?”
“Uh huh,” nodded Boomer.  “Damn girl, that’s fucking amazing.”  
“Now, cum for me,” said Jan as she returned his cock to her mouth.  She fucked the entire length of his cock with her mouth, setting up a rhythm that drove him right to the edge.  Suddenly, she sped up, letting him pound in her face.  She felt his cock tense and then erupt deep in her throat.  She started to slide it out and again he shot a load in her throat.  The third load went in her mouth.  She continued to suck him, gradually decreasing the depth in reverse of how she’d started.  When she was done, she had a tummy full of cum and he had a clean, shiny cock.  
Standing, Jan shared the tang of Boomer’s cum with Mindy and Charlotte with deep kisses.  “He’s gonna want that from you now, Mindy,” she said to the older girl.  “You better learn fast.”  Then, to Charlotte she said, “God, I wish I could be there to watch him stick that cock up your ass.  You’re so small, I’ll bet it hurts a hell of a lot.”
Boomer counted out more cash until Bill held a total of $28,000.  Even as he parted with that much money, the black man was in high spirits.  He’d lost the bet fair and square to a little girl with an amazingly talented mouth.  It was worth it.  
With the sale finished, Bill put the two girls in separate wooden crates.  Just before the crates were closed, Boomer gave each girl a shot.  They both reacted the same; their eyes shot open and their bodies convulsed as the drug coursed through their veins.  “Oh, my God,” gasped Mindy.  Her head snapped back, banging against the wooden crate, but she appeared unfazed.  “That feels great!” she moaned.  
As they nailed the crates shut, Boomer said, “A little H to get ‘em started.  That’s how I control my girls.  Pretty soon they’ll be begging for it.  Then, they’ll do whatever I want just for their next fix.”
The crates were loaded into Boomer’s van and the two girls were off to an unknown life with the new owner.  Bill counted out $4000 and held it out to Jan.  “I’d let you have the whole 5 grand,” he said.  “But we cut a grand off the price of the girls.”  
Jan shook her head, “You’re the business man.  You keep it.  I’m doing this for fun.”
Bill cautiously withdrew the handful of cash.  “You’re sure?” he asked.  “You earned it.”  He was suspicious of her motives.  “And, I’m not letting you go early.”
“No,” said Jan.  “I don’t want out early.  I may ask a favor later, but…” she trailed off, leaving Bill wondering what kind of a favor would be worth $4000.  Jan was thinking about a particular girl at her school.  A girl that she’d like to see disappear forever.  As a favor, maybe Bill could make her disappear.  
The next morning, Jan said, “Six more girls to go.  Who’s next?”
“I was thinking about a slight change of plans,” said Bill.  “I have another girl that I already have a buyer for.  She’s a beautiful girl and I posted some pictures I took of her with a telephoto lens.  Nothing nude, but she can tell she’s got a slender body and pretty face.  Deal is though, that she wants her in about 10 days.”  
“The buyer is a woman?”
“Yes,” said Bill.  “Well, I haven’t met her, but she uses a feminine name.  Won’t be the first woman I sold to.  Anyway, I was planning on picking this girl, Katy, up in a week, but thought you might like to have her around for a few days to play with.”
“Sounds like fun,” said Jan.  “Who else is on the list?”
“One other I know of that we could pick up whenever.  Have to scout for the other four.  We can go to malls, parks, schools, places like that.”  
“I know one we could get,” said Jan thinking that she wouldn’t need to cash in a favor if Bill was willing to take any cute girl.  
“Hmmm,” said Bill.  “Friend of yours?”  
“That’s about the last thing I’d call her,” said Jan.  “A girl I know that would be better off sucking cock than anything else.”
“We can check her out.  I get the final say though,” said Bill.  
“Oh, she’ll pass the cute test.  Don’t worry.  How about a drive today?  Let’s check out, what did you say her name was, Katy?  Then, we can look at the other girl and my girl.  We’ll pick Katy up tomorrow.”
Jan was a little surprised when she saw Katy.  As Bill said, she was beautiful with blond hair, blue eyes, nice figure, and all, but she was older than the rest.  At 14, Katy was older than Bill liked, but he’d been watching her for several years.  As she’d gotten older, Bill came by less and less.  But, with a buyer already in place, he was willing to raise his age standards.  
An hour later, they were outside the house of another girl.  This one was nowhere in sight.  Jan went and knocked on the door.  When a woman answered the door, Jan explained she was raising money for Christmas toys for needy kids.  The woman politely refused and Jan mentioned that she had just moved in a couple of blocks away and wondered if there were any girls her age around.  
“I have a girl about your age,” she said.  “Autumn is at the pool this afternoon, but you could come by tomorrow.  I can’t drive her anywhere tomorrow, so she’ll be home then.”
“Thank you, I can’t tomorrow, but maybe in a few days,” said Jan.  She walked away and down to where Bill was parked, out of sight of the house.  As she climbed in, she said, “Do you know where the neighborhood pool is?”
“I think so.”  Bill drove a few blocks over and they stopped at a park.  The pool was crowded, but Bill picked out Autumn quickly.  Jan saw a skinny blond about 10 years old wearing a tight little bikini.  She was playing with several girls and boys her own age.  They watched for a few minutes and then left.  
The last stop for the day was back in Jan’s neighborhood.  Tracy was sunning herself in her backyard, which, fortunately, was surrounded by a chain link fence.  Bill got a good look at Jan’s choice.  Bill agreed that Tracy would be a good catch.  At 12 years old, Tracy was a flirt, casting her spells on men and boys alike.  She had the looks to attract them and the wiles to keep them guessing.  During the last school year, she’d thoroughly embarrassed Jan with a comment about Jan’s lack of success with dating.  Though Jan had no interest in boys – she had enough at home – it hurt when Tracy made fun of her and others had laughed about it.  Soon Tracy would pay dearly for that comment.  
On the way home, Jan asked Bill if he’d ever grabbed more than one girl.  He told her it was too risky to try to control more than one at a time.  “Just thought of that at the pool,” said Jan.  “So many cute ones all in one place.  But, you’re right.  It would be hard to do.”  
Eighteen hours later, they followed Katy, her mom, and her little brother to a mall.  Once there, Katy split from the other two and Jan met up with her almost immediately.  The older girl was a little annoyed at the way that Jan hung around her, but was too polite to chase her off.  They went into a store to look at CDs.  Katy picked out a couple and said, “I can only get one.  Which would you buy?”
“Get them both,” said Jan.  
“I can’t afford them both.”
Jan fished out a $20.  “Here,” she said.  “I got some extra.”
“No way,” said Katy excitedly.  Then, she said, “I’ll pay you back.”
“Uh uh,” said Jan.  “I got more where that came from.  My daddy’s a director and I’ve been in some of his movies.”
“Really, what’s your name?”
Jan thought quickly.  It couldn’t be a real person.  She had to make something up.  “Jan Spielberg,” she blurted.  
“You’re Steven Spielberg’s daughter?”
“Shhh,” said Jan.  “Don’t let everybody know.”  She looked around nervously.  Nobody had reacted to Katy’s outburst.  But, Jan was ready to kick herself.  Spielberg?  Why had she said that?  She should have used something a little less well known.  “Come on, let’s go,” she said, tugging at Katy’s shirt.  
Outside the store, Jan bought a couple of sodas.  By now Katy was acting like they were best friends.  The gift of $20 followed by the idea that Jan was Spielberg’s daughter made her more accepting of the younger girl.  Jan put some of the drug that Bill had given her into Katy’s cup and put a lid on it.  Handing it to Katy, she said, “Wanna meet my dad?”
“No way!  He’s here?” asked Katy, her eyes wide with excitement.  She took a drink of her soda.  Then she calmed down.  “At the mall?” she asked suspiciously.  She was thinking that Steven Spielberg probably didn’t shop at JC Penney.  
Again Jan was ready to kick herself.  But, she covered it quickly.  “He’s looking for a place to shoot a scene.  A mall.  He needs a mall scene or something.”  She looked at her watch.  She looked closely at Katy and saw the girl’s eyes wander and lose focus.  “Come on, I gotta go.  He’s probably waiting for me by now.”  Bill had warned her to make sure she timed it right.  
Katy followed her new friend out the door of the mall and toward a waiting car.  She almost stumbled as she suddenly felt odd.  She was having a hard time concentrating and felt a little sleepy.  The car didn’t look like a limo.  She was expecting a limo, but she kept putting one foot in front of the other, walking mechanically.  The man didn’t look like Steven Spielberg either, but she didn’t care anymore.  He helped her to sit down in the back seat and she slurred out, “Sank you.”  She really needed to sit down.  No, she needed to lie down.  She slumped over in the seat.  
Katy awoke on a hard cement floor in the darkness.  Her mouth was dry, but otherwise she felt fine.  Last thing she remembered was leaving the mall and now she had no idea where she was.  Confusion hit her as she tried to get her bearings.  Her arms wouldn’t respond and her legs were similarly non-responsive.  She lay still, trying to collect her thoughts.  As her head cleared, she abruptly realized that her hands and feet were tied.  Fear replaced her confusion.  A light clicked on and she blinked in the sudden brightness.  
In due time, Katy was persuaded to remove her clothes and tied to the mattress.  Bill enjoyed her mouth and pussy; Jan enjoyed her mouth.  Initially he was a little disappointed at Katy’s proportions.  He much preferred smaller tits, nearly flat chests, but when Jan showed him how to tie a rope around the base of Katy’s tits and turn them into purple globes, he enjoyed that.  Katy screamed in a warm alto that she repeated often over the next 24 hours.  Jan taunted the older girl with tales of sucking cocks, eating pussies, and being sold to the highest bidder.  
Left alone, hanging from the ceiling, Katy got a breather for a few hours and then was joined by Autumn.  In short order, Autumn was no longer a virgin and had learned new tricks with her mouth.  The older girl was glad to have a respite, but was insulted that Autumn got more attention that she did.  The slight little 9-year-old was much sexier in her innocent, little girl way than Katy was.  Jan was halfway to her freedom.  
When Bill was finished with Autumn, he found Jan still in the basement.  He watched her put her two slaves through their paces.  The 9-year-old was tied out spread eagle on her back.  Her small body was stretched, showing her ribs, her nipples were standing up hard, and her hairless pussy totally accessible.  Katy was tied on her hands and knees between Autumn’s legs, licking furiously.  Jan was on Katy’s back, riding the pony girl, and whipping her ass as she did.  It was all Katy could do to keep licking as the blows rained down on her tender, tormented ass.  Underneath her, her tits hung like swollen purple fruit ripe for the picking.  Autumn came while he watched and then he approached the trio.  
Kneeling over Autumn, he told her to lick his balls.  Then, he got Jan to bring Katy forward until the 14-year-old could suck his cock.  With two girls attending to him, Bill didn’t hold out for very long.  When he came, he made sure it went on Autumn’s face and chest.  “Now, lick it off her,” said Jan to Katy.  The pony girl licked at the tied girl’s small nipples, cleaning them off completely and then cleaned off her face as well.  
Finished, Bill said, “I wouldn’t want to be in her place.”  He indicated Autumn.  “Her auction is over.”  He wouldn’t normally make such an announcement to his merchandise, but he knew that Jan got turned on thinking about their predicament.  “The guy that bought her is said to be pretty rough with little girls.”  
“Well, at least she’s gonna get a cock once in a while,” said Jan.  She stroked Katy’s hair as she said, “This poor thing is gonna eat pussy forever and never get a cock again.  Isn’t that right, Katy?  Not good enough for a man.  A woman bought you.  You’re gonna be trained to be a lezzie slave bitch.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Katy.  
“You’re gonna enjoy it, too, aren’t you?”
“Yes, mistress,” lied Katy as she had been taught.  Bill could see the tears well up in the girl’s eyes as she agreed.  
With two girls sold and waiting for pickup, Bill went with Jan for their third score in three days.   Tracy looked up only when Jan’s shadow fell across her.  She was lying on her stomach in her backyard working on her tan.  “What are you doing here,” she said with disgust in her voice.  
“Well, I thought I might make up a story to tell you, but decided not to.”  With no pretense of being friendly, Jan leapt on Tracy, catching her by surprise.  The bathing beauty felt a prick in her ass as Jan sank a hypodermic needle through the thin fabric of her suit and pressed the plunger.  
“What the fuck?” snarled Tracy.  She rolled quickly, but Jan managed to stay on top of her.  The two struggled for a few seconds before Jan let herself be thrown off.  Tracy got to her feet.  She looked dully at Jan.  “What did you do?  What was that?”  She wavered as the world spun around her.  “What’s going…”
Jan helped Tracy back to the ground.  Though it was tempting to just let her fall flat, Bill wanted Tracy unbruised.  Glancing around, Jan confirmed none of the neighbors were out where they could see what was going on.  She rolled Tracy in the blanket that she’d been lying on and hoisted the unconscious form over her shoulder.  Looking around again, she carried Tracy to the back gate and out into the alley.  When Bill drove up, they hoisted the old blanket into his trunk and drove off.  
Bill gave Jan two hours alone with Tracy.  Her victim, still wearing her bikini, was tied standing up with her arms spread wide.  Her wrists were tied to hooks in the ceiling that were 6 feet apart.  A spreader bar between her ankles kept her feet spread 3 feet apart.  Her head hung down with her chin resting on her chest.  As she regained consciousness, Tracy’s head raised and she looked around.  She saw she was alone in someone’s basement with no one in sight.  Her arms were sore from hanging and she appraised her position.  The last thing she remembered was wrestling with Jan.  But, she knew that Jan couldn’t have done this by herself.  “Jan?” she tentatively called out.  
There was no sound in return and the 12-year-old was worried.  Her worry became fear as the pain in her arms and legs mounted with no relief in sight.  She wanted to be angry, but there was no one to be angry at.  Occasionally she called out, “Jan?  Come on, Jan.  This isn’t funny.  Jan?”  When she started to sob from the pain and fear, Jan came down to the basement, starting her two hours.  
As soon as she saw Jan, Tracy’s anger welled up.  “What the hell are you doing, Jan Brady?” she demanded.  “You’ll be in so much trouble for this.  I’ll get you, just you wait.  Let me down from here this instant.”
Jan just smiled at her victim as she railed at the one person who controlled her fate.  The mistress knew she didn’t need to remind Tracy about the reason for her intense dislike of her new slave.  She picked up a riding crop and smacked her own hand with it, letting Tracy see and hear the crop.  
“Jan,” Tracy’s voice changed to a whine.  “What are you doing?”  As Jan moved behind her, Tracy found more gumption.  “Get away from there.  Don’t you dare hit me with that thing.  Get away from me.  You are such a bitch.  Don’t you…aaaaaaa.  Jan, you’re gonna … eeeeeeeee … you’re gonna …aaaaaaaaa… get it…..owwwww, aaaaaaaa.  Stop!  Stop it!  Jeeeeeeeeeeeesus Christ, Jan, that… aaaaaaaaaaaaa…eeeeeeeee …OK, OK… I get …aaaaaaaaaa… the message…eeeeeeee, please?  STOP IT!  OWWWWW.”  At that point, Tracy was sobbing and screaming too much to make much sense.  That was the way Jan wanted her and would keep her at that level – a sobbing mass of incoherence.  
“How about this?” asked Jan of the frightened 12-year-old, displaying the wooden paddle.  
“Noooo,” she wailed.  “Aaaaaa, eeeeeee, hunnh, hunnh, umphf, aaaaaaaaa.”  Jan brought the paddle down on Tracy’s helpless ass again and again, watching it turn redder and redder.  Her pussy tingled and started to ache for release as she listened to her victim’s scream.  She could appreciate the depth of the girl’s pain and understood the pleasure that came with it.  For Tracy, unfortunately, there was no pleasure.  
Tracy got a few seconds of respite as Jan stopped and came around to face her.  “We’re just getting started, bitch.  That was just the warm up.  Pretty soon you’ll hurt so bad that you won’t be able to scream anymore.  But, I want you embarrassed and screaming.”  Jan untied Tracy’s top and pulled it free.  “Oooo, nice little titties, Trace,” she said. “Let’s let them air out a while.”  She used Bill’s digital camera to snap a couple of photos.  “Topless Tracy,” she taunted.  “I can’t wait to show these pictures off.  Maybe I’ll post them on the Internet.”
“What do you want?  Why are you… please, Jan, don’t anymore.”  
Jan’s answer to that was to take off Tracy’s bottoms, leaving the helpless girl completely nude.  She took a few more pictures from the front and rear.  With that finished, Jan started to tickle Tracy, running her fingers lightly over her ribs until her victim was choking with spasms of laughter.  “Stop, please, stop,” she begged as she could do nothing in her own defense.  
Jan renewed her assault on Tracy with the riding crop, but this time from the front.  She whipped the poor girl’s thighs and worked up to her flat tummy.  Tracy screamed constantly as Jan worked her way up and then started slapping the girl’s bare tits.  Squirm though she did, there was no escape from the relentless riding crop.  Through her pain, Tracy learned to regret the day she’d teased Jan.  She couldn’t even get the words out to say she was sorry.  The thought just hung in her head, adding to her suffering.  If only she hadn’t said those words.  If only she hadn’t gone for Jan’s throat like that.  
Tracy had no idea how much time had passed when Jan finally stopped whipping her.  She was panting from pain and exertion, every inch of her body in agony.  She had no recourse but to suffer through until Jan was done.  Now she warily watched Jan as her classmate picked up a ring gag.  She had no idea what it was until Jan said, “Open up, princess.”  With her mouth open, Tracy felt the gag settle in place and realized then what had happened to her.  Every part of her was helpless and now even her mouth was wide open to assault.  Jan took advantage of her victim’s position by stripping herself and holding up her panties.  “Hold these for me, princess,” she said as she stuffed them in Tracy’s mouth.  With her mistress’ panties in her mouth, Tracy fought to spit them out, but couldn’t.  The odor and taste of the other girl’s pussy permeated her senses.  
To her further disgust, Tracy felt Jan rub her body against hers.  Tit against tit, belly against belly, and pussy against pussy.  “I like girls,” said Jan.  “I like to touch girls and kiss girls and fuck girls.  Now, you’re my little slave girl.  And you’re gonna learn to lick my pussy whenever I ask you to.”  Tracy tried to pull away as Jan goaded her.  Tracy didn’t like girls the way Jan liked girls.  She wanted nothing to do with the young lesbian/bi-girl that was caressing her body.  But, like every other thing that Jan was doing, Tracy was completely unable to resist.  She whimpered as Jan ran her tongue over her nipples, making them stand up hard.  Jan cupped the girl’s breasts, nice little handfuls for her – about the same size as her own.  “Mmmm, so warm and soft,” she cooed.  “You have cute little titties, princess.  You shouldn’t ever hide them away.  I think I’ll make sure that you never do.”  
Jan looked Tracy right in the eyes.  “You like making out with me, Trace?  You looking forward to eating my cunt?”  She pulled her panties free and ran her tongue inside the ring gag, toying with Tracy’s tongue.  Pressing her lips hard against her victim’s, Jan enjoyed a deep, nonconsensual kiss as Tracy struggled for some dignity.  
“Let’s play a little game,” said Jan.  She picked up the riding crop and waved it menacingly.  “I want you to grunt for me, come on, let’s hear an uuggghh.”
“Unnhg,” said Tracy.  
“Good girl,” said Jan, petting Tracy’s head like a dog.  
“You know the old, dump-ditty-dump-dump… dump-dump,” said Jan chanting the shave and a haircut, six bits rhythm.  
Tracy nodded.  
“Do it.”
“Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”
“Let’s do it different this time.  You know, that last uh-uh, when you do it, swing your chest so your titties bounce.”
“Unnnhh?” whined Tracy.  She stood still for a moment.  “Aaaa-aaaa, aaaa-aaaa,” she shook her head as Jan waved the crop at her.  Before she could comply, Jan smacked her hard on the ass.  “Aaaaaaa, haaah, haaaah,” wailed the helpless girl.  She gathered her breath and said, “Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”  Her tits bounced in time to the last two beats.  
“One more time,” said Jan and she watched her slave perform it correctly again.  “OK, the reason you learned that is because that’s how you say, yes, mistress.  So, whenever I ask you a question and you want to say yes, well, you can’t say yes, can you?”  She tugged on Tracy’s gag.  “So, you’ll have to do your little routine as your way of saying yes.  Understand?”  She let the silence build until Tracy realized she’d been asked a question.  
“Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”  Her small tits bounced.  
“Good girl.  Are you going to keep being a good girl?”
“Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”  Bounce-bounce.  
“Want to see something special?”
Silence.  
“I don’t blame you,” said Jan.  “There is nothing I’m going to do that you will like.  Something special is probably something that I think is fun, but you don’t.  But, I can’t just have you saying nothing.  Here’s what you can do as a way of saying no.  Hop up and down three times and say, hooo, hooo, hooo, as you hop.”
“Hooo, hooo, hooo,” said Tracy through her gag, her little tits bouncing as she hopped.  
“Love that,” said Jan.  “Now, want to see something special?”
“Hooo, hooo, hooo.”  Bounce, bounce, bounce.  It hurt her arms to hop like that, but not as much as the whip hurt.  
“That’s right, you don’t.  But, I do, and you’re tied up so… well, you can watch.  Feel free to scream along if you want.”  Jan clipped alligator clips onto Tracy’s nipples.  The wires ran down and out of her sight.  The helpless 12-year-old recognized electrical wire and recognized the switch that Jan held in her hand.  
“Want some?”
“Hooo, hooo, hooo.”  Bounce, bounce, bounce.  
“Think it will hurt?”
“Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”  Bounce-bounce.  
“You betcha.”  Jan closed the switch.  
“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa,” screamed Tracy.  
“New meaning to pain, huh?”
“Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”  
“What?  No bounce?  Bad girl,” said Jan.  
“Aaaaaaaaaaa, eeeeeeeeee, aaaaaaaaa,” said Tracy.  
“Never thought your titties would come in useful for something like this, I’ll bet,” said Jan.  
Jan walked around behind Tracy and put her arms around her, squeezing the girl’s sore tits.  “Want to eat my pussy?” she whispered in Tracy’s ear.  
“Hooo, hooo, hooo.”  Bounce, bounce, bounce.  
“Think I can change your mind?”  
“Hooo, hooo, hooo.”  Bounce, bounce, bounce.  
“Guess again.”
“Eeeeeeeee, aaaaaaaa, eeeeeeeeeee,” Tracy screamed again.  
“I can do this until you say yes.  I can do this until you beg to eat my pussy.  When we get that far along, I’ll have to teach you how to beg with a gag in your mouth, princess.  Now, do you want to scream for me again?”
“Hoooeeeeeeeee, aaaaaaaa, eeeeeeeeeeee,” said Tracy with half a bounce.  
Jan was impressed with Tracy’s ability to take pain.  She had thought by now the other girl would have given in.  Clearly Tracy was more defiant than she had anticipated.  It turned the sadistic 12-year-old on to know that Tracy wasn’t giving in easy and she could, therefore, raise her captive’s pain level.  Jan undid the clips from Tracy’s nipples and attached them to her pussy lips.  
Tracy’s eyes followed Jan’s hands down to her most tender parts.  In horror she realized what Jan was about to do and the pain she would experience.  “Unh uh, unh uh,” she grunted, shaking her head.  It was like an out of body experience as she looked down across her own nude body in disbelief.  Her chest heaved as she panted and she was coated with a sheen of sweat and drool.  Completely exposed and completely helpless, she felt pity well up in her – pity for the poor girl that hung at Jan’s mercy.  The out of body perspective ended abruptly as pain coursed through the girl’s – her own – pussy.  “Aaaaaaaaaaaaa,” she screamed.
“Like that?” 
“Hooo, hooo, hooo.”  Bounce, bounce, bounce.  
“Didn’t really expect you to,” said Jan.  “You ready to eat pussy?”
Silence.  That was a step in the right direction.  She hadn’t said no.  Jan figured Tracy was nearly broken and would soon be ready.  She left her captive hanging and went out of sight into another part of the basement.  When she returned, she was leading Katy on a leash.  The 14-year-old had her hands cuffed behind her and her ankles cuffed together.  She shuffled along behind her mistress.  To further Tracy’s humiliation, Katy was clothed.  She petted Katy’s hair and said, “I’m going to let you watch me train our newest bitch.”  She looked at Tracy with a wicked smile and went to get Autumn.  Returning with the younger girl, Jan positioned her right beside Katy.  The two were about five feet in front of Tracy.  
To Tracy she said, “Do you want these two girls to suck your titties?”
“Hooo, hooo, hooo.”  Bounce, bounce, bounce.  
“What do you say girls?” said Jan, grinning at Tracy.  “That sounded and looked like she’s pretty hot for a tittie sucking.”  
“Hooo, hooo, hooo.”  Bounce, bounce, bounce.  As she said no a second time, Tracy realized just what she looked like as she hooted and bounced.  She blushed as the each girl took a nipple in her mouth and sucked on it.  They thought she’d asked for it!  Her nipples hardened under their efforts.  Cheek to cheek, the 9 and 14-year-old licked and sucked.  
Satisfied that Tracy was sufficiently embarrassed, she pulled the two girls back about 10 feet where they could watch without being in the way.  With her voice low enough that only Tracy could hear, Jan said, “Pretty aren’t they?  You think they like sucking titties or eating pussy?  Nope, just like you, I had to train them.  You’re gonna be just like them soon.  Whatever I say you’ll do.”  She raised her voice and said, “You two sluts kiss each other.”  The two girls pressed their lips together, their tongues clearly entwining as they kissed.  “Mmm, you wanna join in with that?” she taunted Tracy.  
Louder, Jan said, “Do you want them to come over and kiss you like that?”
Silence.  
“Answer me!”
“Hooo, hooo, hooo.”  Bounce, bounce, bounce.  She tried to make it sounded half-hearted, less the provocative display that it was.  
“You heard her, sluts,” said Jan.  As before, Katy and Autumn took Tracy’s hooting as encouragement.  The two hopped and shuffled back over to Tracy.  Katy made it there first and plunged her tongue into Tracy’s helpless mouth.  Autumn satisfied herself with a nipple when she arrived and worked her way up to push Katy out of the way.  Soon the two trained girls had worked it out so that all three tongues could share the kiss.  
Jan glanced at her watch and decided it was time to get her pussy licked.  She’d been working on Tracy for nearly two hours.  Again she pulled Katy and Autumn clear.  “Time’s up, princess,” Jan said to Tracy.  “Say yes right now and it’ll save you some pain.  Or, I can turn the juice on for your pussy and make you scream until you say yes.”  She put her face inches from Tracy’s and said in a low, menacing voice.  “Or, I can hook the wires to your ears and shock the brains right out of you.  I’ll turn you into a fucking vegetable and all you’ll be able to do is lick pussy.  What’s it going to be?”  Jan really had no idea what would happen if she put the wires on Tracy’s ears, and she wasn’t sure she would really do that.  But, as she said it, she saw it had the desired affect on her captive.  
Fear, black panicky fear, filled Tracy’s mind and reflected in her eyes.  The pain was wearing her down, but now the thought of Jan frying her brain filled her with more fear than the pain could.  She shook as she considered her limited options.  When Jan repeated the question, Tracy said, “Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”  Bounce-bounce.  
“Good girl,” Jan petted her slave.  “You’re sure you want to eat me now?”
“Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”  Bounce-bounce.  
“Good, then, you’ll have to learn how to beg for it,” said Jan.  “You don’t get to eat until you beg for it.”  She loved the idea of making the girl beg, mostly because she knew just how it felt when she was forced to beg.  It was a deliciously demeaning feeling to beg for something that you really didn’t want.  “Waggle your tongue for me,” said Jan.  Tracy’s tongue moved in her mouth, waving in the O formed by the ring.  
“Stick it out farther and move it faster.”  Tracy did as she was told.  Satisfied, Jan said, “That’s how you beg to lick pussy.  So, you start begging and I’ll let you know when you’ve begged good enough.”
Tracy made no move.  She made the mistake of assuming that begging was the same as asking.  She had no intention of asking to do something so disgusting.  She was about to learn that she wasn’t begging so much for a chance to lick Jan’s cunt as she was begging for a respite from pain.  Jan picked up the electric switch and made sure that Tracy saw it.  “Unnnhhh,” grunted Tracy as she remembered her priorities.  “Eeeeeeeeeeee, aaaaaaaaa.”  Her tongue waggled in the ring.  “Eeeeeeee, aaaaaaaaaa, aaaaaaaaaaaaa.”  Her tongue waggled frantically in her mouth.  Her whole face tensed as she strained to put her tongue as far out as she could.  “Aaaaaaaa,” she screamed as she begged.  
“Ooo, princess, you could have made that so much easier just by begging sooner.  You’ve got to let me know what you want, don’t you?  Since you didn’t beg, I assumed you wanted more pain.  Next time, you should beg better and sooner.  Now tell me again what you want?”  Jan smiled as Tracy frantically waggled her tongue.  “OK, if you insist,” said Jan.  
The preteen mistress lowered her victim to her knees and removed the gag.  Tracy worked her mouth for a few seconds and in a strained voice said, “Please, Jan.”
“Please, what?” said Jan.  After all that, her slave dared to beg for mercy?
Tracy heard the sharp tone in Jan’s voice.  Her whole body ached and the pain was still a fresh memory.  She had been asking for release.  Even now she could hardly believe what Jan was forcing her to do, so it was a natural reaction once she got her voice back.  She wanted to reason with her classmate.  But, she had second thoughts as she stared at her mistress.  “Please, let me eat your pussy,” she said finally.  
Jan pulled Tracy’s face into her crotch and felt the other girl’s tongue dance across her hairless pussy slips.  She guided the novice cunt licker through gradual improvement until finally she came as Tracy nibbled on her clit.  It was a most satisfying experience as she watched the former flirt kneel and eat pussy.  
Shortly after that, Bill came down to teach Tracy some new tricks.  As he slid his cock into the first time, he said, “She’s a virgin, Jan.  Thought you said she was good with the boys.”
“A virgin, princess?” said Jan.  “You made fun of me with the boys.  I’ve been getting it from boys for over a year now and you’re still a fucking virgin?  You saving it for someone special?”  She paused and Tracy made no response to the rhetorical question.  “Well, you’re giving it to someone special right now.  Bill is special ‘cause he’s the first man to rape your tight cunt.  But, I know he won’t be the last.”  
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Done with Tracy for the day, Bill and Jan secured the three girls for the night and left them.  Once upstairs, Bill said, “We’re gonna have to cool it for a while.  The cops just put the sudden rash of disappearances together and decided there’s a serial kidnapper in the area.  That’s too much heat to keep working this area.  Every girl in the area is gonna be under lock and key until this cools off.”
“Well, we have our hands full with these three for a week or so,” said Jan.  
“I’m talking months of cool down,” said Bill.  “Maybe even have to leave the area and set up somewhere else.”  He looked at Jan.  “Can’t take you with me.”
“But we’re not finished.  I haven’t earned my freedom.”
“I’ll let you go early.”
Jan was disappointed.  She understood his dilemma and hers as well.  She didn’t want to go with him and risk losing contact with her family.  She felt safe with Bill as long as he stayed here.  But, she was enjoying the rape and torture of other girls and didn’t want to leave right now.  “Yeah, I guess so,” she said sadly.  
Bill was more disappointed than Jan.  She had breathed life into his assembly line of 1-2 girls a month and made his life exciting for the past couple of weeks.  He looked on her as a special girl that he could make a permanent part of his life except for one shortcoming – she would grow up.  He realized that in a couple of years her appeal would fade for him.  But, he had no room for his disappointment as he focused on the very real danger to his business.  Moving would shut him down for a while, but staying could mean being caught and arrested.  
Late that evening, Jan said, “You know, the boys around here won’t be under lock and key.”
“Huh?”
“I mean we could kidnap some boys pretty easy.”
“I don’t do boys.  I told you that.”
“You said there’s a market for them.  I can get you 3 boys in an afternoon.  You make money, I’m outta here, and you can lay low for a while with all the money you made.”
“I wouldn’t know what to do with a boy,” said Bill.
“Hey, they have mouths.  They can suck a cock.  They have an ass and you can fuck that.”
“But, a boy…” said Bill.  He was solidly in the heterosexual camp and had never considered any other sexual preference.  
“Or, you don’t have to touch them at all,” said Jan.  “Just snatch ‘em and sell ‘em.”
“Boys…” mused Bill, tossing the foreign idea around in his head.  “Let me sleep on it,” he said.  But, rather than sleep, he disappeared into his computer room and started researching the possibility.  
After some research, a good night’s sleep, and a few hours of thought the next morning, Bill asked Jan, “So how would you get three boys all at once?”
“Offer to fuck them,” she said.  
Bill chuckled at her straightforward approach.  “Guess that would work,” he agreed.  “So you just walk up to three boys and say, let’s fuck?”
“Sure,” said Jan.  “Think they’ll say no?  I don’t think so.  But, I really had three specific boys in mind.”
“More revenge?  I’m glad we get along.  Hate to be on your bad side,” said Bill.  
“Three boys that raped me,” she said, thinking about the three boys she’d brought home to rape Cindy who had then turned on her.  
“Maybe I am on your bad side, then,” said Bill knowing that he had raped her also.
“No, no, I’m not mad at you.  Being raped was my idea this time.  They did it before I learned to enjoy it.  They were the first.”  
“These boys good looking?”
“Yeah, they’ll sell good.”
“And I’m not touching them,” said Bill.  
“That’s OK,” said Jan.  “I’ll train them to please a woman.”
“They’ll most likely be bought by men,” said Bill.  
“To bad for them,” said Jan looking rather pleased with the idea.  
For the next week, Bill was particularly manly as he repeatedly raped the girls in the basement and Jan.  The idea of kidnapping boys challenged his manhood and he expressed it in his sexual appetite.  
Two men came for Autumn the next night.  She was nude as she had been for most of the past few days.  The arrival of two men was less humiliation than it was horror.  For she knew that these two men were here to take her away.  The smaller of the two men said, “You’re gonna really like your trip, bitch.”  Autumn just stood looking at the two men not fully understanding the statement, but realizing the sarcasm in his voice, she felt fear settle deep into her stomach.  
“You gonna watch, Bill?” asked the man, but his eyes were on Jan.  The other man upended a duffle bag onto the floor, creating a pile of unrecognizable gear.  
Bill had sold to this buyer before and watched the two men do their job of packaging the merchandise for him.  They never did it the same twice, so he never tired to watching them.  “If you don’t mind,” he said as he always said each time he was asked.  He nodded at Jan and said, “She’s my partner.  I know she wants to watch this.”
“Suit yourself,” said the man.  “Let’s get her up,” he said to his mute partner.  Before Autumn could even move, the large man moved in on her, wrapped his arms around her, and lifted her off the ground.  
Told to say nothing, Autumn released a squeak of surprise and then bit her lip.  She didn’t know what was about to happen, but she didn’t want to add a spanking to it.  While the big man held her, the smaller man tied her wrists over her head and then she was lifted off the ground.  Hanging from the ceiling was a position she had become familiar with over the past few days, and all it meant to her was she was helpless to protect herself.  
As the first man grabbed an item from the pile of packing material, Autumn wanted to beg for her release, but knew it was futile.  Instead, her eyes were the only thing that expressed her fright as the man held up what looked like a gag.  It was black latex with two large holes in it.  She couldn’t quite make out how the gag would fit, but it sported a six inch dildo.  The man pressed it to her lips and she sucked it in as Bill had taught her.  
“Nice,” said the man.  “Eager little cock sucker, isn’t she?”  He pulled the now shiny black cock from her mouth. “All I wanted was for you to lick it, bitch,” he said.  “But if you enjoy sucking it…”  He fed it to her again, toying with her mouth.  After playing his game with her mouth for about 20 seconds, he pulled the cock away and shifted the gag so that Autumn could see a second dildo.  Her mind wondered briefly where the second dildo would go as he shoved that into her mouth.  It was shorter and fatter than the first, but easily manageable for the little girl.  She deep throated it until her tormentor tired of his game.  
But what she’d been sucking on was not a gag and the man bent down and inserted her right foot in one of the holes in the black latex.  As her other foot was shoved into the other hole, she realized they were black latex panties and suddenly she knew where the two dildos were going.  The panties slid up her legs and the man unceremoniously pulled her cunt lips apart and pushed in the six inch dildo.  Slick with her spit, the fake cock slid in to the hilt.  Behind her, the other man spread her ass cheeks and she felt his finger probe her asshole.  There was a brief pause as he aligned the butt plug with her ass and then, “Ummph,” she grunted as that too slid home.  
Jan smiled at the sight of the 9-year-old’s white body accented by the black panties.  It looked so erotic to her and the thought that the little girl was plugged front and back was thrilling, too.  It was even better when the big man grabbed the waistband of the panties and yanked them upwards.  The effect was to jerk Autumn up and seat the dildos even deeper.  With no concern for the little slave, he jerked her up and down several times and then just let her fall back down.  Jan heard the girl’s shoulders pop and saw the look of pain and shock that shot across Autumn’s face.  But, not a sound escaped the girl’s lips. 
The first man found the remote control among all the other gear on the floor and pushed a button to turn on the vibrator in Autumn’s tight cunt.  “Uunnhh,” moaned Autumn in surprise.  The vibrator was well seated and well placed.  She immediately felt a surge of pleasure as her clit was stimulated.  “Huuuh,” she gasped as the vibrator stopped.  The man pushed a second button and Autumn grunted again as the butt plug vibrated deep in her ass.  The man just smiled.  With both vibrators tested, he set the remote control aside.  
The pile of packing materials shrank considerably as the small man picked up his next item.  Jumbled with everything else on the floor it had seemed like there were several disjointed pieces but, in reality, now Bill, Jan, and Autumn saw it was just one piece – a large piece of latex rubber, shiny and forbidding.  Autumn could make out a single shiny silver zipper on the latex, but she couldn’t make sense of the folds and corners of the garment.  
For a moment, it appeared that the man couldn’t figure out how to work it himself.  He turned it around in his hands a few times until he was satisfied he held it correctly.  Then, to the big man he said, “Right leg.”  From behind the slight girl, the big man grabbed her right leg and bent it at the knee, forcing her heel up to her ass.  The man in front slipped a piece of the latex over her knee and up her thigh, finally pulling it tight up to her little hip and crotch.  Autumn’s leg was trapped, bent double inside the latex.  
“Left leg,” he said.  Helpless to resist, Autumn felt her left foot being pulled up to her ass.  The big man used his body to keep her from swaying as he manhandled her.  She watched in disbelief as her left leg was slowly encased in shiny black latex.  The stretchy material clung to her skin and squeezed her calves tightly to her thighs.  Even if left just like this she couldn’t have escaped from the binding of her legs.  But, there was more to come.  
The two men untied Autumn’s arms and set her on the floor.  She looked and felt like a double amputee.  With her hands free, she wanted to reach for the rubber on her legs and pull it off, but knew without being told that would be a bad idea.  Her legs started to cramp.  There was no escape.  
“God, Bill,” Jan whispered to her partner.  “Her legs are spread and she’s got those cocks up her cunt and ass.”
“She looks so hot,” agreed Bill.
“Yeah,” said Jan.  “But, I’ll bet it hurts like hell.”
Bill smiled down at Jan.  She didn’t take her eyes off Autumn and couldn’t see the lust in Bill’s eyes.  He knew he was going to get a hot fuck out of Jan when this was all over.  When he looked back at Autumn, the latex suit had been pulled up around her waist and he could start to see the sense behind the garment.  There were two more short “sleeves” for her arms and then it would zip up the back, leaving her encased entirely in rubber and totally helpless.  
“Arm,” said the smaller man.  By virtue of his position, it was obvious he meant Autumn’s right arm.  The big man doubled her arm over, placing the 9-year-old’s right hand firmly on her right shoulder.  
“Please,” said Autumn, in a very small voice.  “My legs hurt.”  
“Excuse me,” said the smaller man tonelessly.  “Do I look like I give a fuck?”  He pulled the right “sleeve” up over her right arm.  Like the legs to the suit, the sleeve had no opening at the far end.  As he pulled it tight to her armpit and shoulder, the sleeve trapped her right arm completely.  “One more,” he said and Autumn’s left hand was forcibly placed on her left shoulder.  The routine was repeated until the girl’s left arm was encased in rubber and she looked like a deformed lump with four stumps instead of full limbs.  
Jan could hardly stand it.  She put her arms around Bill, pressing her pussy against his thigh in an attempt to be subtle.  Neither of the two men would have cared if she’d stripped down and fingered herself on the spot and to Bill her slow humping was not subtle at all.  All she was doing was teasing herself and Bill knew he’d reap the benefits of her tease.  
“So do you like your new outfit?” asked the man.
Autumn shook her head.  “It hurts everywhere,” she said.  
“Well, too bad, you belong to my boss, you’re his “Pain Toy” Autumn.  Your future contains many days of pain so you might as well get use to it.”
“Yes, Master,” said Autumn with a sob.  She looked plaintively at Jan, but Jan had no sympathy for the little girl.  Instead Jan had an urge to finger herself as she thought of the girl’s future.  She could barely restrain herself, but didn’t want to put on a show for the two men.  
The job of dressing Autumn was nearly finished.  Though it was nearly in place, the suit was so tight, it took both men to pull the back of it closed.  Then, while the big man held it shut, the other man zipped up the shiny zipper.  The latex folded over the zipper so that all that could be seen was shiny black from Autumn’s neck down.  
Jan thought how wonderfully helpless the 9-year-old was.  It was a predicament she had never imagined before, but it looked deliciously painful.  Like that, the girl would have to suck a cock or eat a pussy if told to.  She could not protect her mouth or any part of her body.  Jan pressed her body harder against Bill as she thought about spanking the girl through the rubber.  
“Okay, bitch, we’re almost done.”  The man took the next item from the floor and showed it to her, it appeared to be a latex hood. Again the fit was tight enough that it took two men to get the hood on Autumn.  While one held her head firmly, the other rolled the hood down over her head all the way to her neck.  The hood met the latex suit and formed a seal around her neck.  When it was firmly in place, all that showed was Autumn’s mouth.  There were two openings for her nostrils, so she could breathe.  
Autumn was enclosed in blackness.  Her only senses active were her hearing and the pain that already shot through her tiny body.  The 9-year-old could not see the final implement that would complete her prison.  As with the rest of the girl’s outfit, Jan could not make out what it was until the man began to put it in place.  
“Open wide.”  Autumn did as she was told and the man pushed the small end of the object into her mouth.  She had to open as wide as she could so the man could seat the ball inside her teeth.  When she was allowed to relax, her mouth was still stretched open slightly, her white teeth were spread about half an inch, and a strip of black rubber was visible between her teeth.  With no hands to use, the poor girl could not have removed the ball gag if she wanted to.  But, it was about to get worse.  There was a small nipple in the center of the black ball.  Aside from the zipper, this was the only piece of metal on Autumn’s outfit.  The smaller man screwed a pump into the hole and then with a couple quick squeezes on the hand pump, the ball expanded inside Autumn’s mouth so that she was stretched wider and she couldn’t have removed it even with her hands.  Her breath whistled through the nose holes in the hood – her mouth was completely blocked.  
When the man unscrewed the pump, he picked up a large rubber D-ring and screwed it into the same place between Autumn’s pearly white teeth.  The small man stepped back to admire his work.  As he did, the big man grabbed the D-ring and picked Autumn up off the floor.  She was neatly packaged and had a handle for easy carrying.  The little girl was suspended by her teeth.  There was a low moan from deep inside the black thing, but it was barely audible as the 9-year-old screamed as loud as she could.  
 “Can you hear me, bitch?” asked the man.
The low moan paused and the thing nodded her head.
“Can you breathe?”
Autumn tried to make a sound other than a moan of pain and nodded.
The man stood and looked at what they had done to the new pain toy.  The tiny 9-year-old body was wrapped in a layer of latex from head to elbows and knees. Legs and arms were doubled over and forced to stay that way inside the black latex.  All three orifices were filled with vibrators or gag.  And finally she was suspended from a gag in her mouth.  The man at the receiving end of the shipment loved to unwrap a painfully bound little pain bitch. 
Though they had Autumn dressed and bound the way they wanted, they weren’t done yet.  The man picked up the remote control and threw the switch to full. The man smiled when she saw the black form shiver from inside.  The big man carried Autumn up the stairs, surprisingly careful with her, because it would not be acceptable for her to arrive bruised.  Once inside the van, Autumn’s D-ring was affixed to a hook in the ceiling of the van, so the little girl would bounce suspended by her teeth for the next four hours until she was presented to her new master.   
Jan made Bill tied her up roughly, spank her, and fuck her until she came over and over again.  The image of Autumn tightly bound for shipment ran through her head as Bill abused her.  
The next day Bill helped Jan tie Tracy to the ceiling by her ankles.  The helpless 12-year-old flirt was pulled into the air upside down.  Naked with her hands tied behind her, Tracy pleaded, “Jan, please, I want to go home now.”  
“You’re a stupid slut slave, aren’t you, Tracy bitch?” said Jan.  
“N-no.”
“Yes, you are Tracy bitch,” said Jan.  “I taught you to call me Jan mistress and you forgot that already.  I taught you how I want you to say yes and no and you forgot that, too.  So, tell me, are you a stupid slut bitch?”
Tracy hung silently for a few seconds.  She flexed her legs to test her awkward position and then said, “Hooo, hooo, hooo.”  As she did, she flexed her legs to make her tits bounce, bounce, bounce.  
“Well, that shows some brains,” said Jan.  “Guess you’ll just have to be my slut bitch slave.  Too bad, being smart just is going to make it so much worse when you realize you’re fucked for life.”  Jan bent down and took Tracy’s ears in her hands.  Using them as handles, she pulled Tracy forward so their faces were inches apart.  “What did you want out of life, bitch?  A boyfriend, a high school diploma, a happy life?  Or, did you want what you’re really going to get?  A master, a cock in your mouth, and a life of pain?”  
A tear ran down Tracy’s forehead as she looked into Jan’s cold hard eyes.  Jan let go of her toy and Tracy swung back and forth.  Jan found the nipple clips for Tracy and hooked the electrical wires to her slave’s nipples.  “You know what’s gonna happen next, don’t you, Tracy bitch?”
“Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”  Bounce-bounce.  
“Wanna know what you could do to keep me from shocking your precious little titties?”
“Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”  Bounce-bounce.  
Jan leaned forward, her voice was soft, but menacing as she said, “Not a damn thing.  I just want to hear you scream for me.  That’s going to be my morning fun.”
“You fucking bitch,” said Tracy, defiantly.  Her fate was already sealed, so she reasoned her words could do her no more harm.  
“Say that again, Tracy, please,” said Jan.  
“You fu-aaaaaaaeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhh,” said Tracy.  
“Then again, Tracy bitch, you better never say things like that again, because there are worse things I can do than this.  Understand?”
“Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”  Bounce-bounce.  
“So, this time, I’ll just make you scream a little bit.  And for that, I want you to thank me.”
“Eeeeee.”  Tracy hung in silence for a few seconds.  Very quietly she said, “Thank you, mistress Jan.   Eeeeee, thank you, mistress Jan.  Aaaaa, thank you, mistress Jan.  Aaahh, oh God, thank you, mistress Jan.”
“Now Tracy bitch, even if I do it longer, you’re gonna thank me, aren’t you?”
“Uhh-uunnh-uh-unng-unnh… uh-uh.”  Bounce-bounce.  “Eeeeeeeeeeeeee, oh, oh, fuck, thank you, mistress Jan.  Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaeeee, hunh, hunh, oh, God, thank you, mistress Jan.”
“Much better, Tracy bitch,” said Jan.  “Now, don’t go anywhere,” she chuckled as she walked behind Tracy and out of sight.  Tracy didn’t have any choice but to hang there staring at the far wall.  
Bill and Jan hung Katy in a similar fashion and Jan took in the curves of the older girl.  Meanwhile, Tracy felt Bill’s hands on her body and shuddered.  She knew he had plans for her as well, but at least Bill hadn’t tortured her just for fun.  Bill unclipped the wires from Tracy’s nipples and Jan took them, hooking them to Katy’s vulnerable tits.  Bill and Jan had a plan for the morning that let Bill be the good master while Jan was the bad mistress.  He knelt in front of his 12-year-old captive and kissed her deeply.  “Oh, my poor, poor slave,” he said softly.  “I know Jan can be so mean.  Your poor little titties must hurt terribly.”  He ran his hands over the young girl’s budding tits.  
Despite his unwanted touching, Tracy was grateful for his soft touch and soothing words.  “Mmmmm,” she moaned softly, involuntarily encouraging his gentleness.  
“Watch what Katy does,” said Bill.  “If she does it right, her tits won’t get shocked like yours did.”  He caressed Tracy’s cheek, feigning concern.  “If you don’t learn from Katy, I don’t know if I can protect you from Jan.”
Katy had 72 hours of experience as one of Jan’s slaves, 48 hours more than Tracy.  The older girl had a theory about her young mistress.  Jan would treat her bad no matter what because she enjoyed it.  Jan would treat her worse if she disobeyed, talked back, or even acted too slowly.  The theory went one step further.  Based on what she’d seen in Jan’s eyes, there was an even darker side to the 12-year-old that meant there were depths to which she might take her slaves if pushed.  In other words, things could go from bad to worse to worst.  Katy was determined to keep the level merely at bad.  She feared that Tracy might take Jan all the way.  She had to show Tracy how to behave for her own good.  
But, Katy also knew that begging when begging hadn’t been encouraged was the wrong approach.  She could only hang silently as she was wired and wait for her opportunity.  She recognized Bill’s comment to Tracy as just that opportunity.  “This bitch slave can smell your lovely cunt, mistress Jan,” said Katy.  “This worthless slave desires to please you with her tongue.  Please let me have your hot cunt on my lips and I’ll use my tongue to make you cum.  Thank you, mistress Jan for allowing me to serve you.  This worthless slut would like to taste the wonderful juices of your hot cunt.  Please, may I?” 
Jan caressed Katy’s face.  “You are learning well, bitch,” she said.  Too well, she thought.  She couldn’t cum unless Katy was screaming in pain.  And Bill didn’t want her punishing Katy after she had obeyed correctly, but she could still enjoy the feeling of dominating the older girl.  She pulled Katy forward and pressed her crotch to the girl’s face.  Katy’s tongue snaked out and spread Jan’s bald pussy lips, quickly finding her mistress’ pleasure point.  
Bill caressed Tracy’s face just as Jan had done Katy.  “Now, what do you think I want from you, my lovely bitch?”
It was plainly obvious to Tracy with Bill’s cock pointed at her mouth.  She looked across the 18-inches that separated her from Bill’s hard on.  “Oh, God,” she said and looked up at his face.  “You want me to suck on that, don’t you… master Bill.”
“Well, I suppose I could get Katy to do it,” said Bill. “She does seem pretty cooperative.  I guess you don’t want to, then?”
“Please, no,” said Tracy, mistaking his soft touch as kindness and protection.  “It’s too big and it tastes gross.”  
Bill stepped away from his slave and said, “OK, Jan, you were right, she’d rather eat pussy than suck a cock.”
“What?  No,” said Tracy.  “That’s not what I said.  That’s not what I meant.”  Upside down she could see the sinister smile on Jan’s face as she stepped away from Katy’s tongue and looked over at her.  
“Guess I’ll be needing these,” said Jan as she unclipped the wires from Katy’s nipples.  
Tracy glanced quickly at Bill’s cock and thought about her choices.  She wanted neither Bill’s cock down her throat nor Jan’s attentions and that made her hesitate.  She couldn’t choose and so Jan made the choice for her.  She knelt down in front of Tracy and suckled on one of Tracy’s nipples, making it hard before snapping the clip of the electric wire on the very tip of it.  “I understand, Tracy,” said Jan.  “You just like to scream.  I like to do that myself sometime.”  She sucked on the other nipple for a few seconds, with Tracy silent the whole time.  Tracy, of course, didn’t know that Jan meant it literally and truthfully that she liked to scream as she was about to make Tracy do.  Clipping Tracy’s other nipple, Jan said, “I’ll give you plenty of opportunity to do that.  Now, just tell me… would you like to scream long and loud or in a bunch of short little screams.  
“Oh, please,” whined Tracy.  “Don’t do it again, Jan… mistress Jan.  I won’t pick on you anymore at school.”
“God damn, look at that,” said Jan, momentarily distracted by the sound of Katy swallowing Bill’s cock.  Tracy turned her head to look and saw Bill’s balls hanging across Katy’s nose as his cock sank all the way in her throat.  Jan turned back to Tracy and said, “Oh, well, you chose me instead.  So, you stupid bitch, I can do both or you can make a choice – long and loud or short and crisp?”
“Sh-short ones, mistress Jan,” said Tracy.  
“One more question, Tracy bitch,” said Jan.  “Do you really think I give a fuck about what you want?”  She flipped the switch and set it on the floor in front of Tracy as the hanging girl let out a long, loud, and terrible scream.  Jan picked up a riding crop, giving Tracy’s ass five quick swats that punctuated the screams of her helpless victim.  Then she picked up the switch and fingered it for several seconds before flipping it off.  “God Almighty, Tracy, that was fun.  I want to do that again, how about you?”
Tracy simply sobbed.  
“You ready to eat my pussy now?”
“Please, mistress Jan, yes, anything but … but… the pain.”
“Good girl, Tracy,” said Jan.  “You eat me first.  Then, remember this.  I like Bill.  I don’t ever want to see you refuse a chance to suck his cock and swallow his cum again, you got that?”
“Y-yes, mistress Jan,” said Tracy.  
Jan’s pussy was dripping from the torture of Tracy and she felt ready to cum.  As an added incentive, she flipped the switch one more time and listened to Tracy’s scream for five seconds before turning it off.  Retrieving the riding crop again, she stepped forward and let Tracy’s tongue work on her clit.  Occasional slaps on her slave’s ass kept Jan going until she came on Tracy’s tongue.  
With both Jan and Bill satisfied, the two slaves were lowered.  Katy was hog-tied while Tracy was tied spread on the mattress.  Bill had done some shopping of his own and produced what looked to Jan like a double ended dildo.  One end was 3-inches long and the other was 9-inches long and shaped like a cock.  There was a rubber ring separating the two ends.  Straps attached to the center ring told Jan that is was a strap on, a double ended strap on.  But, Jan was surprised when Bill fed the short end of the device into Katy’s mouth and ran the straps behind her head, tying them off there.  “I saw this on the Internet,” said Bill.  “Wanted to give it a try.”
He positioned Katy between Tracy’s wide spread legs and said, “Fuck her with your face, bitch.”  Katy felt a wash of distaste run through her.  She saw what her task was, but could hardly believe what was expected of her.  Her own mouth was violated just to the point where it touched the back of her throat.  She wiggled herself forward as best she could and pushed the protruding cock between Tracy’s cunt lips.  With her eyes just inches from Tracy’s pussy, she could see the cock penetrating the other girl’s inner lips and sliding inside her.  
Without being told, Katy knew that a couple of inches of penetration was not what Bill wanted from her.  She looked up the length of Tracy’s body, past the small heaving breasts and into the frantic eyes of the preteen.  Katy took a breath through her nose, getting the full aroma of Tracy and humped her body forward, sinking the dildo another 4-inches into the helpless 12-year-old.  “Unnhg,” said Tracy.  She looked wildly at Jan who was watching with interest.  Katy lurched forward again and the entire cock disappeared inside Tracy.  Katy’s nose was buried in Tracy’s cunt and the 14-year-old pulled her head back and pushed it forward again, stroking the fake cock in and out of her fellow slave.  
Bill’s cock hardened quickly despite the recent load he’d shot in Katy’s mouth.  The sight of the hog-tied girl fucking the equally helpless preteen with her face was incredibly erotic.  Katy was straining and grunting as she worked toward the only thing that seemed logical to her.  She had to make Tracy cum.  She knew she’d be in that same position, humping with her face until the younger girl finally got off.  In that she was wrong.  Bill didn’t care about Tracy’s orgasm, he was consumed by the sight and sound of the act.  He knelt over Tracy and started sucking on the girl’s small tits.  Tracy squirmed first in humiliation and then in growing arousal as Bill attended to her sensitive nipples and her clit was being pounded by Katy.  He worked his way up to giving her deep kisses that were reluctantly returned at first.  
Jan, on the other hand, was most turned on by Katy’s uncomfortable position and action.  She put her face close to Katy’s face, “Fucking a little girl cunt with your face, slave bitch.  That looks so nasty.  Oh, yeah, shove your nose in there and take a deep breath.  Smells good, huh?  Fuck the hot bitch with your cock face.”  On her hands and knees, Jan reached back with one hand to diddle her own clit as she watched.  The pain and the strain on Katy’s face was thrilling to her and she imagined herself in that same position.  She fingered herself faster as she thought of doing the same thing to Cindy.  She knew she just had to do that when she got back home.  She had to get a dildo like this and face fuck her little sister.  Jan came hard as she fingered herself and teased Katy.  By the time Katy had been fucking Tracy for five minutes, Jan was satiated and simply watching.  She was surprised when Tracy started bucking in orgasm.  Relief filled Katy’s eyes as the other girl came.  Without being told to, Katy pulled out of Tracy and rolled to her side.  
Bill’s cock was pounding and ready.  He wanted nothing more than to slide his cock down Tracy’s throat.  Jan saw what Bill was about to do and said, “Let’s warm the cocksucker’s throat up a little first.”  Bill slid out of the way when he saw Jan grab Katy’s hair and dragged the teenager up across Tracy’s body.  When the two girls were face to face, Jan said, “Now put it in her mouth, fuck bitch.”
Tracy was still panting from the exertion of her orgasm, so when Katy pushed forward, she caught Tracy with her mouth open and slid the cock in several inches.  Tracy sputtered and gagged as the cock slid in, but could do nothing to stop its penetration.  Katy pressed forward, sending the cock six inches deep.  She could look right into the preteen’s wide eyes and see the horror.  She wanted to stop, but knew eventually she would be 9-inches deep.  Better to do it without the pain.  Gagged, she could only hope she expressed her pity in her eyes.  All Tracy saw was a look she interpreted as “better you than me, bitch.”
“Suck it on the way out,” said Jan.  Without really thinking, Tracy did as she was told, sucking all of her own juices off the cock and sending it back out clean.  The odd taste made her remember exactly where the cock had just been.  She tried to spit out the taste, but it clung inside her mouth for a long time.  
After all the other things she’d had to put up with that morning, Tracy felt an odd sense of relief when Bill’s cock entered her mouth and she started sucking on it.  For her, cocksucking had already become associated with freedom from pain.  Bill was smaller than the cock she had just had forced down her throat and tasted better than her own cum.  She also saw this as the end of her ordeal.  She was right; after Bill filled her tummy with cum, her ordeal was over… for the morning.  
The afternoon started with Tracy tied to the mattress again.   But, this time, she had the short end of the double ended dildo in her mouth.  Katy was untied and, on Bill’s order, squatted down over Tracy’s face, sliding the fake cock up inside her own cunt.  It was not quite the reverse roles from the morning.  Tracy had no control over the fucking action and felt her face being mercilessly pounded as Katy sought her own orgasm.  In addition, Tracy was downhill from Katy’s cunt and the older girl’s pussy juices flowed down and over the younger girl’s face.  
Tracy was not particularly happy with the arrangement since gravity was working against her desire to avoid the mess of Katy’s bodily fluids.  Still, there was nothing she could do but bear the torment.  She still had a firm memory of the morning’s pain session.  Jan watched mesmerized as Katy rode herself to orgasm, again wishing it was her that was in the bottom position.  This time she made a mental note that she wanted Marsha to ride her face like that and maybe even her mom.  
Late afternoon found Jan just playing with Tracy.  Her victim was tied as she had been the first day, hanging from the ceiling with her arms and legs spread wide, toes just barely touching the floor.   With Tracy gagged, the game was simply to make her answer yes/no questions over and over.  Jan didn’t even care what the answer was as long as she got a response from her slave bitch.  “Hooo, hooo, hooo,” said Tracy with a bounce, bounce, bounce.  Or “Unghh, unghh, uhng, unh, unh… uh, uh.”  Bounce, bounce.  Tracy’s will was rapidly being worn away.  
Katy’s theory about Jan was pretty close to the mark.  Even Jan felt that there was a side of her that had never been unleashed.  When Tracy sold and her pick up was 48 hours away, Jan knew that the slave’s last 24 hours would be spent being prepared for pick up.  That gave her just the next 24 hours to push the blond to the limit and see if there really was another level of pain that she could inflict on Tracy.  
Tracy started the third day of her slavery untied and dressed in Jan’s clothes.  Bill was between her and the basement door.  Jan was virtually daring the other girl to try to escape.  But, Tracy wasn’t a fool.  She saw the trap and knew that if she did try and fail she would be severely punished.  Nothing had changed in Jan’s demeanor that would indicate the “game” was over and she could act normal again.  She was still a slave and she looked around uneasily at the various torture and bondage devices around her.  
Jan kept her distance from Tracy at the start.  “Tracy, want to know what’s going to happen today?”
“I don’t know, mistress Jan,” said Tracy.  She didn’t like surprises, but neither did she want to hear Jan describe what would happen to her.  “I don’t imagine that it will be something I will like.”
“Oh, but you will like it, Tracy,” said Jan.  By the tone of Jan’s voice, Tracy knew that her mistress was being sarcastic.  “You’re learning to be a good slave.  Being a good slave means you like whatever your mistress wants you to do.”
“No, mistress Jan,” argued Tracy, actually wondering if there was a point to her argument or if this was part of the trap, too.  “Being a good slave means obeying, not liking it.”
“Well, I suppose that’s one way to look at it,” said Jan.  “I prefer to think that being a good slave means being happy when you make your mistress happy.  It turns me on to make you scream and to make you do nasty things and to make you do things against your will.  The fact that you turn me on should make you happy.”
Tracy wanted to respond by telling Jan that she was sick, twisted, but she knew that would be the wrong thing to say.  At the same time, she recalled the feeling of relief yesterday when Bill came in her mouth and Jan came several times.  She’d fulfilled her daily purpose and had felt relief (a touch of success?) for her efforts.  She’d earned her respite from pain by performing well.  True, she’d performed something disgusting well, but it was something.  She had butterflies in her stomach thinking about what Jan had done and would do again to her.  “I… I turn you on?” she finally said out of curiosity.  
“Yes, owning someone turns me on.”
“Oh,” said Tracy.  “I know I turn on my master, but didn’t know I turned you on, too.  Not because I’m a girl?  Just because you own me?”
“Well, girls do turn me on, but so do boys.  Women, men, hell, I’ve done them all.  But you turn me on because of what you did to me in school and now I own you – your cunt, your ass, your tits, your mouth, every inch of you.”
“Yes, mistress Jan,” said Tracy.  “You’ve made me regret doing what I did.  But… “
When the silence lengthened, Jan said, “But what, Tracy?”
“But you’ve gone too far.”
“Take off your shoes, Tracy,” said Jan.  “Do it because it turns me on.”
“Yes, mistress Jan.”  Tracy bent over and slipped off the sneakers she was wearing.  “This worthless slave is sorry for saying you’ve gone too far.”
“But, it’s true in a sense, isn’t it, Tracy,” said Jan.  “I wanted revenge and I’ve gotten it.  I could just let you go.  But, letting you go wouldn’t turn me on.  It wouldn’t make me happy.  You know what will make me happy?”
“Yes, mistress Jan, selling me will make you happy.”
“Well, yes,” said Jan.  “I was thinking more about taking off your socks.  Show me your naked feet because it turns me on.”
“Yes, mistress Jan,” said Tracy as she removed her socks.  
“Tell me what you want to do today, Tracy,” said Jan.  
“I want to make my mistress happy,” said Tracy.  That was the honest truth.  She wanted to keep Jan happy, but was worried what price she would have to pay for Jan’s happiness.  
Jan pulled some pictures from her pocket and handed them to Tracy.  The slave looked at the three pictures – the first showed her about to take the short end of the double ended dildo in her mouth, the second showed her on her back with the long end of the dildo pointed straight up, and the third showed Katy about to settle in on the fake cock.  “Those were posted to the Internet last night.  The highest bidder is a woman right now.  Everybody wants a piece of you, Tracy.  Whoever gets you needs to be kept happy, don’t they?”
“Yes, mistress Jan.”
“So you need to be a little more specific about making me happy.  You need to learn how to tell what your mistress wants so you can keep her happy, don’t you?”
“Yes, mistress Jan.”  There were several seconds of silence as Jan waited for something more.  Tracy reached for the hem of her T-shirt and started to raise it over her head.  That’s where this was heading, so she knew that’s what Jan wanted.  
“Wait a minute,” said Jan, stopping her slave.  “Yes, that’s what I want, but you aren’t allowed to do anything without asking first.”
Again there was a pause before Tracy said, “Mistress Jan, may I take off my shirt… please?”  She stared at the stoic mistress.  “Because that will make you… because that will turn you on?”
“Wonderful, Tracy,” said Jan.  “Yes, you may.”
Oddly, Tracy felt that sense of success again as she’d solved the riddle of what Jan really wanted.  But, she also noticed that Jan wanted this to be slow, she wanted to linger over the slave’s strip tease.  She thought for several seconds and then said, “Mistress Jan, may this slave ask how many pictures of me were posted?”
Jan closed the distance between them, stepping to about three feet from Tracy.  “Yes, you may, Tracy.  Bill took nearly 100 pictures and posted 24 of them.  The men really like the one with that long end of the dildo about to go down your throat.”  Jan was quite impressed with Tracy.  She was a little disappointed that the girl was being so cooperative and there would be no chance of punishment, but there was still time.  It made her pussy warm to be able to tell Tracy that her cocksucking pictures were on the Internet.  
“Would mistress Jan like me to remove my bra or my shorts next?”
Jan mulled that over, “What cup size are you, Tracy?”
“A.”
“What are your measurements?”
“27-19-24,” said the slave.
“Pretty small tits,” said Jan.
“Yes, mistress Jan, may this slave remove her shorts because it turns you on?”
Jan nodded.  
Tracy slipped down the shorts and stood with her hands at her sides.  The bra and panties she wore were small, black, and sheer, sexy looking on the slim girl.  “Mistress Jan, this slave would like to thank you for giving me such lovely clothes,” she stretched, accentuating the tight fit of the undergarments.  Her nipples were visible as pink circles under the black fabric and her little girl slit showed through her panties.  
“The bitch slave has a lot to learn still about how to speak to me,” said Jan.  She was itching for an excuse to punish Tracy.  She didn’t think this was quite the excuse she was looking for, but she wanted to surface every failing of the slave.  “Do you think I give a fuck about what you like?”
Tracy was taken aback.  She had to retrace her words – and realized that ‘this slave would like to thank you’ was a natural way of speaking, but she hadn’t meant for it to be taken literally.  “No, mistress Jan,” said Tracy.  “You do not care about what I like.  This slave thanks you for this lovely bra and panties.”
Jan smiled and Tracy felt warmth from pleasing her mistress.  It meant success and freedom from pain.  
“Mistress Jan, this slave wants to turn you on even more,” said Tracy.  “May I remove my bra?”
“Why?”
“Because it turns you on, mistress Jan.”
“Yes, yes, but I mean what will I see when you remove your bra?”
“M-my tits,” said Tracy, uncertainly.  
“What kind of tits?”
“A-cup tits?  Small tits?”
“Can you say Tracy’s tiny titties?”
“Tracy’s tiny titties.”  Silence.  “May this slave show you Tracy’s tiny titties?”  Pause “Because it turns you on?”
“Yes, Tracy slut, show me those cute little buds on your chest.”
Tracy fumbled behind her back and then let the bra drop to the floor.  
“Does that feel good to show me Tracy’s tiny titties?” asked Jan?
“Yes, mistress Jan,” said Tracy.
“And to show them to master Bill as well?”
“Yes, mistress Jan.”
“How many boys have felt you up, Tracy slut?”
“One, no, uh, two, umm, three, yeah, three.”  Pause.  “Three boys have felt me up, mistress Jan.”  Pause.  “Three boys have felt Tracy’s tiny titties, mistress Jan.”
“Jeez,” said Bill.  “You’re only 12 and a virgin.  When did that many boys feel you up?”
“Well, master Bill, I don’t know if I should count my two brothers, actually.  I didn’t really have anything to feel when they did it a couple of years ago.  Only one boy really felt up my tits, I mean, Tracy’s tiny titties since they were really tits.”
Jan cast Bill a quick look to tell him he’d intruded and broken the spell that she’d been casting over their slave girl.  He backed away.  Jan stared at Tracy’s panties until the girl said, “Mistress Jan, may this slave remove her panties to show you her… Tracy’s tiny twat?”
“I’d like that Tracy slut,” said Jan.  “And would you like that, too?  Would you like to show me Tracy’s tiny tush?”
Tracy paused.  She looked at Bill and saw the intensity in his eyes and then back at Jan to see the same intense look.  God, she thought to herself, they really do want to see me nude.  This really does turn them on.  I really am hot.  She felt a surge of sexual power.  It came suddenly, unwanted, that same feeling of sexual power that Jan had when she was being submissive.  She took in a deep breath as the feeling came over her.  It came from deep in her subconscious, deep in her hindbrain, an animalistic urge to earn her position in life as a woman.  The breath filled her with the scent of a sexually excited man and drove her even further into her primitive ancestry.  Without realizing it, her body knew that she would do what was demanded of her and in return she would rule her master and mistress through their desires.  Her mind could not fight her body’s demands and she exhaled in a low growl that was barely audible.  She could only surrender completely to her genetic programming.  
“Mistress Jan does not care what I like, but I would like to turn you on more.”  She pulled down her panties as a wave of heat hit her.  Almost drunk from the feeling of liquid sex flowing through her body she posed not just with her hands at her sides.  The black panties dangled from the little finger of her right hand as she ran her hands up her body and cupped her small tits.  She put her feet about shoulder width apart, giving her audience a clear view of her hairless slit and then ran her hands up behind her head.  Tracy’s tiny titties melted into the slender, athletic body making her look even younger than she was.  With the panties dangling by her head, she smelled her own aroma.  “Mistress Jan, I think it will really turn you on if I put my panties in my mouth, may I?”
Jan nodded in amazement as Tracy poked the tiny black garment between her puckered lips and then took a deep breath to inhale her own scent.  Tracy’s pussy was soaked and the butterflies ran wild in her stomach as she took two steps toward Jan.  Inches from the face of her mistress, Tracy spoke clearly despite the panties in her mouth, “Thank you, mistress Jan.  This slut wants to please you in every way.  May I suck the juices of your pussy?  May I suck the master’s … big cock?”  Her voice dropped in volume, but Jan still clearly heard her finish.  “May I scream for you?”
Jan looked curiously at Tracy.  “You fucking pain slut,” she said with amazement.  “Turn around and put your hands behind you.”  Could it really be that Tracy was enjoying this?
“Thank you, mistress Jan,” said Tracy as she turned her trembling back to Jan and crossed her wrists behind her.  Her conscious brain fought the urge, but her body was not hers to control.  She was replacing years of socialization with generations, millennia, eons of feminine wiles.  She was quickly tied with her hands up between her shoulder blades and out of the way of her upcoming spanking.  Her eyes sparkled with tears from the pain, but she turned to face them and saw their eyes on her.  Bill had stripped and his cock throbbed as it pointed straight up.  Tracy licked her lips as she stared at it.  She knew where he wanted it.  She’d do anything to keep that look in their eyes.  
Jan waved the riding crop in front of Tracy and watched the slave’s reaction.  Tracy’s eyes never left it, pleading for it to caress her with its sharp sting.  She turned quickly with anticipation, wiggling her bare ass at Jan.  The first blow stung, but she held her tongue.  A second slapped across her white ass and she jumped.  “God,” she whispered too faintly for anyone to hear.  With the third blow, she gritted her teeth, but, “Aah,” escaped her lips briefly.  She started screaming shrilly as Jan rained a fourth blow on her ass and kept going.  After ten blows, the whipping stopped and Tracy knelt.  “Cocksucker,” she said.  “I’m a cocksucker.  Please, master, let me make you happy.”  
It still wasn’t easy, but she managed to get the cock down her throat just by sheer desire.  Her eyes sought out Bill’s eyes and drank in her own sex and beauty through him.  She had the power and she knew it.  His cock was hers to command.  It would cum because of her – because of her nakedness, because of her vulnerability, because of her mouth, and because he wanted her.  The more she looked in his eyes, the more she wanted his cum until she was pounding her face into his crotch hard and fast.  His hands helped by forcing her head forward and back.  She felt him pulse in her throat and saw the grimace on his face.  Squeezing her thighs tightly together, she felt the slipperiness of her juices, and an imminent, but elusive orgasm.  Fuck my face, she thought as he pounded her.  Fuck my hot mouth, show me what a slut I am.  Show me how much you want me.  Her mouth flooded with his cum and she swallowed hard.  She moaned against his cock, almost mouthing the words – fuck me, fuck me, feed me, master.
Finished with Bill, Tracy turned to find Jan watching intently.  “Your turn, mistress,” said Tracy, her voice insistent.  “You want to suck Tracy’s tiny titties first?  You want to make me scream some more for you?  I know what you like, mistress Jan.”  She paused to take several quick deep breaths.  “I know what you want,” she suddenly said, her voice turned sinister.  “Bring that Katy bitch out here.”  Katy had so far been locked in the other side of the basement.  “Master Bill, you lean her over that rail and spank the shit out of her while I eat out mistress Jan.  That turns on mistress Jan, doesn’t it?”  She directed the question to her mistress.  
“Do it, Bill,” said Jan.  She grabbed Tracy by the hair and pulled the helpless girl to the mattress.  Dropping her on her back, Jan slid her crotch across Tracy’s face.  She saw the grimace of pain as Tracy lay on her bound arms.  “Does that hurt, bitch?” asked Jan.  
“Yes, mistress Jan, thank you.”  The slave squirmed to ease the pain.  When she was too successful, she squirmed again to build it back to the right intensity.  Then she slithered her tongue between Jan’s pussy lips and for the first time tasted another girl’s juices with pleasure.  Tracy mumbled words to keep Jan hot, “Thank you, mistress, this miserable slave deserves this so much.”  The words were distasteful, yet hauntingly familiar.  She would learn to speak like that because she had to command Jan’s desire.  The distaste faded as her subconscious brain flooded her with hormones and she licked furiously, then slowed as she realized that Jan wouldn’t cum unless Katy was screaming.  That wasn’t happening yet.  Pausing again, she said, “Thank you, mistress Jan, this miserable slave doesn’t deserve to gaze upon your beauty, your lovely tits, your face, your eyes.”  
Jan thought about ordering Tracy to shut her eyes, but the compliment made her hot and the look in Tracy’s eyes as she drank in the nude form of her mistress was a turn on, too.  But, as she reveled in the gaze, she realized she was missing out on a view.  She rose and turned around, settling herself on Tracy’s mouth again and looked along the girl’s slender body, taking in Tracy’s tiny titties and tiny twat.  Beside them Katy started screaming.  The poor teenager didn’t even know for sure why she was being spanked, except that she correctly surmised the noises she made were for Jan’s benefit.  Jan pulled on Tracy’s nipples, raising Tracy’s tits to small cones and then let go.  She leaned forward, rubbing her own sensitive tits against Tracy’s tummy and caught the other girl’s scent.  Without even thinking she put her lips to Tracy’s cunt and parted them with her tongue.  Finding her slave’s clit, she nibbled on it and licked at it.  She was surprised when Tracy responded within seconds with a rousing orgasm.  Jan’s own orgasm hit seconds later and the two rivals humped against each other’s face until they were satisfied.  
Katy was allowed to stop screaming as soon an Jan’s taut body relaxed, signaling the end of her cum.  A fucking toy is all I am, thought the 14-year-old, just a prop to help make the mistress cum.  Her ass stung and tears ran down her cheeks.  Bill tied a rope to Katy’s wrists, lashing her to a post so she couldn’t escape and then put his aching cock up Katy’s cunt and fucked her for all he was worth.  The dazed teen thanked her master repeatedly for this wonderful fuck, all the while meaning thank you for stopping the spanking.  
Jan never did find out who eventually bought Tracy.  The mere fact that Bill was very closed mouth about it was ominous to Jan.  On the night of her departure, Tracy was nervous.  She looked forward to her new life as a sex object, but was worried about learning how to read her new master or mistress and please him or her.  She convinced herself that whatever happened, she was off on a journey that would be far more exciting than the humdrum of school and normality.  
Bill didn’t like the man that bought Tracy, but he had to let the girl go to the highest bidder.  There was something about him that made Bill feel uneasy and uncertain about Tracy’s future and about her chances for survival.  He’d sold to this man before and by all the hints and innuendo he heard in return, the girls he sold to this man were neither living nor happy for their final days.  But, Tracy was a consummate slut, capable of drawing on the ultimate genetic programming of all females.  She would take whatever her new owner gave her and gain power through her punishment.  He would own her, but she would rule his desires in such a way that he could never dispose of her as he did of so many others.  In the years to come, she would take his name, bear his children, share his billions, and live in luxury, yet suffer as his willing slave.  
That left just Katy to amuse Jan and Bill for a few days.  She worked hard to keep the two of them happy and Jan didn’t get an opportunity to see if she could push a slave even farther.  
When Katy was finally delivered, Bill drove Jan to find Hank.  Jan knew that Hank had failed math and that meant he’d be in summer school.  They waited for the session to end for the day and Jan pointed out the young boy.  Bill drove her down the street and dropped her off in Hank’s path.  When he saw Jan, Hank slowed his pace, reluctant to face her.  Having had an attack of conscience since the event, Hank had avoided Jan.  That and a fear that he would one day pay for his deed made him wary of her.  But, there was no way to avoid her, especially since she looked like she was waiting for him.  
As he approached, he tried to act as if something else was more interesting and looked everywhere but at her.  “Hi Hank,” said Jan, stopping him in his tracks.  
“H-hi,” said Hank.  He leaned as if about to take a step.  
“I want you to fuck me again,” said Jan.  
“Uh… uh,” stammered Hank.  
“You did enjoy it, didn’t you?  I mean, I hear that boys enjoy it as much as girls do.”
“Uh…uh,” repeated Hank.  “You want me to?”
“Yeah,” said Jan.  “I like it now.  I want you and Johnny and Kyle to do it with me again.”
This was a different twist for the young boy, who, like all boys his age, had little else on his mind than girls and what he would like to do to one or more of them.  He’d sweet talked one girl into having sex with him since Jan’s rape, but hadn’t done much else.  A second round with the 12-year-old blond sounded like a good idea with the possibility of more to follow.  “OK,” he agreed.  “Like right now?”
“Tomorrow,” said Jan.  “If the three of you meet me at Main and Kent, I know a place we can do it.”  She smiled to herself at how easy this was.  She could tell he was already thinking about how to get the other two boys there.  “About this time tomorrow?  And all three of you have to be there.”  She stepped closer to the boy and kissed him on the lips.  “But, I want you to go first,” she whispered to him.  With that, she turned and walked away.  
The plan was remarkably simple, a bit like catching a squirrel in a cage.  All it took was a cage big enough for three boys (something that didn’t look like a cage), some bait, and not much patience.  The cage was a rented van.  It was a cargo van with no windows and a steel wall between the driver and the cargo.  A pad on the floor would make it comfortable for the bait, Jan.  The three boys showed up on time and Jan led them to the trap.  
“This van sits here all day, every day,” she said as she unlocked the back of it.  “One day he left the key in it and I took it and made a copy.  It’s my secret hideaway.”  She swung the door open to show the interior and then climbed in.  
“What if he comes back?” asked Johnny nervously.  
Jan pulled off her shirt, revealing her braless tits.  “He won’t,” she said.  “Coming in or not?”
Kyle climbed in, followed by Hank.  Kyle put his hands on Jan’s tits as Jan dropped her shorts to the floor.  Johnny climbed in and shut the door.  The trap was sprung.  Bill simply stepped to the door and wrapped rope around the door handles, tying it shut from the outside.  The four kids were now inside a metal box with no chance of escape.  The first time the three boys felt something was awry was when the van’s engine started.  
By that time, the three boys were naked with Jan.  She was on her back with Johnny’s cock in her mouth and Hank fucking her.  Kyle was kneeling next to her getting a handjob.  No one was in a position to move quickly and when Kyle tried to pull away, Jan tightened her grip on his cock, holding him in place.  “What’s going on?” yelled Hank, as if anyone had any more information than he did.  But, he stayed knelt between Jan’s spread legs, his cock inside her.  
The van lurched as Bill backed out of the space.  “We’re moving,” shouted Johnny, finally getting up.  He was thrown to the side and then fell down as the van accelerated forward.  “He came back!”
“Oh, shit,” said Hank as he too finally reacted to the danger.  His slippery cock pulled out of Jan and wilted quickly.  The van stopped, sending everyone down again and then started up.  Turning out of the parking lot, the van picked up speed and the prey inside scrambled for their clothes.  
The van started and stopped its way through town and the boys, once dressed, made a plan.  “Next time we stop, open the door,” said Hank.  “We all jump out and run.”
Jan, also dressed by now, said, “What if we don’t all get out?”
“Just jump,” said Hank.  “Even if he’s started to go again, he won’t be going fast.”
“What if he’s the kidnapper?” said Jan.  
“Who?”
“You know the guy that’s kidnapping all the girls in the area?”
“Aww, shit,” said Kyle.  “We’re in such trouble now.”
“It’s not him,” said Hank.  “You said the van’s always there, all day long.”
“We’re still screwed,” said Kyle.  “It’s your fault,” he pointed his finger at Jan.  
“You didn’t have to come,” said Jan.  
“Hey, hey, we’re slowing down,” said Hank.  He stood poised to open the door.  Sure enough, the van stopped and he jerked on the handle.  The handle swung down, but when he threw his weight against it, the door didn’t budge.  He shoved again and again, this time with Johnny and Kyle pushing as well.  The door remained shut.  
“What the hell?” said Kyle.  “It’s locked.”  He fumbled with the button that locked and unlocked the door, but no position of the button made the door move.  
The van started up and gained speed again.  When the ride got bumpy, Jan knew that they were minutes from the end and that there would be no more stops.  She wanted badly to taunt them about their impending fate, but she was alone with the three of them and didn’t know what they would do.  She would get her chance soon, after Bill had tied them up for her.  Then, she would gloat over their gullibility and make them sorry.  
The next time the van stopped, Bill banged on the side of the van to let Jan know that he was out and walking around the van.  Jan reached under the floor mat and picked up a syringe.  With the boys focused on the door, none of them saw her plunge the needle into Johnny’s arm and empty the contents into his veins.  But Johnny turned at the prick and yelped, “What are you doing?”  
Without answering, Jan quickly discarded that needle and waited for the shot to affect Johnny.  This was the same thing she’d used on Tracy and worked within seconds on Johnny, too.  He slumped and she broke his fall.  She banged once on the side of the van.  Kyle and Hank stared at her.  “What’s going on?” demanded Hank.  
“I don’t know,” said Jan emphatically, virtually denying the event that had just occurred.  “The door,” she said suddenly.  The boys turned to look, but the door hadn’t moved.  Jan retrieved a second syringe and hid it behind her.  The two boys swung their gazes from the door to Jan and back again, not knowing what was going to happen next.  
Maintaining the confusion, Jan slipped one hand under her top and said, “God, this suspense is making me so horny.”  She stepped forward and pressed against Hank.  “Touch me there, Hank,” she said.  “You, too, Kyle.”  The boys were too surprised to do anything but stare at her.  
“Ouch,” said Hank.  “What the fuck?”  He looked at his shoulder where Jan had stuck the hypodermic.  He was trapped between the door and Jan, unable to jerk away.  He slapped at her and then pushed her hard, but the damage was done.  “What going on?” he said, his voice whining as he knelt and then fell forward.  
Jan banged again on the side of the van.  Outside, Bill unwrapped the rope from around the door handles.  Inside, Kyle stood with his back to the door, watching Jan.  He wasn’t going to let her get close to him.  She held a third needle in her hand, watching and waiting.  The double doors swung open abruptly, filling the cage with sunlight.  Surprised, Kyle started to turn, but was grabbed from behind by Bill.  Held tightly by the man, Kyle could only watch as Jan approached and stuck the needle in his arm.  “Night, night, cocksucker,” said Jan.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 26 – Jan on Her Own 5
(Mgbbb, bdsm, oral, anal, ped)
The boys woke to pain.  Hank stood on his toes, his legs spread just as Tracy had on her first session with Jan.  He was nude already with a butt plug stuck in his young, virgin ass.  Johnny was similarly tied, facing Hank.  His scrotum was stretched with a two inch wide steel band separating his balls and his cock.  Kyle lay on his back, a rope tied around his scrotum ran to the ceiling and held his cock a foot in the air.  Unfortunately, his bound hands and feet meant his weight was essentially supported by his scrotum.  
Hank gaped at Johnny’s cock and looked down at his own.  He was relieved to see his cock hanging normally, but felt the uncomfortable pressure of the plug up his ass.  He bore down to force the plug out, but it was well seated.  Jan would have to deflate it before it would come out.  His shoulders already ached and he was acutely aware of his vulnerability.  His 12-year-old mistress stood in front of him and reached for his cock.  The boy wished his cock could retreat, but he felt her hand grasp him and squeeze.  “Aaaaaaa,” he moaned at the pressure on his balls.  
Bill sat to the side.  He’d helped Jan tied up the boys and now wanted to watch her in action with them.  He winced in sympathetic pain as Hank’s balls were squeezed.  He’d indulged Jan’s full fantasy and didn’t regret it as he watched her.  The girl was dressed in a latex suit that fit every curve of her young body.  The shiny rubber looked sexy on her, like a second skin that hid virtually nothing.  It gave her the right mix of sexy and sinister so she fit the part of a dominatrix.  
The effect was not lost on Hank.  He didn’t ask what was going on as he had just as he passed out before.  There was no doubt that he was there for Jan’s revenge.  He also knew that pleading probably wouldn’t help.  A tear ran down his cheek as Jan squeezed his balls.  He’d worried about paying for his deed, but had never envisioned this.  His fear rose as she whispered, “Maybe I should cut this fucking thing off.  You’d look good with no cock between your legs, wouldn’t you, dickhead?”
“N-no,” said Hank.  “It… it wouldn’t look right.  Please, you can’t.  I’m sorry.”
“I could cut it off and then you’d be my bitch.  My dickless bitch,” said Jan as if Hank had not spoken at all.  “Dress you up in cute girl’s clothes and make you my bitch.”  She let go of his cock and ran her hands up his firm young chest.  Then she acknowledged his words.  “Sorry are you?  I’ll teach you a new meaning of sorry, dickhead.”  Her hands cupped his face and she pressed her lips to his, giving him a deep kiss that he returned with confusion and caution.  His cock swelled slightly at the sensuous kiss and the feel of the smooth rubber against his body.  
Jan stepped away from Hank, but then looked back at him.  “How’s your ass feel, by the way?”
“It hurts, Jan,” said Hank.  “It’s really… uh, stretched.  What’s in there?”
“Oh, if I told you, you wouldn’t believe me.  If I showed you, you wouldn’t believe something that size could fit up your ass.  So, we’ll just leave it there and you can wonder.”
Jan turned her attention to Johnny.  He was moaning in pain and crying.  His balls hurt terribly.  Looking down at his cock made it seem even worse as he looked at the impossibly wide band wrapped around his scrotum and his purple balls.  “I’ll bet if I leave that on long enough, you’re balls will just fall off,” said Jan.  She reached forward and Johnny tried to shrink away.  
“Aaaaeeee,” he screamed as she tapped his sensitive balls.  
“Ooooo, I didn’t know this would be so effective,” she said.  “Hurts, huh?”
“Uh huh,” moaned Johnny.  “Really, really bad.  Please, take it off.  God, it hurts.”
“Must really make you feel like shit to be tied up and can’t take it off yourself.  What would you do for me if I agreed to take it off?  Would you suck Hank’s cock while I watched you?  I’ll bet you really hate that I can cause you so much pain and there’s not a fucking thing you can do about it, huh, numb nuts?”  She smacked his balls again.  
“Aaaaeeeeee,” said Johnny.  He hadn’t answered Jan’s questions, but he heard their intent and he quivered at the thought of doing something so vile.  He wasn’t a faggot like some of the other boys that he teased.  But, right now, putting Hank’s cock in his mouth was a price that he might pay for pain relief.  
Jan walked over to Kyle and swung a leg over him.  She stood above him, straddling his chest.  “You’re getting the best deal,” she said to him.  “You’ll have the longest cock in town by the time this is done.”  
Kyle didn’t particularly agree that is was a good deal.  It was his scrotum, not his cock that was being stretched.  He was resting on his shoulders and feet, his back arched in between them.  When he arched hard, it eased the pain in his scrotum, but his back cramped badly.  When he relaxed his back, his scrotum was nearly pulled off.  
Jan squatted low of him as if about to sit on him.  “If I sat down, I wonder if that would pull your cock right off of you?” she mused.  She loved the frantic look on Kyle’s face as he considered that possibility.  “Think you could hold my weight?”
“N-no,” said Kyle.  “Don’t.  It hurts so bad already.  Don’t sit down, please.  
The fact was that Jan was a bit concerned about Kyle’s predicament.  It looked to be the most painful and potentially disastrous one of the three boys.  She didn’t want him to lose his cock and it looked like that really could happen.  She wanted to let him down, but he had to give something up for that.  She waved her hand at his purple balls and said, “If I slap you and you say thank you, mistress Jan, then I’ll let you down.  Understand?”
“Please, don’t,” begged Kyle.  “It hurts already.  Don’t hit it.”
“But, that’s the deal,” said Jan.  “If I don’t hit it, you stay there.  If I hit it and you say, don’t do that, you stay there.  If I hit it and you say, thank you, mistress Jan, you get down.  Understand?”
“Oh, God, please don’t.”
“Like that’s gonna stop me,” said Jan.  “1-2-3,” she counted and smacked his balls.  
“Aaaaaaaaaa,” screamed Kyle.  “Fuck that hurts.  Oh, my God, it hurts so bad.”  
“You’re welcome,” said Jan sarcastically.  “1-2…”
“Thank you, thank you,” screamed Kyle. 
“3,” said Jan and smacked his balls.  
“Aaaaaaa.  Haaah.  Huuuh,” he panted.  “Thank you, mistress Jan.  Thank you, thank you.”
Jan lowered the boy and let him lay flat on his back.  “Get it right the first time, idiot, and it will save you a lot of pain.”  She turned back to Hank.  
She again put her hands on his chest and whispered to him.  “Ready for the butt plug to come out, dickhead?”
“Yes, Jan, please,” he said.  
“Well, let’s get it right first.  It’s mistress Jan.  Got it?”
“Yes, mistress Jan,” said Hank.  
“Good boy,” she said, stroking his hair.  “Now, tell me quietly so nobody else hears, what you’re gonna do to convince me I should take it out.”  
“I’m never gonna be mean to girls again,” said Hank.  
“No, no, I mean right now,” said Jan.  “What are you going to do for punishment?”
“I don’t know,” said Hank.  He wasn’t sure what Jan was getting at.  
“OK, let me tell you,” she said.  “You’re going to suck off Johnny.”  She watched the disbelief in his eyes.  “You know, put his cock in your mouth, suck on it, swallow his cum.  You made me do it.  Now, I want you to do it.  Now, tell me what you’re gonna do.”
“I’m not gonna do that.”
“Oh, did the fucking butt plug suddenly get comfortable?”
“No, what are you doing?”  He tried to watch as Jan disappeared behind him.  He couldn’t see her squeezing the ball that pumped more air into the butt plug, but he felt it expanding.  “Oh, God, no,” he moaned.  “Jesus Christ, no more, please, Jan, please, uh, mistress Jan.”
Jan came back around front.  “So you were going to tell me what you’re going to do…”
“Come on, Jan, I’m a boy.  I can’t do that.”
“Do you think that’s all the bigger that fucking butt plug will get?” she asked him.  “You ready to have your ass the size of a basketball?”
Hank grimaced at the image in his mind.  “N-no,” he said.  “But… but…”  Jan started to walk around him.  “OK, OK,” said Hank.  “I’ll do it.”  
Jan got close to him again.  “Tell me what you’re gonna do.”
“I’m gonna suck off Johnny.”  
“I’ll be right back.”  Jan walked over to Johnny and made him the same offer – his scrotum stretcher removed in exchange for blowing Hank.  He was equally reticent.  
“Well then,” said Jan.  “Guess I’ll have to convince you that it’s worth the effort.”  She attached the wires to Johnny’s nipples and closed the switch.  
“Aaaaaaaa,” screamed Johnny.  “Gaaaah,” he added as the current stopped.  “What the hell was that?”
“Want some more?”
“No,” he said.  “No more.”
“Then say it,” she said.  
“I’ll blow Hank if you undo the thing on my balls.”
“Very good,” she said.  Reaching between his legs, she caressed the length of his small cock.  “Now, here’s the deal.”  She spoke so both boys could hear.  “Hank wants to do the same to you.  But, only one of you gets to do it.  The one who convinces me that he wants to do it most wins.  So, tell me quietly, we don’t want Hank to hear.  What are you going to do to save your fucking balls?”  She squeezed them lightly.  
“Aaaa,” said Johnny.  “I’m gonna suck off Hank.”  Johnny hadn’t gotten the spirit of the competition.  Jan waited a few seconds to see if he was going to promise more, or beg better, but he didn’t.  
When she asked Hank, however, he knew what the point was.  “Please, mistress Jan, I’ll suck on Johnny’s cock real good.”  Jan stroked his cock and felt it swell in her hand as she listened.  “I’ll get on my knees, put his cock in my mouth, suck on it, and let him cum in my mouth.  Please, let me do it, mistress Jan.”   
“We have a winner,” said Jan, releasing Hank’s cock.  “Look he even got turned on telling me about it.”  She indicated his now erect cock.  
Hank blushed at her implication.  He wondered himself if that was true.  Jan lowered Hank from the ceiling and fastened his hands behind his back.  Untying his feet, she made him knee walk over to Johnny.  “You said you’d take it out,” said Hank.  
“The butt plug comes out when you’ve got a mouthful of cum,” said Jan.  “Now suck.”  She was disappointed, but she had to undo the stretcher on Johnny’s scrotum to let his sperm flow from his balls.  That gave the boy relief that he hadn’t earned yet.  Hank leaned forward and licked tentatively at his friend’s cock.  Urged on by Jan, he took more and more of the cock into his mouth.  He felt horrible to be doing such a disgusting thing, but his pain drove him on.  Johnny was equally repulsed by the fact that his friend was sucking him.  But, the sensation was impossible to ignore and he hardened despite himself.  He shut his eyes and tried to imagine it was a girl instead of a boy.  Finally, he unloaded in Hank’s mouth.  The 12-year-old cocksucker swallowed the cum in his mouth and sat back.  He sighed with relief as Jan released the air in his plug and then pulled it all the way out.  
“A little help, please,” she said to Bill, indicating Hank.  Together they tied Hank back in position, but mercifully left him standing flat footed.  He’d earned his relief… for now.  There would be more torment to come.  Johnny tried to shrink away as Jan turned back to him, but there was no escape.  He gasped in renewed pain as Jan restretched his balls.  She placed her hands on his smooth chest and whispered, “Good boy, cumming in Hank’s mouth like that.  But, you have to do more than that to get your balls freed for good.  You’re gonna get another chance in a few minutes.  Don’t fuck it up this time.”  She smacked his helpless balls with her hand and smiled at his yelp in pain.  
Kyle was resting relatively comfortably, but knew that his predicament was temporary and his relief tenuous.  As Jan turned and looked over the nude boy, he squirmed in anticipation.  From the look in her eyes, he knew it was not good to be the object of her attention.  So, he was surprised when the latex clad preteen knelt between his legs and took his cock into his mouth.  She sucked him to an erection and then slipped a cock ring over his hard member.  He didn’t understand the function of the ring, but knew it probably was not good.  It was long before he began to understand.  Jan stroked his cock with her hand, jacking him for several minutes.  “Wanna cum?” she taunted him.  
“Uh huh,” he moaned.  Then a chill ran down his spine as he realized that may not be the right answer.  What if she didn’t want him to cum?  “If it’s OK with you, m-mistress Jan,” he said.  
“Well, it’s not OK with me,” she said.  “But, with that on your cock, you can’t anyway, so you can try all you want.”
Kyle’s moans of pleasure turned to frustration and then pain as the pressure built up.  Satisfied that she had driven him past the point of enjoyment, Jan leaned over his face.  “Suck my titties, Kyle,” she said.  “Lick them for me.”  Kyle looked at her latex body suit in confusion.  Unable to do as ordered, he ran his tongue over the rubber suit where her small mounds pressed outward.  “Ooo, yeah, that feels good,” she said in pretend lust.  She let him alternate between them for a few minutes before shifting and presenting him with her crotch.  “Eat me, cock boy,” she said and then watched him tongue the rubber suit with vigor.  She slowly rotated her hips forward, moving the focus of his attention, moaning as if she was actually receiving stimulation from his efforts.  “Ooo, yeah, eat my cunt, cock boy.  That feels soooo good.  Yeah, now my ass.  Eat my ass.  Lick my asshole.  Kiss my ass.”
The girl stood and walked away.  With her back to Kyle, she fixed a long rubber dildo to the crotch of her suit and returned.  She could see his cock still throbbing at full staff.  Jan knelt over Kyle’s face again with her strap on horizontal.  “Now, lick my cock,” she said.  His tongue reached out and flicked up and down the length of the 12 inch fake cock.  Like the suit she wore, the cock was shiny black plastic.  “You like sucking on a black cock?”  she asked him.
Kyle didn’t answer, but kept licking.  He licked at the tip of it when she shifted her position to her hands and knees, her cock positioned vertically over his month.  His eyes opened wide in surprise as the cock suddenly plunged down into his open mouth.  It was only 2-inches deep in his mouth, but he couldn’t close his mouth and he knew the girl could easily feed him more.  “Suck it, bitch,” said Jan.  “Suck it like a good little bitch.”  Kyle sucked.  
Jan started to stroke her cock in and out of his mouth.  On one of the strokes, Kyle took advantage of her exit and shut his mouth.  Her next down stroke slid to the side, the big black cock pressing against his cheek.  He knew instantly that was a mistake.  
Without a word, Jan rose and grabbed the wires that were still attached to Johnny’s nipples.  “Oh, God, no,” whined Kyle as she attached the clips to his nipples.  “I didn’t mean to, mistress Jan,” he begged.  “It was an accident.  I won’t do it again.”
“You bet you won’t,” said Jan.  “But I need to show you why you won’t ever do that again.”  She picked up the switch.  “This is gonna hurt like a sonofabitch.”  
“Eeeeeeaaaaaaaaa,” screamed Kyle as the pain coursed through his nipples.  “Aaaaa, aaaaaaa, aaaaaaaa,” he said again and again as Jan tortured him.  His body writhed in pain and still his little cock pointed at the ceiling. 
Finished with the boy’s lesson, Jan said, “OK, now I’m going to give you a choice.  I can tie your cock back up the way it was and we’ll hope it doesn’t get pulled off.  Or, I can stick this big, black cock all the way down your throat.  Or, I can fuck your sweet little ass with it.  What’s my little boy bitch want?”
Jan noticed Bill stir.  She’d been aware that he was watching more and more intently even though he proclaimed no interest in the boys.  It appeared that he had adjusted his cock in his pants a couple of times as if it was growing and in need of more space.  Now he stood, clearly displaying a bulge in his crotch as he did.  She looked up at him and said, “You like my little cocksucking bitch?”  
“More than I thought I would,” said Bill.  “That little cock of his is hard as a rock.”
“You can touch it,” said Jan.  “He won’t mind.  Will you, bitch?”
“N-n-no,” said Kyle.  
It was the use of the term bitch that had aroused Bill.  He looked at the boy as he would a young girl with a smooth chest, pretty face, and helpless mouth.  The addition of the cock that wouldn’t wilt was surprisingly arousing to him.  He could imagine just how delicate the boy’s position was and his cock responded to the sexual aura of the helpless boy.  The blood pounded in his head and his cock and he surrendered to the lustful feelings that permeated his body.  He grasped the small cock in his hand and felt its warmth and hardness.  Tentatively he stroked it, feeling it respond as he did.  
Jan delayed her plans as she watched her partner explore the young boy’s body.  It was like a magical moment that she didn’t dare interrupt as he fondled the boy’s cock, a first for this heterosexual man.  Bill glanced briefly at Jan, almost embarrassed, but he was reassured by her fascination.  His hands ran up the boy’s smooth, flat stomach and chest, caressing the small nipples to hardness.  
Kyle was more scared now than ever as the man fondled him.  Unbidden, his cock jerked at the gentle touch and arousing caresses.  Yet, what he saw was a man… a fag… touching him in a way he never wanted a man to touch him.  And, there was nothing he could do.  Not only was he tied, but he didn’t dare object for fear of pain.  He shuddered as Bill paused to remove his own shirt.  The man slid his chest across the boy’s chest, coming face to face with his captive.  With one hand, Bill tenderly caressed the boy’s cheek as he would a girl’s.  “Oh, you beautiful little bitch,” he said to the boy.  He pressed his lips against the boy’s lips, running his tongue in the boy’s mouth in an insistent, arousing deep kiss.  
The helpless boy jerked his head away for a moment, then remembered the pain he’d felt just moments before.  He turned back to the man and opened his mouth, letting Bill kiss him hard and deep.  Even as his cock pounded for release, he felt like a girl in the hands of a dirty old man.  He’d touched girls this way himself.  
Bill broke the kiss with Kyle and said, “Now I want to see my sweet bitch’s mouth around my cock.”  He stood and shed the rest of his clothes.  It was no relief to Kyle that the man’s cock was smaller than the huge dildo that Jan had offered to him.  This was the real thing; it would taste like a man and fill his mouth with cum.  
Suddenly, Kyle’s body was wracked with pain as Jan shocked him.  “Eeeeeee,” screamed the bitch.  “Wha… what was that for?”
“Just a little reminder,” said Jan.  “Do him good or there’s more where that came from, bitch.”  
So, as Bill knelt over him, Kyle opened his mouth without hesitation.  Bill poised himself to fuck Kyle’s mouth, and then he heard Jan say, “You really ought to make the bitch beg for it.”
Kyle looked from Bill’s face to the looming cock to Jan’s face to the switch in her hand to the clips on his nipples.  Bill had paused, but said nothing.  Kyle had watched Jan make Hank beg for it and knew that he would to the same, sooner or later.  “P-p-please, mister,” said Kyle.  “Let me suck your cock.  Um, put it in my mouth and I’ll suck it for you.”
Bill lowered his cock to the boy’s open mouth.  “Call him master,” said Jan.  “And tell him you’re his cocksucking bitch.”  Bill stopped.  His cock desperately needed relief, but Jan was turning him on more and more, teasing him as she taunted their victim.  
“Please, master,” said Kyle.  “I’m your cocksucking bitch.  Let me suck you off.”  His eyes widen as the cock pressed past his lips.  “Ummphf.  Glug.  Umphf,” he grunted as he sucked the swollen cock into his mouth.  
“Fill the bitch’s mouth with cum,” said Jan, urging Bill on.  She knew he wouldn’t last long.  “Shove it deep and fuck the bitch’s mouth.”  Bill didn’t disappoint the girl as he pumped hard and swift, unloading his cock into the boy’s mouth in seconds.  “And if you don’t swallow every drop,” added Jan.  “You’ll be screaming for 5 minutes, I promise you that.”  The frightened 12-year-old not only swallowed what was in his mouth, but licked his lips clean to make sure that nothing spilled.  
Bill rolled onto his back and sighed.  “I can’t believe I did that,” he said.  “I mean, that was great, but I can’t believe it was great.”
One of the boys was going to be sold as a novelty item.  Jan had thought it would be Johnny, but Kyle’s wonderful performance as Bill’s bitch changed her mind.  She let Bill relax for a few minutes and then said, “Let’s give him the hormones, Bill.  The bitch can suck cock, so let’s take him all the way.”
“Oh, absolutely,” said Bill.  A few minutes later he had a syringe in his hand, ready to administer to Kyle.  
“What’s in that?” asked Kyle with concern.  
“Just hold still,” said Bill.  He shoved the needle into Kyle’s arm and depressed the plunger.  
“Ow, what is it?” he whined.  
“Girl hormones,” said Jan cheerfully.  She tongued his nipples.  “You’re gonna grow titties for us.  Just like mine.”  She cupped the skin around his small nipples, failing to form any kind of a mound, but still giving the horrified boy the mental image of girlish mounds rising on his chest  
“You can’t, can you?” he argued.  
“Just wait and see,” said Jan.  She sucked on his nipples.  “I can hardly wait for my bitch to have little titties to suck on.”
“Oh, holy shit,” said Kyle as he realized it really could happen.  “No, no, you can’t.  Don’t.  Jan, Jan, I’m sorry.  Please let me go.”  He struggled at his bonds more than ever.  He continued to whine and moan even after Jan stuffed a ball gag in his mouth.  
Johnny was shorter than Jan, which meant that on his tiptoes, he was just the right height for her.  She still wore the strap on cock and walked up behind the boy.  “Time for my ass boy to take a cock up his ass,” she said.  “You gonna tell me how much you want it up the ass or do I need to get the wires?”
“I… I… don’t…” said Johnny.  Jan shook her head in disappointment.  She knew he was going to say the wrong thing.  But, Johnny said, “I don’t want the wires.  Please.”
“Then say it.”  Jan used some KY to lubricate the massive cock.  
“O…OK,” said Johnny.  “You can do it.  Shit.”  He paused and shook his head.  He knew those weren’t the right words.  “Fuck my ass, mistress Jan.  Please.  I want cock up my ass.”  He didn’t want to say he wanted the whole thing, even though he thought that’s what was going to happen.  It was so big he couldn’t imagine the whole thing inside him.  
Jan wished she could see his face as she pressed the cockhead against his tight asshole.  He pressed back against her, straining to prevent the invasion.  But, it was to no avail as Jan’s relentless pressure slowly opened the boy’s anus.  Suddenly, she penetrated the tight ring of his asshole.  “Aaaaaa, God,” moaned Johnny in pain.  “It’s too big.  Get it out.  Get it out.”
“Too late, ass boy,” said Jan.  She leaned into Johnny, sinking a total of 4 inches inside him.  “Tell me the ass boy deserves a good ass fucking from me.”
“Aaaaaa, ummmmm, p-please, mistress Jan,” said Johnny.  “It’s too big.  I want a … Do you have a smaller one?  I… I, um, deserve a good… aaaaaaass fucking.  But please, a small… errrrrrrr cock.”
“Ass boy, you need to learn to take what I give you.  I don’t want you asking for a smaller one.  I want to hear how good a big one feels inside my tight ass boy’s ass.  Tell me you want all 12-inches up your hot little ass and maybe I won’t do it.”
“Tw…twelve inches?” said the horrified little boy.  “Please, not that much.”
“Oh, that’s guaranteed to get it all stuffed up your ass, Johnny,” said Jan.  “But, if you ask nicely, maybe I won’t do it all.  Got it?”
“Uh huh,” said Johnny.  Right now Jan was sawing about 5 inches in and out of the boy’s ass.  With each stroke he felt like he was being split in two.  There was no room for the massive member where it was violating him and it hurt incredibly.  “Aaaaaaa,” he gasped as she stroked in again.  “Mistress Jan, please put the whole thing up my ass.”
“How much?”
“Twelve inches, twelve inches, mistress Jan.  Put all 12-inches inside me.”
“I always wanted to know where a cock this size goes when it sticks up somebody’s ass,” said Jan.  She put her hand on his belly.  “I mean, if I shove it all the way in, will I feel it here?”
“I don’t know,” panted Johnny.  
“Let’s find out, shall we?”
“Oh, God, no.”
“Sorry, Johnny, but I told you that saying no was guaranteed to get it all, so take a deep breath.”
“Oh, for God’s sake, please, Jan, uuuuuuummm, uuuuuuuhhhhh, aaaaaaaa.”
Jan sank the cock to the hilt inside the helpless boy’s ass.  “I can’t feel it anywhere,” she said.  “You feel it, Johnny?”
“Fuck, yes,” moaned Johnny.  
“Sorry you raped me now, ass boy?”
“Yes, oh, God, yes,” said Johnny.  
Not as sorry as you’re gonna be, thought Jan.  She started slow, deep thrusts inside Johnny, feeling his ass gradually loosen until she was able to slide in and out rapidly, fucking his poor ass hard.  Though the ass fucking was painful and humiliating, when it was over Johnny was rewarded with the removal of the stretcher and the relaxation of his bindings so he stood flatfooted.  
Bill and Jan took a break for lunch.  He was already thinking about another go with Kyle, but noticed that Jan had yet to cum.  “Want to fuck?” he asked her.  
“Later,” she said.  “Definitely.  But, later.  I’m gonna get one of them to eat me after lunch. Probably Hank.  We gotta finish Kyle and he’ll be out of commission for a couple of days.”
“Maybe more if it doesn’t go well,” said Bill.  “Ready to do it right after lunch?”
“Yeah.”
“Sure you’ve got the stomach for it?”
“No prob.”
After lunch, they fed the three boys to keep their strength up.  Kyle complained to her, “I think I’m getting sick.  I’ve got a fever.”  
Jan held her hand to his forehead and felt the warmth.  “Bill, check this out already,” she called to Bill with a chuckle.  “He’s having a hot flash.”
“Part of becoming a woman,” said Bill, joining Jan in her laughter.  
“What?” said Kyle.
“The girl hormones are working,” said Jan.  “Your body just has to get used to them.  You’re having a hot flash.  Happens to women when their hormones go crazy.”  
“No way,” said Kyle even though he knew she was right.  
Bill and Jan worked Kyle into a new position and soon he found himself hanging by his wrists from the ceiling.  One at a time they tied his legs to posts so that he was immobilized with his legs spread wide.  The cock ring was still on the boy’s hard cock.  “One last time for my good little bitch,” she said, slipped off the cock ring, and put his cock in her mouth.  He shot a huge load down her throat, his body twitching and shuddering as he finally got his relief.  Then, Jan grabbed Kyle’s balls and wrapped a twist tie around his scrotum, trapping his balls.  As she tightened the twist tie, she cut off his blood supply and his balls turned purple.  
“You know how they castrate bulls?” asked Jan casually.  
“Huh?” said Kyle.  He heard and understood, but the question caught him off guard.  
“How they castrate bulls?”
“You mean cut their balls off?”
“Yeah,” said Jan.  “They tie them off and then, without blood, the balls die and fall off.”
“Jesus Christ,” said Kyle, looking down at his own balls and seeing the parallel.  “Don’t take my balls off.  Please, don’t do that.”
Hank and Johnny shifted nervously.  “Oh, don’t worry, boys,” said Jan to the two of them.  “We’re only going to castrate Kyle.  We want him with titties, a little dick, and no balls.  Of course, by the time I get done slapping your balls around, you may wish you didn’t have them anymore.”
Kyle started to wail, tears running down his cheeks.  Jan was done with him for the moment, satisfied with the mental torture she was putting him through.  
Jan spent the next two hours teaching Hank and Johnny how to suck a long cock.  They were reluctant students, but knowing their painful alternative, they learned.  Bill had warmed up to the idea of having a little bitch boy and gave his attention to Kyle.  He dressed the boy in a tight halter-top and pulled a short skirt up his legs, leaving him looking like a young girl with short hair.  Next, he put 3-inch heels on the boy and lowered him so his feet touched the ground.  For an hour, Kyle walked around a small circle, restrained by his hands to the ceiling, learning how to walk in heels.  He was thoroughly humiliated to be dressed as he was.  And, as if that wasn’t enough, Bill occasionally raised the short skirt from behind and commented on the cute wiggle of his sexy ass.  
It was mid afternoon when Jan paused in her play with her two captives.  She gagged them securely so they couldn’t say a thing as she returned to Kyle.  She reached under Kyle’s skirt and squeezed his swollen and purple testicles.  The boy gave no reaction.  All feeling was gone from them.  “He’s ready,” she said.  She and Bill tied him up again with his legs spread, the skirt raised up around his waist.  Kyle couldn’t see between his legs and didn’t see the scalpel in Jan’s hand.  He felt a quick tug in his crotch as Jan sliced his ball sac off.  There was not much blood and the incision scabbed over quickly.  
Jan walked behind the neutered boy as she cleaned the skin away from the purple testicles she held in her hand.  From the sounds coming from Kyle, he was unaware of what had happened.  He complained about his position and begged them to untie his balls before they died and fell off.  When she was finished cleaning them, Jan held two ovals about the size of robin’s eggs.  Holding them behind her back, she walked back in front of Kyle.  
“I’ve got a present for you,” she said to Kyle.  “You may not like it, but if you say no the pain will be incredible.  Do you understand?”
“Uh huh,” nodded Kyle miserably.  
“Open wide and shut your eyes.”  When Kyle obeyed, Jan put one of his testicles in the boy’s mouth.  “Chew it and swallow it.”
“Unnh?” said Kyle.  He felt something warm and slimy in his mouth.  It was clearly disgusting, but he didn’t dare spit it out.  It was firm and tough, but he bit down on it, feeling a release of warm liquid as he did.  He gagged, but kept chewing.  He chewed for a couple of minutes and it didn’t seem to be getting any smaller.  “Can’t chew it all,” he said finally.  
“Big swallow, then,” said Jan.  “It’ll slide down easy.”  It wasn’t the texture that she’d expected, but then she’d never fed a boy his own balls before.  
With a grimace, Kyle swallowed hard, half expecting the object to lodge in his throat.  But, it slid down and he stuck out his tongue.  “Yuck,” he said.  “What was that?”
“One of these,” said Jan as she stuck the second one in his mouth.  “Eat it all up, bitch.”  This time Kyle didn’t chew for as long.  He worked it to a pulpy mass in about a minute and swallowed it with difficulty.  He worked his jaw back and forth until Jan pushed a ball gag into his mouth.  She inspected her work, both the gag and the incision in the boy’s scrotum.  “You don’t really want to know what you just ate, do you?”  
Kyle shocked his head no.  
Taking their time, Bill and Jan untied Kyle’s legs and let him stand in his high heel shoes again.  “Well, let’s just say that you’re balls aren’t where you think they are anymore.”  She rubbed his bare midriff.  “Were they yummy?”
As Kyle started to scream into his gag, Jan pulled his skirt modestly down, leaving him the ability to deny what had just happened.  
She’d tortured the two boys all day and now Jan was incredibly horny.  She stripped off her shiny black suit, lowered Hank to his knees, and pushed her crotch into his face.  Using a riding crop on his ass, she soon had her victim screaming in pain and begging for her to stop.  With those wonderful sounds in her ears, the young mistress came hard on Hank’s tongue.  Not completely satisfied, she turned to Bill, waggled her nude body at him, and said, “Now, if you want a piece of this, you’re gonna have to take it.”
Knowing that was Jan’s way of asking for him to abuse her, Bill wasted no time in wrestling her to the mattress, tying her up, and whipping her soundly.  “You worthless little slut,” he hissed at her.  “You cut his balls off.  I could kill you for that.”  His hands squeezed her throat tightly and, even though she knew by now that it was a game, Jan came as hard as ever.  
Hank suffered through two more days of torture and training.  Then, Jan oiled up his firm, young body.  He looked wonderful with his nude body glistening from the oil.  She sucked him to hardness and slipped a cock ring over his 5-inch cock.  Finally, she tied him so his muscles were straining, his whole body helplessly on display.  
Down the stairs skipped a 10-year-old girl.  She raced across the basement and right up to Hank, who stared back at the brunette as she eyed him up and down.  The stairs creaked again as a man descended.  The girl turned even before the man was all the way down the stairs and said, “Oh, yes, daddy, I want him.  He’s cute and look at his cock.”  She grabbed his cock and stroked it a couple of times.  Hank said nothing as she fondled his cock and admired him.  
“He’s well trained, I guess,” said the man, observing Hank’s silence.  “Say hi to my daughter,” he said to Hank.  
“Hello, mistress,” said Hank.  “I am pleased you find me suitable and desire nothing more than to serve you in every way.”
“Very nice,” said the man, nodding his approval.  “However, you will address her as daddy’s honey pot.”
“Hello, daddy’s honey pot,” said Hank.  
“No,” said the girl.  “Say daddy’s wicked honey pot.”
“Hello, daddy’s wicked honey pot,” said Hank as her daddy laughed.  
“God Almighty,” said the man.  “She’s gonna bust his balls good.”  He grabbed Hank’s chin firmly.  “And you’re gonna smile and let her do anything she wants, aren’t you?”
“Yes, master,” said Hank.  He smiled, “This miserable slave will do everything that daddy’s wicked honey pot desires.”
“Everything but one,” said daddy.  “You ever stick your dick inside her, even if she orders you to, I’ll cut the fucking thing off, understand?”
“Yes, master,” said Hank.  “This miserable slave will never put his dick inside daddy’s wicked honey pot.”  He didn’t like the gleam in the girl’s eyes as she smugly, wordlessly defied her daddy.  “This miserable slave is unworthy,” he added.  
“Damn right.  She’s got a couple little slave girls you might get to fuck if you’re good, but never her.”  Daddy turned to Bill and handed him an envelope.  “Nice work, Bill,” he said.  
The girl continued to admire Hank as he was untied.  “You think I’m pretty?”  she asked Hank.  
“Don’t,” snapped her daddy.  “I’ve told you before that you don’t need the opinion of a fucking, worthless slave.  Besides, if he ever insults you, I’ll cut his dick off.  So, you ask him that and he says no, you’re out one boy toy, aren’t you.”
“Yes, daddy,” said daddy’s wicked honey pot.  But, Hank knew that she’d ask him again in private and he knew the answer would be yes, even better than yes.  This worthless slave is unworthy of looking upon your beauty, he would say.  I have no other desire than to serve the most beautiful girl in the world, daddy’s wicked honey pot.  Collared and cuffed, Hank was led out.  
Ensconced in a limo, Hank used his tongue to please daddy’s wicked honey pot.  During her orgasm, the little girl stuck her finger up her ass, enjoying the dual stimulation.  That was when Hank first saw her wicked side as she offered him her finger, said, “Clean it off for me,” and stuck it between his lips.  Once the girl fell asleep, Hank learned that daddy expected his services, too.  
Johnny suffered through two more days, and then he too was prepared for display.  He was given a cursory examination by the same two men that had picked up Autumn.  Jan watched in amusement as the boy was stuffed into a pair of latex panties with a butt plug in the rear and an opening in the front.  The boy’s cock and balls were pulled through the small hole in front, leaving them dangling.  After being stuffed into his latex cat suit, Johnny’s cock and balls were the only part of his body that was visible.  They looked particularly vulnerable, too.  He was then put into a large teddy bear.  Moaning in pain he was carried out.  
About the time that Hank had disappeared, Kyle noticed his nipples becoming more sensitive.  By then he’d no longer been able to deny that his balls had been removed.  His violated scrotum ached for a couple of days and he’d seen the scars.  Jan teased him by sucking on his cock.  It hardened at the touch of her lips and the suction, but he was incapable of an orgasm as effectively as if a permanent cock ring was in place.  He gave Bill daily blowjobs and licked Jan to several orgasms.    
Kyle was usually dressed in feminine attire, the halter-top and short skirt being Bill’s favorite.  If not in that, he wore nothing at all.  Jan pulled his top off after five days of hormones and cupped his titties as she did every day.  For the first time she was able to gather up a small swell on Kyle’s breast.  “Oh, my,” she exclaimed to Kyle.  “You’re getting titties.  They’re so cute.”
Kyle wanted to protest, but Jan’s ministrations to his growing tits gave him a hard on.  They were sensitive and the sensuous touch was a thrilling erotic feeling.  It was especially wonderful when Jan sucked on his nipples.  Left alone, it galled him to know he was being transformed.  But, with Jan or Bill, his body reacted with a will of its own with chills of pleasure from their attentions.  
The she-boy was readied for pictures after 10 days.  First he sat still while Jan applied makeup.  Eyeliner, blush, and lipstick all went into making him look even more feminine.  When Jan put a short wig on him, Kyle thought, to his dismay, that he looked cute.  The image in the mirror was alluring, and with panties to hide his cock, he could imagine himself staring at a cute girl.  He blushed at the thought of desiring himself, but it was true.  He put on his halter-top and skirt only to strip them off for the camera.  As his top came off, he now could show small tits topped with sensitive little nipples.  Pulling down his skirt, revealed pink panties.  And the panties gave way to a small cock that hardened quickly.  Kyle could walk quite comfortably in high heels, swinging his hips sexily as he did.  Wearing nothing but his heels, the boy posed for some final pictures.  
“Now, put your panties back on,” Jan told him.  She too liked the image of the cute girl.  As Kyle did as he was told, Jan said, “Now, go give Bill a blowjob.”  
Bill couldn’t believe the transformation of Kyle.  With makeup and a wig, Kyle looked nothing like a boy as he went down on Bill.  The man looked down on the slave, who was by now a blowjob expert.  The she-boy licked up and down the length of Bill’s cock, sucked on his balls, and then took the entire length down his throat.  “Fuck my mouth, master,” said Kyle, even sounding like a girl, and then returning to the blowjob.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 27 – Jan on Her Own 6
(MFfbgg, bg, MMmbbg, bdsm, rape, oral, ped)
Jan’s month with Bill was coming to an end.  When Kyle sold (at a record price according to Bill), she’d fulfilled her bargain with him.  The next day, Bill overpowered her easily and used a chloroform rag to knock her out.  When she awoke, Jan was in a totally unfamiliar room.  She was naked and tied with her hands behind her back, her elbows touching and her chest thrust out.  Her feet were tied to her hands and she was balanced on her knees.  Her hair was tied to the ceiling, her only form of support and balance.  She could feel leather straps wrapped around her head and blinders prevented her from seeing to the side.  She didn’t know how long she’d been in that position, but her knees hurt terribly already.  
She wondered what Bill was up to and then her eyes focused on a 10-year-old girl directly in the center of her vision, impatiently waiting.  Jan’s eyes widened in surprise and she said, “Hello, daddy’s wicked honey pot.”
“Damn, you remember me,” said the girl.  “That’s so nice of my new slave girl, but I was hoping that you wouldn’t remember me so I could punish you for forgetting.”  The honey pot pulled Jan’s shoulders forward, stretching her hair more and making her scalp hurt.  “I saw you at Bill’s house and told daddy that I had to have you, too.  I always get everything I want.”
The girl’s words pounded in Jan’s ears.  Bill had sold her to this wicked little girl even after she’d done her end of the bargain.  He’d probably already left town with all his money and now she’d never get home again.  Worst of all, she knew that Hank was somewhere around.  The Hank that had raped her once and had suffered at her hands.  She was his fellow slave.  What would he do to her?  
The 10-year-old pulled on Jan’s nipples – hard.  Jan could do nothing but watch and wince as her tits were stretched and pain shot through her body.  It was delicious pain, but the fear of the unknown dampened it.  What if the girl never let her cum?  Her new mistress let go of her nipples and moved to the side.  Jan turned her head to follow her mistress and for the first time, she realized that there was another girl tied in similar fashion right next to her, identically attired, missing only the blinders.  This girl was about 16-years-old with full, firm tits.  Streaks of tears ran down her strained face.  The honey pot grabbed gold rings that pierced the 16-year-old Petra’s nipples and pulled hard.  “Thank you, daddy’s wicked honey pot,” panted Petra.  “Please may I suck on your nipples?”
Instead of answering, the honey pot stepped back to Jan and repeated the nipple pulling.  Jan winced in pain again and said, “Thank you, daddy’s wicked honey pot.  Please may I suck your nipples?”  In response, the little girl pulled off her T-shirt, revealing large puffy nipples on her otherwise flat chest.  She put one and then the other to Jan’s mouth for Jan’s attention.  
Her mistress walked to the side again and Jan followed with her eyes as she went past Petra and stopped in front of 25-year-old Ursula.  The older woman had been the honey pot’s first slave, going on 2 years now.  Jan could lean her head forward to make out the pain on the beautiful woman’s face, the gold rings in her nipples, and the full, ripe body.  Ursula had once had a life, but now lived only to serve her mistress.  Her independence totally forgotten and her will broken, Ursula was a consummate slave.  “Does daddy’s wicked honey pot wish this pain toy was in more pain?” asked Ursula.  
Without a word, the honey pot picked up a wooden stand about 12-inches long.  Jan could see two short cords at the top of the stand.  She didn’t know what it was, but did know that it was going to cause the woman pain.  There was a sinister smile on the honey pot’s face as she placed the feet of the stand directly between the woman’s breasts.  The girl attached one of the cords to Ursula’s left nipple and the other to her right nipple.  When the girl pulled the cords tight, Ursula’s nipples were pulled out hard toward the top of the stand.  Even when the girl removed her hands, the wooden stand remained in place, stretching Ursula’s tits until the honey pot deigned to remove it.  Ursula moaned in pain during the stretching, but said, “Thank you, daddy’s wicked honey pot.”
The girl repeated the process with Petra who sobbed through the ordeal.  When the honey pot stepped back, Petra choked out, “Th-thank you, daddy’s w-wicked honey pot.”  
Jan expected the same treatment, but the girl walked right past her.  As her head turned, Jan was startled to see a figure on her other side, just three feet away, tied the same as all the others.  But, this one sported a hard cock with a cock ring at its base.  Hank was right beside her!  The look he gave Jan as she saw him for the first time was chilling.  But, his head turned to face his mistress as she stopped in front of him.  With obvious reluctance, Hank said, “Does daddy’s wicked honey pot wish this pain boy was in more pain?”
In another minute or so, Hank’s nipples were stretched and he too moaned in pain.  Like the girls, he had gold rings through his nipples, but Jan noticed gold rings on his scrotum as well.  Surprised, she turned to look at the two girls on her other side.  Sure enough, when she looked closely, she could see gold rings hanging from their cunt lips.  
Shortly after that, daddy entered the room.  “Is she ready, honey pot?” he asked.  
“Yes, daddy,” said the girl.  
“OK, now, you’ve watched daddy do this many times.  Since this is your first time, I’ll watch and make sure you do it right.”  He towered over the kneeling Jan as his daughter started to work on her new slave.  
First, she put an ice cube to Jan’s left nipple and held it there.  It chilled Jan and her nipple hardened at the cold touch.  Though it was uncomfortable, Jan couldn’t get away from the freezing touch and felt her nipple going numb.  Mercifully so, as the girl held up a long needle and pressed the point against Jan’s hard, protruding nipple.  “Here, daddy?” she asked.  
“That’s good,” he replied.  
Jan gasped as the needle penetrated her nipple and appeared on the other side, boring a hole right through.  Despite the numbness, the pain was intense.  “Aaaaaa,” she moaned, feeling the exquisite pleasure of her painful abuse.  I’m owned, she reminded herself, suddenly reveling in the feeling of helplessness.  This is what I deserve.  When the honey pot put an ice cube to her right nipple, Jan felt her pussy getting wet.  The 6-inch needle still ran through her left nipple, 3-inches showing on each side.  She felt the wonderful prick of the second needle in her right nipple and gasped in pain and pleasure.  She was excited as the honey pot withdrew the needles and picked up two gold rings.  Her mistress was going to adorn her with gold rings!  She proudly thrust out her tits and let her mistress attach the rings.  “Does daddy’s little honey pot wish this pain toy was in more pain?” she gasped.  Please!
Instead of a response from the girl, it was daddy that moved.  He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.  “Suck this,” he told Jan.  He knew the pain that Jan was in right now from her newly pierced nipples and the thought hardened him to his full 6-inches.  Though the cock was relatively small for the experienced cocksucker, Jan shook her head.  She wasn’t going to let it be that easy for him, or herself.
“You slut,” snarled daddy and he grabbed the rings freshly inserted in Jan’s tender nipples.  He pulled on them and Jan screamed.  It was like an electric shock that shot through not just her nipples, but her entire breast.  When he released her, the ache continued.  Jan wondered if the juice running from her pussy and down her thigh was noticeable to them.  
Do that again, she thought to herself and I’ll suck it.  He did and she did, greedily sucking his cock into her mouth and swallowing his cum.  “Thank you, master,” she said.  
Daddy chuckled, “Bill said she was well trained.  He wasn’t kidding.”  He looked at his watch.  “Honey pot, daddy’s gotta go do some business.  But, remember, at 4 o’clock, I’ll be back and we’ll watch him fuck her.”  He indicated Hank and Jan as he said that.  
Jan turned her head to look at Hank.  He was looking back at her and mouthed the words, “You’re fucked, bitch.”
After daddy left, the honey pot untied Ursula.  The woman, who could easily have overpowered the 10-year-old, dutifully followed orders without a thought of rebellion.  First, she untied Petra, leaving the 16-year-old’s arms tied.  After her 6-months of slavery, Petra still could not be trusted entirely as Ursula could.  Next, she untied Hank, again leaving his arms tied.  
Finally, she got to Jan, but her orders were different for the newest slave.  Ursula untied Jan’s hair and untied the rope binding her feet and hands together.  She tied a new binding that tied Jan’s hands to the wall behind her.  Still balanced on her knees, Jan felt the strain shift from her scalp to her shoulders.  Then, the honey pot pulled on her nipple rings.  Jan felt her weight shift forward, off balance.  She felt forward until her arms were stretched to their maximum, her brief fall ending with the pop of her shoulders.  “Aaaaaaa,” she screamed.  “Oh, God, oh, God.”  She thought her arms would be torn from their sockets.  
The honey pot just laughed as Jan screamed in pain and Jan knew there would be no respite from the pain and no orgasm to culminate it.  Through the pain, Jan watched the honey pot put Hank through his own torment.  
Hank had learned quickly that his cooperation would earn him great rewards.  Aside from the pain, humiliation, and loss of freedom, he was in the best position of the slaves.  The honey pot wanted mostly to humiliate her female slaves and Hank was another weapon in her arsenal.  For the honey pot’s pleasure, Hank had fucked Ursula and Petra, cumming each time he did.  The two had to blow him and swallow his cum.  Captured by his own lust for sex, Hank was becoming a trusted slave.  So, when Ursula untied his arms, he simply stood and waited for commands.  He wanted to abuse Jan, but he knew he’d have that chance later.  To do so now, against his mistress’ wishes would lose him that chance.  
The honey pot removed the rest of her clothes and said, “Am I sexy, pain boy?”  She knew her daddy’s prohibition against getting compliments from her slaves, but she enjoyed that answers that she got from them anyway.  
“You are the sexiest girl in the world,” said Hank.  “I live only to serve you.  I am not worthy of looking at your sexy, naked, beautiful body.”  Despite those words, he didn’t take his eyes off of her.  She wiggled her small body for him and his cock hardened.  She liked to tease him and then get him to fuck one of the other slaves.  “My tongue desires to taste your honey, daddy’s wicked honey pot.”
The honey pot lay back and let Hank lick her close to an orgasm.  As she approached her orgasm, she pushed him away suddenly and said, “Put it in me.  Fuck me this time.  I want to cum with a boy’s cock inside me.”
Horrified, Hank pulled back.  “But, your daddy… I mean, my master, said I could never or he would cut it off.  Please, I can’t.”
“Shut up and do it,” said the 10-year-old, her legs spread lewdly for her slave.  
“I can’t,” repeated Hank.  His cock still stood out hard, the cock ring preventing him from wilting though right now he was scared enough to lose his erection.  “He’ll cut it off.”
“He’s not even here,” said the girl.  
“What if…?” said Hank.  
“What if I tell him that you raped me,” she said to him.  
“I wouldn’t do that, ever, daddy’s wicked honey pot.”
“But if I told daddy that you did, then he’d believe me, wouldn’t he?”
“Yes, but I…”  Hank stopped as he realized that his denial would mean nothing to his master.  If his daughter said so, then he would believe her, not a slave.  
“Good, then fuck me or I’ll tell daddy that you raped me.”
The choice was clear to Hank.  He either did it and probably not get caught, or didn’t do it and be castrated for a crime he hadn’t committed.  “Yes, daddy’s wicked honey pot.”  It wasn’t that he didn’t want to fuck the little vixen, it was just that he had been told never to do it – even if she ordered him to.  She was sexy and she knew it.  He climbed between her little legs and put his cock to the entrance of her pussy.  As he pushed inside her, he said, “Daddy’s wicked, wicked honey pot.”
She cooed at the sound of his voice.  She was wicked and she liked being wicked.  In fact, she was letting Hank fuck her only because she wasn’t supposed to.  “Make me cum, pain boy,” she said.  “Make me cum and I’ll let you shoot in Jan’s mouth.”  
The boy fucked her for all he was worth.  With the cock ring in place, he had no fear of losing his erection or of cumming inside his mistress.  He called her sexy and wicked and beautiful and she responded to all of them.  Only her daddy had fucked her before and the forbidden nature of this tryst drove her to a wonderful orgasm.  
Through a red haze of pain, Jan saw Hank’s cock wave in her face.  Without a second thought, she sucked it into her mouth.  She couldn’t move without incredible pain, so she simply held still as the boy fucked her mouth.  The pounding of his hips against her face sent a knifing pain through her shoulders with each thrust.  Mercifully, he came quickly.  
Untied, Jan could do nothing more than fall forward.  Her arms were limp and her legs too stiff to move.  She lay still for several minutes, slowing stretching her aching limbs and getting her blood flow back to normal.  The honey pot was busy riding Petra’s face or else she might have prodded Jan to a more rapid, painful recovery.  
When the honey pot was done with Petra, she ordered them into another, smaller room.  This room had no windows.  Four mattresses on the floor were the only furniture.  A sink and toilet stood in one corner.  She shut the door, leaving the four slaves alone.  
Jan collapsed onto the mattress that no one else had claimed.  “What’s your name?”  Petra asked her.  
“Jan,” said Hank for her.
“You know her?”
“Went to school with her,” he said.  “She’s the one that got me here.”  Hank explained the capture, his training, and his eventual sale.  
When he was finished, Jan said, “You left out the rape.”  She told Petra the first part of the story that Hank had left out.  
“I was just in the wrong place at the wrong time,” said Petra.  “There was a shooting at my school and everybody panicked.  When I got out of the building, this guy offered me a ride home.  I wasn’t thinking straight.  Shit, I was scared out of my mind.”  She blushed and said, “I guess you guys know what happened then.”
“Let’s see,” said Jan.  “Raped?”  Petra nodded.  “Tortured?”  Again a nod.  “Sold to the highest bidder when he was done with you?”  
“Yeah, he kept me for about a year I figure, then another girl shows up and I’m out.  Poor thing was just 13, but she was the new toy and I was the old one.  I’ve been a pain toy for daddy’s wicked honey pot for 6 months now.”  Petra still had some fight in her despite her year and a half of slavery.  It galled her to have to obey the 10-year-old.  “Damn her,” she said. 
Ursula looked up at the sound of Petra’s curse, but said nothing.  
“Daddy’s wicked little brat,” said Hank.  
“No!” said Ursula.  “Daddy’s wicked honey pot.”  She looked around as if someone were there to hear.  
Even Petra put her fingers to her lips.  “Be careful,” she said to Hank.  “You haven’t seen her mad yet.  So far she’s just been playing.  Don’t ever say anything but ‘daddy’s wicked honey pot.’  Understand?”
“Don’t argue with daddy’s wicked honey pot,” said Ursula, looking at the wall.  “Don’t be slow.  Don’t hurt her.  Don’t fight.  Don’t say bad things.  Don’t.  Don’t.  Don’t.”
After a few seconds of silence, Petra said, “Jeez, that’s the most I’ve heard her say in a long time.”
“What’s her story?” asked Jan.  
“Been here for 2 years, she says,” said Petra.  “She talked when I first came, but then she did something wrong.  Didn’t see her for a week or two.  Been like this ever since.  Nothing left in her.  She’s got a degree in Psychology from, think she said, UCLA.  Did some drugs.  Ran out of money and stole something from her dealer, some coke, I think.  Bam.  Don’t know if I believe her about the dogs and horses and all, but he made her do porn stuff.”
“Dogs and horses?” said Hank.  
“Yeah,” said Petra.  “Said she had to suck dog and horse cocks.  Weird stuff.  She’s 25, whole life ahead of her.  Pretty girl,” she said with sympathy.  “Aren’t you, Ursula?”
“Not,” said Ursula.  “Daddy’s wicked honey pot is pretty.  Not Ursula.”
“You’re a pretty girl, Jan,” said Petra.  
Ursula looked hard at Jan.  “Not!”  Then she looked at Petra.  “Not you either.”
“Not as pretty as daddy’s wicked honey pot,” said Petra with a hint of sarcasm.  Then she said to Jan, her voice very serious, “And don’t you ever forget that.”
Petra moved over and lay down next to Jan, putting an arm around the 12-year-old.  “Do you mind?” she asked cautiously as she hugged the younger girl.  
“No,” said Jan, returning the hug.  The gentle contact was most welcome.  Her world had suddenly become so uncertain.  The cold knife of betrayal stung her soul.  She’d done her end of the bargain and Bill had still sold her.  She’d been tortured with no rewarding orgasm.  There was still the menacing encounter with Hank yet to come.  A tear ran down her cheek as she thought of how this outing had begun a month ago as a lark.  In her innocence, she’d never anticipated anything like this.  
The two girls pressed their naked bodies together for the warmth and security gathered from the touch of another human body.  It was not sexual, just comforting.  “Hang in there, Jan,” whispered Petra.  “It’s summer break.  She fucks with us every day, but when school starts, it’s only a couple of times a week.”
Hank crawled onto the mattress with the compliant Ursula.  “Horse cocks?” he asked her, his cock stirring at the thought.  
She nodded.  
“How do you suck a horse cock?”
Ursula put her hands out as if grasping an imaginary cock and jacking it into her wide open mouth.  
Jan and Petra held each other without speaking.  The sound of Ursula sucking off Hank filled the room briefly and then it was quiet.  
Pizza was delivered at what Jan assumed was lunchtime.  She thought it incongruous for two large pizzas to be shoved under the door, but Petra assured her that this was not unusual and they were never poorly fed.  
Two hours later, the door opened.  Daddy’s wicked honey pot stood there flanked by two large men.  “I want my new pain toy,” she said.  When Jan stepped out, the honey pot fixed a collar around her neck and led her away on a leash.  The room she was taken to looked every bit like the torture chamber that it was.  
Jan was stopped in front of a wooden box on the floor.  It measured about 18 inches on a side and about 4 inches deep.  The box was open on top with a piece of wood across the center of the opening.  The center strip of wood was about 10 inches wide with two semi-circles cut in each side of it.  “Get in the box,” said the honey pot.  
Jan stepped in.  “Like this,” said the girl, pushing Jan’s feet until her ankles were each in one semi-circle.  The honey pot added another piece of wood to the top of the box and Jan realized what was going on.  The addition of the second strip of wood trapped her feet in the box as like a set of stocks.  With locks and clips, the piece of wood was secured around her ankles and she was immobilized with her feet trapped in the box. 
“Lean forward and put your hands in,” said the honey pot.  Soon Jan found her hands trapped as the other two semi-circles augmented with another strip of wood.  “Stand up.  Straighten your legs.”  It was an uncomfortable position, especially since her arms were shorter than her legs.  It put her head down and her ass up in the air.  She’d never felt more vulnerable.  
“Nice ass,” she heard a man’s voice say.  She recognized daddy’s voice.  “Daddy will just be a minute, honey pot,” he said.  “I just want to try out your new toy myself.”  Jan looked back through her legs to see daddy, totally naked, walk up behind her.  She could see his cock probe at her pussy.  Tensing, she tried to keep him out.  A spanking, then a fucking, she thought.  But, it was not to be.  Her legs were spread slightly by the box on her feet, giving him enough access to slide his cock slowly between her legs and into her 12-year-old pussy.  Once in, he hammered his cock in and out of her tight cunt.  I’m being raped, she told herself.  She hoped it would be enough to get her excited and cum, but again it was not to be.  Daddy came quickly without ever stimulating her clit.  His sperm trickled down her leg and she remained unsatisfied.  
She closed her eyes in despair.  Suddenly she felt a sharp pain on her ass.  Smack.  “Aaaaaa,” she screamed.  Her eyes flew open and she saw the honey pot swing a riding crop against her ass.  “Eeeeee,” she screamed.  “Please, stop,” she begged.  It’s backwards.  Spanking, then fucking, she thought.  Not fucking first.  “Eeeeeee,” she screamed in pain and frustration.  Her ass was thrust up in the air, the perfect target as the honey pot rained blow after blow on it.  
Jan’s cunt moistened as her beating continued.  When her juices ran down her leg, the honey pot just thought it was daddy’s cum.  “Please, touch me,” begged Jan.  “Let me do it.  I’ll play with myself, daddy’s wicked honey pot.  Wanna watch me cum for you?”  But, she wasn’t sure if she actually said that out loud, and if she did, she didn’t know if her words were intelligible through the screams.  The honey pot didn’t stop for a long time.  
Finally, released from the box, Jan was led back to the playroom, where she had started the day.  Hank was there, but she didn’t see Petra or Ursula.  She figured it must be 4 o’clock because daddy was there and he said, “Have at her boy.  I know you have a score to settle with her.  She’s all yours.”
Hank was cocky as he approached Jan.  She considered a swift kick to his balls that would lay him out, but she had no doubt that she was there for the pleasure of daddy’s wicked honey pot.  If she disabled Hank or fought too fiercely, it would probably make the girl and her daddy very mad.  And then, of course, there was that orgasm that had been denied her all day.  Hank was her ticket to relief.  Hank grabbed her firmly in his arms and pressed his lips to hers.  His hands slid down to grasp her red-striped ass and squeezed hard.  “Mmmmm, aaaaaaaa,” gasped Jan in pain. 
“You’re gonna do everything I want, or else,” said Hank, adding another squeeze to her sore ass to emphasize the ‘or else’.  
“Yes.”
“Come on, bitch, how about a yes, master Hank?”
“Yes, master Hank.”
Hank’s voice was sinister and low as he said to her.  “If I have to be this little bitch’s pain boy for the rest of my life, you’re gonna suffer along with me.”  Neither the little bitch nor her daddy could hear him.  “Sweet revenge,” he gloated.  “Tie me up, spank me, fuck me, sell me.  You’re a real piece of work, aren’t you, Jan Brady?  How could you do that to Johnny, Kyle, and me?  Well, you’re gonna pay for fucking up our lives.”
Hank picked up a length of rope.  “I’ve paid attention.  I watched you and I’ve watched daddy and his wicked honey pot.  You’re gonna get the same thing you gave me.”  His hands were unsure, but he knew what he wanted to do.  It wasn’t quick, but he tied her hands to ropes suspended from the ceiling and pulled her to her toes.  He attached the stretching device to her nipples as Jan watched helplessly.  Her pain mounted.  Her arms and legs ached and her feet burned.  The sharp pain in her tits gave way to a dull throbbing.  Hank punctuated her ordeal with occasional slaps on her tender ass.  
“Stick out your tongue,” said Hank.  When she did, he clipped a clothespin on it.  He followed that with clips on her pussy lips.  Then, he ran a rope around her waist and between her legs.  It disappeared into her cunt slit, rubbing her clit painfully when he pulled it tight.  
“Pleath, Hank,” pleaded Jan.  “I’ll let you fuck me.  Take me hard.  Make me thorry.”  She craved a cock in her cunt, not the scratchy rope that was there.  
“I watched you with Bill,” said Hank.  “I’m not fucking you, bitch.  You’re not cumming today.  I’ll get my rocks off, but not you.”
“Pleath,” whined Jan.  Tears of frustration formed in her eyes and ran down her cheeks.  No more pain without the pleasure, she begged silently.  
Watching them, the honey pot and her daddy got excited.  It was the pain and the domination that they found arousing and there was plenty of that going on.  Not taking their eyes off the action, daddy slowly stripped his honey pot, running his hands over the sensitive parts of his daughter’s body.  She cooed with pleasure as he fingered her cunt and she shook in the first of many orgasms.  Daddy stripped himself and sat her on his lap, with his cock pressing against her hairless slit.  
“Oh, daddy,” breathed the 10-year-old, her voice husky as she watched.  “He’s hurting her all over.”  She shuddered to another climax.  “Fuck me, daddy, please?”
The man knelt his wicked honey pot on her hands and knees and entered her tight pussy from behind.  Neither of them took their eyes off the scene in front of them as they positioned themselves and started to fuck.  
“I want a blowjob, bitch,” said Hank.  “And I want you to beg to give it to me.  Remember when you made me do that?  I begged to do Johnny, you fucking bitch.”
“Yeth, mather Hank,” said Jan, her voice strained with pain.  
Hank removed the clothespin from Jan’s tongue, but before she could beg, he put a ball gag in her mouth.  “I want you to beg,” he said.  “Just not yet.”  He glanced briefly at the father-daughter audience, noting he had their undivided attention as they fucked.  Then, he picked up the girl’s riding crop.  “Daddy’s wicked honey pot has warmed your ass well, hasn’t she, bitch?” he said, making sure his audience could hear him.  “I’ll just have to…”  Without warning, he smacked the crop across Jan’s exposed tummy.
“Uuunnhh,” responded Jan, her face registering her surprise.  
“They’re getting off watching you scream, bitch,” said Hank softly.  “That’s your sole function in life right now, bitch.”  He snapped the crop across her tummy several more times, then working down to her soft inner thighs.  “Oh, yes, then there was the time you smacked my balls.”  He reciprocated with a vicious lash to her pussy.  
Jan jerked as her pussy felt the sting of the crop.  It sent pain through every fiber of her body as the sudden movement popped her shoulders, strained her already aching toes, made her stretched tits jiggle, and made the rope dig into her pussy even harder.  “Mmmmmngggg,” she groaned into the gag.  She wanted to tell Hank how sorry she was.  Her revenge had backfired and now she was the one getting punished.  It wasn’t fair.  That was the story of her miserable life.  She’d meant to get Cindy raped and got it herself.  She’d meant to get even with Hank and now was getting it herself.  
Her front was getting to have as many stripes as her ass when Hank stopped.  He undid the tit stretcher and untied her hands.  Jan sighed in relief as she came down off her toes.  She didn’t even mind it as Hank tied her hands behind her back.  She grunted in pain as he tied her elbows together.  It forced her shoulders back and her tits out.  Jan became acutely aware of the rings in her nipples as Hank fingered them.  “Watch this, bitch,” he said as he tied a rope to one ring and another rope to the other one.  In horror, Jan realized they were the same ropes that had just been attached her to arms.  Hank pulled on the other end of the ropes.  Her nipples, and then her tits stretched toward the ceiling.  To keep from pulling too hard, she came back up onto her tiptoes, balancing carefully.  
“Mmmmphfff,” she moaned into the gag.  The noise grew to a muffled scream as her weight was now borne by her toes and tits.  She couldn’t rely on her arms to bear some of the weight.  Her eyes begged Hank to release her.  She wanted nothing more than to suck his cock.  Trying to send some kind of message to her tormentor, Jan sucked furiously on the ball in her mouth. 
“Fuck me, daddy,” squealed the honey pot as she thrilled to Jan’s new predicament.  “Her tits!  Her tits!  God, daddy, that’s gotta hurt her so much!”  Jan had a sick feeling in the pit of her stomach as the girl obviously experienced a powerful orgasm.  She was the sex show for the day, merely serving to make her little mistress horny.  There would be no cumming for Jan Brady.  
Daddy grunted and shot his load into his daughter’s tight cunt.  “How’s that feel, cunt?” he yelled at Jan.  “Fucking hurt like hell?  God Almighty, hunnnh.”  He thrust again.  “Damn good.  Looks like you’re gonna come apart.  Hunnh.”  He thrust several more times, each time shuddering with the release of his jism deep inside his hot daughter.  
“Take the gag out,” said daddy.  “I wanna hear some screams.”
Hank undid the gag and Jan’s hoarse grunts turned into throaty screams of pain.  “Eeeeeeee, aaaaaaaa, eeeeeeee, pleeeeeeease, H-hank, aaaaaaa, God damn, pleeeease, suck your, aaaah, cock.  Wanna.  Let me.  Oohhhhh, pleeease, my t-t-tit-t-ties are c-coming offffff.  Cock, oh, God, cock suck.”  Her scream broke long enough to her to take a deep breath and lick her lips.  “Eeeeeee, aaaaaaa, cum in… aaaaaaa, mouth, fuck mouuuuuth,” her eyes focused on Hank, hoping she was making sense.  “I’m a… I’m a…cocksucker… aaaaaaaaa, fuck, pleeeeease, H-hank, m-master Hank.”
Hank said something, but Jan couldn’t hear him over her own screams.  He pressed his face to hers and yelled, “Did you want something, bitch?”
“C-cock,” she screamed back.  “Your c-cock.  My mouth.  Sssssuck yooooouuuuuu ooofffffffff.”
Hank let the screaming girl down.  “Damn good idea you have there, bitch,” he said to her as her screams died down to sobs.  “Say it again.”
“Please, Hank, let me suck your cock.  This miserable slave wants nothing more in her life than to suck the cock of her master Hank.  Feed me your cock, tasty cock, master Hank and let me suck on it.  I beg you, master Hank, let my mouth pleasure you.”
“Very nice, bitch,” said Hank.  He untied the ropes from her nipple rings and pushed her to her knees.  Jan frantically sucked him into her mouth.  Her arms were still tied behind her, so she had nothing but her mouth to please him.  His hands held her head firmly and pulled her forward and back in time to the rhythm of his hips.  
Experienced though she was, Jan felt a rush of shame and humiliation as she performed for her mistress and daddy.  This wasn’t even for Hank’s pleasure.  She was pleasuring her mistress with screams, pain, and humiliation.  She half longed for the degradation, accepted it as her place in life.  The other half longed for the past month of domination that she’d enjoyed, gone forever now.  In its place was her submission to a little girl with the face of an angel and the mind of a devil.  
Hank had little self-control.  He’d cum twice already today, but he’d really worked himself up for this one.  Jan’s torment was over and it was time for his reward.  In her talented mouth he shot his cum again and again until his cock was soft.  
Jan and Hank were put back into their cell for the night.  Petra said nothing, asked no questions.  She’d heard Jan’s ordeal through the door that separated them from the playroom.  She knew what had happened.  The 16-year-old curled up with Jan, soothing her with gentle touches and soft words.  But, it chilled her to know that Jan had suffered so much and the mistress hadn’t even been angry.  
Jan slept fitfully that night, her dreams haunted by images of Bill betraying her, a life of eternal slavery, and, of course, pain.  In the morning, she was led away, showered, and prepared for “another day of fun and pain” as daddy’s wicked honey pot said.  But, this time she was hooded so she couldn’t see the people around her.  All she knew of her pending ordeal was when the honey pot said, “I’ve invited all kinds of people to try out my new pain toy.”
Jan was tied on her back, her arms and legs spread to the corners of the bed.  She felt the weight of the first man and heard the creak of the bed.  They’d made one mistake and she was going to take advantage of it.  She clasped her knees together, refusing the man’s attempts to part them.  “Bitch,” she heard someone say.  “This will fix her.”  
Smack, a sting of pain shot through her clenched thighs.  Oh, yes, thought Jan with a sense of relief.  Spanking and then fucking.  She heard herself screaming and her pussy got wet with anticipation.  When she could stand no more, she spread her legs.  “Fuck me now, please, do me hard.  Do me.  Do me.”  
A cock slid into her.  Larger than Bill’s cock and larger than daddy’s cock.  She didn’t know who it was or care.  The cock filled her and teased her clit.  The electricity of the pain in her thighs tingled her body as she succumbed to the thrusts of the man on top of her.  He’s good, she thought to herself.  He’s good.  He’s gonna do me good.  “Fuck me hard,” she panted.  “Rape my helpless cunt.  Make me cum for you.  Please, oh, fuck!”  The man’s pace quickened and she felt her orgasm looming as he did.  “Oh, God, yes,” she panted as she peaked.  Pain and pleasure mixed together in the slave’s body and she quivered in ecstasy.  Each thrust seemed to bring a new height and then she felt him spasm inside her.  Her womb filled with cum from a stranger.  Her life had become cunt servant to whoever mounted her.  
A second cock entered her, as big as the first.  Her orgasm seemed to continue uninterrupted.  Time and space meant nothing to her as she became an expanding sphere of pleasure.  Her body twisted and turned on the bed as the second cock raped her, but she felt only the marvelous contact with her sensitive clit.  The second man enjoyed her as much as the first, emptying his cock deep inside her, only to be replaced by a third.  Jan felt as if each new rapist was lighter than the previous, as if she and her rapists were floating.  Each cock was wonderful and she was sure that by now the fourth one was inside her, pounding away.  
Was she screaming, was she begging, was she moaning?  She didn’t know if she was doing any more than fucking cocks as they came.  The pain had driven her to her first orgasm in over 24 hours and now her fear and horror sustained her.  It was a magnificent paradox of pleasure aroused by her knowledge that she was nothing more than a slave, a pain toy for a 10-year-old girl.  She’d been abused and would continue to be abused.  But, at least she was cumming now.  
The fifth cock slid into her and her pleasure lessened.  She was coming down from her incredible orgasm and for the first time, she heard a voice.  “How was that, honey?  I’ve never seen anything like that before.  Can you hear me, honey?”  Fuck!  Her body spasmed in orgasm again as she realized it was Bill’s voice.  Her betrayer had come back to share in her humiliation.  
“Fuck me, Bill, you bastard,” she yelled.  “Give it to me again.  Fucking sell me, you bastard?  How much did you get for me?  Was it worth it?”  Her hips pounded up and down, practically fucking herself.  
“Damn right it was, honey,” said Bill.  “Worth every second of it.  Fuck you, you little bitch.  God damn can you cum.  Keep squeezing me tight like that, honey.  I’m gonna fill up your hot little cunt, too.  You’re worth 100 grand, bitch.  Fuck me.”  He pumped as hard and fast as he could.  He wanted to last longer, but after watching Jan fuck herself half to death on all the other cocks, he was ready to shoot his wad.  “Oh, God, yes, here it cums,” he said and he let loose his own contribution to Jan’s messy cunt.  
Jan woke up with a start.  She’d fainted from overexertion.  The hood was removed and she was lying on her back, still in bed.  With a slight movement she confirmed that her arms and legs were no longer tied.  Her eyes blinked in the bright light.  There was something suddenly comforting about the big bed, the sweet smelling sheets, and the soft pillows.  She snuggled up against something and felt it respond.  An arm tightened around her.  She raised her head and looked up to see who was holding her so gently, so warmly, and so lovingly.  “Daddy,” she said as she realized it was her own father who held her tightly.  “Daddy, where are we?”
“In bed,” said Mike, his hand brushing softly on his daughter’s face.  
“I hurt all over,” she said.  
“You OK, though?” he asked.  
“I… I’ve been sold,” she said.  She blushed as her daddy smiled at her.  If he was here, how could that be true?  Her mind tossed the contradictions around as she failed to grasp reality.  “Wasn’t I?”  
“No, sweetheart,” said Mike.  “Bill just pulled one last trick on you.  He paid the girl and her daddy to pretend they owned you, for a day.  He said it was your real fantasy.  Was it?”
“I was owned,” she said, thrilling to the sound of the words.  “Yes, it was.  But… oh, it was perfect.”  She suddenly understood.  “He made me feel owned, but he knew I still wanted to come home at the end.”  Her hand slid down her daddy’s chest and stomach to grasp his soft cock.  She stroked it to hardness.  “Fuck me, daddy,” she said.  
Mike looked in his daughter’s eyes to make sure she was serious and then spread her slender thighs.  He put his cock deep insider her and fucked her to a pleasant orgasm.  “Where did that come from?” he asked her.  She’d never cum for a gentle, loving fuck before.  
“Don’t know,” she sighed.  “But, I liked it.”  
The two dressed and Jan learned that her morning orgasm had been courtesy of her father, three brothers, and Bill.  Hooded and aroused, she hadn’t recognized the familiar cocks of her own family.  They were met on the way out by daddy’s wicked honey pot.  Jan suddenly felt the cold fear of slavery as the little girl smiled sweetly at them.  “Hi, daddy’s wicked honey pot,” said Jan tentatively.  
“You’re not mad?”  asked the girl.  
Jan shook her head, more to shake off the image of mistress and slave than to say no.  “No, of course not,” she said.  “It was wonderful.”
“You really liked that?”
“Yes, I really liked that.”
“Uh, you can call me Annabelle,” said daddy’s wicked honey pot.  
“Never,” said Jan with a smile.  She gave Annabelle a hug and said, “You’ll always be daddy’s wicked honey pot to me.  Maybe I can come back and play sometime.  You know, tie me up again?”
“If you want,” said Annabelle.  “Say, you wanna go play with the other pain toys right now.  I can show you how to make them scream?  I know you wanna get back at the pain boy.”
“No,” said Jan.  Tempting as it was, Petra was her friend, she felt sorry for Ursula, and Hank was fucked already.  It wouldn’t be long before he was caught in the wicked honey pot and castrated.  She didn’t want to be their mistress.  “No, I don’t.  Let’s go home, daddy.”
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 28 - Reinventing the Wilsons
(BB+FMfgbb, bdsm, inc, oral, anal, ped)
The Wilson family had been upended one day about eight months earlier when the Brady’s learned about their income tax fraud.  It was enough to turn the quiet and normal family into slaves that obeyed every command given to them by the Bradys.  At first it had been a traumatic experience to find themselves tied, tormented, fucked, and filled with cock in every hole.  But, it was also an avenue for them to expand their sexual experiences into a realm most of them hadn’t realized even existed.  Candy, now 17 years old and senior in high school had gone from virgin to a sex crazed teen who enjoyed her mom, dad, and younger sister.  She endured her little brothers, but only because they had potential and would one day be great fucks.  
Similarly, everyone of the Wilsons gradually learned that they enjoyed their time with the Bradys, each for different reasons, and the incestuous doors it opened amongst themselves.  Any day of the week might find Van with his youngest daughter, the two boys playing with mommy, or any other combination imaginable.  But, Saturday was the most anticipated day of their week, the day they entered the world of the Bradys.  They never openly admitted amongst themselves that they enjoyed their Saturdays, but it was general understood by the excitement that built up all the way to their masters’ door.  
So, on Tuesday morning when Amy got a letter from the IRS she was puzzled.  As far as she knew, she was an unknown to the IRS since they had never paid taxes or filed returns in their life.  Shaking, she wondered if someone had finally turned them in.  She quickly ripped open the envelope and read the first sentence.  “In accordance with Federal law, the Internal Revenue Service is required to notify you that your spouse and business partner, Vance J. Wilson, has reached an agreement with the IRS regarding unpaid taxes.  Her head spun as she considered what that meant.  Van had turned them in and made a deal with the IRS!
She read further and learned that criminal charges and penalties had been waived provided they paid the IRS a total of $500,000 over six years, plus regularly paid future income taxes.  Relief washed over her.  Knowing their financial status, this payment would be no burden at all and yet, it would free them from their guilt and constant worry over exposure as tax cheats.  She had known that the IRS would often take a much lower settlement just to something out of an errant taxpayer.  Yet, in her relief, something nagged her.  She didn’t want to stop being the Bradys’ sex slave!
She immediately called Van to find out what his intentions were.  When she told him about the letter he groaned and said, “You weren’t supposed to find out.  I told them to send all my correspondence to my office.”
“Well, it’s not your correspondence, this time, Van,” said Amy.  “It’s addressed to me because they, unlike my spouse and business partner, think I should know we’re paying half a million dollars to them.”
When Van muttered an apology, Amy said, “Well, that’s not really the point, honey.  I’m thrilled that you did it.  I’ve spent the last few years worrying about what would happen if we were caught.  Now, I’m … happy.  Except for one thing.”  She waited a second to make sure she had Van’s attention.  “You can’t tell the Bradys about this.”  
“What?” said her husband in surprise.
“You heard me.  I like going to their house every weekend.  I love to hear their boys call me Amy bitch as they fuck me.  I still get chills remembering that first time Greg called me Amy.  God, I was tied on my hands and knees and he was fucking me.  I don’t want that to stop.”
She heard her husband chuckle and almost exploded in anger that he was laughing at her, but he said, “That’s exactly why I didn’t tell you about it.  I didn’t want you to tell the Bradys and stop our fun.  Fuck, Amy, I love their girls making me eat them or when they make me fuck Candy or Jill.”
It was Amy’s turn to laugh.  “What a couple of perverts we are,” she said.  “Tie me up and fuck me and my kids, too.”  Then she sobered up.  “What if the kids don’t want to be slaves anymore?  Shouldn’t we give them a choice?”
“No,” said Van.  “First off, Candy was over at the office last week and saw an envelope from the IRS to me.  I don’t think she got a chance to read the letter, but I think she put two and two together.  Second, I’m damn sure all the kids enjoy it, too.  I mean, look at the way they act on the way over.  Third, I don’t want to tell the kids because they might let it slip out.  Even if we’re willing to keep it up, how would the Bradys react to knowing that their control over us is gone?  What if they stop the fun?”
“Hadn’t thought of that,” agreed Amy.  Then she changed her mind.  “Oh, they wouldn’t do that.”  But after another second, she softly, “But, we can’t take that chance, can we?  You’re right.  We can’t tell the kids.”
With that decided, it was quiet for a couple more days.  Thursday night, Jill was entertaining the boys with her nude body and mouth and Candy crawled in bed with her parents.  She was naked and let her parents start fondling her before she said.  “I really like going over to the Bradys every week, don’t you?”  Without waiting for an answer, she continued, “I feel so sexy, so desirable when then make me strip.  Oooo, just gives me chills to think about it.  And, two weeks ago when they tied me up and all I did all day was suck cock and eat pussy, mmmm, I loved it.  You know Jill and Nate and Randy all enjoy it, too.”
“Hey, don’t stop,” she scolded them, “I want my mommy and daddy to make me cum tonight.  Fuck me, daddy.”  She guided him on top of her and once his cock was in place, sliding in and out, she said, “You guys like it, too.  God, mom, if I had a dollar for every time you’ve cum over there, I’d be fucking rich.”  She paused as her mom leaned down and kissed her hard.  The feel of the other woman’s tongue in her mouth and hand on her breast was intoxicating.  As they broke the kiss, Candy said, “I just want to make sure you guys don’t do something to ruin the fun without at least talking to me.”
“Nobody’s ruining any fun, Candy,” said Van.  He kept up the slow stroking in and out of his daughter’s cunt and leaned forward to kiss her deeply.  
“So, what’s with the IRS?” asked the 17-year-old when her mouth was free.  
Van fought off the urge to say it was none of her business, which it wasn’t.  He knew she wasn’t stupid and wouldn’t settle for a non-answer.  “Sweetie, the Bradys knew about us cheating on taxes and punished us by making us their slaves.  You know that much or else you wouldn’t be asking.  Well, we made a deal with the IRS not because we want the Bradys to lose their leverage over us, but because if somebody else finds out then we’d still go to jail.”
“And, we’re not going to tell the masters anything,” said Amy.  “You like to suck cock.  I like to get fucked.  Daddy likes to be at the mercy of their girls…”
“Oh, sweet punishment,” interjected Van to the giggles of his wife and daughter.  
“Thank you,” said Candy as she laid back to really enjoy her daddy’s cock.  
It was a warm Saturday as the Wilsons arrived at their appointed time.  Occasionally they tried to catch their masters off guard and today they tried by slipping into the back yard, stripping, and then knocking on the sliding glass door.  Marsha came to see what the knocking was all about and called everyone to come see.  By the time everyone had arrived to look out, the six slaves were standing at attention in a neat, naked row.  

Marsha stepped out, “So, our slaves are being cooperative today.  Well, that won’t buy you an easier day.”  With the practiced ease of a mistress, she looped a rope around Jill’s slender waist, ran it down through her hairless pussy slit, and tied the other end to the 12-year-old’s hands behind her back.  Forced to kneel, Jill had her face pressed into Marsha’s panty covered pussy where she licked at the silky fabric and inhaled the older girl’s aroma.  
Quickly, all the slaves were helpless.  Cindy tied Van’s hands behind him and pulled him inside by his balls.  Once inside he was tonguing Cindy’s precious little cunt before his eyes could adjust to the darker room.  Greg grabbed Amy and tied her hands, gagged her, and threw her in the pool.  She came up with an astonished look on her face – she’d expected the pool to be warmer that it was.  Her gag muffled her squeals.  Standing cunt deep in the pool, she could feel her nipples hardening in the cold.  Peter mimicked the rope job that Marsha had done on Jill, but inside of spreading pussy lips, his rope went on either side of Randy’s small cock.  With handcuffs in hand, Mike bee-lined it for Candy.  Cuffed and gagged, the willing slave was put on the coffee table in the family room.  She felt a big cock press against her cunt and then she was full.  Bobby also had handcuffs as he grabbed Nate, cuffed him, and threw him in the pool with his mom.  Carol saw that everyone else was taken and rushed Jan down to the basement for some fun.  
Naked, Greg and Bobby joined their captives in the pool.  The cold momentarily wilted their hard cocks, but when the two slaves had been dunked several times and were gasping for air, their masters were once again hard.  Greg held Amy down under the water, watching her struggle for control.  Her eyes bulged as she approached her limit.  When he pulled her out, she breathed heavily through her nose, wishing she could beg for his cock.  Nate was also gasping for air.  Bobby shoved him under and then put his cock in the helpless boy’s face.  The 8 year-old sucked on the 10-year-old’s cock until he was pulled up for air again.  As he regained his breath, he gasped out, “Fuck, Bobby, let me suck it good.  I’ll do anything you want, master.”  
Hearing that, Greg took off Amy’s gag and dunked her again, feeding her cock under water.  This time when she came up, Greg leaned her across the edge of the pool and entered her from behind.  “How to you like my cock, Amy bitch?” he asked her.  “Can’t stop me from sticking it up your hot cunt, can you?”
No, you young stud, thought Amy, I can’t and I wouldn’t if I could.  “Fuck me, master,” she said.  “I’m yours to own.  I’m yours to use and abuse.  Fuck me all you want, master.”
“Bring him over here,” Greg called to Bobby.  “Lean him over the side and fuck his ass while his mommy watches.  Hell, I’ll fuck her ass, too.”
The nude little boy slave squealed in pleasure as his ass was taken.  “Is he?  Is he?  Is he fucking your…   ass, too, m-mommy,” gasped the excited boy.  
“Yes, Nate, you’re mommy is getting butt fucked just like her little boy.  God, Greg has got his big cock all the way up my ass.  Turn your head over here and watch how a bitch slave gets fucking ass raped.  Watch your mommy get it all the way.”
“I am, mommy,” said Nate.  
On the coffee table, Candy was getting fucked good.  It was a heavenly feeling to have her master’s 8-inch cock inside her.  The ache in her shoulders and hips added to her predicament, reminding her that she was a slave, good for nothing but fucking and sucking.  She wished she wasn’t gagged so she could beg for it in her mouth, but she knew that would come in time.  
“Candy slut, I love your tight cunt,” whispered Mike.  His body was positioned so her legs were forced wide and then her feet pressed down on her ass.  That put his head right behind her so he could whisper foul things to her, things that were music to her ears.  “Naked and tied.  Hog tied right on my coffee table.  Taking my cock like the slut you are.  Hell, slut, you can come knock on my door naked anytime you want.”  
Like the rest of her family, Candy was an exhibitionist who enjoyed public sex.  She looked around the room, but found they were alone.  She’d just have to make do without an audience.  She imagined boys in her class perched on the couches around her, watching her getting raped and waiting their turn.  
Abruptly, Mike pulled on the girl’s long hair, forcing her to arch her back.  He leaned into her neck and bit it softly, then started sucking on her neck.  “I’ll give my slut a hickey so everyone knows she’s a slut, a cocksucking slut.”  He continued to mouth his helpless captive’s neck, but never hard enough to leave a mark.  He wanted nothing to mar her perfect white skin.  Still, it wouldn’t be until the end of the day that she knew she was unmarked.  For now, she thrilled at the thought of being marked for her master.  
Van, Jill, and Randy found themselves together in the basement.  Jan was already hanging upside down and eating her mother’s pussy.  The three were arranged in a triangle – Van sucking Randy’s cock, Randy eating Jill’s pussy, and Jill sucking her daddy’s cock.  Van could hardly concentrate on his task of satisfying Randy as he watched the lips of his 12-year-old daughter slide up and down his own cock.  In the past few months, the young girl had started to mature.  No longer flat, she was sporting some budding tits that her daddy really enjoyed.  No one knew that she was plucking any hairs she found around her pussy.  She knew her hairless pussy turned them all on and was determined to keep it that way.  
Randy loved having his daddy suck on his cock.  He lay with his legs spread as wide as he could to give the older slave easy access to his small cock.  But, he also enjoyed being pressed up against his big sister’s wet cunt.  As he licked, he slurped up the juices that came in an ever-increasing flood.  
Peter enjoyed the sight of watching a boy eating a pussy almost as much as he liked eating them.  “Do it, little boy toy,” he said to his slave of the moment.  “Stick your tongue up inside her.  Yeah, like that.  Now, taste her slit.  Taste her little girl slave slit.”  
Jill’s body tingled when he said that.  Eight months ago she’d been ashamed of her undeveloped body.  Then, she’d realized that everyone wanted it.  Suddenly, she loved being called a little girl.  She let go of her daddy’s cock long enough to say, “God, Peter, I’m growing up now.”  Another thing she’d learned was that the more she protested the more they said it.  
“Little girl cunt,” said Peter and Jill shuddered her way to an orgasm.  “Little hairless bitch.  You’ll always be a little girl, turning on the older boys with no tits and no pussy hair.”
“Yeah,” added Marsha.  “You have nothing to show.  Just a little girl pussy, a tight little girl ass, and little baby titties.”  
Damn right! thought Jill.  Hot little bitch for the men to chase.
“And daddy likes having his little baby girl suck his cock, doesn’t he?” said Cindy.  “Look at how hard he is.  There’s nothing like a little girl who knows what her daddy really wants, is there?”
Marsha rubbed Jill’s small tits, “She’s right.  Nothing makes a daddy happier than his cock in the mouth of his little girl.  Make him cum for us, little slave bitch.  He’s so fucking close now with your hot lips on his cock.  He wants to fuck your mouth so bad.  He wants it because you’re his little girl.”  Jill shuddered in orgasm a second time as Marsha goaded her.  Then she felt the cock in her mouth tense.  She sucked hard to milk the cum from his cock and swallow it all.  
“Don’t swallow it all,” ordered Cindy.  “We’re not done with his cum yet.”  
Cindy was impinging on Marsha’s territory, an unspoken rule that she owned her chosen slave until a swap was made.  It was her right to ask, “What are you going to make her do?”
The 10-year-old whispered in her older sister’s ear and Marsha was satisfied.  “Cool.  They’ll love it, because they’re sluts.”  Marsha pulled Jill free of the triangle, leaving Van sucking on his son’s cock.  Randy was still unable to cum because of his age, so Van’s attempts were fruitless, but arousing.  “Very carefully, spit the cum out so it gets all over your little titties,” Marsha said to Jill.  
“Now, get over here, big boy,” said Cindy.  “We know you like little girl titties.  Suck on them.  Clean up Jill’s itty-bitty titties.”  
“Please not that,” moaned Van.  It was like Br’er Rabbit begging to not be thrown in the briar patch.  Even coated with his own cum, sucking those little tits was heaven for him.  His two mistresses had been so right about daddies wanting their little girls.  Without further encouragement, he started sucking and licking on the pert little nipples and small mounds of his 12-year-old daughter.  
With the first round finished, Mike got everyone back together and ordered the Wilsons to get dressed again.  The Bradys did have a plan for the day and after this minor distraction, they got back on track.  They took the clothed Wilsons down to the basement and tied them all to the walls, except for Van.  Each of the others had their hands and feet tied with rope so they were spread eagle flat against the wall.  “Now, here’s the game,” said Mike.  “You have to untie all of them, strip them, and tie them back up on a different wall.  You also have to cuff yourself right here,” he pointed at cuffs that dangled from rings in the wall.  “We’re going to give you half an hour to do that and then come down and enjoy you all.  However, if we come down and find anyone untied, dressed, or in the same position we left them, that slave will be treated especially mean.  So, it’s up to on how your family gets treated.”
Van saw the problem immediately.  It had taken the Bradys five minutes to tie the five Wilsons to the wall.  Even if he did get them untied, it would take him 25 minutes to tie them back up.  But, as his tormentors left, he did his best.  He fumbled with knots on Jill.  They were harder to untie than he thought.  While he untied Randy, Jill stripped and tied her ankles to the wall.  Next, he frantically untied Nate.  Randy was having a hard time tying himself up, so Van had to stop to tie Jill’s wrists, Randy’s wrists and ankles, and then Nate’s wrists and ankles.  He looked at his watch and saw only five minutes remaining.  No way could he do one more.  
He walked up to Candy and whispered in her ear, “Well, you said you like being their slave.  So, slave bitch, I’m leaving you dressed and tied in the same position.  Ooo, I wonder what’s in store for you.”  He smirked at her as he taunted her.  
“You son of a bitch,” said Candy.  Inwardly she said, thank you, daddy.
To his wife, Van gave the same treatment.  “So, my little wifey likes being a slave.  Sorry, slave bitch, but there isn’t time to save you.  You’re fucked.”
“I hope so,” said Amy as he walked away.  
Van quickly stripped and chained himself to the wall.  Van knew that Jill, Randy, Nate, and he were in for some hard treatment as usual, but he looked forward to watching Candy and Amy suffer as slaves should… as they so desired.  
At 30 minutes exactly, the door opened back up.  The Bradys had no expectation that he could manage the entire task and were actually surprised he had gotten as far as he did.  
Mike produced a pair of scissors and started cutting away Candy’s clothes.  Inch by inch he cut through her shorts and shirt.  Then, he snipped her bra straps off and pulled her bra off.  Finally, he cut her panties so she was completely nude.  Mike and Bobby untied Candy’s hands and pulled her to her knees.  Then Mike stripped and said, “Now, naughty little slave.  I told you that you would be punished if I caught you still dressed.  Open up wide and show me what a cock sucker you are.”  For the second time in less than an hour, the teenager took her master’s cock inside her, but this time she could savor him in her mouth.
Greg and Peter completely untied Amy and stripped her.  Then, they laid her on her stomach and started tying her hands.  She recognized the position they were preparing for, “No, please, not that,” she pleaded.  She honestly hated this position and the intense pain that went with it.  Her hands and feet were all tied to ropes that went through the same pulley on the ceiling.  When the two boys started pulling on the ropes, her hands and feet met behind her back and then she was lifted off the ground.  The strain on her shoulders and hips was instantly painful and only started to get worse.  
Candy watched her mother’s treatment out of the corner of her eye.  By the time her mother was tied, she had swallowed Mike’s cum and Bobby’s cock was in her mouth.  The little boy was finished quickly as well in her expert mouth.  By the time her mother was screaming in pain, Candy was being tied in similar fashion.  “Oh, God, no,” screamed Candy, never fighting her masters.  It looked very painful.  “Please, I’ll be a good girl next time.  I’ll be naked for you next time.  I’ll suck cock again.  I’ll eat pussy.  I’ll do anything.”  She felt her arms and legs rise up behind her.  “No, for God’s sake, no…  I’ll do … eeeeeaaaaaaa,” she screamed in agony.  
The two women were facing each other from different positions in the room.  All they could do was scream and watch their counterpart scream.  Then, they watched their counterpart’s back as their masters put candles on their butts and backs.  They couldn’t see their own backside, but could see the other’s and knew the same thing was happening to them.  With the candles lit, they watched hot wax flow and felt it upon themselves.  Where they thought themselves incapable of more pain, they found they were wrong.  
While the two “bad girls” were being punished, the other four slaves were getting their own torment.  Jill and Van were chained to rings in the floor so they were on their hands and knees.  Outfitted with leather harnesses, they were soon in the familiar little pony position.  The two boy slaves put their cocks into the little ponies’ asses and started to ride them.  Jill almost yawned at the feel of a two inch cock in her ass.  God, she thought, I want more.  Shit, somebody fuck my ass right.  But, there were only mistresses attending to her, no one with a cock.  
But, then, things perked up when Marsha said to her, “Just like a little girl who doesn’t know any better.  Holding still while her little brother fucks her in the ass.  Little bitch slave will do anything for a little thrill.  Would you rather have him in your cunt?  How about your mouth?  Can Randy poke you right in the mouth?  I know you’re dying for it.  A little cock for a little girl.”
Jill whinnied and nodded.  She was getting aroused from the words alone.  Her body was saying, keep calling me a little girl and I’ll do anything you want.  When Randy appeared in her face, she opened up and took his little cock in her mouth.  It tasted terrible, but she cleaned it with her mouth and then started sucking in earnest on the small member.  
Behind her, she felt liquid being rubbed on her asshole.  She turned around to see who was poking around her ass and saw it was only Cindy.  Maybe her mistress was going to finger her asshole.  Beside her, Van was getting the same treatment.  He had Nate in his mouth and Marsha playing with his ass.  Jill turned to see what was going on behind her father and saw two cocks dangling between his legs.  She did a double take and realized Marsha had a strap on.  
Quickly Jill peered under herself, back between her own legs.  She was just in time to see Cindy’s pelvis thrust forward.  “Oooo, God all fucking mighty,” she screamed as the dildo penetrated to the hilt.  Beside her she heard her daddy yell, “Oh, shit, it’s too fucking big.”  
Suddenly the entire experience changed.  Jill had an eight inch strap on banging in and out of her ass.  She was on fire as the cock slid in and out.  She’d forgotten about the small cock in her face and ignored it.  She arched her back up with pleasure and pushed back as hard as she could.  “Oh, please, mistress, that feels so wonderful.  Fuck my ass hard, Cindy mistress.  Ride my tight little girl ass.  Make me the happiest slave in the world.  Fuck my little girl ass because that’s what little girls are made for.”  Her screams of pleasure blocked out the screams of pain coming from Candy and Amy.  
Tied as they were, mom and daughter were in agony.  Their skin burned from hot wax.  The candles were removed and they waited for the next pain.  But, it was reward rather than pain that came to them.  The pain in their shoulders, elbows, hips, and knees didn’t fade.  But both eagerly took a cock in their mouth and one in the cunt.  Amy blew Peter while Greg fucked her from behind.  “Fucking my Amy bitch,” said Greg and Amy wondered if she could cum while she was in such pain.  She sucked hard and deep on Peter’s cock, enjoying the fullness of being taken from both ends at once.  
Candy had Bobby’s cock in her mouth and Mike’s in her cunt.  She looked up into Bobby’s eyes and knew what it was to be owned by a 10-year-old.  Slave bitch that she was, she sucked harder on his cock, wanting to take his cum.  She didn’t wonder about cumming, she did as Mike pounded her cunt.  “Fuck,” she mouthed against Bobby’s cock.  “Fuck my face, master.”
Bobby stopped for a second and said, “Ask me again, bitch.”
Candy was cumming a second time as she opened her mouth to reply.  “Fuck my Goddamn face you big hard bastard.  Don’t fucking stop right now.  Put that cock back in my mouth.  I gotta have it.  I gotta taste… mmmphf.”  
“Holy shit, she’s cumming,” observed Mike.  
Candy managed to spit out Bobby’s cock again and growled, “God damn right I’m cumming, master.  Don’t you fucking stop.  Please,” she was almost weeping at the thought of him stopping, “don’t ever stop.  Fuck me.  Fuck me.”  Then she looked up at Bobby and said, “Back in, master, give it back.”
Mike could hardly have stopped right now.  He wasn’t in control anymore.  The tied, naked, sore bitch impaled on his cock was every bit in charge.  He came hard, filling her with cum.  He kept pounding as Candy kept up the most amazing reaction he’d ever seen.  Bobby flooded her mouth with cum and she sucked him back to hardness.  Then, she just went limp, totally spent.  
At the same time, Amy went from wondering to cumming, too.  Set off by her daughter’s horniness, Amy too learned the thrill of pleasure given in pain.  She felt like yelling out as her daughter had, but she had a mouthful of cum before she could get any words out.  Then, her cunt was full of cum and she too went limp.  The two were quickly lowered and stretched out into a more comfortable position so their limbs could recover.  But, Candy crawled halfway to Mike.  Seeing her attempt, he met her halfway.  The slave started kissing her master’s feet.  “Please, master, don’t ever stop.  Don’t ever send me away.  Hurt me, fuck me, but God, make me cum like that and I’ll obey you forever.”  Now she was crying, “Don’t ever stop.  I deserve everything you can do to me.  Please, don’t…stop.” 
Cool, thought Bobby and walked up next to his dad.  Candy didn’t disappoint him.  She looked up and saw his face and started kissing his feet.  “Thank you, master, thank you for letting me have your cock.”
All action had ceased in the basement.  Everyone watched in amazement as Candy professed her undying obedience to her masters.  Van and Amy tried to summon up some parental concern for their daughter, thinking she’d flipped out.  But Van only managed to feel jealousy that she was throwing herself at another man’s feet.  Amy could only wish she had the nerve to do the same thing.  She fell short of kissing feet, but managed to say to Greg, “Yes, master, that was the most intense experience I’ve ever had.  Please make me do that again.”
Candy’s pleas actually had a reverse effect on Mike, Greg, and Peter.  Instead of owning her, they felt unworthy of her and wanted to pamper her for the suffering they’d just put her through.  Bobby was ready to go again but he paused as no one else moved.  Only one person fully understood Candy’s pleas.  Jan walked up in front of her daddy and said, “Get Jill tied up and give her the same fucking treatment or else she’ll be wondering what she missed.  If you’re gonna stand their like she’s ceramic, give me a Goddamn strap on and I’ll give the bitch slave what she needs.  I’ll make her the slave of a slave and make her scream some more.  Cindy, you get over here with yours.  You and me are gonna do Candy.  Mom, you and… um…”
“Me,” said Bobby.  
“Yeah, OK, mom, you and Bobby do Amy.”  To the men she said, “You guys go do Jill and keep the boy toys happy.”
Jill found herself being dragged to where Amy had just been.  “Oh, no, I don’t know about this,” she squirmed as they tried to tie her up.  “It looked like this really hurts.  I could skip this.”  But, they didn’t stop and she was soon hanging by her hands and feet in a most uncomfortable position.  Lighter than the other two, she wasn’t in as much pain until the hot wax poured over her sensitive skin.
While Jill was getting her dose of pain, Candy once again had a cock in her pussy and a cock in her mouth.  She was on her hands and knees, giving the plastic cocks as much attention as she had the real ones.  Kneeling behind her, Jan thrust in and out as hard and fast as she could.  At the same time, she slapped a wooden paddle across Candy’s ass again and again.  “Fucking bitch slave,” growled Jan.  “I’m gonna make you kiss my feet.  You’re gonna be nothing but a slave of a slave.  Are you ready to cum yet?”
Cindy pulled back so Candy could speak.  “No, no,” said Candy frantically.  “No, not yet.  I’m close.  Don’t stop.”  Then to Cindy at her face she said, “Goddamn it, you stop one more time I’m going to bite it off.  Give it to me.”  She reached for it, but Cindy waved it out of her reach, then pushed it right at her and down the slave’s waiting throat.  “Mmmm, mmmm, mmmm,” moaned Candy as she sucked.  
Teasingly, Cindy pulled out again and said, “Tell me again.”  
But, she didn’t get the answer she expected.  Candy said, “Please, I want a slave in my cunt and a slave in my mouth.  I want to taste cum, not plastic.  Let my slave daddy fuck my face.”  She also didn’t want Cindy to tease her anymore.  
“You heard her, boy toy,” said Cindy.  
Van jumped at the chance and pushed his cock into her mouth.  “Suck my cock, slave bitch,” he said though she didn’t need any encouragement.  He wasn’t in the mood for teasing his daughter and quickly picked up a rhythm that would drive him over the top.  
Jan was concerned that Candy should be cumming by now.  A change of strategy was needed.  She handed the paddle to Cindy and said, “Spank me, please, I need it, too.”  As Jan felt her ass warm, she leaned over Candy’s red ass and reached for the 17-year-old’s nipples.  For just a second she lightly rubbed the older girl’s big tits, then pulled down hard on her tender nipples.  Candy let out a muffled scream and then started cumming.  The teen’s body started convulsing as the pain in her tits met the pleasure of an orgasm.  Her mouth picked up speed, sucking like a mad woman.  Her mouth filled with cum and she imagined her pussy getting the same treatment.  As she collapsed in exhaustion again, the slave crawled to Cindy’s feet and started kissing them.  “Thank you, mistress, for letting me belong to your slave.  Thank you for making my daddy fuck my face.”
Jill was screaming in earnest now and begging to be let down.  It was almost time for her double fucking.  
Cindy took the paddle and spanked Jan a couple more times.  “What do you think you were doing, slave?” she said.  “Who said you could take charge like that?  Who said you could dare to have a slave of your own.”
“Sorry, mistress,” pleaded Jan.  “I was just trying to help my mistress understand what the slave bitch wanted.”
“Well, you’re going to have to be punished, you know.”  Cindy led Jan over to a sweaty spot on the padded floor and told her to lie down on her stomach.  
Jan looked up at the ropes dangling over her and said, “Thank you, mistress.”  In less than two minutes, Jan was screaming as she too was hanging by her hands and feet, staring at the floor.  
Jan felt hot wax running down the crack of her tender ass as Jill took a cock in both ends.  Bobby and Carol fucked the 12-year-old until she came, too.  With a tummy full of fresh cum and a well fucked pussy, she was lowered down and laid out.  She had enjoyed the experience as well, but thought her sister and mother had used the wrong post fucking strategy.  You don’t tell your masters you enjoyed it, she thought, or else they will stop doing it.  Instead, she said, “Don’t know what those fucking cunts were so hot about.  That hurt like hell.  Don’t ever do that to me again.”  Her demanding tone made Bobby and Carol look at each other in amazement.  Both of the same mind, they hauled the defiant slave back into the air.  Jill could hardly keep from grinning.  “No, please, I said not again.”
Jill took her daddy in her cunt and Nate in her mouth while hanging in helpless pain.  She came three more times before her daddy filled her with cum and she swallowed Nate’s load.  
The pain alone was enough to arouse Jan close to an orgasm and no one had started to fuck her yet.  “Please, Daddy, touch my pussy.  I’m so hot.  I’m so close.  Just touch me.”  But, of course he didn’t.  That did mean of course, that when Greg poked her in the cunt she started cumming immediately.  Mike fed her cock in her mouth in what had suddenly become the slave bitches’ favorite position.  The masters and mistresses were all turned on by the screams and the incredible orgasms, thus ensuring the continued use of that position well into the future.  
On the way home from their ordeal, Amy and Candy laid back in exhaustion, still savoring the wonderful orgasms they’d had.  “So, you didn’t much care for your turn, Jill, or should I say turns,” said Van.  He chuckled at the second dose of pain she’d set herself up for.  “Got more than you expected with your back talk.”
“Well, daddy, I was the only one who got to do it twice.  So back talk does have its rewards.”
Candy slowly raised her head to stare at her sister.  “You mean you wanted to do it twice?”
Jill nodded.  
“You mean you lied to them?”
Jill nodded.
“You mean you really did like it?”
“Yeah, sis,” said Jill.  “And I mean I’m really smarter than you and mom.  Shit, I thought Mike, Greg, and Peter were going to burst into tears at your devotion, kissing feet and all that shit.  Hell, my way, they hauled me up again so fast I was practically still cumming from the first time.”
Jill smugly smiled at the rest of her family and laid her head back.  “Yep, I sure do like going to see the Bradys.”
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 29 - The Rack
(BB, bgggg, bdsm, oral, anal, ped)
 “I have a surprise for you all,” said Mike to his family gathered in the family room.  “As I’m sure all of you know, about a month ago, I ordered Jan to start working on her flexibility.  I’ve seen you make her bend over backwards, try to put her head between her knees, and even kiss her own cute little ass.  There was a reason behind my order and with your help, I think she’s ready to demonstrate that reason.”
Mike had bought the family a new toy as a special order from a company that provided unique implements of torture and, of course, total discretion.  He and Greg put it together so that it would be a surprise for the rest of the family.  All Saturday, as the Wilsons were tied, tortured, and fucked in every hole, the toy sat in the corner of the basement covered by a sheet.  That Saturday evening, Mike was ready to unveil his newest addition to their collection of toys.  
But first,” he looked at Jan, “I want my little slut bitch slave daughter to strip for us.”
Having experienced a two year’s worth of slavery, the 13-year-old was used to this treatment.  She’d developed more over the last year, giving her some tits that were, in her opinion, worth looking at.  Though she was used to the treatment, that didn’t mean that she liked it.  Well, in her own way she did like it, but when her daddy called her a slut bitch slave daughter, it reminder her that she was doing these things against her will.  Her mind resisted sometimes, but her body craved the intensity of an orgasm that she achieved during public humiliation.  So, she stood and once again gave into her desire.  “Please, daddy, not again,” she pleaded, the words adding fuel to her own internal fire.  
“I don’t want to pull off my shirt,” she reached for the hem of her tank top and started to lift it up.  But, begging was simply a way she teased herself.  “I don’t want to show the boys and you and mom and everybody, my tits,” she said as her luscious mounds came into view.  “But I can’t help it.  Please, let me stop,” and she fumbled with the snap of her shorts.  She caught Bobby’s eye as her zipper slid down.  “Like what you see, little brother?  You like watching me strip myself because my daddy told me to?”  She didn’t wait for an answer.  “Oh, God, I’m doing it again.”  She pulled down her shorts and then her panties.  She looked around, knowing that she had everyone’s attention.  Her body wanted someone to reach out and smack her bare ass.  She covered her body modestly and her mom reached out to give her the smack she needed.  Naked, with her clothed parents and siblings watching and her ass stinging, she felt the warmth of her lust spreading through her.  
“I’ve got a surprise for you, slut slave,” said Mike.  He spun her around to face the basement door and cupped her tits.  She saw his hands coming and it was all she could do to keep from thrusting her tits out to meet his hands.  She fought to keep from sighing at the feel of his strong, warm hands violating her teen body.  As he pushed her toward the door, she didn’t fight him; in fact, she was eager to see the surprise, feel it hurt her, and cum hard.  
Once downstairs, the slave and her family saw the new device, but wondered at its function.  Mike and Greg put her in position flat on her back and fastened her wrists and ankles tight.  “This is a rack,” said Mike.  “Once someone is on it, I can use it to pull her apart, twist her, or bend her in half.  These,” he pointed at the wings to which her arms and legs were attached, “can be moved to nearly any position, so…” he worked a crank and everyone saw Jan’s left leg start moving away from her body.  Greg worked a similar one on his side and soon Jan was tightly stretched across the distance from her ankle restraints to her wrist restraints.  
Jan grunted in pain as her muscles reached their full extension.  Her slender body was taut, showing every muscle.  Her tits had melted into her body.  
“Fuck, talk about a slut,” said Greg.  “You could do anything to her little body right now.”  His hand ran up her tummy to her tits, and then quickly dropped to her side where he tickled her sensitive ribs.  Squirming at his touch caused more pain and Jan moaned aloud.  Mike cranked his side some more and Greg again joined in.  Almost immediately Jan began to scream.  She was being pulled apart!  Her muscles ached from the stress and at any moment she expected her arms to come out of their sockets.  
Then Mike started caressing her pussy.  The young girl, stretched to a painful degree, felt the pleasure rise in her body from the pain, the vulnerable position, and her daddy’s teasing fingers.  Abruptly he stopped and cranked hard in the other direction, releasing her from the taut position.  She screamed even louder as her body relaxed.  “Shit, daddy!  Don’t stop.  Make me cum.  God, I was almost there!”
“Oh, and don’t you wish you could touch your pussy for us right now?” said Mike.  “But that will have to wait.  You need to suffer a little longer.  That’s what hot little slave bitches are made for.  Now, try this.”  He worked another crank that started to move her left leg out.  When Greg found the same crank on his side, the 13-year-old could only watch as her legs started to spread and her bare pussy started to open wider and wider.  
“Time for the big bend,” said Mike.  He moved behind her and started working two cranks at once.  Greg worked two between her legs.  Jan felt her hands and feet rising on their way to meeting over her head.  Tick by tick the cranks pulled her hands up and closer to her feet.  Then, the terrible machine started moving her hands down, but still forward, making her reach between her knees.  At the same time, her legs kept up their inexorable progress, bending her in two.  Her elbows slipped through her spread knees as her feet seemed to reach for the wall behind her head.  Like a pretzel, she was being pulled into a knot.  Helplessly, the captive girl looked around nervously.  Her shoulders were headed down between her legs and her feet were out of sight behind her.  Soon she’d be able to kiss her own ass and she saw the point of her stretching exercises.  
Jan kept her attention on the people surrounding her, feeling the humiliation of full exposure and her lack of control.  When the cranking stopped, she looked at her daddy and then back at the rest of the audience.  They were all grinning at her, but why?  Did she look that ridiculous?  “Damn, her ass looks so spankable,” said Cindy.  
“And her cunt looks so fuckable,” said Peter.  
“Spread wide and helpless,” added Bobby.  
“Yeah,” said Marsha, “her cunt looks so eatable.”
“Edible,” corrected Peter.  
“Good enough to eat,” said Marsha, poking her little brother.  
As they spoke, Jan looked down at her predicament and, to her surprise, saw that she was inches from her own cunt.  It did look eatable, edible, and good enough to eat.  She smelled her own aroma.  The tortured girl looked at her family again and knew what they wanted.  “Do I have to?” she whined.  
“Everybody wants to watch you taste your own pussy.  We want you to reach out and make yourself cum with your fucking slut tongue,” said her daddy.  
She lowered her head to her own crotch and stuck out her tongue, running it across her own slit.  “God, this is great,” said Marsha.  
“I can’t take it much longer,” said Carol, stripping herself as she watched her middle daughter tongue herself.  Spurred on by that act, the others started stripping, too.  Except for Mike, who rotated the cranks a little bit more, pulled her head farther between her legs and making the poor girl reach farther for her own humiliation.  
Jan thought it felt wonderful.  No one had ever licked her quite like this.  No one else could tell just how she felt and where or when to lick hard or soft.  She’d cum soon and this time she would cum because no one would stop her.  Greedily she lapped harder and nibbled at her clit.  When she heard the tick-tick-tick of the cranks again, she started to worry.  Her head went even farther between her legs.  She increased her intensity, but even as she did, she passed her pussy and her tongue would no longer reach it.  “Dammit, daddy, let me lick myself.  I was almost there again!” she yelled.  
“Let me hear you beg,” said Mike.
“Oh, please, oh, please, oh, please, daddy,” said Jan.  “Let me lick myself again.  I’ll put on a dirty show for everyone.  I’ll lick myself all you want and cum over and over again.  I want to eat myself.”
She was relieved to hear the tick-tick-tick of the cranks again, but her pussy didn’t get closer.  Instead of releasing her, he was cranking her even farther.  She watched her pubic bone pass by, and then she had a good view of her spread ass cheeks.  With three final ticks, she suddenly saw a different possibility.  She raised her head as far as she could, which meant she was able to look at the bulge in her daddy’s crotch and almost as high as his belly button.  “What are you doing, daddy?” she asked in a cool even tone.  
Jan watched as her daddy’s index finger came into view.  It pointed right in front of her nose, right at her asshole.  “Give yourself a rim job,” he said.  
“Oh, Jesus Christ,” yelled Greg as he heard those words.  His imagination got the better of him and he shot his cum on the floor between Jan’s legs.  He was also thinking about fucking her ass in that position.  Inches away, she’d see every thrust into her tight asshole and then he’d feed her his dirty cock for cleaning immediately.  But, for now, he just pumped on his cock, trying to keep it from going flaccid.  Around him everyone else was cumming as Jan’s tongue ran around the edges of her cute little asshole.  The sight was so enthralling that everyone who hadn’t cum yet did.  Mike stripped himself and started to catch up with the rest.  Speechless, they watched their little slave at work.
For Jan, this was almost as good as licking her own cunt.  Again she could pleasure herself as no one else could.  It was also her first ever rim job.  No one else in the family had ever done this for the slave, so she was experiencing a new pleasure.  She quickly found the most sensitive spots and attended to those.  The only thing missing was that she couldn’t cum from licking her ass.  When she had worked herself into a frenzy, she heard the tick-tick sound again.  To her relief, she was being unbent.  As her pussy came into reach, her tongue darted there and frantically worked on an orgasm.  The cranking stopped and she heard her daddy say, “Go for it, slave bitch.  This time I’ll let you cum.  Eat yourself for us.  And eat this.”  His cock came into view and spurted cum on her pussy.  It sprayed mostly on her tummy and thighs, but some was strategically place on her clit.  Heedless of the additional taste, she kept licking.  By the time the cum was gone, she was writhing in the throes of an orgasm.  It was hard to keep her tongue working in the right spot as her body tensed and shuddered, but to stop was unthinkable.  
“God dammit, girl,” said Marsha.  She couldn’t stand it any longer.  She pushed her head between Jan’s legs and started licking her sister’s cunt.  She had really meant it when she said Jan’s cunt looked good enough to eat, but what really got to Marsha was the sight of the poor girl struggling to cum and keep licking at the same time.  Jan had been such a good sport and given her such pleasure; Marsha thought she’d return the favor.  In return, Jan relaxed her head and neck, and simply enjoyed her orgasm.  She was still cumming as Mike and Greg worked the cranks to lay her flat again.  The slave reveled in the attention that was suddenly bestowed on her.  Cindy sucked on one tit, Peter on the other, her mom was frenching her, and someone was fingering her cunt as Marsha licked her cunt.  
Jan was already known for her protracted orgasms.  The intensity of feelings she got from pain and humiliation were something that the rest of the Brady’s couldn’t imagine.  Her orgasms seemed to possess her.  Bobby replaced a tiring Marsha as Jan floated in a dreamlike state.  Now the goal was to see how long they could keep the slut going.  From experience, they knew that Jan would only have a vague memory of incredible pleasure that washed over her for a very long time.  She occasionally shook as if having a seizure, and then would relax, but continue cumming.  The family continued to rotate positions, each one wanting to be a part of Jan’s pleasure.  Bobby was replaced by Carol, Cindy, Mike, Marsha, and Peter.  When Jan finally started down from her incredible high, she said, “Best ever,” and then was asleep.  
Then, seven highly aroused Brady’s looked at each other.  Greg grabbed his mom and practically threw her on the padded floor.  She giggled as he fell on top of her, already anticipating her oldest son’s hard cock sliding into her hot, aching pussy.  Wantonly she spread her legs and felt him drive hard into her.  “Oh, yes, stud, fuck me hard,” she screamed.  
At the same time, Marsha threw her arms around Mike, “God, daddy, she made me so hot.  I need a good fucking from a big hard cock.”  Mike took the invitation immediately and positioned Marsha on her hands and knees.  Kneeling, he put his cock into her cunt from behind.  “Ooo, daddy,” cooed the teenager.  “You’re so-o-o nasty.  I love it when you do me doggy style.”  She felt his hands slide up from her hips to fondle her tits, without a break in the rhythm of his pounding.  “Mmmm, yes, you know how to make me happy,” she purred.  
Bobby and Cindy paired off, with the little blonde whispering, “Do me like Jan did herself.  I need to feel a tongue in my cunt, NOW!”  Bobby complied, positioning himself in a 69 on top of his sister.  Greedily, the two 11-year-olds drove each other to orgasms in just seconds.  Then, they switched positions, putting Bobby between Cindy’s spread legs and up inside her tight little pussy.  
Peter, caught on his knees between Jan’s legs as the pairing started, stood up to find everyone already moaning in pleasure.  He took in the pairings and positions quickly, and then lay down in front of Marsha.  Getting fucked and fondled from behind by her dad, Marsha saw Peter’s urgent need right in front of her face.  “Fuck, yes, Peter,” he moaned.  “Give it to me.  Do it in my mouth.  God, almighty, I want it in my mouth and pussy at the same… mmphf.”
As the evening ended, Mike was happy to see his surprise had gone over so well.  The spent Brady’s headed for their beds for a much-deserved sleep.  
Over the next few weeks, Cindy, Bobby, Marsha, Mike, and Carol all started stretching exercises.  None of them knew the others were doing it, but all had the same secret desire to come face to face with their own genitals and perform oral sex on themselves.  They stretched in the privacy of the shower or a vacant room, preparing themselves, but wondering if they would really have the nerve to take a turn on the rack, to lose control and be “forced” to eat themselves while the family watched.  
The first such opportunity came when Bobby popped into Cindy’s bedroom without knocking.  He was amused to find his sister lying on the bed with her legs locked behind her head.  Her face was inches from her pussy and her tongue outstretched, but unable to reach the tasty morsel in front of her.  Instead, her fingers were busy at work, masturbating herself while imagining she was on the rack.  It was not a position from which she could quickly extricate herself and she reddened as Bobby stood to watch.  Cindy almost stopped, but figured – what the hell, I’ve been caught so let him watch.
But, Bobby did more than watch.  He put his head where Cindy wished her own was and started licking his sister’s hairless pussy.  “Imagine it’s you,” he said as he licked.  “You doing yourself… that’s what you want?”
“Uh huh, Bobby,” whined Cindy in desperate lust.  “God, I want to try the rack.  Don’t tell anyone, please?”
“Course not,” said Bobby.  He held her hands away from her own pussy.  His body position kept her from untangling herself.  And, on top of that, he was purposely doing a bad job of cunt licking.  He stuck his tongue deep inside her, licked her cunt lips, and tasted her slit, but stayed away from her clit.
Cindy knew her brother was better than that and immediately got his intent.  Still, she kept quiet for a moment and waited until she was sure he was intentionally teasing her and sure that he had no intention of letting her cum.  “Damn it, Bobby,” she said when she could take it no longer.  “I can do a better job than that.  Fix me on the rack and help me get close enough.  But, just you.  Nobody else.”
Bobby knew that Cindy had a masochistic streak, not as much as Jan, but she occasionally wanted to be treated mean and rough.  He’d once overheard a session between Cindy and their dad.  She was begging her daddy to shock her more, spank her, and fuck her.  He’d remembered that, waiting for his opportunity.  So, it didn’t surprise him that she wanted to try the rack and he intended to enjoy the experience from his point of view.  When he first saw Cindy in her awkward position, he considered offering her a turn on the rack if she would give him a turn, too.  But, now, he had other plans.  
To avoid suspicion from anyone who saw them on the way through the house, Bobby let Cindy put on a top and skirt, but no panties.  It heightened her arousal as she dashed though the house to the basement with no underwear on.  Then, at the stop of the basement steps, Bobby ordered her to strip.  She left her clothes at the top and came down under Bobby’s watchful eye.  Letting herself slip into the role of sub, she said, “Master, please put me on the rack and make me eat myself.”
Bobby wasted no time.  He wanted to make sure that Cindy didn’t have a change of heart.  In two minutes, the 11-year-old had his sister spread eagle on the machine.  He stripped himself, noticing that their flat chested, hairless bodies weren’t all that dissimilar.  Only his hard cock stood out in contrast to the girlish fat pussy lips of his sister.  He smiled, a suddenly sinister look that made Cindy wonder what was up.  She looked at the basement door.  With the door shut, the basement was completely soundproofed and she was helpless to her brother’s whims.  Maybe this isn’t such a good idea, she thought.  
As Bobby started to crank her into position, she forgot her concern and watched eagerly as her pussy got closer and closer.  In about a minute she was as close as she’d been on her bed just moments earlier.  And Bobby stopped cranking.  “Closer, Bobby,” she moaned in frustration.  
Instead, Bobby wandered around the room until he found a leather riding crop.  Returning to Cindy, he displayed it to her.  After getting the desired response, a wide-eyed look of surprise and horror, he brought the crop down swiftly on her tender pussy.  From her position, Cindy had an up close view of the crop and the red mark it left behind.  “Oooo, oooowww,” screamed the surprised captive.  “Please, Bobby, no!”  But, she screamed two more times as Bobby reddened her creamy white pussy.  
Next, Bobby put the business end of the crop in Cindy’s mouth, telling her not to let go.  Then, he started stroking the length of the crop up and down the little girl’s slit.  Cindy tried to stifle her moans as the feel of the crop, the smell of her pussy, and the taste of leather started to arouse her.  The crop ran across her clit, up and down, but just enough to get her hot.  She could see the juices welling up between her lips and running down the crack of her ass.  As Bobby pulled the crop farther, she felt her nose press between her pussy lips.  She was close enough, but only because she was holding onto the crop.  Bobby paused her in that position so she could smell her juices, then let go of the crop.  
When Bobby stopped, she was relieved to see him start cranking again.  She stretched out her tongue to finally taste her juices, moaning in pleasure as she did.  It was every bit as wonderful as she thought.  But, just like Jan had been on her first night, Cindy’s head went even farther until she was in reach of her asshole.  “No, Bobby,” she said sternly.  “Not that.”  
Bobby knelt down to where he was inches from Cindy’s face.  “Yes, that,” he said.  He reached up and grabbed the 11-year-old girl’s pigtails and pulled her face right into her ass.  “Lick your own ass, little bitch, little cunt, little ass licker.”  
Cindy did as she was told.  Held by her pigtails and stretched this far, her body started to ache.  To please her brother and get herself free, she started licking hard and fast.  The mixture of pain and pleasure felt wonderful.  She found herself being overwhelmed as she was when her daddy tied her and tormented her.  To feel possessed, helplessly pleasured by a strong man was her inner thrill.  She felt a love for Bobby as she’d only felt before for her big and powerful daddy.  When Bobby let go of her pigtails, she moaned, “Jesus Christ, Bobby, I’ll do anything you want.  Anything, Master.”  As excited as she was, anything he made her do would only get her more excited.  
Bobby’s hands went to the crank and he moved her back to reach her pussy again, then a little bit farther so she could only stare at her pussy from inches away.  And she stared as Bobby put his cock to the entrance of her cunt and pushed it in.  “Watch me,” said Bobby.  “That’s what I want my little bitch to do.  Watch me fuck you.”  She had no choice.  Even if she did have a choice, she would have watched her helpless young cunt being violated.  Astonished, she watched the cock disappear inside her over and over again until she felt Bobby cum inside her.  
“Now, eat my cum and your pussy,” said Bobby as he cranked her back into position.  With his face down by hers, he could watch her dip her tongue in and come out with a load of his jism.  Frantically she licked herself.  Half the time she watched her cunt, catching glimpses of her pink tongue as it did its magic.  The other half the time, she watched Bobby’s face and let his excitement spur her on.  She shuddered from a powerful orgasm and then gasped, “I did it, Bobby.  I actually did it.  Mmmmm.”
When Bobby let Cindy free of the rack, he wasn’t sure what her reaction would be.  Unfettered, would she be angry?  He thought so.  Instead, she grabbed him and hugged him.  “That was wonderful, Bobby.  I can’t believe what you made me do, but God I came so hard.”  She gave him a deep kiss that hardened Bobby’s cock again.  
To that Bobby said, “Do me now.”
The little blonde girl who had just been at her brother’s mercy had no problem reverting to that dominatrix that tormented her older sister.  She quickly had her brother spread eagle on the rack.  No sooner was Bobby powerless to resist than she said, “Your turn to suffer, Bobby, little bitch, little slut with a cock.  You just made a big mistake.”
Bobby shivered, not from fear, but from excitement.  He knew the routine and figured he could take it since the reward would be so great.  Spanking, ass licking, and then blowjob.  While he was mostly right, he didn’t count on Cindy’s imagination and how she might spice up the “routine”.  
Cindy wasted no time in getting Bobby up close and personal with his cock.  Like he had done to her before, she left him just short of the mark.  Then, “Oops, I need to go to the bathroom,” she said and ran upstairs, leaving Bobby with a sinking feeling.  Nobody else knew where he was and what if Cindy left him here for a while?  
Cindy took care of her business and then made sure an entire 10 minutes passed before she came back down the steps.  Bobby was right where she’d left him.  Bobby watched her approach and then was startled to see another figure step into the light – it was Jenny.  He squirmed in his restraints, but unable to move.  Was he going to suck his cock in front of her, too?  Then, Susie came in and finally Sally.  Cindy hadn’t gone to the bathroom.  She’d called her friends.  
Jenny nonchalantly walked up to Bobby and patted his bare ass.  “Cute ass, little bitch,” she said.  
“Yeah,” said Susie.  “Can’t wait to spank it.”
“Oh, hell,” said Sally.  “I want to see him lick it.  Do we have to play with him first?”
“You bet,” said Cindy.  She grabbed her brother by the ears, then had another thought.  She undid her pigtails and used her rubber bands to put his hair in pigtails.  Bobby had let his hair grow so he could dress like a girl, so pigtails were easy.  Then, his sister grabbed his pigtails and looked into his eyes.  “See, little bitch, I don’t get even.  I get ahead.”
Bobby watched as the four girls stripped.  His cock twitched, reminding him that it was the only difference between him and the girls that were about to enjoy him.  The girls spent a few minutes toying with him – sucking his nipples, making his cock hard, tickling him, and other mischievous things that varied between arousing and uncomfortable.  
Then, Cindy turned the cranks.  An ingenious system of pulleys and weights made the cranks spin easily as the machine pulled on reluctant limbs.  Without even pausing at his cock, his head stretched between his legs until he was an inch from his asshole.  Embarrassed by his audience, Bobby knew what was expected and rimmed his asshole without order or invitation.  
“Cool,” said Sally.  “I didn’t really think he could reach it.”
“I wasn’t sure either,” said Cindy.  “If he hadn’t stretched enough to get ready for this, then he couldn’t do it.  Of course, he must really want to put on a show for us, because if didn’t want to, all he had to do was moan in pain like he hadn’t stretched enough and I’d have to stop or else it might hurt him really bad.”
Bobby jerked his head up to look at Cindy’s face when she said that, but all he could see was little girls’ bodies about nipple high.  He cursed himself at missing such an obvious ploy.  Hands on his pigtails pulled him back to his asshole and he continued with his show.  Maybe I do want to put on a show, he thought.  He kept up the ass licking until his cock was hard as steel and Cindy released the rack some.  
Cindy stopped cranking with his asshole out of reach and his cock still near his chin.  Stuck between his cock and his ass, he couldn’t reach anything and tried again to look up.  This time he could see up to their necks.  Cindy turned her back to him and held something up in front of her.  To the other girls, she said, “Who wants the honors?”
“His mouth or his ass?” asked Jenny.  
“His mouth,” said Cindy.  “That’s what you came to see.”  
“I’ll do it,” said Susie before anyone else could.  Bobby couldn’t see the looks of disappointment on the other two girls’ faces.  Susie disappeared from sight and then Cindy placed a stool on the floor between his legs.  When Susie reappeared, she stepped up on the stool and put an 8-inch strap on right in Bobby’s face.  “Suck my cock, little bitch,” she said.  
Bobby was starting to get into being the object of their abuse.  He could imagine they’d get themselves worked up enough that eventually they’d want a good fucking and he was the only one around to do it.  Besides, his cock was hard and he didn’t mind sucking cock.  He opened his mouth and let Susie slip three inches in.  
“Blow me, little bitch” said Susie.  She felt a push from behind and watched two more inches disappear in Bobby’s mouth.  “Wow,” she said.  She’d done a similar feat with Mr. Brady, but didn’t think a boy could do the same.  On her own, she pushed farther.  Getting no reaction from Bobby, she pushed it in to the hilt and started fucking the boy’s mouth.  
Out of the corner of his eye, Bobby saw hands in crotches, busily masturbating their owners to satisfaction.  Yeah, he thought to himself, they’re getting hot for me.  He heard Susie start panting and knew she was getting aroused, too.  
After a couple of minutes of deep throat, Susie stopped.  Cindy had more plans of torment for her brother.  “Look at how hard his cock gets from sucking cock.  Bet he’s going to enjoy blowing himself for us.  How about it, little bitch?  You ready?”
Like I have a choice, thought Bobby as he nodded his head.  Cindy reached for his erection and slid a rubber band over it down to the base of his cock.  “Oww,” complained Bobby.  “That’ll keep me from…” but he realized that was the plan.  With a tick-tick-tick of the rack, his cock was finally in position.  He took it into his mouth as the girls watched in amazement.  Occasionally he stopped sucking to make a comment aimed at arousing the girls even more.  “Watch me, watch this little girl suck a cock.”  Then, a few seconds later, he said, “I’m a little bitch that likes sucking cock.”  He kept at it, amazed at how wonderful it felt to suck himself, yet very aware that he couldn’t cum until Cindy allowed him to cum.  “I’m a little bitch that likes eating pussy, too.”  He took his cock into his mouth again and listened to the girls moan in pleasure.  “Cocksucking little bitch.”
Cindy had planned to let him work a little longer, but she was absolutely horny now and wanted something besides her fingers in her cunt.  So, she took the rubber band off Bobby’s cock and in seconds Bobby filled his own mouth with cum.  She started to let him down and then remembered she hadn’t spanked him yet.  She did want him to feel the taste of leather on his ass.  She paused for a moment, but her lust overtook her and she finished laying her brother flat out.  Quickly she fumbled with the restraints and let Bobby free.  
Suddenly, Bobby had the upper hand.  He was a cock in a roomful of hens, each wanting to be first.  Cindy lay down on the floor and said, “Bobby, you can fuck me now.”  
But the other three eyed him with the same lustful look.  He could have his sister anytime and, in fact, just had her less than an hour ago.  He’d had two orgasms already and knew that even with his youth and arousal he was limited.  “No,” he said to Cindy.  “I can do you all night long after they’re gone.  But, right now, I want Susie.”
Bobby gently kissed the willing Oriental girl and then proceeded to fuck her silly.  The slender 11-year-old screamed in orgasm, twice, before Bobby left his load in her.  When he picked Sally next, she sucked his cock back to hardness and spread her legs for him.  
Needing some time to recuperate after Sally, he whimsically picked up a pair of panties and pulled them on.  “Hey, those are mine,” said Jenny.  
Bobby just shrugged and put on a bra that turned out to be Sally’s.  “Just dressing up to be a little bitch,” said Bobby.  He pulled on Susie’s skirt, a tight fit and then found Cindy’s top.  He had an article of clothing from each of the girls.  Fully dressed, he did look like a little girl.
“Umm, Bobby,” said Jenny, “are you going to fuck me, too, please?”
“You bet,” said the little boy.
He reached to pull off his top, but Jenny said, “No, leave it on.  I want you to fuck me dressed like a little bitch.”  She looked at her friends, almost daring them to make fun of her.  Then, she said, “And, um, when you cum, I want you to cum in my panties.”  Susie and Sally giggled, but said nothing.  
As requested, Bobby mounted the eager Jenny.  Pulling the panties to the side, he got his cock out and slipped it into the tight preteen.  She moaned in pleasure and kneaded his tits as he fucked her.  Cindy took notice, taking a mental note that Jenny wanted to be fucked by a girl wearing a strap on.  She would be delighted to make Jenny happy.  
Bobby counted three orgasms from the little vixen before he was ready to cum.  He pulled out at the last moment and straightened his panties to cover his cock.  When he was done, the front of the panties was dripping with cum.  He slid them off and handed them to Jenny.  To everyone’s astonishment, Jenny brought the panties up to her face where first she smelled them and then she touched her tongue to the warm goo.  Then, she quickly put the panties on and pressed the crotch into her pubic mound, smearing herself with Bobby’s cum.  
The effect of Jenny’s obvious love of his cum made Bobby immediately hard again.  The preteen stud stared in wonder at his hard on.  He turned to look at Cindy, but she was already almost upon him.  Huskily, the girl said, “I need it now.  Lay back and I’ll ride your cock.”  Grateful that someone else would be doing most of the work, the tired boy laid back and watched as Cindy mounted him.  When they were finished, Cindy had two orgasms, but Bobby was too worn out to cum a sixth time.  
Brady Bunch 
By Kenna
Chapter 30 - Greg Follow Up
(Fmmggg, bdsm, oral, anal, ped)
About a month after turning Simon loose on his mother and sister, Greg met up with Simon again and asked him how things were going.  Simon had been avoiding Greg because things weren’t going as well as he’d hoped.  Greg had seemed to have the two females so satisfied, but he was not getting the same result.  But, when pressed by Greg, he admitted.  “Well, I still get to fuck them, but they won’t give me blowjobs anymore.  I mean, I like to fuck them, but what I really wanted in the first place was my mom on her knees sucking my cock.  And, it looked so naughty, so cool when she did suck me off.  How do I get her to do it again?  What am I doing wrong?”
Greg knew right away what Simon was doing wrong, but he was up for a little fooling around with Kim and Lucy, so he told Simon he’d have to come over and see what was going on.  But, from Simon’s description, he was asking for a blowjob, not demanding one.  Simon clearly didn’t have the idea that the two girls would do just about anything for a good fucking.  Greg could tell Simon what to do, but he much preferred to show Simon what to do.  
It was lunch break at school as the two were talking, so Greg asked Simon what his mom’s phone number was at work.  Simon told him and Greg used his cell phone to call Kim.  When she answered, he said, “Kim, if you want a good fucking from me, come pick Simon and me up after school today.”
“I can’t, Greg,” said Kim.  “I’ve got some errands to do right after work and I can’t pick you guys up.”
 “Listen, Kim, if you want a good fucking, you’ll do it.”
While she’d enjoyed being controlled by him and enjoyed doing the forbidden things he’d made her do, she was relieved to not be pushing so far beyond the limits of her old morality.  “Greg, I don’t need you pushing me anymore.  Simon fucks me anytime I want and he’s almost as good as you.” 
Greg knew he was right about Simon.  He was letting his mom get soft by giving it to her anytime she wanted it.  She’d never dared say no to Greg and he wasn’t going to put up with it now.  “Kim, I’ve talked to Simon.  He says you’re not keeping him satisfied, so I’m coming over to teach him.  He’s with me on this.  You’re not getting fucked by either of us unless you pick us up after school.”
Kim felt a chill run through her body, the same chill that she’d felt when Greg had been her Master.  She knew he meant what he was saying and that he had the patience to wait for her to come to him.  She knew it meant that he’d make her do disgusting things again.  She also knew that she’d enjoy every minute of doing his bidding.  She thought in silence as the seconds dragged on.  
“Are you still there, Kim?” asked Greg, after 15 seconds of silence.  
“Yes, Master,” said Kim softly.  
“Very good, Kim.  Now, when you pick us up, I want you braless with your panties in your mouth.  Understand?”
“Yes, Master.”
Greg hung up.  Then he called home and told his mom that he’d be spending the night at Simon’s house.  He found Simon and said, “She’ll pick us up from school today.  I’ll show you how to get what you want.”
“She’s got too much to do this afternoon,” said Simon.  
“That’s what she thought,” said Greg.  “Now there’s nothing she’d rather do than pick us up.  When she does, you sit and watch and learn.  You’ll get your blowjob this afternoon, but don’t let her do it until she’s begging to do it.”
“Begging?” said Simon in disbelief.  
“Begging,” said Greg.
The two boys met after school and headed for the parking lot.  “So, did she blow you at all after I left?” asked Greg.
“A couple of times,” said Simon.  “Then she just said she’d rather just fuck, so we did.  That’s OK, but it’s not the same.  Lucy did it a couple more times, but then she stopped.  I think she saw mom wasn’t doing it anymore and decided not to do it either.  But, boy, they both love a cock in their pussies.”
“Is Lucy home?”
“Should be,” said Simon.  “She gets home half an hour before me.”
Greg called Simon’s house and talked to Lucy.  He stopped and motioned Simon on toward his mother’s car.  He gave instructions to Lucy and she eagerly agreed.  She also knew that Greg meant business.  When Greg got to the car, Simon said, “She’s acting funny.  I said ‘hi’, and she just nodded.  Now she won’t talk.”
“She’d not supposed to,” said Greg.  “Get in the front seat with her.”  He climbed into the back.  As the car pulled away from the curb, Greg said, “Straight home, Kim.”  
Kim nodded.  
As they got away from the school, Greg said, “Open your mouth, Kim.”  Simon’s mother opened her mouth and pulled out her own damp panties, damp from saliva, but before that they had been damp with her own pussy juices.  “Now, slide up your skirt.”
Simon watched in amazement as his mother scooted around in the front seat as she worked her skirt up.  She pulled it all the way up to her waist and he saw she was panty-less.  He heard Greg ask, “Do you know why she had her dirty panties in her mouth?”
“Uh uh,” said Simon.
“Because I told her to put them there,” said Greg.  “See, you have to get the idea.  Don’t ask her to do something.  Tell her to do it.  She’ll do anything for your cock.  That’s why you give her multiple orgasms at a time.  To give her something that she needs and wants so bad that she’ll do whatever you want.  She’s a cock slave, Simon.  She’ll do anything you want.”
“She is?”
“Open your blouse, Kim,” said Greg.  She unbuttoned her blouse as she drove and Simon saw her braless tits after she had just three buttons down.  “Might as well be fucking naked, Kim.  Isn’t that right, you’ll do anything, won’t you.”  
“Yes, Master,” said Kim.
“Master?” repeated the confused Simon.  
“Isn’t that what a cock slave should call you?” said Greg.  “If she’s your slave, shouldn’t you be her Master?”
“Yeah, uh, I guess so,” said Simon, still getting used to the whole idea.  
“And so is Lucy,” said Greg.  “If they ever misbehave, you just… don’t… fuck… them.”  He put special emphasis on those last four words, drawing them out.  “Pretty soon, they’ll remember why they do whatever you want.”  Then, he leaned forward and whispered to Simon, “Just to set the rules straight, this only applies to sex.  If you start making Lucy do your chores or your mom do other things for you, it isn’t fun anymore for them.  Got it?  They’re your slaves, but they do enjoy every minute of it.  Don’t abuse it.”
Simon nodded.  By then they were pulling up to the house.  “Pull into the driveway, Kim,” said Greg.  When the car stopped, he said, “Take your skirt and blouse all the way off.”  
By now Kim knew the seat under her was soaking wet.  Again under Greg’s spell she was so horny she could hardly stand it.  She slipped off her skirt and looked back at her young master.  She licked her lips in anticipation of his cock spreading them wide.  She took her blouse off all the way and looked at Simon.  “Mommy will do anything you want, Master,” she said to him.  
Greg checked around to make sure no one was outside and said, “Get out of the car and go to the front door, but don’t go in.”  Simon felt his pants were ready to burst as his mom opened the car door and walked around the front of the car casually, completely nude except for her high heels.  She didn’t run, but walked to the front door and stopped.  “Come on,” said Greg.  He and Simon got out of the car and joined Kim at the front door.  
“Please, Greg,” said Kim.  “Someone might see.”  
“Let’s go in,” said Greg.  When they got inside, Greg said, “Run upstairs and put on something sexy.  Then we have a surprise for you.”
When Kim left, Simon said, “I wouldn’t have believed it, Greg.  She’ll do anything.  She’ll blow me, won’t she?”  
“Get your mind off the blowjob, Simon,” said Greg.  “There is so much more to life.  You’ll get your blowjob and a whole lot more.  Watch me put your mom through her paces and try to hold on to your cum.”  
“Yes, great master,” said Simon, mock bowing to Greg.  “I am but the student.  Please teach me so I may be lord of my house.”
“That’s the spirit.”  Greg went upstairs and found Lucy waiting in her room as instructed.  She had her friend Elsa with her as requested.  He brought the two of them downstairs.  They were dressed in simple play clothes – shorts and tank tops, also at Greg’s request.  
“What’s she doing here?” asked Simon.  
“She’s going to join in,” answered Greg.  “It’s how I put your mom to the test.  I make her do things she wouldn’t ever do on her own.  It shocks and excites her.”  Then, to Elsa he said, “You know what’s going to happen?”
“Yes,” said the 11-year-old.  Greg looked her over.  She was slender like Lucy, but with short brown hair and beautiful brown eyes.  As her little sister, Sara, had boasted a few weeks ago, Elsa had tits.  They were little ones, but definitely mounds that stood out on her young figure.  She was also a little taller than Lucy was.  From Lucy’s description, Greg assumed Elsa was a little more sexually sophisticated than Lucy had been when he’d seduced her.  
“Then, come here,” said Greg.  When she stepped closer, he pulled her close and kissed her deeply.  Despite her “sophistication,” her eyes opened wide in surprise as she experienced her first kiss with a boy.  He continued to kiss her until she relaxed in his arms and began responding to the kiss.  Breaking the kiss, Greg said, “How’s that, sweetie?  A nice little warm up.”
“Mmm, oh, yeah,” said Elsa, nearly speechless.  She looked at her friend, Lucy, and said, “Jeez, Lucy, you weren’t kidding.  He’s hot.”
“And you won’t tell anyone,” said Greg.
“Oh, cross my heart,” said Elsa, making a crossing motion over her left tittie.  She was still just inches from Greg and he reached for the front waist band of her shorts.  He pulled them open and peered down at the hairless slit between her legs.  Elsa gasped at his forwardness.  
“Looks nice,” said Greg.  “You’re a virgin?”
“Uh huh,” said Elsa nervously.  
“But not much longer, huh?”
“Yeah,” she giggled.  “Not much longer.”  
There was a knock at the door.  Everybody jumped, and Simon said, “Shit, who could that be?”
“All according to plan,” said Greg.  “Just stay here.”  He answered the door and took the bag handed to him.  “Thanks, Mom,” he said.  She left before anyone else saw her.  
Back in the family room, he set up the camera and tripod.  By the time Kim came down, Greg was completely ready.  He met her at the entrance to the family room to hold her back a moment and keep her from seeing Elsa right away.  She’d taken the time to freshen her makeup.  Greg had been hard since he’d gotten in the car with Kim, but now he felt his cock twitch at the sight of her oh-so red lips that would soon be opening up for Simon.  She was wearing a tight, sheer blouse with a white push up bra underneath.  The bra pushed her nipples right into the thin fabric.  The short skirt came just below her crotch and Greg could guess that her panties were practically non-existent.  Her legs, not really all that long, were accentuated by her high heels and short skirt.  
“Ready to show us how much you want to be fucked, Kim,” said Greg softly.  
“Yes, Master,” said Kim just as softly.  
“Then, tell me what the fuck you’re going to do for me in order to get a good fucking from me and then from Simon.  You’ve been a bad girl, not letting Simon have everything he wanted.  Now you’re going to be punished.  Tell me what a fucking slut you’re going to be in great detail.  And say it so Simon and Lucy can hear every word of it.”
“Yes, Master,” said Kim, her voice loud enough to carry into the family room.  She ran back memories of what Greg had done to her before.  “I’m going to suck your hard cock.  I’m going to strip for you.  You can tie me up.  You can fuck me outside.  I’ll eat out Lucy and finger myself.  If you want, I’ll do it with little girls and boys or anyone you want.  I’ll put on a show that will make you so hard, you’ll have to fuck me.”  
“And you’ll do it all for an audience?”
“I’ll do it all while Simon and Lucy watch,” said Kim.  
Greg led her into the family room and said, “And Elsa, too.”
Kim blushed hard and said, “Yes, Master, even for Elsa, too.”  She felt juices running down her inner thigh.  She looked at the other 11-year-old and thought how hot it made her to know she was going to strip for Lucy’s friend and then blow Greg and Simon in front of her.  She also thought of the 11-year-old sucking Greg’s cock and how she would help with the little girl’s seduction.  Just like she had done for her little 7-year-old sister.  
“Very nice,” said Greg.  “Come in and turn your back to the audience.”  He turned her so she faced the door she had just come in.  Then, from his bag of tricks he produced a rope and tied her hands together expertly.  With another rope, he tied her elbows together.  He turned her to face the kids.  Her tits pushed even harder against the thin material of her blouse.  She might as well not have been wearing it.  
Greg noticed Elsa’s eyes were bugging out.  As “experienced” as she thought she was, this was way beyond her.  “Check out those tits, huh, Elsa,” he said.  Then to Lucy he said, “She’s never seen anything like it before.  Got her drooling.”  That was meant to put Elsa off guard.  This was, after all, her seduction as well.  He wanted to make her feel like she needed to earn the right to join them, to suck cock and get fucked.  
Next, Greg moved a chair in front of Kim and bent her forward over it.  That movement pulled her skirt up and showed the bottom of her ass cheeks.  Greg moved behind her and stroked her ass for a few seconds.  At the same time, he pulled her skirt up to her waist.  It didn’t take much effort.  He looked over his shoulder at Elsa and said, “Ever see a woman’s bare ass before?”
“O-o-only in my daddy’s magazines,” she said.  
“That doesn’t really count, does it?” said Greg.  Her eyes opened wide again as Greg stepped to the side, fully exposing Kim to her.  The panties that Kim wore were just a black line running down the center of her ass crack.  
Greg noticed Simon adjust his cock in his pants.  “Take it easy, Simon.  We have a long way to go.”  When he reached into the bag, he pulled out a leather riding crop.  “You weren’t sure she’d beg?” said Greg as he showed off his new toy.  
Kim could only wonder what was going on.  She couldn’t see what was going on behind her.  “By the way, Kim, I wanted to make sure you knew that the camera is rolling on this.”  
“Yes, Master,” whined Kim.  “You always do.”
He ran the leather whip over her ass and then snapped it across it, causing a red mark and a piercing scream.  “Surprised, Kim?  I told you that you had to be punished.”  He rubbed her sore ass gently and said, “Oh, how humiliating and Elsa’s never even see a bare butt before, let alone one with a red stripe across it.”
“Please, Greg, not that.  I’ll do anything for you.”
“Ever seen one of these,” said Greg as he pulled a ball gag from his bag and showed it to her.  
“Yes, and I know what it’s for.”
“Open wide.”
“Mmmphf.”
He tied the gag off behind her and invited the others to come look at her from the front.  Kim blushed furiously as her son and daughter saw her with her mouth so wide open with a red ball between her red lips.  She couldn’t make an intelligible sound.  It was Elsa though that capped it off when she said, “Fuck, you could do anything to her now.  She can’t even say no.”
Kim whined into the gag.  Those words made her frightened, but aroused as well.  She knew Greg wouldn’t go too far, but just how far was too far for her teenage master?  She felt the sting of the crop again, but could only grunt into the gag this time.  “What do you think, Elsa?” said Greg.  “Do you think she likes it?”  He didn’t wait for an answer.  “Do you think she wants to say no?  Do you think she’d like it if Simon spanked her?”  He handed the whip to his friend.  “Smack mommy,” he said.  
“Mmmphf, mmmm, nnn,” said Kim.  Apparently the idea of the crop in her son’s hands was worse.  Perhaps she was thinking that if he got a taste of it, he might like it and do it whenever he wanted.  She felt the sting again and the shame of having her 13-year-old son spank her for being naughty.  She hadn’t given him blowjobs when he’d asked.  As she was being spanked for that!  God, she’d never say no to him again.  Her eyes teared as he hit her again.  
“Fun, huh,” said Greg.  
“Yeah,” agreed Simon.  “How many times should I do it?”  
“Well, later, you can do it as much as you want…”
“Mmmphf, mmmm,” came a muffled sound.  
“See, she agrees,” finished Greg, knowing full well she’d just tried to say the opposite.  “But, for now, I think she’s getting the idea.”  He paused and watched Kim’s ass relax.  “Just one more thing, though, to make her really remember this.  I think the girls would like to get a turn, how about it, Lucy?”
“Sure,” said Lucy with more enthusiasm than Kim could believe.  She tried to get up, but only succeeded in wiggling her vulnerable ass.  Lucy took the crop from Simon and eyed her mom’s ass.
“Just one thing, though,” said Greg before the little girl could strike her mom.  “You remember that Simon and I are the masters and you never get to spank mommy without our permission, got it?”
“Yes, M-Master,” said Lucy, confused on how she should answer.  
“Good, now spank your mommy’s bare ass for us.”
Kim bit down on the ball gag as she felt another stinging blow across her poor unprotected ass.  Behind her she heard, “Now, your turn, Elsa.”  She imagined the other girl taking the crop in her hands, about to spank the ass of Lucy’s mom.  She tried to imagine Lucy doing the same thing to someone else’s mom.  God, she wished she could finger herself.  She was so hot right now!  She jumped in pain as the crop stung her ass.  Coming at the same instant as her conscious desire to finger herself, it made the sting suddenly feel erotic, compelling, and horribly desirable.  She was glad she had the gag in her mouth or else she might just moan in pleasure.  Then what would they think and what would they do?  Spank her some more?  And would she enjoy it?  
She felt small warm hands on her ass as Greg led Elsa’s hands up to Kim’s ass.  The woman knew exactly who was feeling her ass and pressed back against the light touch.  “Mmmmm,” she moaned into the gag.  More, she thought.  Then she felt her panties pulled to the ground.  
“Check out her pussy,” said Greg.  “Look at how it’s squeezed together between her legs.  Now, if we spread her legs…” gentle pressure on her thighs encouraged her to follow Greg’s directions “… we see her pussy lips open up.  Like this a man can stick his cock right up inside her and fuck her all he wants.  And you know how much she wants that?”  He paused, but no one answered.  “You know it because she’s going to wiggle her ass when I tell her to.  Do it, Kim.”  
She wiggled.  
“And then she’ll grunt three times into her gag.”  
“Unh, uhn, uhn,” they all heard.  
He enjoyed making her do little embarrassing things, begging for a fucking while still gagged.  “But I really know it because of this,” he ran his hand down her inner thighs, making sure everyone saw the juices that had been flowing for the past several minutes.  He unzipped her skirt and pulled it down.  It hadn’t been covering anything anyway.  
Greg untied the knot that held Kim’s gag in place and took the ball from between her lips.  She swallowed her drool and said, “Anything, Master.”  He untied her elbows and hands.  She looked a little silly once she stood up, naked from the waist down.  Silly in one way, but very sexy, too.  
“Kneel down in front of Elsa,” said Greg.  He continued to use the other girl as Kim’s tormentor because Kim was reacting so well to it.  Everything she did with Elsa was so much more embarrassing.  And why not?  She’d already done nearly everything sexually imaginable with her own two children.  For this near stranger, it was humiliating all over again.  Kim knelt and found herself looking up at the 11-year-old.  
Involving Elsa also added to the seduction of the preteen and Greg never forgot that either.  “Take off your blouse,” said Greg.  They all watched as Kim slowly unbuttoned her blouse and peeled it off, just inches from Elsa.  “Play with your nipples.”  She did until they were hard nubs, pushing half an inch out from her fleshy tits.  “And your bra.”  
Kim watched Elsa’s eyes as she reached behind her and undid the clasp of her bra.  “Enjoying that, sweetie?” said Kim as she dropped her last garment on the floor.  
“Play with her nipples, Elsa,” said Greg. 
Without hesitation, the girl reached out and fondled the hard nubs on Kim’s tits.  She palmed the large mounds and squeezed them with her little hands.  “Kiss her,” said Greg.  Greg pulled Lucy and Simon back to watch.  Kim leaned forward and put her lips to Elsa’s.  Elsa was clearly getting turned on, too, and not the least bit concerned that this was different than experimenting with her sister.  
“Watch her,” said Greg, softly to Lucy and Simon, making them part of the conspiracy.  “She’s so hot, so ready.  She’s going to be fucked real soon and she’s not going to be able to stop herself.  See, Simon, this is not only how to get your mom to put out, but how to seduce other little girls.  You can get any of Lucy’s friends, their friends, and their sisters over here to do the same fucking thing.”
“But, we have something more to attend to before Elsa’s fucking.”  He looked at Simon and then at Lucy.  “I believe that Lucy also refused to give you blowjobs, didn’t she?”
“Yeah!” said Simon.
Lucy felt her blood run cold.  When Greg picked up the rope that had just tied up her mother, Lucy went white as a sheet.  “Please, Greg, I’ll do anything you want.  I’ll never say no again.”  But, it was to no avail.  In no time, Lucy had her hands and elbows tied behind her and a big red ball gag between her young lips.  Bent over the chair, she felt her shorts and then her panties pulled to the floor.  Greg found the sight was incredibly erotic because it was the tight little ass of an 11-year-old that was pointing in the air at him and because Lucy knew how to wiggle her ass.  She was trembling with anticipation as she waited for her spanking.  
Greg stroked the crop firmly across the tiny ass in front of him and heard the satisfying muffled scream.  “Do you like getting the spanking as much as you liked watching it and giving it?” taunted Greg.  To her muffled grunts, he said, “Elsa summed it up pretty good when she said you can’t even say no.  Do you want me to spank you again?  I guess that means yes, please.”  He swatted her firmly again and handed the crop to Simon.  
“Come on, big brother, I know you’ve always wanted to spank your little sister.  Let her have it now.  Make that cute little ass jump for us.  Cool, isn’t it, Elsa?”  
Greg looked at Elsa and saw she wasn’t enjoying this as much as she had for Kim.  Oops, he thought.  “Don’t worry, Elsa,” said Greg.  “You haven’t been bad, so don’t look like you’re next, OK?”
“OK,” she nodded with a sigh of relief.  
“So, say it, this is cool, isn’t it?”
“Cool,” repeated Elsa.
“Watching your friend get her ass spanked for not sucking cock.  Imagine that.  Most girls your age would get spanked for doing it.”  Simon had finished his fun with his sister and Greg took the crop to hand it to Elsa.  “Your turn, Elsa, give the little brat a good swat.”  The blow that Elsa delivered belied that fact that the two girls were good friends.  If anything, it was the hardest so far.  
“Last, but not least,” said Greg, handing the whip to Kim.  “Your naughty daughter hasn’t been sucking cock, mommy.  And, she spanked her mommy… hard.  I think that deserves a … oh my,” finished Greg as Lucy jumped from her sixth and final swat.  
After that, Greg made her undergo the indignity of an ass end inspection from all of them, especially Elsa.  “Check it out, Elsa,” said Greg.  “Her cunt is spread open and she’s had cocks inside it.  This little pussy isn’t virgin anymore.  He slid his finger in her cunt easily and wiggled it around.  “See her juices are going, too, just like her mommy’s were.  And how else do we tell that she wants to be fucked?”  He repeated the embarrassing acts that Kim had performed, but this time it was little Lucy that wiggled her ass and then grunted three times.  “Finally, she’s going to beg into her gag for you to stick your finger in her pussy.”  
“Mmmphf, mmm, mmmphf,” said Lucy.  Then, “Mmmmm,” as she felt her friend penetrate her pussy lips.  
When Lucy was untied, she found herself kneeling before Elsa and stripping off her top.  Following the same routine as her mom, she played with her tits and then let Elsa fondle her, too.  The two fell into a deep kiss and Greg was ready to end the seduction of Elsa.  “Lucy,” he said softly.  “Why don’t you help Elsa out of her clothes and you can play with her nipples.”  With that, Elsa slipped off her tank top and Lucy pulled her friend’s shorts and panties all the way off.  Greg and Simon drank in the beauty of yet another nude 11-year-old seduced and ready for them.  
“Watch, Elsa,” said Greg.  “On your knees, Lucy,” he commanded.  “You, too, Kim.  On your knees in front of Simon.”  He pulled his shirt off and then pulled down his shorts.  “Pull out my cock, Lucy.  Pull it out and suck me off while Elsa watches you.”  Lucy fished out his cock and then just pulled his underwear all the way off.  She sucked his cock in so fast that Elsa couldn’t believe it.  Fuck, thought the virgin 11-year-old, I thought cocksucking was hard to do.  Lucy made it look easy.  
Abruptly Greg pulled his cock out of Lucy’s mouth.  “Shit, I forgot,” he said.  Kim hadn’t started on Simon yet, having just managed to get his cock out.  “Simon, stop.  I said they couldn’t suck cock until they begged for it.  Make her fucking beg for your cock all the way in.”
Kim didn’t hesitate.  “Please, Simon.  Mommy is so sorry that she didn’t suck your cock for the last couple of weeks.  I’ll never deny you again.  Please let mommy have that big, hard cock of yours all the way down my throat.  Make mommy suck your cock until you cum.  I want to taste your cum and swallow every drop of it.  Please…”
Simon figured that was pretty damn good begging and stuck his cock in his mom’s mouth.  
Lucy knew she had to beg, too.  “Please, Greg, ooo, you let me taste it.  I want it back.  Please, let me have your big cock in my hot little mouth.  Oh, fuck, Greg, I know how much you like putting that big cock between my sweet little lips.  You don’t know how much I need to have it there.  Put it back in, please.  Let me suck cock all day long.  Mmmphf,” she finished.  She pulled back, “Fuck my face, Master, mmmphf.”
Naked, Elsa could only stand and watch as she was in the presence of two expert cocksuckers.  She tried to imagine what it would feel like to have a cock that size in her mouth … and that far down.  It scared her to think that she would be expected to keep up with her friend.  She’d come to lose her virginity, but this was … overwhelming.  Still, she noticed juices running down her thighs and knew she wanted to be fucked.  Without thinking, she grunted three times, wiggled her ass, and then stuck her finger in her own pussy.  God, did she want to get fucked.  Watching the cocksucking, she thought, if that’s what it takes to get a cock in my pussy, then that’s what I’m going to do!
Simon looked down at the view of his mom with her red lips spread around his cock and said, “Yes, mom, this is the best.  You look so incredible with my cock in your mouth.  I love the way you look up at me as you suck me off.  And I love to look down on your tits and bare pussy.  You’ve got such a great body, I just love to watch it as you suck me.”  Kim practically purred as she sucked her son’s cock.  She adored the compliments and she knew she was going to get the fuck that she deserved for this.  “Yes, there’s something special about having my mom with my cock in her mouth.”
Greg knew the feeling, but right now he was enjoying the mouth of his friend’s sister, not his own mom.  The 11-year-old was quite talented as well and the view of the preteen body was as erotic to Greg as Simon’s mom was to her son.  “Yes,” he added.  “There’s something special about having a sixth grader with a mouthful of my cock.”  
Both Greg and Simon were really horny, having held back for several minutes.  They shot their loads quickly into the eager mouths.  “How’s that for a great cocksucking show,” said Greg.
Elsa just nodded.  
“Are you ready for Simon to fuck you?  Are you ready to get your cherry popped?”
“Yes,” she said huskily.  “I’m ready.”  She knelt nervously in front of Simon, ready to suck his cock.  
Confused, Simon looked down at her and said, “Do you want to suck me off first?”
“Yes,” she replied.  “I mean, I will.  I mean, do I have to?  Shouldn’t I… first?”
“Well, you don’t have to,” replied Simon.  “Not this time anyway, Elsa.”  Instead he laid her back on the carpet and started kissing her.  He needed a moment to regain his strength and get hard again.  After several minutes of kissing her and fondling her preteen body, he was hard again.  “Are you ready?” he asked again. 
Then the little virgin looked down at his hard cock poised at the entrance to her womanhood.  She’d been ready and his ministrations had only made her hotter.  “Fuck, yes, Simon,” she moaned.  “I’m ready.  I want to feel you inside me.”  She gave a gasp as his cock spread her cunt open and slid up to her hymen.  
Her young lover stroked in and out a few times, making sure he was well coated in her juices before driving deep.  Around them, Greg, Lucy, and Kim were watching with interest.  To his audience, Simon announced, “Here goes her cherry,” and he sank his cock in to the hilt.  
Elsa gave a brief squeal as her hymen tore and then, “Ooo, fuck, yes, it feels just like I thought it would.  So full and so wonderful.  Mmmmm.”  Simon slid his cock all the way out and all the way back in again and she said, “Oh, yes, keep doing that!”
“That’s the whole idea,” said Simon as he started fucking the little girl in earnest.  
Greg looked at the two remaining girls and said, “You’re next, Kim.  Lay down, spread your legs, and get ready for a good fucking because you’ve been a good girl today.”  
“Yes, Master,” said Kim.  
Lucy watched as her best friend and mom both got fucked.  She was as hot as both of them and knew she would get her turn next.  She knelt down next to Elsa and said, “That’s it, Simon.  Fuck her hard.  Make her cum.  I want to see her cum three times before you do.”  She snuck a hand in to Elsa’s small titties and started fondling them, getting a new moan of pleasure from her friend.  As she watched, Elsa shuddered to her first orgasm.  “Way to go, Simon,” said Lucy.  
On Elsa’s third orgasm, she felt Simon tense and shoot his seed deep into her pussy.  Exhausted, Simon slid out of the little girl and rolled over onto his back.  Kim and Greg had also finished, with Kim getting her reward of three orgasms.  Greg started kissing Elsa and feeling her up.  Tired though she was, she responded eagerly and found his cock with her hand.  It amazed her to feel it swell up as she held it.  “That’s all for you, sexy,” whispered Greg.  “That’s my cock telling you how sexy you are and how much it wants you.”  
“Really?” she asked.  “I made it do that?”
“Yes, I think you are sexy with those cute little titties and bare pussy.  If you keep that up, you’re going to get fucked again.”  He looked into her brown eyes.  “But, then, you wouldn’t mind that, would you, my little slut puppy.”
Slut puppy, she thought.  It sounded so naughty.  That’s what she was.  No longer a virgin, she smiled inwardly.  She was a slut puppy now.  Not a virgin anymore and she knew where she could keep getting cock.  
Lucy could see Greg was occupied, so she climbed on top of her brother.  “My turn, stud,” she said.  “Please, Simon, Master?” she pleaded.  “Stick it in me and fuck my brains out.  Please?”  She toyed with his cock and then slid down to take it in her mouth.  “Ooo, is that what Elsa tastes like?” she said mischievously.  The idea of his sister cleaning off his cock hardened Simon up in seconds.  He watched his little sister’s head bob up and down in his crotch for a minute as she worked him up.  
Ready to go, Simon put his sister on her hands and knees and entered her from behind.  “Fuck me doggy style,” said Lucy.  “Fuck me hard, stud.  Give it all to me and make me scream.  God, I love your hard cock inside me, Simon.  God, I love having my brother fuck me.  Watch me, mommy, as I get fucked.”  When she saw she had Elsa’s attention, too, she said, “Yes, Elsa, watch me get fucked hard.”  The little girl thrust her hips hard back against her brother, pushing his as deep as she could.  “Mmm, oh, fuck yes,” she squealed.  “I’m cumming, oooo, watch me cum.  Oh, fuck yes, this is worth sucking cock.  This is worth getting spanked.  Ooo, fuck me hard, Simon, and I’ll do anything for you.”  She came noisily a second, third, and fourth time before Simon felt his cum rising.  
Simon slowed his thrusting, teasing himself and his sister.  When she whined in desperation, Simon said, “I’ll let you cum a fifth time, Lucy, if you promise to eat my cum out of Elsa’s cunt.”  
“Ooo, fuck, yes, Simon, anything.  Fuck me hard.  I’m almost there again.”
He picked his speed back up and fucked her until she came again.  He filled her with his cum at the same time.  
Still horny and charged, Lucy immediately crawled between Elsa’s spread legs and put her tongue between her friend’s pussy lips.  “What?” said Elsa in surprise.  It had happened so fast, but it was a pleasant surprise.  This was what she had in mind when she’d flashed Lucy a couple of months ago at the sleepover at her house.  She’d wanted to get a little girl on girl action going, but Lucy had been too naïve.  Now, the tables were turned and it was Lucy that was being the aggressor.  
Lucy ate noisily, making the noise on purpose.  She came up out of Elsa’s cunt with long strands of boy cum on her tongue and slurped them down.  She wanted to make sure that she turned on Greg and her brother so she could get fucked again.  She’d also wanted to touch Elsa that time that Elsa had flashed her.  Then, she had been afraid.  Now, she could have her friend all she wanted.  “Mmm,” she said as she showed yet another strand of Simon’s cum.  “God, Elsa, you taste so good.  You going to cum for me?”  She switched from digging for cum to teasing Elsa’s clit.  
Elsa gave a sharp intake of breath and barely managed to say, “Yes!”  She exploded in an orgasm as Lucy ate her out.  As her orgasm subsided, Elsa said, “My turn.”  She turned the tables and put her face in Lucy’s crotch and promptly ate Simon’s cream right out of his sister.  Her reaction took her by surprise and before she could change her mind, she found herself tasting brother and sister’s juices combined.  It tasted wonderful and she ate Lucy to another orgasm. 
The little girl lesbian action had turned Greg and Simon on and they were ready to go again.  But, it was Greg that put his cock to Elsa’s lips and said, “Now, it’s time for you to learn how to do a blowjob.”  
Still aroused, Elsa was eager to give it a try.  But, she could only get a couple of inches in her mouth.  Embarrassed, she remembered how easy Lucy and Kim had made it look.  Try as hard as she could, she couldn’t get it any deeper.  Kim and Lucy started to give her advice on how to get it down, but she kept gagging.  It reminded Greg of so many girls who’d had the same initial problem, most recently Elsa’s little sister, Sara.  He remembered how Sara had reacted to the idea that she would get to do a good blowjob before her sister.  “Too bad you can’t do it as good as your sister, Sara, did it to me,” said Greg.  
Elsa pulled back immediately and looked defiantly up at him.  “No way,” she exclaimed.  “She’s too little.  No way did she do this for you.  You’re trying to trick me.”
Before anyone else could make a sound to confirm Greg’s claim, he held up his hands and said.  “Quiet, I believe I’ve been challenged by our newest little cocksucker.  She doubts my sexual prowess.  She doesn’t believe I could seduce a second grader and get her to swallow my whole cock.  Is that what I hear, Elsa?”
“Yes,” said Elsa, a little less sure than she had been at first.  But, she held her ground.  No way could her little sister have done this already.  Sara didn’t even know Greg.  How could she possibly have done it?  “Yes,” she said with more certainty.  “You’re making that up.”
“Care to make a wager on that,” said Greg.  “Let’s say that if I’m telling the truth, then you get the same treatment that you saw Kim and Lucy get this afternoon.  Tied, gagged, spanked, and fondled while everyone watches.  Then, you have to suck my cock good.”  He paused to let his words sink in.  “Or, if I’m lying, then I get tied, gagged, spanked, and fondled like Kim and Lucy did.”
Elsa tossed the options around in her head.  She was sure he was lying, bluffing.  But, he sounded so sure of himself.  Was he trying to get her to back down or had he really gotten to Sara sometime.  The latter seemed so outrageous, that she decided to call his bluff, but with an extra challenge.  So, she said.  “And, you have to suck Simon’s cock.  I mean, if I have to suck a cock when I lose, then you do if you lose.”
“Well, that’s a different matter,” said Greg.  “Simon’s not in the bet, so we need his permission.  How about it, Simon, are you willing to let me suck your cock if I lose?”
Simon was the only other one in the room who hadn’t seen Sara suck off Greg.  He also thought Greg was bluffing.  That meant he thought Greg was going to lose and he’d have Greg’s mouth on his cock.  He wasn’t sure if the idea turned him or not, but he knew he had to agree to keep up with the unflappable Greg.  He had called Greg his master and himself the student, so he figured the more knowledgeable master knew what he was doing.  Regardless of the reason, he said, “Sure.”
“OK, then, we have a bet.”  He turned to his witnesses to settle the bet.  “Kim and Lucy were there when it happened, so tell us, who’s the winner of the bet?” asked Greg.
“You are, Greg,” said Kim.  “Sara did it good.”  Lucy nodded.  
“No way,” insisted Elsa.  “You two are just saying that because you want Greg to fuck you.”
“No, we’re not,” insisted Kim.
Elsa stubbornly believed her sister had never had the opportunity let alone the inclination to suck Greg’s cock.  Even with her friend’s mother insisting it was the truth, she said, “I heard you say you’d do anything for Greg.  Just to get him to fuck you.  That’s all you’re doing now.  All of you are tricking me.”
Again Greg held up his hands for quiet.  “Then, there’s only one way to decide the bet.  We’ll have to get Sara over here,” said Greg.  “If she comes over and can suck my cock then I win.  If not, then Elsa wins.  After that, I guess Sara gets to stay and watch.  Ooo, kind of adds to the bet, doesn’t it, Elsa.  Makes it more naughty.  Let’s see, will it be me tied and spanked while even little Sara watches or will it be big sister who takes a spanking from Sara?”
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Greg had been planning to spend the night, now Kim called Elsa’s mom and got permission for Elsa and Sara to spend the night in a sleepover with Lucy.  The girls’ mother agreed and was even so kind as to thank Kim for including Sara.  She knew it would mean a lot to the younger girl to have a sleepover with her big sister.  Little did she know exactly what her two little girls would be doing at the sleepover.  Kim drove over to Elsa’s house and picked up Sara and some extra clothes for Elsa.  As she drove back home, Kim knew that neither Elsa nor Sara would need the nightgowns that were carefully packed.  
As they waited for Kim to get back, everyone got dressed again.  Though nothing had been said, it was assumed that only the loser of the bet would be stripped for the payoff.  Elsa started to get nervous.  She tried hard to convince herself that she couldn’t be wrong.  But, what was the point of bringing Sara over now, if not to prove Greg was right?  Maybe they just wanted to play naughty games with Sara and this was just Greg’s way of getting her over here.  Or, maybe she’d already played naughty games with them.  
Greg could see Elsa’s growing concern.  To keep her guessing, he said, “Maybe this was more than I bargained for.  I don’t know about getting tied up and spanked, let alone for your little sister.  I mean, she’s only 7, isn’t she?  Maybe it’s not a good idea for her to see me naked, you know.  And you’d really make me suck Simon’s cock?”
“You bet,” said Elsa, somewhat reassured.  She just knew her sister would deny everything.  She started thinking of how she would keep her bratty little sister from ruining everything.  She imagined her sister being shocked at the mere idea of being naked with other boys and girls.  The afternoon’s fun would be over and her little sister might even tell their parents what was going on at Lucy’s house.  The one thing she wasn’t prepared for was Greg’s victory.  She just couldn’t picture her little sister with a cock in her mouth, let alone all the way in.  
Then, the moment of truth arrived.  As Sara entered the house, she was saying how nice it was to get to sleepover with Lucy and Elsa.  The little girl took one look at Greg and then looked around at everyone else.  She looked again at Greg, and said, “Are we going to …” She looked at Elsa, not certain that her big sister was in on the deal.  “Are we going to play the same games we did last time?”
Elsa’s blood ran cold at those words.  Her little sister had been ‘playing games’ with Greg before.  She’d had her doubts before, but for the first time she saw that Greg just might not be kidding.  Had she fooled herself into thinking Greg had lied to her?  She had thought him the bad boy who was lying to her.  Now, she saw she just might be the bad girl for not trusting him.  Was she was going to be spanked for being a bad girl?  Still, there was no proof yet.  All she could think to herself was, please, please, Sara, don’t do it.  Don’t get it all the way in.
Greg said, “Yes, we’ll do the same things, but we have something else to do first, Sara.  Elsa doesn’t believe that you can suck a cock.”  He unzipped his pants and took his cock out right in front of the 7-year-old.  “Show her what you can do and then you won’t believe what’s going to happen.”  He stroked his cock a few times to get it hard and then offered it to Sara.
Elsa watched in disbelief as Sara put the whole cock in her mouth.  “Shit,” she said.  “When did you learn that?”
Sara had her mouthful, so Greg said, “She learned it about a month ago.  So, tell me, how does it feel to know exactly what you’re going to get?  Are you looking forward to getting spanked?”
“No,” said Elsa.  “I didn’t think…  I can’t imagine…  I’m sorry, Greg.  I’m sorry I thought you lied.”
“Not as sorry as you’re going to be,” said Lucy, rubbing her own ass in memory of the stinging pain she’d felt from what Elsa was about to get.  
Before he served punishment, Greg said, “She’d just not quite dressed right for the part, yet.  I’m going to take her upstairs and prepare her, make her look a little naughtier, sexier.  Come on, Lucy, and help me find some things to put on her.”  Greg led the two 11-year-olds up to Lucy’s room and told Lucy what he wanted to put on her friend.  She dug out a thin halter top that was too small for either of them and the same short skirt that Lucy said she’d outgrown three years ago.  Lastly, Lucy offered up her tiny black panties that Greg had picked out for her.  
“Where did you get those?” asked Elsa in disbelief, as she stretched out the panties to examine them.  There was practically nothing to them.  No one answered her rhetorical question.  It didn’t matter where they had come from, pretty soon that would be the only thing separating her from a leather riding crop.  
“Run along now,” said Greg to Lucy.  “Let me get her ready and we’ll be down then.”
Alone with Elsa, Greg admired the body of the little girl again.  “First, we have to get you out of those clothes,” said Greg.  “That way we can dress you up so sexy.  Don’t want you wearing too much when you get your punishment.  We’re all going to want to see as much skin as possible as you bend over the chair and take your spanking.”  He pulled the tank top off the girl and tweaked her nipples just for effect.  He could never keep himself from doing that anytime he had the chance to expose a female breast.  “No, me,” he said as Elsa started to pull down her own shorts.  She jumped as he took her hands in his and pulled them away from her waistband.  He pulled her shorts down slowly.  “Cute panties,” he said.  
Elsa blushed at Greg’s words.  Wearing nothing but her panties with a boy she hardly knew, a boy that was soon going to tie her and spank her, she started to get frightened.  She’d come over to lose her virginity.  Bondage, discipline, and cocksucking were a little more than she’d bargained on.  She started to shiver as she imagined what it would be like to get spanked.  As her panties slid down, she didn’t feel the tingle in her pussy that she’d felt the first time she’d exposed herself to the boys downstairs.  Now she felt the coldness of dread.  
Greg noticed Elsa’s shivering almost as soon as it started.  She was standing naked in front of him, but it was too warm for her to be shivering from cold.  He momentarily cursed himself.  Damn me, he thought.  I’m letting my damned cock do my thinking for me.  What am I doing?  He realized that today was really the 11-year-old’s first sexual experience.  Sure, he and his family had forced sex on Brittany, Kevin, and other future young sex slaves at his house during their first sexual experience, but he had no intention of making Elsa a sex slave on the same level as them.  No, she would be a willing cock slave who sucked his cock and took a spanking because she craved his cock.  He was going too far with the tender beauty.  And, unlike Lucy’s first experience, who’d had her mother present, Elsa really had no one for moral support.  She was the lone outsider, the only one who hadn’t partaken of sex before today.  Even her little sister had just outdone her.  This was not going to be a good first experience for Elsa.  
He let out a big sigh as he let his brain take charge of his cock this time and changed gears.  He bent down and took the trembling girl in his arms, holding her tight to his chest.  “Oh, my dear, sweet, beautiful, sexy thing, you are far too precious for me to make you do this.  You are a special, sexy girl who should be treated like a princess on the day she loses her virginity.”  He pulled back to look in her deep brown eyes, then kissed her forehead, her nose, her eyelids, and finally her soft cheeks.  
Looking into the lovely eyes again, he said, “You don’t have to do this.  Kim and Lucy didn’t have to do it.  They wanted to do it.  They could have said no.  It adds to their excitement, theirs and mine, to make them do these things.  But, they can always say no.  Even with a gag in your mouth, I can always tell when you really mean no.”  
Greg found himself holding a sobbing girl.  He hugged her tight to his chest, knowing he’d just made the right decision.  Through her sobbing, she said, “I…  I… was so… so… um… so… scared.”  He could feel her body relaxing though as he held her with his strong arms.  His hands stroked her smooth bare back, not in a wanton, sexual fashion, but soothingly.  As she calmed down, she said, “You really mean it?  I don’t have to get spanked?”
“I really mean it,” said Greg.  He kissed her on the lips, then pulled her into a deep, tongue probing kiss with passion.  “I really mean that today is a day to treat you special.  And you’re not ever going to do anything that you don’t have to do.  Got it?”
She smiled shyly at him.  “Got it.  But, uh… what about the bet?”
“You know what?” he said.  “I’ll just tell them that I decided you’re not going to have to pay up today.  But, I’ll tell them that maybe someday in the future, if you’re bad, then I’ll come collecting.”  He saw her expression darken again, so he added, “But, remember – only when you’re ready.”
She smiled at him again.  “That’s a deal, Greg.”  She let out a huge sigh.  “God, it has been fun today.  I can’t believe I let Simon do it.  He’s so cool, isn’t he?  I can’t believe it feels so good.”
“Sounds like you’re about ready for another round,” said Greg.    
“Can we go back downstairs with the others now?” asked Elsa.  “I guess if even Sara can do it, I have to learn how to suck a cock.  Can’t get out of that, can I?” she said bravely.  
“If you want,” said Greg, “you could learn right here and now and take some of the pressure off.  That way, when we go back down, you can pop my cock right in your mouth, suck it down, and swallow my cum without batting an eye.  Maybe you could even pretend you’d just been kidding before, you know, about not being able to do it.”
“Really?” said Elsa.  “Just you and me?”
“Unless you want to suck that cool Simon’s cock first,” teased Greg.  
“Oh, Greg, I didn’t mean you aren’t cool,” she said, as she realized her gaffe.  
“It’s OK,” laughed Greg.  “I’m fishing for compliments now.  Don’t flatter me too much or it’ll go to my cock.  Oh, damn,” he said, pulling his swollen cock from his pants.  “Too late, it’s already gone to my cock.”  
Elsa laughed as she put her fist around the older boy’s hard cock.  Like the magic man he was, Greg had relaxed her in no time at all.  She felt comfortable around him, suddenly realizing that she’d been nude the whole time and he’d been clothed.  She hadn’t felt the least bit self-conscious about her body and even now, the look in Greg’s eyes told her that she never had to be ashamed of her lovely young body.  Her young heart fluttered with puppy love for the 13-year-old boy.  She knelt in front of him and started sucking on his cock.  It wasn’t much easier than the first time she tried, but she was so relaxed that as she listened to Greg’s expert advice, she found herself with her nose in his pubic hair before she knew it.  
Greg had to pull himself away from her.  The feeling of the young girl sucking his cock with such adoration was incredible.  But, it had to wait until they had an audience.  “Gotta save that for downstairs,” he said.  “How about we dress you sexy anyway and then you go do a sexy strip tease for me to make sure I’m hard and ready for your sweet mouth when it’s time.”
Greg made her stand still as he pulled on the tiny black panties.  He made sure the back thong slipped right up the crack of her tight ass.  Next, he pulled up the way too tight skirt.  Elsa’s legs were longer than Lucy’s and really made the skirt look cock hardening.  Finally, the halter top fitted against the 11-year-old mounds like it was painted on.  “Geez, sexy thing,” said Greg.  “You might as well be wearing nothing at all.  You make me want to rip that right off you, right here and now.  Get your hot ass downstairs and suck me off.”
Elsa giggled from the compliment.  God, she felt so hot!  She looked at how her nipples pressed against the thin fabric of her shirt and admired herself in the mirror.  She turned to face Greg and he put on the final touch, red lipstick to accentuate her pouty lips.  “Now, hot stuff, I want that lipstick around the base of my cock.”  He patted her ass and let her lead the way downstairs.  
As promised, when they entered the family room, Greg announced that the bet would be collected at a later date, time, and place to be determined by Elsa’s future behavior.  “If she’s a naughty girl, she gets a spanking.  Oops, I mean, if she’s ever a nice girl, she gets a spanking, because this little sex pot is about to be really naughty.  Do it, hot stuff!”  
Elsa looked around the room at everyone.  They were watching her with anticipation.  Even her little sister was watching.  Damn, it felt so naughty to strip for them, to be such a sexual creature with her best friend, two boys, her sister, and her best friend’s mother watching.  A minute later, the little girl was wearing nothing but a pair of panties so small they didn’t hide anything.  Simon had to free his cock from his pants or else he thought he was going to hurt himself.  Greg had to try to think of something else or he didn’t think Elsa would get a chance to show off her new cocksucking skills.  He was sure just the touch of her hand or her lips to his cock would make him explode.  Kim pulled her panties aside and started to stroke herself.  Lucy had one hand under her shirt and one hand in Sara’s crotch while the 7-year-old struggled to get her own panties down and out of the way.  
When Elsa did finally kneel in front of Greg’s throbbing cock, she said, “I am so fucking hot, I could eat this all day long.”  She opened wide and slid the whole cock down her throat like an expert.  
It was such an amazing turnabout that it was Kim that said, “How long have you and Elsa been planning this, Greg?”  He stared at her dumbfounded, for a few seconds before he realized she thought the whole thing – including the bet had been made up.  By the time he figured out what she was talking about, he was speechless from lust anyway.  His cock exploded in the 11-year-old cocksucker’s mouth.  She took a burst of cum down her throat and then her mouth filled with cum from his second spurt.  Surprised, she pulled back and promptly took a face shot right below her left eye that covered her cheek.  Greg took his cock in his hand and pumped out a load on her chest, right between her tits and then sprayed her to cover both of her titties.  
He remembered the sight of cum dripping down Sara’s face and what he’d done next.  He looked at Kim and said, “Nothing like a sixth grader covered in cum.  She looks so fucking sexy like that.  But, now watch the finishing touch.”  But, this time, there was no Harry to come lick her clean.  Instead, Greg leaned forward and licked his own cum off Elsa’s cheek.  The rest of the room got silent as Greg moved to clean his cum off Elsa’s little titties.  He sucked them and licked them until they were clean and Elsa was moaning in delight.  
“Holy shit,” said Simon.  “Mom…  I gotta…”  He practically jumped on his mom and plunged his cock into her juicy cunt, shooting his wad in seconds.  
Greg lifted his face back to Elsa’s and kissed her hard, sharing his cum with her.  “How’s that, princess,” he whispered to her.  “You suck my cock and I eat the cum.”  
“Mmm,” she purred as he slid his cock into her.  
Greg was hard, but not even close to cumming as he started fucking Elsa.  Sara was still clothed, so he played up to the little sister, saying, “How about you do a sexy strip tease, just like Elsa did.  I want to see my sexy little second grader naked, too.” 
Beside them, Simon had reloaded and was still fucking his mother; she was starting her second orgasm as Elsa had her first.  Lucy lowered herself down on her mom’s face, letting her mom run her tongue between her daughter’s bare pussy lips.  In that position, Simon and Lucy were facing each other and started kissing.  Simon was in heaven with his mom’s big tits and his sister’s flat chest all in reach at the same time.  
When she was naked, Greg motioned Sara over and said, “Come over here and watch your big sister get fucked, Sara,” he said.  When Sara got over to them, he said, “Help me count her orgasms.  Every time she says, she’s cumming, you count another one.  Now, she’s already had two, so start there.”  
Lying on her back, looking up at the handsome 13-year-old, Elsa’s eyes flashed with lust and love.  She felt another orgasm approaching.  “Yes, Greg, oh, fuck me hard, yes, yes, fuck me harder, oh, fuck … mmm, yes, heee-re, oh, yes, here it cums,” she squealed through her third orgasm.  Her whole body tingled with the most wonderful feeling and Greg’s strong hands seemed to draw pleasure wherever he touched her.  Her small nipples responded eagerly to his touch, then she felt his hands on her ass, her stomach, her tits again, and her delicate throat.  “God Almighty, Greg, I’m… it’s… mmmm… yes, I’m cumming.”
Greg felt his cum starting to rise as he pounded into the tight pussy.  She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him in tight and then with her arms pulled him down to a deep kiss.  Intertwined, the two young lovers kept up their rhythm until Elsa rocked through her fifth orgasm and Greg planted in his seed deep in her preteen womb.  The two lay panting heavily, Greg’s softening cock still inside Elsa, basking in the warm afterglow of sex.  For several minutes they breathed in unison until Elsa finally whispered, “You’re never going to spank me, Greg.  I’ll never be a nice girl around you.  It’s too wonderful being naughty.”
“I have another surprise for you,” said Greg.  “Something, or should I say someone to keep you warm when I’m not around.”  He got up and grabbed Sara.  Tickling her, he brought the giggling girl over to her older sister.  “You remember that good tasting cream you got to try last time?  Well, Elsa’s got a whole bunch in her pussy.  If you clean it all out and make her cum again, I’ll eat your hot little pussy and make you cum, too.”
Elsa stared in wonder as her sister’s tongue flicked in and out of her hot pussy, teasing her closer and closer to another orgasm.  “Mmmm,” said Sara.  “Does this feel good, Elsa?”  She gave a few more licks.  “Mmmm, it felt good when Lucy’s mom did it to me.”
“Ooo, yeah, Sara,” said Elsa.  “That feels wonderful.  Oh, God, Sara, you’re gonna…  I’m… cumming… ooo, again!”  The 7-year-old licked up cum from her sister and enjoyed every bit of her treat.  When she was finished, Greg rolled the little girl over and gave her the promised reward.  It was Elsa’s turn to watch in amazement as her sister spread wide for Greg’s talented tongue.  
Kim announced that it was time for food.  “I’m fixing dinner or else we won’t have the strength to continue.”  Greg had lost count of his own orgasms, but knew that he did indeed need a break to get his energy back.  There were four lovely girls that we wanted to enjoy all night long if he could.  As dinner was being prepared, everyone got dressed again.  Kim insisted that dinner would be eaten clothed.  The three girls turned on the TV and started watching a sitcom.  Greg and Simon helped Kim make dinner and talked about sports.  For a few minutes, it was like a normal household.  
Kim fixed the boys a couple of big juicy steaks and the girls had hamburgers.  When Kim poured herself a glass of wine, she offered some to Greg and Simon.  Greg gave her a funny look and said, “Kim, we’re only 13.  We’re not old enough to drink.”  
Kim laughed at how absurd that sounded.  She’d sucked Simon and been fucked by Greg.  Hell, they were too young for that, so what was a little wine between lovers.  Even the girls started laughing.  They’d all felt so grown up for a while, but they remembered they were just kids having a good time.  As the laughter died down, Kim realized she was horny all over again.  She looked around at the five underage kids and wanted to touch them, fondle them, and kiss them all.  She wanted to be naughty.    
The girls went back to the TV after dinner, leaving Greg, Simon, and Kim to clean up.  Kim said, “Greg, you know how hot it got me to watch you eat your own cum right off of Elsa’s chest.  Just when I thought I’d seen everything, you amazed me again.  I couldn’t believe you’d do something like that.  But, I guess that’s really your style.  I mean, you don’t have any limits, do you?”
Greg shook his head.  “Nope, there isn’t much that I haven’t tried already, Kim,” he said.  “How much would it turn you on if I got down on my knees in front of Simon and sucked him off?  Would you like to see that?”  He’d always been pushing Kim for more and more, making her push her limits in exchange for sex.  Now he figured the time was right to show off his other talents.  
Kim’s eyes flashed at the thought of that.  “You mean it, Greg.  You’d do that?”
Simon watched with interest as Greg answered, “Well, sure I’d do it.  I made you and Lucy go down on each other.  Fuck, if I make you do lesbian stuff, it’s fair if I do gay stuff, too.  I mean, I’m not gay; I’m bi-sexual, just like you are.  We both enjoy both sexes.”
“Jeez, Greg, I never knew that,” said Simon.  He’d had the chance to think about Greg sucking his cock earlier in the afternoon when he thought Greg would lose the bet.  It didn’t shock him the way he thought it would have.  And, with Greg’s admission, he realized it didn’t surprise him that Greg was bi-sexual.  He already knew that Greg had no limits.  He decided not to be amazed by anything that Greg said or did.  In fact, if Greg enjoyed it…  “Oh, great master, I should never doubt you.  I am but your humble student.  I offer my humble cock to you so that you may teach us the meaning of no limits.”
“Wow,” said Kim.  “That does sound hot – watching you go down on my son.  I’m assuming that you’ve done this before.  Are you good?”
“Kim, who’s better at eating your pussy, me or Lucy?”
“Lucy.”
“A girl knows how to eat pussy.  You better believe I know how to suck cock.  In fact, it’ll be the best blowjob that Simon’s ever had.”  Then, to Simon, he said, “The best you’ve ever had, buddy.  And, if it is the best you’ve ever had, then you’ll have to …”  
He was going to say that Simon would have to admit that a guy could suck cock best, but Kim cut him off.  “… suck Greg’s cock,” she finished for him.  
Simon looked at her in surprise.  Then, he knelt down at Greg’s feet, mock bowing to his master and said, “Your student lives only to learn from you, O Great Master.”
“Oh, fuck, I can’t believe it,” said Kim.  “I know you’re all man because you fuck so good, Simon, but it will really turn me on to see you with a mouthful of cock, too.”  She could hardly wait to get started, but they quickly finished in the kitchen and she said, “Let’s get the girls and get started again.”
“Aw, mom,” said Simon.  “Do we have to let Lucy watch?”  Then, he answered his own question.  “Yeah, we do, I guess since I watch her eat pussy.  Fair’s fair.  Right, O Great Master?”
“You got it, humble student.”
The group reassembled in the family room.  The girls sat down as Simon took his position in the center of the room.  Greg started by pulling Simon’s shirt off over his head.  That surprised Simon, who was expecting Greg to go straight for his cock.  But, he relaxed and let the master lead him.  After taking his own shirt off, Greg stepped up to Simon and rubbed his chest against the other boy’s chest.  He looked into Simon’s eyes as he did that and then leaned his head forward to put his lips on Simon’s.  As he slipped his tongue into Simon’s mouth, Greg saw his friend close his eyes and simply enjoy the kiss.  “Holy shit,” said Lucy.  “They’re kissing.”
Greg’s hands ran up and down Simon’s strong back as they passionately kissed.  “Oh, God, this is hot,” said Kim as Greg settled his hands on Simon’s butt and squeezed.  After a couple of minutes of Frenching, Greg started to kiss his way down Simon’s chest, licking at his nipples before kissing his belly and kneeling in front of him.  In that position, Greg undid his friend’s belt and unzipped his jeans.  He worked Simon’s pants down over his hips and pulled them to the ground, finally helping Simon to step out of them.  The tent in Simon’s shorts was obvious, but he could hardly believe how much he was turned on by Greg’s sensuous moves.  
“Mmmm, Simon,” said Greg.  “Is that big, hard cock all for me?  Are you hot for me?  Do you want me to suck your cock for you?  That big, hard cock?”  Greg pulled Simon’s shorts open and peered in at the treasure.  He looked up at Simon and licked his lips, “Jesus, Simon, that is incredible.  I want to suck that cock so bad.  Do you want to know how bad I want to suck it?”
Simon nodded.  
In response, Greg lay back and undid his own jeans and slid them down.  He followed that by pulling off his underwear, leaving himself naked.  He took his cock in one hand and stroked the length of the hard member.  “This is how much I want to suck your cock, buddy.  I’m so hard for you, like you’re hard for me.  I’m going to suck your wonderful cock and let your mom and sister watch when I do it.  Oh, that turns me on, too.  I’ll be sucking your cock while two 11-year-old girls watch and a 7-year-old girl.”  Greg got on his hands and knees and crawled up to Simon, licking his lips as he did.  
As he reached out for Simon’s cock, Greg looked at Kim and said, “All for you, sexy.  I’m going down on your son.  I’m going to swallow his load.”  The talented boy ran his tongue up the length of Simon’s cock.  “Mmmm, oh, God, Simon, you taste so wonderful.  And it’s so fucking hard I can’t believe it.  I want your cock so much.  I want every inch of it down my throat.”  Greg put his lips over the head of Simon’s cock and slowly slid the cock halfway into his mouth.  He paused and swirled his tongue around the tip of the cock.  Greg put one hand on Simon’s ass and cupped Simon’s balls with the other hand.  Then, he slid the cock the rest of the way into his mouth.  “Mmmm,” he rumbled as he savored the cock deep in his throat.  
The three young girls’ eyes bugged out as they watched Greg.  This young stud that had fucked them all and taught them how to enjoy sex was doing the unthinkable.  They squirmed their little butts around as they got excited from the show.  “Jesus, I can’t stand it,” said Kim as she stood and removed her shorts and panties.  Her hand went straight for her pussy and she started masturbating as she watched the two boys.  The other girls quickly followed suit, with all of them sticking their fingers in their own pussies and rubbing their clits furiously.  
But, Greg was just getting started.  He slid the cock in and out a few times, slowly and sensuously, so that Simon’s cock was in heaven.  It was too slow and easy to make Simon cum, so all the boy could do was enjoy the wonderful warm, wet feeling of Greg’s talented mouth.  Greg pulled back.  “This is wonderful, Simon.  I can’t believe you’re letting me suck this huge, hard cock.  You taste so good.”  He licked the shaft up and down, and ran his tongue on all sides of it.  All the while he was making loud slurping noises to show how much he was enjoying himself.  Then, he slid the cock deep again and pumped his head up and down on it for 30 seconds.  
By now, Simon was moaning in pleasure from the fantastic blowjob Greg was giving him.  He didn’t want it to stop.  When Greg pulled his mouth of his cock this time, Simon moaned, “Oh, no.”  
Greg returned to licking the other boy’s cock.  “Oh, thank you, Simon for letting me blow you.  This is incredible.  Your cock is so big, it fills up my mouth all the way.  I want you to shoot your cum in my mouth and I’ll swallow every precious drop of your cum.  Would you like that?”
“Uh huh,” said Simon.  
“Ask me to suck you,” said Greg.  
Beside him he heard Kim cumming and she moaned, “Oh, God, baby, yes, that’s so fucking hot.  Mommy wants you to ask Greg to suck your cock.  Oh, my God, I’m cumming, Simon, baby, say it for Greg.  Say it for mommy.”
Simon looked at his mom in surprise.  She was really getting off on watching him get a blowjob.  He looked back down at Greg and said, “Tell me again how much you like sucking me off.”
“Simon your cock tastes sooo good.  It’s so big, hard, and hot in my mouth.  I love sucking your cock.”
“Please, Greg,” said Simon, watching his mother out of the corner of his eye.  “I want your mouth around my cock.  I want you to blow me while my mommy watches.  I want to cum in your mouth while my sister watches.  Will you please suck my cock for me?”
Greg licked his lips and said, “You got it, big boy.  I’m sucking your cock until your fill my mouth with cum.  So, fuck my face.”  He plunged the entire cock down his throat and started sucking hard as he pumped the cock in and out of his mouth.  From Simon’s reaction he knew the other boy was very close to cumming in seconds.  He put all his effort into making it great for Simon.  
Though he’d been surprised by his mother’s incredible thrill, Simon had learned that she liked dirty talking.  “Suck me off, Greg.  I’m gonna shoot my cum in your mouth while my mommy watches.  Don’t stop now, you cocksucker.  Take it all the way down your throat.  Show my mommy how a boy sucks cock.  Show my little sister how you suck my cock.  Jesus Christ, oh, mmm, oh, God, Greg, I’m gonna cum.  I’m gonna cum and then I’m gonna suck you off just as... mmmm, oh, yeah, man, just as good as you... aaaa, humphf, mmm, yeah!”  Simon let loose a huge spurt of cum in Greg’s mouth.  Greg was prepared for it and swallowed hard.  He continued sucking as he milked the cum out of Simon.  After the second spurt, he pulled off Simon’s cock and jacked him off until he shot another burst of cum.  Greg made sure that it went in his mouth.
“Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God,” moaned Kim in ecstasy as she witnessed Greg’s mouth filling with cum.  Greg plunged the cock back into his mouth and sucked more cum out of Simon’s cock.  As Simon’s orgasm passed, Greg continued to lick and suck on Simon’s cock until it was completely clean.  
“That was great, Simon,” said Greg.  “Your cum tastes wonderful.  It’s always such a thrill to have a big, hard cock in my mouth.  I love to feel the power of a man’s cock as he shoots his cum inside me.”
Simon was surprised at how turned on he was now at the thought of having Greg’s cock in his mouth.  Greg had enjoyed it so much and the audience was enjoying themselves, so he was ready to go as soon as Greg stood up.  But, he tried to contain his enthusiasm and build up to the moment.  Kneeling in front of the master, Simon took the cock in his hand.  It felt strange to have another boy’s cock in his hand, but it was thrilling.  He ran his hand up and down the stiff shaft, feeling the hardness of it.  “It’s beautiful,” he said.  “I’ve never wanted to do this before, but now I want your cock in my mouth.  I want to give you a blowjob, Greg.”
But, he stood up first and took Greg’s nipples into his mouth, one at a time, and sucked on them until they were hard little bullets.  He licked at them and tasted the salt of Greg’s sweat.  Taking his time, he nuzzled at Greg’s neck, kissing and licking as Greg moaned in pleasure.  Finally, he pressed his lips against Greg’s and showed the great master how well he had learned about no limits.  He pulled back and said, “Feel my cock, Greg.  Feel how hard you make me.  I’m going to get down on my knees and make love to your beautiful cock.  I’m going to suck you until you shoot cum in my mouth.”  
Simon stepped away from Greg and stood in front of his mother.  “And I’m going to do all that while my mommy watches me.”  He put his finger to her lips and she sucked it in like a little cock.  “I’m going to do it while she masturbates her hot cunt for me.  I’m going to turn my mommy on by sucking a cock.”  He walked over in front of Elsa and to each of the girls in turn.  “And my sister’s friend is going to watch me blow another boy.  And her little sister.  And my own sister.  Finger your pussy good, Lucy, ‘cause I’m gonna put on a show for you.”
Simon returned to Greg and knelt in front of him again.  He kissed Greg’s cock and ran his tongue up and down the shaft.  The cock tasted wonderful to him.  He could smell the sex of the boy he was about to blow and it aroused him even more.  When he kissed the tip of it, he got his first taste of pre-cum.  “Mmmm,” he said.  “I never knew it could taste so good.”  Then, he put his lips around Greg’s cock and slid a couple of inches into his mouth.  He ran his tongue around the tip as he’d felt Greg do to him and watched as Greg moaned in pleasure.  
Tentatively he slid the cock deeper until it touched the back of his throat.  He felt his gag reflex kick in, but he wanted to swallow the entire cock.  He pumped the cock in and out a few times and then tried to relax and open his throat.  He knew how it would feel to Greg and he knew what he wanted to do.  Seemingly without any effort, he slid the entire cock down his throat.  Greg was so right about the feel of the power of a cock in his mouth.  He had Greg’s sex right in his mouth and could give Greg the ultimate pleasure.  He slid the cock out and said, “My God, Greg, this is so fucking cool.  I want your cock so bad.  It feels so good to have you inside me.  Will you please cum in my mouth for me?  I want to taste your cum.”  
He returned to sucking on the cock, feeling his friend pulsating in his mouth.  Greg’s words turned him on even more.  “That’s it, Simon, suck my cock.  Suck my cock while Lucy watches you.  God damn, she’s cumming while her brother sucks my cock.  Jesus, you, too, Sara, finger that pussy while Simon blows me.  Yeah, such a good cocksucker.  You’re a natural, Simon.  You’ve got the whole fucking cock in your mouth.  Show mommy what a good little cocksucker she has.  I’m gonna fuck your face and shoot my cum down your throat, you fucking wonderful cocksucker.  
“Oh, Jesus, don’t stop now, Simon.  You’ve got me hot and ready to cum.  Your sweet mouth looks so good wide open and sucking on my cock.  I like to watch a boy’s lips spread wide open while he blows me.  I like watching you suck my cock.  Next time you’ll have to put on some lipstick so you have big red blowjob lips when you blow me.  Oh, my God, watch this, Kim.  This is for you.  Watch him, Lucy.  He’s gonna take... oh, fuck yeah, he’s ... man, I’m cumming.  Watch Simon ... ummmm,” he let loose with a blast of cum and Simon felt the slimy cum fill his mouth.  The amount surprised him and he felt it oozing out of his mouth.  Quickly he swallowed, but another burst of cum filled him again.  He swallowed again and found his mouth full a third time.  “That’s it, Simon.  Swallow every drop,” said Greg.  “You’re missing some of it.  Suck it all out, Simon.”  
As he cleaned off Greg’s cock with his mouth, Simon felt some of the cum running down his chin.  He reached up to wipe it off, but Kim said, “Leave it there, Simon.  I want to see the cum dripping down my boy’s face.”  
Finished, Simon looked at his mom and said, “How did I do?  Did you enjoy that?”
“Holy shit, yes, Simon,” said his mother as she got up and knelt beside him.  She stuck out her tongue and ran it across Simon’s chin, tasting the last of Greg’s cum.  Then, she kissed her son hard and long, tasting Greg’s cum fresh in his mouth.  Simon felt himself falling backwards.  Kim didn’t hesitate to straddle the boy, sliding his rock hard cock up inside her dripping pussy.  “That was so fucking sexy, Simon.  Fuck mommy now.  Fuck me good.  Jesus, I’ve cum and cum and I want to cum more.  I want my baby to fuck me some more.”  But, it was her doing the fucking.  Simon only had to lay there and watch his mom fuck herself on his pole.  
“Me, Greg,” shouted Lucy as she practically tackled the 13-year-old.  “Oh, Greg, it’s soft,” she exclaimed.  
“I just had the best blow job,” said Greg.  “It’ll take me a while to get hard again.  But, I’ll be glad to eat your hot pussy, you sexy little thing.”
“Please, Greg, that would be perfect,” said Lucy.  
Lucy lay back and spread her legs.  “How about you two?”  said Greg, looking at Elsa and Sara.  
“Us, too?” asked Sara.  
“Well, I can’t do three at once, but I’d love to watch you two sisters eat each other out at the same time.”
Elsa and Sara looked at each other with surprise, and then Elsa said, “Cool.  Come on, Sara, you get on top of me.”  
Greg buried his head between Lucy’s legs and started cleaning out the girl’s sopping pussy.  He didn’t get to watch the two sisters as they performed a 69 on each other, but he could hear them as they came repeatedly.  
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 32 – Marsha on Her Own 1
(fM, fm, ff, oral, bdsm, inc)
Marsha was bummed out. Not that anything was wrong. The Wilsons had just left after a fantastic Saturday session. Just about any time she wanted, she could call on her former teacher and hopeless slave, Jim; or her dad’s secretary; or Ally, Brittany, and Kevin; or any other of the many slaves the Brady’s had gathered over the past couple of years. The many varied sex lives she shared with her family were incredible as always. She’d managed to put the one public indiscretion of her life, the incident between the cheerleaders and basketball team, into her past so her reputation at school was again as an ice princess. Even members of the basketball team that had participated wondered if she had really been a participant. There was almost nothing for her to worry about. 
Yet, she felt something was missing. Greg had seduced Simon’s mother and daughter, all their friends, and just about anybody he set his sights on. Peter had his former teacher and full time lover (and their baby). Bobby had his blackmail schemes that worked almost every time on unsuspecting store clerks. He even had a couple regulars that he particularly enjoyed. Cindy had her tight knit group of girl friends and their tongues to keep her happy. Even Jan, the family slave, had an outing for an entire month over last summer. Therein lay the reason Marsha was moping in her room Saturday evening. She had nothing to call her own. No adventure. No risks. No moms, dads, teachers, friends, or slaves to call her own. Sure, Jim was “her” slave, but she never used him alone and her mom had helped with that first step. She could hardly call that her own thing. She had no idea what her “own thing” even was. 
Cindy came into her room for a few minutes, but when Marsha didn’t want to talk or play or anything, she left. A few minutes later, Mike knocked on his eldest daughter’s door and came in. Cindy had told him something was up. At first Marsha told him nothing was wrong. It was a little embarrassing to say that she was the only stick in the mud in the family would didn’t have a thing on the side. But, finally, she gave in to his persistence and told him everything. 
“That’s all?” asked Mike, hugging her tight. When she tried to protest that it was a big deal, he said, “Not from my point of view. Marsha, we are “your thing.” You just can’t see it because it’s so obvious. When you draw a short straw, everybody wants to find you. When Jan draws a name, we all hope it’s you. You’re the most empathetic one is this family and you know just what everybody wants, even when they don’t. You don’t need to experiment with others.” 
She still looked skeptical, so he said, “Remember when we first started all this when I promised you could have your boyfriends over anytime and you said you weren’t that kind of girl? Marsha, you are sexy, adventurous, eager, and an incredible lover. You’re just very intimate and personal about it.”
“You really think I’m all that?” she asked. 
“Absolutely,” said Mike. “That and more.” 
As they continued to talk, Marsha started to get a better view of herself. It explained why she was reluctant to go out on her own. Then she started to get ideas of how she could express herself in her own way. She was the most empathetic of her siblings and she knew just what each of them wanted. Her seven day adventure would be a day with each of the Bradys. She’d keep it within the Brady Bunch… starting with daddy. 
“Daddy?” she said sweetly. “Tomorrow I want some time with just you. How about while everybody else plays short straws and long straws, we do something. We do my thing.”
“OK,” said Mike, wary of his daughter’s sweet, beguiling approach. “What did you have in mind?”
“I’m going to hide someplace. Not in the house. I’ll call you on my cell phone and give you directions on how to find me. When you get there, I’ll be that runaway you fantasize about.” He didn’t need to know the whole plan or even that the runaway fantasy was just a setup. She was about to push a button he may know was there to push, but wouldn’t admit it. 
“I have to wait until tomorrow?” he asked. 
“Yeah, just think about me until then,” she teased. 
After he left, she made a list. Monday with Greg, Tuesday with Jan, Wednesday with Peter, Thursday with Bobby, Friday with Cindy, and then Saturday with her mom. Jotting down notes, she worked up a different plan for each of them… catering to their desires. And that was what turned her on the most. 
The next afternoon at 1:00, Mike got a call on his cell phone. “Get in your car, drive to Maple, and head south.” With nearly 24 hours of anticipation, now he could hardly wait and hurried out to the car. “Take your time, mister. Don’t speed and get a ticket for me. I’ll be waiting patiently.” Then Marsha hung up. 
As he drove, he thought about the words waiting patiently. They were words he occasionally teased a bound slave with… telling them they were waiting patiently for their next task when in reality, they had no choice bound as they were. Was Marsha tied somewhere? That risk just didn’t seem like Marsha. As he turned south on Maple, the phone rang again. “Are you on Maple?”
“Yes.”
“Go one mile and turn right. Go to Headley Park. As you drive past the park, honk twice. I’ll hear it and call you again.”
Mike was getting very excited by the game. The idea of Marsha waiting for him somewhere, bound or not, was thrilling. It was like a grand game of hide and seek, but she was helping him find her and then she’d be his. She wanted him as much as he wanted her. She was playing out his fantasy better than he imagined. He started to think of her as a runaway. When he got wherever she was leading him, he’d find her and she’d be his little runaway, innocent and trapped. 
Driving past the park slowly, he honked twice. Fifteen seconds later, his phone rang. “Go exactly four tenths of a mile past the park. There will be a dirt road. Don’t miss it. It’s really like a jeep trail that goes back in the woods. I’ll stay on the phone this time. You’re getting close.”
She was leading him to the woods behind Headley Park. He found the trail and turned up it, small branches brushing against the sides of his car occasionally as it bounced down the narrow, nearly unused trail. He didn’t see anyone at all. The perfectly secluded place to pick up a runaway and take her where I want. It was also quite concerning for the father to think that his daughter was somewhere in the woods alone. “Tell me when you pass two white birch trees on opposite sides of the road.”
He drove half a mile in and passed the two trees, standing like goal posts guarding his goal. “I’m there.”
“Please mister,” said Marsha, trying to sound scared despite the tremendous excitement she had. “I don’t wanna be tied up in the trunk of your car anymore. I’ll do the blow job now!”
Mike stopped the car, his heart pounding. Is she serious? Has she been tied in the trunk the whole time? He got out and his hand was shaking as he put the key in the lock. Raising it open, he discovered he’d not only tied the little runaway already, but she was naked. Her hands were tied in front of her and she dropped her cell phone as light spilled in to reveal her trembling body. Her ankles were tied to the ends of a two foot spreader bar. 
Gaping at her, he took in her nude, helpless body. His head swiveled around to check his surroundings and then he pulled her out of the car and set her on her knees. Freeing his cock he put it straight into her mouth right there on the jeep trail in the thick woods. He knew he shouldn’t, but he couldn’t help himself. He just hoped she’d understand he couldn’t possibly have waited long enough to take her some place safe. 
Her mouth opened as he put his cock to her mouth and she sucked him all the way down her throat, giving little whimpers and whines of embarrassment as the dirty old man took advantage of her. Bobbing her head up and down hard and fast, her expert cocksucking would have milked cum from a statue. For her daddy, it took less than two minutes. 
As he staggered back, she opened her mouth to show him his cum, pushed it out just a little, and then sucked it back in. Then she swallowed and opened to show him it was gone. Not able to wait any longer, she put her hands to her pussy and started diddling her clit. She was no less horny than he was. He’d worked up to his excitement slowly at first and then explosively at the end when he learned where she was. She’d been excited since her mom helped her into the trunk of the car. Long minutes of driving to get them to a secluded spot, tied and naked, and knowing what was going to happen at the end. Excited as she was, she still took her time. Her plan included him cumming again before they left and for that he’d need a little time to recover. She waited for some sign that he might be getting close to ready and finally, after 10 minutes, she bit her lip to keep from screaming as she came. 
“Now… now… fuck me, daddy. Right here. Right on the road. Put your cock in me and rape me.” She was no longer a little runaway. She made sure he knew he was doing his daughter in the dirt. 
He put his hand to his cock and stroked it. There was already an ache in his balls as his cock twinged. He thought nothing could get him hard just minutes after an orgasm, but his little girl lying on the ground and helpless, begging for his cock… he learned he was wrong. He stroked his cock for 30 seconds and then knelt between her spread thighs. Slipping his cock in, he found he didn’t have to be gentle at all. 
As his cock sank to the hilt, Marsha let him stroke half a dozen times to make sure he was hooked. “Hurry, please, mister, before somebody comes.”
His pace quickened as he looked around. There was nobody in sight and aside from their breathing, there was no sound. Assured there was no one around, he wasn’t sure if he could have stopped if the SWAT team arrived right now. 
She came a second time and then a third. “Oh, God, daddy. I’m cumming right here in the park practically. I want you. Fuck me hard, daddy. Shove that wonderful cock in your little girl’s pussy. Rape me right here. Fill me with cum.” 
As she came for the fourth time, he flooded her with more cum from depths he didn’t know he had. His face looked pained and his body tensed as he came inside her and then pulled back to gaze down on her naked body. 
She broke into giggles. “Now, let’s get out of here, before somebody really does come. Untie me quick. My clothes are in the back seat.”
They both felt relief once she was untied and dressed. “There’s a place to turn around about a hundred yards ahead,” she told him. “Go back the way we came. We’re not done yet, daddy.” As they got on the paved road again she said, “Let’s go to the Hilton on Broadway and Main.”
He grinned at his daughter as the reality of what they’d just done sank in. “You knew I’d do it right there out in the open?”
“Daddy, you know me better than I know myself. I know things about you that you don’t. You really just need a push to take steps into new territory. This wasn’t about being a runaway. It was about getting fucked on that dirt road. Doing it where there was a chance of getting caught.”
“It was wild. And we’re not done yet?” he asked incredulously. 
“I want your cock to cum two more times today,” she said. 
“And the next time is where? The lobby of the Hilton?”
“No, the restaurant,” she said. 
“How…?”
“Not the restaurant really, daddy,” she said. “You’ll see.” He couldn’t get the rest of the plan out of her all the way there. 
As they entered the front door, Marsha led them straight to the elevators. “Sex on the elevator?” he asked. 
“Thought of that,” she said, “but the alarm goes off in the elevator when you stop it and they have security cameras in them nowadays. Too risky.” She stopped the elevator on the fifth floor. The hallway was vacant and she led him to the stairwell with five flights down and ten more going up. Then she pulled down her panties, put her hands on the rail, bent forward, and raised her skirt. “Fuck me here,” she said, pleased that she’d surprised him again. 
Mike looked at the waggling naked hips in front of him and pulled out his cock. He reached under her shirt to cup her bare tit with one hand while the other guided his cock into her soaking pussy from behind. With the constant threat of being caught, he wanted to get it done quickly, but she had the audacity to tease him by moving forward and back and up and down. His cock would fall out and he’d have to start again. Finally, after five minutes, she stopped teasing and they both came moments later. 
Laughing like school kids, they left the hotel and got in the car. “Where next?” asked Mike. 
“Your office,” said Marsha. She used her cell phone to make a call. “On our way,” she said and hung up. 
Though there was clearly something planned at his office, it sounded a little disappointing to Mike after two public fuckings of his 15-year-old daughter. On a Sunday there would be nobody there and no chance of getting caught which seemed to be the theme for the day. Yet, he was sure he wouldn’t be disappointed. He just didn’t know what her plan was. 
As they pulled into the parking lot, Marsha kept her dad’s attention on the front door of the building by saying she thought she saw somebody in the entry and then she noted her mom’s car was at the far end of the lot. That meant everything was ready. 
The elevator took them to the third floor where his office was and the door opened to reveal his secretary, Linda, standing naked and facing the door with wide, anxious eyes. She relaxed a little as she saw them and, as she stepped off, Marsha said, “We told her you were bringing someone to play with her. Look at how wet she is.” Then addressing Linda she said, “Just thinking about doing two men got you all excited, huh, bitch. Well, it’s me and daddy.”
Following Marsha off the elevator, Mike couldn’t believe Linda was standing and “patiently waiting.” She was wearing six inch heels, practically standing on her toes. Her arms were tied behind her at elbows and wrists, offering her full tits up to whomever came off the elevator. She had a whiffle ball gag in her mouth and the drool on her chest said she’d been there a while. Thin chains ran from her collar to clamps on her nipples, pulling nipples and tits up. He made a circle around her with only her eyes allowed to move to follow him as far as they could without turning her head. Her bottom appeared freshly spanked. 
“Lead the way, slave bitch,” said Marsha. 
“Looks like we’ve already been caught,” said Mike with a smile. 
“Who? Oh, the slave?” said Marsha. “She doesn’t count. But since this is public sex day, I thought we’d bring Linda in so she can enjoy some public humiliation and sex… if you want. I’d be happy with not letting her cum all day.”
Taking little steps on her toes, Linda burned as she listened to Marsha. Her mistress, Carol, had told her what to do, but not all the details. Much as she hated being the Bradys’ slave, this pretty much topped anything they’d done to date. She was at the office, a place that was supposed to be off-limits. And she was leading them to a temporary torture chamber. Her shoes tapped along the tile floor as she fought to keep her balance all the way down the hall to her master’s office. She stopped at the door, unable to open it herself. 
Marsha turned the knob and opened the door. “Continue, slut,” she said and let Linda lead them through her own office and into her boss’ large office. 
Looking around his office, Mike saw that things had been moved in preparation. Everything that had been on his desk was neatly laid on the small conference table. Only two objects remained on his desk -  a paddle and a six inch hard plastic sphere atop a six inch cone, for a total of 12 inches in height. Before he could pick up the paddle, Marsha had it in her hands and handed it to him. 
As daddy spanked his secretary, Marsha stood in front of the woman who was six inches taller than normal. She put her hands on Linda’s tits and squeezed them. “I wonder if you’d like to cum on your master’s desk. Or we could tie you to your chair and make you cum there. Your master will decide. If it’s my choice, there will be no slave orgasms today. You’re just here for us to play with. A pain toy. In case you’re wondering, yes, I do know exactly how long you’ve been on your toes and I know it hurts a lot. Thank you for standing so patiently for us. I know how much your shoulders hurt. I know how much your nipples hurt. I know just how much you hate having me stand here and play with your pretty tits. Can I call you that today? Pretty tits? I love how the chain lifts them up. No sag at all. Oh, and yes, I do know how much your ass hurts now. The only question left is – what the fuck is that ball on daddy’s desk for and why is that going to hurt most of all? Do you want to know?”
“Uh uh,” said Linda, shaking her head. 
“I do and so does daddy.” She stopped her daddy from spanking and untied the slave’s elbows and wrists. “Your arms and shoulders hurt now, but we’re going to let them feel better for a little bit and then hurt them more.” She took out the gag and said, “Now is your chance to thank me for letting you come play with us.”
“Thank you, mistress, for letting me come play,” said Linda. 
“Sit your naked ass up on the desk,” said Marsha, indicating that the slave should sit on the side of it. Once she was there, Marsha stuffed a sponge ball in the slave’s mouth and let it expand to fill the void. Then she put a strip of duct tape straight across the slave’s mouth and then two more to make an X across her mouth. She smoothed them down so there was no chance of them coming loose and no way for the slave to breathe except through her nose. 
Using a short chain she cuffed Linda’s ankles, one to the front leg of the desk and one to the rear leg. Without a word, she positioned the plastic ball directly in the center of the desk, enjoying the wary look Linda gave the seemingly innocuous item. “I’m gonna need a little help with this, daddy,” she said. “She is to lay lengthwise over the desk with the ball in the middle of her back.”
Now Linda eyed the ball as the instrument of torture it was about to become. She wanted to beg, but she knew that would be pointless. With her ankles cuffed to the desk, there was already no chance of escape. Consummate slave that she was, she just allowed her master to pick her up and lay her down with the ball pressing into her back. As her body arched over the ball, her weight was on her heels, her hands, and mostly on the ball pressing against her. The chains at her ankles were nearly taut as her heels rested on the desktop. No point in begging and now there was no point in telling them it hurt. Marsha locked a cuff around each wrist and then ran the chain from her right wrist to the closest corner of the desk. It was purposely long so she was sure it would reach. Since it was too long, she wrapped it around the leg of the desk two times to pull it tight. “Move her toward me, daddy. Get her heels up off the desk.”
“Huhhh, mmmm, uh uh!” Linda finally had to protest as Marsha wrapped the chain around the desk leg a third time, pulling ankle chains and her wrist chain so taut that her entire weight rested on the ball with her body in an exquisite, but very painful arch. The process was repeated on her left wrist and she was spread eagle on her back, practically hovering in midair over her boss’ desk. Her only point of contact was a six inch sphere to support her weight. 
Mike’s cock was rock hard as he watched his 15-year-old daughter make the slave totally helpless and mercilessly in pain. He wanted to stroke himself and cum. He wanted to take his daughter again. Yet, he waited for Marsha to finish. 
“You’re gonna cum on her face in just a minute, daddy. Both of you listen to the instructions.” She squatted down to be close up to Linda’s face. The woman’s head hung upside down near the edge of the desk, her eyes wide with fear. “Here’s the deal, bitch. You do this right the first time, you get down. You fuck up, you stay there until you do it right. If daddy cums and it doesn’t go well, you’ll have to hang there until he can get hard again and cum again. You’ll stay there in agony until I’m happy.” She stood up and looked down the length of the stretched body. “You look so hot like that, bitch. Muscles tight and straining. Tits and pussy on display. Arched so nicely for us. I could leave you there forever.” She sighed. “So, it’s all up to you.”
She looked at Mike to make sure he was paying attention and then back at Linda. “Daddy is going to cum on your face. He’s going to aim it so it shoots right here.” She pointed at Linda’s nostrils, the only way she could breathe. “It’s going to cover your nose. It’s going to run down your nose. The only way you’ll be able to breathe is to take a big sniff… you know, like snorting coke, only you’ll be snorting cum. It’ll feel like it’s snot, but it’s not,” she laughed as she made it’s snot and it’s not sound just the same. “Snort it and swallow it.” As she told Linda what was going to happen, she was amazed that the slave’s eyes could get even wider than they had been. 
Mike was astounded at Marsha’s idea. It was too hot to pass up, just as she expected. Now that he was free to cum, he stepped close to Linda’s face and started stroking his cock as his helpless secretary could only watch and wait patiently for her chance to snort her master’s cum. 
The slave understood the warning Marsha had given. She could move her head to the side to make sure the cum missed. She could blow out instead of sniff in. Yet, she would stay there in excruciating pain until she snorted and swallowed the sticky jism that her master was preparing for her. She had no choice but to accept the humiliating task she was assigned. 
Mike had cum three times already, but he knew this was going to be another good one. Marsha had planned it well, teasing him with his secretary’s naked and tied body from the time they got off the elevator until now. He wanted to watch the slut take his cum down her nose. He relished the look of distaste that Linda just couldn’t wipe off her face and the moans of pure unadulterated pain. Finally, after a couple of minutes of pounding his cock with his hand, he shot a big load, aiming it where Marsha had pointed. The cum splatted on the tape of her gag and then covered her nostrils. He was still stroking as Linda took a big, hearty sniff to clear her nose and then swallowed. Giving her another dose, he watched her snort it up her nose again. He’d watched many a slave take his cum and swallow, but watching his cum pool momentarily in her nostrils and then vanish down them was incredible. He shot one more strand of cum, but missed the desired target.
As her daddy stepped back, Marsha ran her finger through the cum on Linda’s gag. Putting her finger to the side of Linda’s right nostril, she pushed it shut and put her cum covered finger to the left nostril. “Snort,” she ordered and Linda took more up her one free nostril. The young mistress collected another fingerful and made the slave snort it up her right nostril. There was enough cum that Linda got two snorts up each nostril before Marsha was satisfied. 
Completing her task with flying colors, Linda was relieved when the ball was removed from under her and she could lie flat on her back on the desk. The chains were removed. As she started to climb off the desk, Marsha stopped her. “You fucking slut! You got hot from that. Look at the wet spot on daddy’s desk.” Linda blushed furiously at the observation. “Clean off his desk with your tongue.” She lapped up the puddle of her own juices and then she was allowed down. 
The slave was still wearing the heels, so she tottered on her toes as Marsha put a single sleeve glove on her and zipped it up, once again trapping her arms behind her back. The ball gag was replaced and she led them back to the elevator wondering what was next. They couldn’t leave her like this. They couldn’t take her out of the building with them like this. Sitting in a chair by the elevator was Katie, her 8-year-old daughter and mistress. “I got your clothes and bus fare,” said Katie, indicating a small bag. “But first things first. I want you to make a lap around the hallway.” She pulled out a paddle and swatted her mommy’s ass firmly. The halls were laid out as a rectangle, so Linda started taking her dainty little steps down the hall with Katie right on her heels, spanking her all the way. Being humiliated by a 15-year-old turned to an equal dose of humiliation as her daughter forced her to wiggle her naked body down the long hall. 
Marsha and Mike got on the elevator. “I hope there’s no more,” said Mike. 
“If there was more, daddy, you’d do it and you know it,” said Marsha. “But we’re done for the day.”
It was getting dark and on the drive home, Marsha said, “It was perfect. This wasn’t just public sex day, daddy. This was push daddy’s button day. You really like doing new stuff, but you always need a push. Remember the first time you did Linda and Katie? That was only because we made you. Today was just another challenge to you to push your limits. Did you enjoy it?”
“It was awesome, baby,” said her daddy. “You had everything perfectly planned.”
“Now, you can’t tell anyone about what happened until next Sunday. I’ve got plans for everybody this week and I don’t want anybody to know what somebody else did until it’s done. OK?”
“Everybody, huh? Sounds like a busy week.” It was summer vacation, so she had plenty of time. 
On Monday morning, she told Greg that she wanted to be just like one of his many conquests. “You say they’ll do anything for your cock, so today that’s me. I’ll do anything and you show me why I’ll do anything for you,”
“You serious?” asked Greg. He found the idea of his sister worshipping his cock very exciting. He didn’t treat his cock slaves like slaves, but they still were required to earn his cock every time.
“Absolutely,” she said. “Today is your day. Show me.”
“Well, I could show you some things I’ve done, but I’ve got something new planned for Elsa this week. I’ll make you do it first. You mean right now?”
“As soon as you’re ready,” she said. “Tell me about Elsa first.”
“She’s 13-years-old, a 7th grader… well, she’ll start 8th grade next year. I don’t get to do her as much as some of the others during the school year, but now we’re making up for lost time. When I do her, Kim and Lucy will be there… Simon’s mom and sister and probably her little sister, Sara. She’s 9 now I think. Simon will be there of course, so you can imagine you’re doing it for an audience… not just me. She’s really a big talker… like she’s so experienced, but when it comes down to it, she may be one of the shyest about sex. Makes her a ton of fun.” He wasn’t sure why she would want to know, but he added, “I don’t want you to act like her. Just be Marsha, the cock slave.”
“Oh, I will,” said Marsha. “I just wanted to know who was going after me. Anyway, I’m going to my room. Come and get me when you’re ready.”
“Come to my room,” he said. “Everything is there and I’m ready.”
Once they were in his room, he checked the contents of a gym bag, the one he always took when he went out to play with his cock slaves. “First thing is for you to strip. Slow and sexy.” He took a CD from the bag and put it on. “Dance to that. Be down to your underwear by the end of the first song. Be naked by the end of the second one and dance until the third one is done.”
“Should I put on something sexier?” she asked. 
“Nah, Elsa always comes over in her play clothes. Nothing fancy.” 
She started dancing to the music, slow and sultry. She hadn’t seen the CD that he put in, but if it was the album she was thinking of, she’d be dancing fast for the last one. It was good that she knew the music because she timed her strip tease so she was just wiggling out of her shorts as the end of the first one. Halfway through the second as she dropped her bra to the floor, he said, “I love your tits, sexy.” He was silent as she pulled down her panties at the end of the second, but his eyes were all over her pussy and her ass. If this was the way he looked at his girls, then Marsha could already see one reason why they did what they did for him. She got a good workout for the last song, spending some time cupping and squeezing her own tits until he said, “Let me see them. Bounce them for me, hot stuff.” He wasn’t kidding; she felt hot already. . 
“Turn around and face the door, you sexy thing,” he told her. Then he put a single sleeve glove on her, lacing it tight so her tits were thrust out. She hoped he didn’t have six inch heels in that bag or else she’d be looking like Linda had at the end of their session yesterday. She wasn’t exactly relieved when he pulled out a black latex hood and put it over her head with her hair tucked up inside. With that, her head turned into a black blob atop her shoulders. The only holes in the mask were by her ears, at her nostrils, and in front of her mouth. Her mouth quickly became occupied as he put a ring gag into her with a strap that velcroed across the front of the hood. He put a plug in the 2 inch hole to seal her mouth shut for now. 
She felt him put a collar around her neck and then he attached a leash to it. Nipple clamps scrunched onto her helpless nipples and then he hung weights on them. She wanted him so bad that she didn’t mind. If that’s what he liked, then she’d let him. With a tug on the leash, he led her out of the room and into her room. He picked out her highest heels and put them on her feet, something he couldn’t do with Elsa yet. Then he took her down the stairs slowly and walked her around. 
It was exciting and scary to be led around completely blind. “Going downstairs, sexy. We’ll let everybody see.” Going down the steps was challenging, but she could tell he was careful with her. After they got downstairs, he spun her around and led her around in circles so she didn’t know where she was anymore. She could hear voices. Cindy was surprised to see her like that. Bobby wanted to know if he could have a turn. Through it all, Greg’s voice made her feel so alive. Then she felt the warmth of the summer sun on her naked body. Hope this is the back yard, she thought, though it was exciting to imagine the front yard. Then she remembered Elsa would have an audience. A mom, a boy, and some girl friends watching her earn a fucking. Were her brothers and sisters watching?
When they stopped, he ran his hands over her body, caressing her soft skin, but intermittently so she was constantly surprised. A touch here. A touch there. Soft. Firm. Tickling. Sensuous. Naughty. She felt herself tingling with excitement, ready for that fucking anytime he was. His finger was slippery in her pussy, so she knew he could tell how this was affecting her. “Wait here while I take some pictures, hot stuff.”
Not knowing where she was exactly, she had to stand right where he left her, wondering if he’d gone to get a camera. Did he have one already? Was he taking pictures now? He must have taken some because he repositioned her, squatting down with her knees wide. Then again he moved her to leaning forward with her hands and feet touching the patio, her ass up in the air. His hand slid through her wet pussy from behind, catching her by surprise. 
Finally, he told her they were going back inside and she was to say, fuck me, master, with every step. She knew he couldn’t have forgotten about the gag, so if he didn’t mind her being unintelligible, she didn’t either. It didn’t stop her from making a valiant effort to say, “Fuck me, master,” with every step.  
He navigated her back up the steps, this time walking behind her, his body pressed against hers and helping her at each step. Back in his room, he asked, “You ready for a fucking?”
She nodded vigorously. She couldn’t believe how excited she was now that she’d earned his cock. But, he pushed her to her knees, pulled the plug from her ring gag and shoved his cock into her helpless, open mouth. “Suck this, sexy. Let me know how much you want my cock.” Oh! I haven’t earned that fucking yet. Sucking was impossible with her mouth propped open, so she could do nothing but let him use her mouth and throat. When he came, he shot  his load straight to her tummy. 
“Now I’m ready, but you’re gonna have to thank me for every orgasm. I’ll fuck you good and when you cum, we’ll stop and you can taste your orgasm. Then I’ll fuck you some more. You’ll taste each orgasm.” He put his hands on her trembling body and removed the nipple clamps. Then she felt his cock slid into her pussy, long and hard. He started pumping in her and she was so excited, she was cumming within a couple of minutes. 
His cock pulled out and slipped into her mouth so she could taste her own juices fresh from a wonderful orgasm. That lasted for 10 seconds and he returned to her pussy to fuck her some more. After her second and third orgasm, he gave her a taste each time. Her pussy tasted incredible, truly like there was something spectacularly different about her taste right at the moment of cumming. 
Now his cock slammed into her pussy for the final fuck, taking her to her fourth orgasm and him to his second. The fantastic orgasm shot through her body like bursts of electricity. She could feel him spasming and filling her as she squeezed his cock for all she was worth. One more time he showed her the taste of an orgasm. The taste of a mutual orgasm was the best of all. 
His strong arms wrapped around her, holding her as they both settled down from the post-orgasmic high. Once she was no longer panting from lust and exertion, she felt his lips on her body for a few more minutes. Then he positioned her on her knees while he removed the sleeve and the hood. Finally free, she said, “Oh, Greg, Elsa is such a lucky girl. That was incredible.”
“You can have it any time, sexy,” said Greg. “Wanna come along when I do Elsa?”
“No, thanks, Greg, that’s your thing to do. I may come back for some one-on-one with you… it was perfect, but I don’t want to share them with you.”
“I figured that,” said Greg. 
The experience with Greg was totally different from with her dad, but they were both perfect. Both experiences defined them as different lovers and she found that exciting. Daddy was right. I don’t need anyone but them. 
In control with daddy and out of control with Greg, she planned to be in total control on Tuesday with Jan. She didn’t tell the slave that she’d be her mistress for Tuesday, but she did tell everyone else that she wanted Jan to herself. The slave didn’t need to know, but Marsha did want to reserve the family slave so the many potential masters and mistresses wouldn’t lay claim to Jan.
Tuesday afternoon, Marsha made good on her claim and took Jan to the basement for a nice, soundproofed session of torment. Jan would always respond to a good spanking, rising to spectacular orgasms. The longer she was denied and the more swats just made it better. However, from listening to Jan’s story about her adventure with Bill, culminating in a day of ownership by daddy’s wicked honey pot, she had different plans for her sister. Jan’s best orgasms seemed to come from novel torments and the threat of pain with no orgasm. Pain just for pain’s sake and the accompanying frustration just drove Jan ballistic. 
Even the position for Jan was going to be novel and painful. After making Jan strip, Marsha told the slave to lie down with her knees by tie downs set into the floor.  Jan knew something was different as soon as Marsha started wrapping a rope around her leg just above her knee. The rope wound around her leg four times and then was knotted to the tie down. Then Marsha did the same to her other leg and Jan was lying on the floor tied only at the knees with her knees spread about 18 inches. 
As soon as Jan was tied, Marsha said, “Today’s just going to be a pain session. I don’t expect to cum and I’m sure that you won’t either. You can beg if you’d like. Maybe you could change my mind. I’ll get you all fixed up for screaming and then you can discuss your options with me.” She gave Jan a wicked smile that surprised the younger girl. The 13-year-old had never thought of her big sister as wicked, but the promise of pain without an orgasm and then the look sent chills down her spine. 
Marsha put a metal cuff on each of Jan’s wrists and padlocked them in place. Then she put matching cuffs on Jan’s ankles. To the slave, used to leather cuffs and ropes, the metal was cold, hard, and unyielding. Not that she’d ever escaped from her bondage before, but this looked more permanent than anything she’d seen. There was an ache in the pit of her stomach already as she imagined what was in store for her. She let Marsha pull her arms up across her back and clip her wrist cuffs together. Expecting her ankles to be hooked together, she was surprised when, instead, Marsha attached a short chain, not more than a foot long, to the slave’s right ankle cuff and then bent her leg at the knee, pulling her ankle up and toward her butt to attach the other end of the chain to the wrist cuffs. The process was repeated so her left ankle was attached to her wrists as well. The tension strained her arms back, a strain that she eased by lifting her upper body off the floor. It was still comfortable with her body is a gentle arch. 
Comfortable that is until Marsha put on the finishing touch. It was devilishly simple, yet effective. The mistress hooked a two pronged hook into Jan’s nose, a hook in each nostril and then pull her head back… back… back until she was staring at the ceiling. Jan couldn’t believe how effective it was to use her nose as a lever to put her into a straining, painful arch. Marsha tied a string from Jan’s nose hook to each of her big toes. With a foot of space between her wrists and ankles and about a foot and a half between her nose and ankles, Jan was in a severe arch. Nothing more than her thighs, from knee to hip, touched the floor. Nothing but her poor, tortured nose and strained muscles held her in the arch. She felt herself getting wet despite the promise of no orgasm. Her nipples crinkled and hardened. Adding just a little more pain, Marsha clipped clothespins to the tips of her outthrust tits.
Before going any further, Marsha admired the soft, perfect skin of her little sister’s exposed front. From her tits to her chin, Jan’s body looked too good to pass up, so Marsha started at her tits, caressing and pinching. Her hands went up to trace Jan’s prominent collarbone and then to run up and down her stretched throat. She leaned over Jan’s open mouth as the slave moaned and kissed her hard. Though it felt good, Jan felt used as she strained to hold her position being Marsha’s toy. 
The mistress set up a camcorder on a tripod to record the rest of the session. Knowing that Jan was already in pain, Marsha sat on the floor in front of Jan and said, “Now, here’s the part that’s really going to hurt. So hold still for me.” As Jan was already wondering how long she would be forced to hold this position, Marsha set out what she needed to make this truly novel. She’d discussed this with daddy on Sunday and he’d bought her the right needles to use. Her plan had involved relatively blunt and thick straight pins, a painful and potentially damaging tool. Daddy had bought her slender, sharp needles.
Jan grunted her submission. She didn’t have a choice but to hold still anyway. She looked as Marsha raised something up for her to see, taunting her with the instrument of torture. Even before she focused on it, she knew Marsha was just showing her so she’d have a few seconds to imagine the pain and feel the frustration of being helpless to stop it. Then she whined loud in protest as she saw the needle. Where is that going? she wondered. This was beyond her imagination for anybody to do, but Marsha? She hadn’t quite believed Marsha would make her hurt and then not let her cum, but if Marsha could do this, then… she struggled just a little at the thought of needles, but it only hurt her nose. 
“A little stick,” said Marsha, warning the slave to build the anticipation just a little more. She touched the top of Jan’s tit, an inch from the nipple and listened to Jan squeal when the slave realized where it was going. Then she pushed the needle into the soft tit flesh as Jan screamed. “Fuck, yeah, you pain slut,” said Marsha. “Scream for me. I love it.” While she normally wouldn’t like hurting someone so bad, today Marsha loved it because it was what Jan really wanted. One by one she poked sixteen needles into Jan’s tender tits, eight in each tit in a nice circular pattern centered on her nipples. When she was done, Jan was hoarse from screaming. 
Caught between three feelings, Jan’s body was on fire. Every muscle in her body ached from arching up to protect her nose. She had nothing substantial to put her weight on, just her nose and she didn’t dare put weight there. Then there was the sharp pain that took her breath away. She couldn’t believe Marsha’s cruelty. Worse, those were gonna leave a mark… on my tits! Finally, there was her demanding clit, throbbing away against the smooth concrete floor. Nothing she could do would stimulate it enough to cum, though the puddle of juices, her hard nipples, her engorged clit, and her panting all showed just how close she was. It’s not fair. With the pain has to come an orgasm. Don’t just hurt me for fun. “Please, Marsha,” she whined. “I gotta cum. I’m so hot it hurts. Just… just untie me and I’ll do it… myself. Fuck myself for you. Watch me. Make me. Anything.”
“I said no orgasm today,” Marsha reminded her. She held a camera in front of Jan’s upturned face and then started taking pictures of her pained expression, her straining body, and her newly pierced tits. She kept a close eye on her sister to make sure the slave wasn’t past her limit yet. Over the past two years, Jan had been subjected to so much that her body had toned to a taut, muscular, sleek figure. Lightweight and strong, she could hold that position, but not indefinitely. 
Despite the reminder, Jan continued to beg. She didn’t even think to beg for release from the demanding position yet. She wanted to consummate the wedding between pain and pleasure that dominated her mentally and physically. With Marsha taking pictures, she was frustrated as well as in pain now. She was nothing more than a toy for her big sister. The sharp pain in her tits was fading and taking away that stimulation. That left her with an aching body, but the desire faded a little as her tits adjusted to the needles. 
Still staring at the ceiling, she was surprised when she next saw Marsha and her mistress was nude. “Sorry, slut,” said Marsha. “I changed my mind. I can’t just watch anymore. Wiggle that tongue out of your mouth and make me cum.” She squatted down over Jan’s face, her pussy over the open mouth, very careful not to actually touch Jan and add even a smidgen of weight to the straining slave. 
Sticking her tongue out eagerly, Jan was relieved to be allowed to service her mistress. If her mistress changed her mind about one orgasm, maybe she would change it about the other. She wanted to make this Marsha’s best ever to earn hers as a reward. What worked for her was to tease and delay, so she licked up Marsha’s flowing juices, but ignored the obviously swollen clit even as Marsha tried to move it around desperately to find the tongue. It was a dance that the mistress wasn’t going to win, but she got higher and higher. 
A spanking would have convinced Jan to please her mistress, but Marsha wasn’t thinking straight as worked for an orgasm she shouldn’t have to work for. Her voice was whiny and desperate as she begged, “For God’s sake, Jan, lick it. Find it and do it. I’m… I can’t take it. Do it right.” 
Hearing her big sister plead for an orgasm, Jan simply stopped. A mistress didn’t beg. This was entirely different now. She waited a couple of seconds for Marsha to realize it wasn’t a temporary stop to catch her breath. “Jan, don’t stop now,” said Marsha. “I’ve got you right where I want you. Lick me and make me cum. I was only kidding about you not getting one. Do me and then I’ll do you.”
“No, Marsha,” said Jan. “I can do without one and I’m not doing you.” Her voice was calm despite the pain and her desire that she now had to hide. She was much better at this game than her big sister. “Untie me. I’ll lick you when I have you tied up instead of me.”
Marsha’s mouth fell open as she stared down at her helpless, bound sister and felt her own orgasm drift away. Jan was in no position to be making demands, yet Marsha didn’t feel in control anymore. Her mind reeled as she understood that Jan wanted to reverse roles. From Jan’s stories, she knew just what Jan was capable of when she was in the dominant role. There was no middle ground for the pain slut. Marsha could hardly believe she was even considering putting herself at Jan’s mercy with needles in the room. But then she realized that Jan had never taken control of anyone in the family before. She could be Jan’s first. It was what Jan wanted and so Marsha couldn’t resist. 
Reaching down, Marsha unhooked Jan’s nose and let her relax. Then she pulled out all 16 needles and set them back in the dish of alcohol to sanitize them again.  Bit by bit she undid Jan’s bondage until they were both wearing nothing but a smile… Jan smiling pleasantly and Marsha smiling nervously. 
“Lie down on your stomach,” said Jan to her trembling sister. She relished the look in Marsha’s eyes as little sister tied, cuffed, and chained big sister in the exact same agonizing position. That last step, hooking Marsha’s nose and pulling her into that severe arch was exquisite. Jan thought she might cum just from the sight and sound. Capping it off by clamping Marsha’s swollen nipples with clothespins, Jan said, “Now, a slut is going to learn what pain really is.”
Jan picked up the dish of needles and started poking Marsha’s tits, four in each tit. With eight more to go, she said, “Stick out your tongue, slut.” 
Already feeling the unfamiliar strain of the position Marsha eagerly put her tongue out to lick her mistress, but it wasn’t going to be that easy. Jan grabbed her tongue and pulled it out, promptly stabbing two needles completely through the helpless, extended tongue. “Who’s screaming now?” she said, but Marsha had to read her lips. There was too much screaming in the background for the slave to hear her mistress’ taunts. The needles were long enough that they prevented Marsha for pulling her tongue back in. 
As Jan searched for a place for six more needles, she aimed at Marsha’s gums now that the new pain slut’s mouth was propped open. Marsha tensed for the pain, but then Jan withdrew. Much as she might enjoy it, she didn’t want to do that. She put a needle right at the tip of Marsha’s nose and felt a rush of excitement as Marsha crossed her eyes to stare in helpless anticipation at the needle. She pushed the needle in, just a quarter of an inch, but it was enough for the needle to stand straight up for Marsha to stare at as she screamed again. “Jeez, Marsha,” said Jan. “You know how much I’ve always wanted to screw my big sister? You are so fucked.” She planted two needles in Marsha’s butt. Then she removed the clamps on Marsha’s nipples and ran a needle right through each nipple. She had a plan for the last needle, but that would have to wait. 
“Ready to lick pussy now?” asked Jan. 
“Uh huh,” moaned the slave. 
“You are not,” said Jan with a smile more wicked than Marsha could ever manage. “Those needles will just get in the way. We’ll have to wait until I pull them out.” 
Instead, she tied a rope around Marsha’s upper body, one above her tits and one below her tits. She tied a short rope to each rope between Marsha’s tits to form at X. Then she tied another rope to the back of the whole rope bra and pulled it tight, tying it to a tie down on the floor. Unused to the strain, Marsha had already started to tremble, nearly ready to collapse even if it tore her nose right off her face. The added rope gave Marsha something to settle her weight on so she could hold the position longer. It was for Marsha’s comfort, but what Jan said was, “That makes those nice tits look even better. I’ll have to whip them a little before you can lick pussy.”
Jan took a few pictures of her own. “Bet you didn’t think you’d be tied up and at my mercy when you walked me down those steps. Shit, you’re such a pushover, you didn’t even think about other places for those needles.” She held up the one remaining needle and said, “I have a special place for this, but I can’t get to it right now.”
Marsha squirmed nervously as she took inventory of the parts of her body that were unreachable. Her pussy… her pussy… and her pussy. Everything else seemed accessible. Jan is going to stick the needle in my pussy. She had to agree with Jan that she hadn’t expected to be in the very predicament she thought would be Jan’s most extreme. There was one other thing she would never have guessed… she was as excited as she’d ever been. 
Knowing that the pain from the needles subsided rather quickly, Jan removed them from Marsha’s tongue and nose. “”Now are you ready to lick pussy?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Marsha. 
Jan looked at her with contempt and then picked up a convenient leather paddle. “I still don’t think you’re ready,” said Jan. “Tell me when you’re ready.” She started slapping the paddle on Marsha’s exposed tummy. 
“I’m ready, mistress,” said Marsha, her enthusiasm growing as her tummy reddened. “Very ready. Oh, shit, mistress, ready, ready, ready. Please, let me eat pussy. Feed me that perfect pussy. Make me taste your cum. Please, I want to eat my little sister’s pussy so bad,” she sobbed. “Ride my face. Make me lick you. Watch me eat the tastiest pussy in the world.”
Jan tossed the paddle aside and stepped over Marsha’s face. Her thighs hugged Marsha’s cheeks as big sister’s tongue met little sister’s pussy. There was not a trace of a thought in Marsha’s head to deny Jan her orgasm. Greedily she lapped up the juices and assaulted the throbbing clit. She’d never been really forced to have sex, not like Jan was capable of. To her relief, Jan came quickly, but it was a long orgasm with Jan bouncing on her toes, literally riding the helpless face. Her fingers were laced in Marsha’s long, blond hair and she stared down into the eyes that beseeched her for mercy. With a huge sigh, Jan stepped back and admired the slippery face of her big sister. “Cum all over you,” she said with a smile. “Now, I’ll be back in a few minutes.”
Marsha watched in disbelief as Jan padded up the stairs and shut the door. What if Jan tells everyone what’s going on down here? What if they all come down to see? She shuddered at the thought of them seeing her submit to Jan. What would they think? Despite the harness around her tits that gave her some relief, she ached all over. There was nothing to do except stare at the closed door and hope it was Jan and only Jan that came back through it. But when?
Counting off 10 minutes, Jan came back downstairs alone with a big glass of water. “If we’re going to keep going for a while, you’ll need a drink,” said Jan as she helped Marsha down the entire glass. 
As Marsha considered the remark and that it meant they weren’t done yet, Jan unhooked her nose, removed the needles in her tits and butt, and then removed the harness so Marsha could lay nearly flat. When she undid the chains between wrists and ankles, Marsha could finally completely rest. Jan pulled Marsha’s calves down to the floor and tied her ankles to tie downs and then tied her calves, just below the knee to another set of tie downs. Then she removed the bindings above Marsha’s knees and helped her to an upright kneeling position. Her captive still wore the metal cuffs with her arms riding high on her back. 
“Time for you to cum,” said Jan. “I’m going to make you cum and I’m going to watch. Try not to cum, big sister.” She reached into Marsha’s sopping slit and used her fingers to tease Marsha until she was close to cumming. Then, pinching Marsha’s erect clit, she picked up that last needle and flashed a wicked smile again. “Time to cum,” she said as she pierced Marsha’s clit, the needle poking all the way through the sensitive nub. 
Marsha jerked, tried to stand up, and then fell forward with only Jan to catch her. She gaped in silence as a tremendous orgasm wracked her body. Her hips humped at the air as Jan stared in astonishment at Marsha’s unmistakable reaction. Jan pushed Marsha back to her knees so she had a full view of a body totally out of control. Taking a huge breath, Marsha finally screamed at the top of her lungs. It was an effort to maintain eye contact with her tormentor, but it was worth the effort. It was so humiliating for her little sister to drive her to an orgasm with a needle. She wanted… needed to feel the submission that washed over her as she couldn’t help but cum for Jan, feeling like Jan had just given her a gift that she didn’t deserve. 
No sooner was Marsha done with her extended orgasm than Jan was in position, her pussy rubbing in Marsha’s face until the invited tongue came out to play. The leather paddle was in her hand and she spanked Marsha, using her big sister’s screams as the aphrodisiac she needed for another incredible orgasm. 
When that orgasm was done, she shoved a vibrator in Marsha’s pussy and turned it on. She removed the needle from Marsha’s clit and pinched hard. Marsha gasped in pain, but didn’t cum immediately. “Ask me to hurt you,” said Jan. “Tell me how much you want to cum.”
“No, I want to be done,” said Marsha.
Jan stood up and stepped back. “Damn you,” she said. “One orgasm and then we were done. Now I can’t stop because you were just a naughty girl.” She picked up the paddle and started swatting the naughty girl’s helpless, bare ass. 
“I’ll cum, little sister” squealed Marsha. “Please, touch me. Make me. Watch me.” She couldn’t believe what she was saying. They were words she’d heard from Jan many times, so they seemed familiar enough… just not when they came from her. “Spank my naughty ass. Spank big sister.” It was clear that Jan liked the incestuous fun with her big sister more than she liked the idea of slave and mistress. Right now Marsha would do anything just for Jan to stop spanking her. 
As the blows rained down, Marsha felt the vibrator doing its job of making her cum. The spanking and the vibrator would be enough for her to cum, but that wasn’t what Jan wanted. She wanted to please Jan. “Hurt me. Spank the shit out of big sister. Pinch my clit. Stick that needle in me, please. Make me cum. Fuck, I’m going to cum. Make it worth cumming. Hurt me. Show me how to cum the right way. Make me.”
She heard the paddle drop to the floor and Jan stepped in front of her. “Touch me,” she begged. “Fucking touch me. Hurt me.” 
Jan stuck a needle in her tit. And another. And another. And another. “Tongue,” said Jan and then pierced the offered tongue, amazed at the wild eyes. What was keeping Marsha from cumming? What was going to happen when she did? She pulled the needle from Marsha’s tongue. Wanting this to be personal, instead of poking one through Marsha’s clit, she stuck one through each pussy lip and then put two fingers to the center of Marsha’s being. “Try not to cum,” she said as she rubbed hard and fast. 
Marsha didn’t try at all. She came with a rush, but instead of a scream, words tumbled out of her mouth. “Make me. Take me. Watch me. Rape me. Fucking hurt big sister. Do me, little sister.” She was still babbling up until the moment Jan had to reach out and catch her to gently lay her down on the floor. 
When Marsha came to, she was untied and on her back. Jan’s fingers caressed her tummy and tits, so she woke up with hard nipples and a little tingle. “You know we sold every other girl that I did that to,” said Jan. “How much could I get for you?”
Taking the question seriously, Marsha thought for a few seconds and said, “Sell me for a penny. It will hurt more.”
Jan laughed and climbed on top of her big sister to suck on her nipples for a few seconds. “What the fuck just happened?”
“Well, I just saw a side of you I’d only heard of before,” started Marsha. “You just had the time of your life. And I thoroughly enjoyed it all because you did. It was perfect.”
“Yeah,” said Jan, her head pillowed on a soft tit. “I kinda figured that out. You’re not into pain, so I either just converted you or you did all that for me. It was great. I can’t wait to show everyone the tape of the whole thing.”
“You can’t yet,” said Marsha. “I’m trying to surprise everyone this week by doing exactly what they want to do. Next Sunday, you can all share stories.” She shivered. “I can’t wait to see it myself, but not until Sunday. So go hide that until then.”
Brady Bunch
By Kenna
Chapter 33 – Marsha on Her Own 2
(fm, fb, fggg, fF, oral, anal, bdsm, inc)
By the middle of the week, Marsha was very happy with the way things were going so far. Today, she planned to spend time with Peter. She expected him to the the least strenuous, giving her a break in the middle of the week. First, she needed to set up the events for Bobby and Cindy. She sat down with Bobby Wednesday morning to make a confession. 
When she had Bobby alone, she said, “I’ve got to tell somebody and you’re the only one I can tell.” Knowing she had his attention she said, “Almost two years ago, I… ummm… I got pregnant.” She let that sink in before she added, “I had an abortion because I wasn’t ready for a baby. Oh, God, I know it was wrong. I feel so guilty. I’ve never told anybody, but it’s just eating at me and I have to tell someone.”
“Gee, an abortion?” said Bobby. “Did it hurt?”
“A lot,” nodded Marsha. “It was messy and… well, I was just 13 and couldn’t have a baby then.”
“Guess not,” said Bobby. “Why not tell mom or dad, though?”
“Are you kidding? They’d skin me alive just for getting pregnant in the first place and then for getting an abortion.”
“Yeah, I suppose so,” agreed Bobby. “But why tell me? Why not Greg or Jan?”
“Tell Jan slut? I don’t think so. And I can’t tell daddy, Greg, or Peter because it was probably one of them that got me pregnant. You’re the only one who was too young to do it.”
Bobby nodded solemnly. “I see. So what do you want me to do about it?”
“Nothing. Just keep the secret for me,” she said. “I just feel better being able to tell somebody, but you have to keep it secret.”
“Sure,” said Bobby, his mind already wondering just what Marsha would do in exchange for him keeping the secret.
Cindy wasn’t in Marsha’s plan until Friday, but Marsha wanted to give her some time to prepare. It wasn’t just Cindy that would be involved in loving Cindy. That was how Marsha had started to think of this week. Each day she was loving a different member of the family. It wasn’t like she was fulfilling their fantasy or meeting their special needs. She was doing what she did best and that was knowing what would please each of them and then committing whole heartedly to that goal. 
Finding her littlest sister, Marsha said, “I’d like you to do something special for me on Friday. Would you?”
Happy to help, Cindy agreed in principle. “If I can. What is it?”
“You remember how you tied mom and then dad up for your friends to do whatever. I’d like to do the same, you know… get tied up, eat them out, and let them touch me all over. I think they’re all sexy.” Oh yeah, those cute little girl bodies with budding tits? She wanted to see them all four at once before they matured. She wanted it and even more since she was convinced sharing her friends would be the best for Cindy. “I’m just not sure if they’d do it. You wouldn’t have to tie me, but if they want, they can.”
Cindy never tired of tasting or being tasted by her three girl friends. They were an inseparable clique in middle school and now during summer did a foursome nearly every day. The chance of something a little different interested her. “I’ll ask them,” she said. “You really want to do it?”
“Yeah, absolutely,” said Marsha. 
“Then, I think I can talk them into it if they’re not too sure. I mean, they’ll want to, but they might need a little persuasion.”
“That would be great. Friday afternoon. OK?”
“Not tomorrow?”
“I have something to do tomorrow.” Then Marsha chuckled. “I thought I’d give you two days. You think you’ll have to talk them into it, but you think you could get them to do it tomorrow? Sounds to me like they’ll jump at the chance.”
“Yeah, probably,” agreed the 11-year-old. “Just don’t want to promise anything yet.”
Marsha waited until after lunch to approach Peter. Of them all, Peter was the one she was the least sure about. His former teacher, Kathy Whelan, had become a friend of the family, ostensibly friends of their mom and dad so she could have a reason to spend time with Peter. Peter spent a lot of time at Kathy’s apartment as babysitter for their baby girl. The two were in a committed relationship, so Peter played with the rest of the family only when the Wilsons came over and when they played short straw/long straw on Sunday. Marsha just wasn’t sure what she could offer Peter or if she wanted to offer sex to her lovestruck brother. 
She started simply, telling him she wanted to talk to him privately. Then up in her room, she said, “What do you want to do to, with, or for me? I’ll do whatever you want. I just want the rest of the afternoon with you… until dinner.” She was dressed modestly, not wanting to set the tone for the afternoon, but her tone of voice put sex on the table. Still, she was surprised when he removed his shirt, shoes, and socks. He climbed up on her bed, sat with his back against the wall, and patted the bed next to him. . 
Stripping to just her shorts and panties, Marsha crawled up onto the bed and he indicated he wanted her lying on her back with her head in his lap. Then he started rubbing her stomach with gentle caresses and talking. 
He talked about his baby girl, his fiancée (news to Marsha), and his future. He talked about family, friends, and love. He talked about school and how important it had become to him to succeed. His hands roamed her upper body and occasionally he kissed her forehead. She saw a side of him that she’d never seen as he shared his hopes and dreams. When mom finally called them to dinner, she realized all she had to do was listen. 
He leaned forward one final time and kissed her on the lips. As they disentangled themselves, he blushed and said, “Thanks. That was nice. Hope it was OK that we didn’t fuck. Kathy knows about the Wilsons and about Sundays, but I don’t want to do anything else anymore.”
“It was perfect, Peter. We can do that anytime you want.” 
Mid-morning on Thursday, Bobby came to Marsha with a glint in his eye. “About that secret,” he started. “I think mom and dad ought to know about it.” He had a sly smile on his face as his sister obviously fought for control. She couldn’t make a scene now.
Marsha’s fight for control was to keep from smiling right back at the little blackmailer. Boy, do I have him pegged or what? “You promised,” she said. “You can’t tell them.”
“Oh, I think I can,” said Bobby. “I think I have to.” 
“Please, Bobby. I’ll do anything you want if you promise to keep it secret.”
“Anything?” he repeated and led her up to her bedroom. Once there, he made her strip, enjoying the feel of the power he had over her. He cuffed her hands behind her back and stripped himself to reveal a cock that was far from the little boy cock he’d had when the family first started its trip into the forbidden world of incest. 
He walked up to her as if he owned her and fondled her tits. His hands were sure and eager as they sought out every inch of her body that he shouldn’t. When he’d proven his control, he said, “Kneel down and suck me off. Blow me and then maybe I’ll keep the secret.”
“Why are you making me do this, Bobby?” He could have her anytime if he just asked, but the question wasn’t why make me when you can have me anytime. The question was what over half the women Bobby had blackmailed asked. Why me? 
Bobby’s response was electrifying. His eyes lit up with a predatory glow, a desire that was out of place on the 11-year-old’s otherwise innocent face. He seemed to inhale her fear, growing stronger just from the scent. When he finally spoke a few seconds later, the words were superfluous. “Because I can.”
As her heart raced, Marsha wondered if all of Bobby’s victims felt this way… trapped. She could deny him, but then what? Her secret would be out. It must be even worse for a woman clerk about to close the store when she found a naked and cuffed little boy in the store, threatening to turn her into a pedophilic boy rapist despite her innocence. It was frustrating to have no option except to give in to him. Frustrating for all those other women, but thrilling for Marsha as she experienced Bobby’s treachery. 
“Then… then you won’t tell.” Even as she knelt down in front of the hard little cock, she bargained for that assurance. 
“Yeah,” said Bobby. That was the deal. A deal that could be changed at any time because he practically owned her. 
She reached out and took his cock, stroking it before putting it in her mouth. “No hands,” he said. “Hands behind your back.” She put her hands back and sucked his cock into her mouth. His cock was hard, but as she did her best blow job, she realized Bobby not only enjoyed the control, he really liked watching. Just watching his cock disappear into her mouth aroused him. He wanted to watch her submit over and over, working hard to please him and hoping the nightmare would end soon. He needed to watch. She was amazed as she sucked him for several minutes and began to wonder if she was doing something wrong. He was silent, so she couldn’t even tell what he was thinking. 
Finally, after several minutes of blowing her little brother, Marsha understood him. There was no look of dissatisfaction. In fact, he was not only content with her performance, he was enjoying it. He enjoyed the total control to make her suck his cock and to cum when he finally deigned to. There was just no sign that he would be cumming soon. He’s making me suffer. Ah, sweet suffering. Though she was enjoying it as much as Bobby, she started to whine with frustration and using her eyes to beg him to get it over with. 
While Bobby did like making his victims work hard by holding off as long as he could, with Marsha is was harder to cum. That mouth had sucked him many times eagerly. There was no novelty like making a complete stranger do it. Marsha’s mouth felt wonderful as always, but it wasn’t until he sensed she was tiring and getting frustrated that he finally felt his cum rising. With a look of relief, his sister picked up speed and accepted his cum into her mouth. 
After she swallowed his cum, Marsha asked, “Can I go now?” 
“I changed my mind,” said her brother. “I want to fuck you, too.”
“But you said…”
“Don’t argue with me or I’ll tell. Just let me fuck you and then I’ll keep the secret.” His wicked little smile told her he particularly enjoyed this moment of deceit and betrayal. She’d thought she was done, but now he was raising the stakes. Blow job and a fuck. 
Making her lie down, he made love to her body with his hands and his lips. Marsha wondered how many women had been subjected to this and what they thought of an 11-year-old who could make her feel this good. If he was playing the role of innocent boy, he wasn’t doing it very well as he touched all the right spots to make her excited. She figured that most women were more fearful and disgusted than excited. She just couldn’t keep from getting wet and tingly as her little brother played with her body just to get an erection to fuck her. 
Having done this with many women, Bobby knew that this was different as he watched Marsha respond to his touches and kisses. He knew his sister well enough to know the erect nipples, the wet pussy, the deep sighs, and the look in her eyes all said she was getting excited. While he reveled in the look of fear in the eyes of his victims, today he gave in to the excitement that was building between them. This was Marsha… his sister… the sexiest body he’d ever seen. He’d done this before with her, but that had always been consensual. Now he was making her do it and she was still getting excited. 
Since he wanted to enjoy the sexy body as much as possible, he lay down on his back and had her mount him. As she fucked herself, he kept his hands busy on her tits and back. It was again a chance to enjoy the power over a woman, so he wanted it to last. Then when Marsha climaxed while riding his cock, accompanied by, “God, Bobby, you are the best,” he couldn’t wait any longer and joined her in a mutual orgasm. He’d taken a lot of his victims to unwanted orgasms, but never had one said he was the best before. 
After that he let her get dressed, but she noticed that he watched her all the time, even enjoying the final act of humiliation. “We’re done now?” She again wanted reassurance. 
“Yeah,” he said. “We’re done.” At least until the next time. He figured he could nail her once a week with this secret hanging over her head. 
Marsha knew her little brother well enough to know that it wasn’t over. Unfortunately, he’d find out on Sunday when everyone was allowed to share their story. She couldn’t let him learn she’d been a willing party to the blackmail that way. She waited an hour before she went back to Bobby and told him that there really wasn’t a secret. There’d never been a pregnancy or abortion. She was just giving him a special moment with her. 
“You wanted me to blackmail you?” he asked in amazement. “Wait a minute… that means you knew I’d do it. What if I hadn’t taken advantage of you? I mean, you are my sister.”
“It never occurred to me that you wouldn’t,” said Marsha. 
“I guess I am kind of predictable, huh?” he said sheepishly. “And you’re not mad that I did it?”
“No, Bobby, it was perfect,” she said. She’d been afraid he’d be mad when he found out she’d tricked him. 
Then he launched into a couple of stories about girls that he’d had forced sex with. He described how he loved to watch the wheels spin in their heads as they tried to think of ways to rebuff him without him then running to the police. He talked about the girls who’d never had a cock in their mouth before, so his was the first ever. He’d even had the pleasure of taking the virginity of a few of the teens he’d trapped. 
“You know what would be cool?” said Marsha. Listening to his excitement, she was learning a lot about her youngest brother. She wanted to share that excitement at least once. “Next time you do it, I could be in the store, too and then catch her in the act. Like as she starts stripping for you. Imagine how guilty she’ll look and how much she’ll want to keep us both quiet. I’ll take along the video camera and catch it all.” 
He grinned at the idea. “Yeah, let’s do it.”
That evening, Cindy told Marsha that they were set for tomorrow. “They said you don’t have to be tied up, though. They just wanted mom and dad tied so they couldn’t take advantage of them. Guess they trust you.”
“Well, OK,” agreed Marsha. She was a little disappointed. She thought the girls would be more adventurous if she was tied up, but they had two years of experience now, so a naked teen probably wasn’t that special to them. 
“Just one thing, though,” said Cindy, dropping the hammer. “They’ve never seen somebody get fucked in the ass. You wanna play, you gotta pay. We’ll all have strap ons and…”
“… and I’ll be the crash test dummy.” That took away all Marsha’s disappointment. They were going to be adventurous with her. She could hardly wait. 
“Yeah,” said Cindy. “I like the way that sounds.” 
That night, Marsha had a hard time getting to sleep. Why did Cindy tell me what’s going to happen tomorrow? Did she want to see how I’d react? Does she want me to get all worked up in anticipation? It didn’t matter. She knew she’d enjoy it. She’d enjoyed being in charge with daddy and letting Greg be in charge the next day. She’d enjoyed spending quiet time with Peter and noisy time with Jan as the ultimate slave. She was already excited about having four preteens want her. That they had ideas on what to do with her was even better. Regardless of what Cindy expected, Marsha was way excited. 
Through the next morning, Marsha started to worry about the one thing that would be missing from her time with Cindy. She desperately wanted to see the preteens. She wanted to watch them strip the way her mom and dad had described. She wanted to look at their budding bodies just entering puberty. Yet, if she was busy getting fucked in the ass, she wouldn’t see a darn thing. She kept telling herself that this was Cindy’s fun and therefore she’d enjoy it because Cindy enjoyed it. It didn’t keep her from thinking something was missing. 
After lunch, Marsha gave herself an enema. She’d made a couple of the slaves suck the cock straight from their own ass and she wasn’t taking any chances with Cindy. By the time she was done, the four girls were assembled. They were dressed like any four girls headed out to the playground even though their play was going to be naked and playing My Little Pony with Marsha. “Come on, Marsha,” said Cindy, leading the way into the basement.
Marsha’s impression of the afternoon changed as she realized they were going to fuck her in the ass in the basement. There were so many toys and devices down there… why not the bedroom? What part of the plan hadn’t Cindy told her about? As the four girls stood around her, Cindy said, “Strip for us.”
Removing her clothes, Marsha noticed how the four girls all enjoyed watching her take off her clothes as much as any boy.  They didn’t want a dance or a tease, so she just slowly took off her clothes, feeling the little girls’ eyes on each part of her body as she exposed it for them. 
Then the four girls took off their clothes for her. Susie went first, peeling off her clothes to reveal a skimpy white bikini that accented her dark, Asian skin. Marsha didn’t even think they made something that sexy and skimpy for an 11-year-old, but Susie was proof that they did. Her body was slender, still with no tits and no flair to her hips. A little girl waiting for puberty to wander up to her. When Sally stripped, she too kept on a skimpy two piece. Hers was black against fair skin, but otherwise the same suit as Susie’s little thing. The opposite of the petite Asian, Sally had the biggest tits of the four. They were the size of half an orange, soft and squeezable. Jenny followed Sally to display her charms in a royal blue version of the same suit. Jenny’s charms were between Susie and Sally, small tits showing that puberty had found her. Marsha was getting to see a sample of the girls, but not everything yet. She watched as Cindy, too, stripped down to a tiny suit; hers was fire engine red.  The four girls seemed to delight in letting Marsha watch them and practically drool over them, yet hide their most precious treasures from the older girl. 
Looking at Cindy, Marsha waited for her direction. “Get on the rack,” she said, a smile coming to her face as she laid out the one part of the deal she’d neglected to share the previous day. Marsha felt her stomach to flip-flops as Cindy told her where she’d be for the festivities. Her eyes ran over the four eager faces, sensing their desire. Looking at the rack, Marsha knew that she hadn’t been stretching the way some of her siblings had. The rack was an intimidating torture device as far as she was concerned. With the same attitude she’d approach all of her family so far, she simply climbed up on it and allowed Cindy to strap her in place. It was Cindy’s day, not hers. What ever Cindy wanted.
At the first tick of the ratchet of the rack, Marsha jumped. The sound seemed deafening as it started to slowly pull her legs apart and then a different set of cranks started to bend her in two. Her head went down toward her spread knees and her legs went toward her head, raising her ass up as an inviting target. Seeing her own ass coming into view, Marsha realized she was going to get to watch everything. Her fears about not stretching were eased as the rack came to rest with her face just a little less than a foot from her pussy and ass. Oh, so that’s what my asshole looks like.
She looked up the four preteens. “Who’s first?”
Susie had taken off her clothes first and she was the first to rape the helpless ass. Framed by Marsha’s legs, she slowly pulled off the top of her bikini clearly for Marsha’s viewing pleasure, showing off dark brown nipples on her flat little chest. She relished the look on Marsha’s face, knowing that even her small body was sexy. Then she took off her bottoms and Marsha licked her lips at the sight of the bare pussy. That was not to be, however, as Susie then strapped a fake cock on that covered the delectable morsel. She stepped up on a stool at the foot of the rack and lined that cock up with Marsha’s asshole. 
For a moment, Marsha thought the 11-year-old was going to take her ass dry. Before she could suggest some lube… please! … Susie wipe two fingers through Marsha’s pussy and came up with them dripping. Astonished, Marsha stared at her very wet pussy. She’d been so intent on the girls, their bodies, and the rack that she hadn’t noticed just how excited she was. Susie smeared the juices on the tip of the dildo, then more, and even more so the hard plastic was shiny and slick. She even reached between her own legs and added some lube from there. 
With the cock prepared, Susie still wanted to make Marsha’s tight asshole a little wet as well. The 15-year-old jumped and strained against the straps of the rack, ready to cum on the spot, as Susie leaned forward and licked the available asshole. She grinned up at Marsha’s reaction and then went back to rimming the astonished teen. 
“Thought she was just gonna stick it in?” asked Cindy, making Marsha jump again. So intent on watching Susie, she didn’t know her littlest sister was standing right next to her now. “Watch her lick your ass, because we all expect the same from you when this is done.”
“Am… am… am I going to… ummm… get to… cum?” asked Marsha, her body trembling with lust as the little Asian moistened her puckered asshole. It felt wonderful. She’d never had anyone actually want to lick her there. 
“What do you say, girls?” asked Cindy. “I think she could cum right now. Do we let her?”
The response was a unanimous shaking of heads. Marsha figured that would be the answer. “After I do you,” said Cindy. “Then you can cum.” She patted Marsha’s head. “Just remember that you’ll be the first one to cum. Then there’s asses and pussies waiting for you.” She leaned closer to Marsha, her voice almost a whisper. “You can even lick Susie’s hot little nipples, if you want.”
If I want? Marsha nodded her head vigorously. “Fuck my ass, Susie,” she said as the 11-year-old straightened up and put the cockhead to her tight sphincter. All five of them watched in wonder as Susie worked the thick, bulbous head into the pucker, gradually persuading it to open up. It took a couple of minutes just to get that far, including some encouragement from Marsha since Susie was being too gentle. 
Once the cock was inside, Marsha’s voice was a little strained as she said, “Now, go all the way in, but slowly the first time.” Marsha had seen it before, but not in her own butt. She watched with the same rapt attention as the other four. Slowly Susie sank the six inch cock into her ass. When it was all the way in, she said, “Fuck me now.”
Susie didn’t need permission or coaching. She pulled the cock out, as interested in the sight of the ass giving up the cock as she was in watching it go in. After a couple of slow pumps, she started going faster. She hesitated when Marsha started to whine, but Marsha said, “Fuck me, hard. You could touch me and let me cum. I need it so bad.” As soon as she knew Marsha’s whines were of lust, Susie went back to riding the teen’s sweet ass. 
When Susie finished, all five of them watched Marsha’s formerly tight hole as it slowly regained its pucker. “Kewl,” said Sally. It was kind of gross, but so hot, too. Once Marsha was back to normal, Sally removed her last articles of clothing under Marsha’s appreciative gaze. It wasn’t necessary, but Sally took the time to lube up her dildo and then give Marsha a rim job. Her captive was thrilled to see that each of them were going to demonstrate their tongue technique. It made her especially glad she’d taken the time to clean up. The moment of calm vanished as Sally’s tongue did its job and then Marsha’s excitement rose back to a whine as another cock pushing into her ass. The 15-year-old began to wonder if she could reach her own clit with her tongue. Damn them for making me wait!
The scene was repeated two more times as Jenny and then Cindy stepped up and moistened Marsha’s butt quite personally and then took her. Knowing what Marsha wanted, Cindy was not as gentle as the other three. She fucked Marsha deep and hard. Then, with the cock buried to the hilt, Cindy asked, “Who wants to cum?”
The word caught in Marsha’s throat and all she managed was a little squeak. Then she cleared her throat. “Me.” Cindy left the cock buried as she unstrapped it and then leaned down to suckle on Marsha’s erect clit. “Cum for us,” she said and returned to licking and slurping. Big sister did exactly that in a long, screaming orgasm. 
It took some time for Cindy to crank the rack back to its resting state and then free Marsha. By the time that was done, Marsha had recovered from the fantastic orgasm. Susie got a little tongue bath after that with Marsha attending to her mouth, tits, ass, and pussy in that order. One by one she thanked them for a wonderful fivesome. She noticed that they teased themselves by waiting for their first orgasm to come from her, though she took her time with each one. However, once they’d been properly thanked, it was a free-for-all of little tongues on preteen bodies with Susie clearly ahead in the race for orgasms. 
As the orgy wound down, Marsha told them all, “It was awesome. You are the hottest girls in the world.” Later for Cindy alone, she added, “It was perfect.” Indeed, it was just what Marsha had expected from her youngest sister even if she hadn’t expected any of the specific events. 
Friday evening, Marsha took her mom to her room. “This week I’ve been…”
“… working your way through the family one at a time?” finished her mom for her. “You don’t think I noticed?”
Marsha blushed. “I wasn’t quite thinking of it that way, but I suppose.”
“Saturday is my day?” 
“Yeah, after the Wilsons leave, can we?”
“I take it I need some time to prepare?” asked her mom, anticipating the point of the conversation. 
“Sort of. I think so,” said Marsha. “You were the hardest to figure out. I decided that you’re like me. You know what everybody wants almost before they do.” Marsha had noticed over the past two years how at just 12 her mom seduced her brother, how easily her mom had seduced her teacher, how her mom had read Amy and Van right. Marsha was learning from her mom how to empathize with other people and meet their needs. “So, I think what you want is to give me what I want.”
“That would make me very happy,” said Carol. “I have just the thing for you. You understand that once we start, we have to finish.”
“Yeah,” said Marsha warily. That sounded like a warning. 
“You understand I might know something about you that you don’t know about yourself.”
“Yeah,” said Marsha, the hairs on the back of her neck standing up. It was definitely a warning. It made her excited and a little scared to know her mom could surprise her with something tomorrow. She thought she knew all about herself. She thought she’d tried just about everything, too. 
“Good,” said Carol. “Tomorrow at 1:00, you go out somewhere. At 2:00 come back and up to my bedroom. Strip outside the door and then knock. Once you open the door, we start.”
“OK,” nodded Marsha, her heart beating fast and it was still a long time until 2:00 on Saturday. She was all keyed up for whatever her mom had planned, yet when she crawled into bed that night, she didn’t have a worry in the world. Her mom would take care of her. 
It wasn’t until 1:00 on Saturday that Marsha started to feel the anticipation of her coming fantasy. She had no idea what her mom had planned and now as the moment approached, she started to feel nervous. As the last hour wore on, she wandered the neighborhood, checking her watch too many times. All the time she was wondering why mom had given her a warning. Do I really want to open the door? Each time she asked herself the question, the answer was the same. I can’t afford not to open the door. 
At 1:58, she came in the front door. The house was vacant. If mom had sent everyone away, then that was even more worrisome. What was going to happen that mom didn’t want anyone to know about? At 2:00 she stripped at the bedroom door and knocked. 
“I’m ready. Come in,” said Carol. She could have opened the door, but that was Marsha’s job, giving her approval for what was waiting. 
Pushing open the door, Marsha stepped in. She felt her knees get weak and she felt dizzy as she took in the scene. This was the one fantasy she didn’t allow to play out in her head. It came up sometimes, but she chased it away. How could her mom possibly know? Aside from one thing, there was really nothing out of the ordinary in the room. A gag, some rope, and a riding crop were on the bed. Nothing special. Even the collar that her mom held out to her now seemed normal. It was the sight of Tiger wagging his tail as he saw her that made her tremble. “Really?” she asked softly. 
Carol put the dog collar on her daughter’s neck. “Get on your hands and knees and let’s make some puppies.” Tugging on the leash, she led Tiger’s bitch over to him. “A dog can cum several times quickly, so let’s start with a blow job.”
Marsha took a deep breath. She’d never thought something like this was remotely OK. Though deep down she really wanted to do it with a dog, not necessarily Tiger, it was just too obscene to allow herself to take it too far… even in her mind. Now with her mom offering, she knew she was going to play out the fantasy and more than just in her mind. It was forbidden, but now it was going to happen. 
Crawling on her hands and knees, she stopped and looked at the sheath under the family pet. It was scary to think about, yet she could feel the familiar ache in her tummy and the twinges starting in her pussy. The thought dashed through her head of how dirty a dog could be, especially his cock, yet this was where her mom came in. She trusted that her mom had prepared Tiger. She sniffed and caught the scent of shampoo. That’s what mom did for the last hour. 
The 15-year-old looked at the camcorder atop the tripod. She was gonna do it all on tape. Already the desire was building. She wasn’t thinking about the consequences; she just thought about the family watching her with Tiger and it made it even naughtier. She started just by petting Tiger, running her fingers through his curly hair. Crawling in front of him, she scratched his ears and brought her face close enough for Tiger to lick enthusiastically. Shivering with desire, she cast an embarrassed glance up at her mom and then looked back at Tiger as she opened her mouth and let Tiger’s tongue have its way with her mouth. She pushed her tongue out to share a slobbery kiss. 
It was all foreplay to Marsha, but for Tiger it was just another chance to get attention. She’d have to do more if she wanted his cock to come out to play. She crawled around Tiger to stroke his cock. As she stuck her head under the hairy belly and reached for the sheathed cock, her mom said, “No, just lie down on your back.”
Not seeing the point of that, Marsha still obeyed. Then Tiger was standing over her, his rear legs straddling her head. “Now play with his cock,” said her mistress. 
Appreciating the excellent up close view of Tiger’s sheathed cock, Marsha started stroking it. He responded to her touches, first the pink tip peeking out and gradually the entire cock, six inches of pink cock all for her. Then she saw his knot and stroked that. Now that his cock was out, she wanted to give it a lick and a suck, but not from this angle. She was still trying to figure out what to do when Tiger lowered himself, put his cock to her mouth, and thrust all the way down her throat in a single motion. “Mmmmph,” she said in surprise as she had a mouthful of doggy cock. After that she was just along for the ride as Tiger’s hips moved faster than any male she’d ever sucked before. She was trapped as he humped her face, her nose filled with the scent of a different species of male altogether. Her fantasy had never gotten this far and she felt her juices run down her thighs. This was not how you made puppies, so she knew she had at least one more round to go with him. 
Her mouth was just a cum bucket for the dog as he raped it and then filled her with his seed. As he made one last thrust and one last attempt to embed his knot inside the bitch he was fucking, Marsha had at least enough control of the situation to swallow his cum and then move backwards, feeling his cock slide out of her mouth. She looked at the tip of the cock as it paused inches from her face, a strand of cum stretching between her lips and the cock. Straining up, she sucked in the strand and licked the tip of Tiger’s cock to clean it. She looked sideways and saw to her amazement that her mom had taken the camcorder off the tripod and caught an up close view of everything. “God damn it,” she said. “He fucked my mouth. I sucked a dog’s cock. He came and I swallowed it.” The way she’d chased down that last strand of cum made that obvious, but saying aloud just seemed like the proper addition to the tape. 
“Want to do it again, Marsha? Or did you want him to fuck your pussy next? You haven’t made any puppies yet.”
“Puppies,” said Marsha, the image making her even hotter. As Tiger backed off her, she imagined herself giving birth to a litter of puppies and she rolled to her stomach, presenting her bitch cunt to her mate. She jumped and gasped at the touch of his cold nose. He sniffed her and licked her, his long tongue sliding through her slit from top to bottom. 
Carol did the honors of teasing Tiger’s cock back out of its sheath and when he was ready, she pulled him forward. His feet rose up and gripped the 15-year-old girl’s waist as his cock drove home. 
“God, he found it,” squealed Marsha in pleasure as his claws scratched her sides and his cock entered her. He was again fast and furious, pumping hard against her pussy. This time she felt his knot, 2 inches in diameter, banging against her pussy lips. “Fuck me, Tiger,” she moaned. “God Almighty, do me doggy style for real.” She felt herself tense and an orgasm filled her. Then Tiger gave a last push as his seed shot down the length of his cock and into the horny bitch. With another push, he shoved his knot into Marsha’s pussy, earning a painful gasp that turned to pleasure. She was so full! Reaching for her clit, she rubbed herself to two more orgasms. Tiger’s cock spasmed several times, shooting hot doggy cum into her as they stayed tied. 
Once Tiger pulled out of her pussy, Marsha had a chance to relax and consider what she was doing. “I can’t believe I’m doing it with Tiger and you’re helping. You know I couldn’t ever have done it without you setting it up.”
“Yeah, you take after your father in that respect,” said Carol. “You just need a little push sometimes.”
Marsha was amazed at how blind she’d been about herself. She did need pushes like being hooked to a car battery to ever even try sex right to having her mom push her into doing Tiger. “Mom, what are you going to do with that tape?” she asked now that she was thinking more rationally. 
“Give it to you,” said her mom. “You can decide what to do with it, but you have to watch it at least once.”
“Thank you, mom,” said Marsha. “I think the idea of recording it is hot, but then I don’t think I want anyone else to ever see it. Now, do you think Tiger has a couple more of those in him? I’d like to suck and fuck again.”
THE END
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