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Chapter 1
(ggg, mg, bdsm, d/s, inc, humil, oral, anal)
“Oh, no,” gasped Melinda as the front door slammed.  Her eyes were wide with fright at her predicament.  
“Who’s that?” demanded Paula, her playmate.  Her voice was a tense whisper and she didn’t expect an answer.  She was in only a slightly better situation than the tied Melinda.  
Melinda’s mom had gone out, leaving the two 10-year-olds home alone.  She said she was going to be gone for three hours, but now it had barely been 30 minutes.  She shouldn’t be back yet.  
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	“Oh, no,” gasped Melinda as the front door slammed.  


The two girls had taken advantage of the privacy to play their favorite tie-up game.  Both were wearing only their white cotton panties.  Melinda had a dark blue rope wrapped around her slender torso several times.  The cords ran above and below her barely formed breasts, giving her the look of having more than she really did.  More of the blue rope had been used to tie her arms behind her back.  Her forearms were tied together, pulling her arms and hands high up in the middle of her back.  She struggled against the tight bonds, but they didn’t yield.
Paula frantically pulled at the knots that she had just tightened on her friend, but she needed more time than she had.  They had foolishly played their tie up game in the living room where the chance of discovery, though slim, heightened the thrill. Now, footsteps told both girls that discovery was imminent and there was no place to hide.  
“What the hell?” said Harry as he saw his little sister and her friend.  Their backs were to him, so they hadn’t seen him.  He saw the cute little panty clad bottoms and the ropes around his sister. He was surprised at how aroused he was by the pert, round bottoms under the tight panties, their bare backs, and their slender legs. Not to mention Melinda’s predicament.  
“Eeeek,” squealed Melinda as she recognized her brother’s voice.  This was even worse than being caught by her mom.  She turned to look at her 16-year-old brother, blushing bright red as she did.  
“Oh, shit,” said Paula.  She slipped behind Melinda, using the helpless captive as a shield to hide her own preteen body from Harry.  She held tight to Melinda’s arms to make sure that Melinda couldn’t move and expose her.  The effect was to prevent Melinda from hiding her young body from her brother.  
Harry eyed his sister.  He could distinctly see the fat pussy lips and the slit between them as her panties pulled tight against her crotch.  Not even thinking that the ropes had something to do with the 10-year-old’s tits, he was surprised at the size of them.  They weren’t much to look at, but he thought of his little sister as being flat as a board.  Now she at least had some soft mounds capped by tiny little nipples.  
“Looks like mom was right,” said Harry.  She’d had second thoughts about leaving the two girls home alone and called him to check on them.  Begrudgingly, he’d agreed to cancel his plans and come home early.  Now he was glad that he had.  “You two can’t be left home alone, can you?”
Now Melinda not only tugged on the ropes, but struggled with Paula so she wasn’t so much on display. Oh how she wished they’d played in her room. “Go away, Harry,” said Melinda.
Instead, Harry took a couple steps into the room.  “Just wait until mom hears about this,” said Harry with a sinister smile.  “You’ll be grounded and I’ll bet she’ll never let Paula come play here anymore.” 
Having Paula banned from the house was actually the last thing that Harry wanted.  Though she was only 10, he found her very alluring.  He knew it was odd for a boy his age to feel this way about a girl so young, but he couldn’t hide from his own thoughts.  She was a favorite fantasy of his when he was alone with his hand wrapped around his cock late at night.  Now that he had the chance, he wasn’t going to pass it up.  What surprised him was the fact that his cock was also stirring at the sight of his little sister.  The glasses on her face made her wide eyes seem even bigger, accentuating her surprise. 
 “Oooohhh,” wailed Paula.  The two girls were best friends and virtually inseparable.  But Harry was probably right.  They couldn’t be best friends anymore.  
“Harry, please don’t tell,” pleaded Melinda.  
Harry figured that could be arranged. Melinda’s pleas were exactly what he expected and perfect for his plans.  He closed the last couple feet between himself and Melinda and then spun her around.  He surveyed the knots that held her tight.  Then he spun her back around to face him.  His sister was a cute girl and looked pretty sexy the way she was tied up right now.  He cupped her small tit in one hand and her ass in the other.  “I suppose mom doesn’t have to find out about this,” he said.  “If you let me play, too.”
Melinda didn’t like the feel of her brother’s hands on her, but she was powerless to stop him.  “How do you want to play?” she asked him, her voice trembling.  
In response, Harry picked up the coil of red rope that lay on the floor.  “I get to tie her up, too,” he said, indicating Paula.  The slender redhead backed away from him.  
“No, please,” said Paula.  But, she could already tell that her pleas were useless.  
“You have to,” said Melinda.  “Or he’ll tell.”
“Ooohhh,” wailed Paula again. “What are you going to do then?”
Harry didn’t answer the question.  He just started wrapping the rope around Paula’s body, above and below her little nipples until her chest bulged into tiny mounds.  Then he tied her arms behind her back to match Melinda’s.  With the two preteens tied, Harry stepped back to admire their slender bodies.  
“What am I going to do then?” said Harry, finally ready to answer the ominous question.  Now that he had them completely trapped, he could tip his hand.  He reached for Paula’s panties and slid them down her slender legs, letting them fall to the floor.  
“Ohmigod,” said Paula as her pussy was exposed to the older boy’s eyes.  Harry reached between her thighs and spread her slender legs.  Then he ran his hand up higher to slide a finger between those plump, hairless pussy lips.  He took a few seconds to fondle her pussy before turning her around and caressing her pert bare ass.  
Looking at Melinda, Harry said, “Your turn.”  He grinned at the shocked look on his sister’s face as she realized what that meant.  She squirmed under his gaze, but there was no place to hide as he slid her panties off, too.  Then, he touched her in all the same places he had just touched Paula.  
Though he knew he’d only used up a few minutes, Harry glanced at his watch.  He figured he had over 2 hours to play with the two helpless preteens.  He sat down in a chair and pulled Melinda across his lap.  Bent in half, Melinda was forced to thrust her pretty little ass up in the air, perfect for her older brother’s inspection.  He ran his hands over every inch of her smooth skin.  Then he gave her five hard swats with his bare hand.  As he set her back on her feet, he admired the handprints on her white skin.  
“Your turn,” he said to Paula.  The girl squealed in fright, but couldn’t resist him as he placed her across his lap and toyed with her body before spanking her as well.  
As he ran a finger through her precious little girl slit, he felt unexpected wetness. “Oh ho,” he smirked. “I see somebody likes being fondled and spanked. Hmm, your nipples are all hard and your pussy is nice and wet.” He laid the humiliated redhead on her back with her legs spread where he could see the definite peaks on Paula’s chest and the shiny wet, pinkness between her plump pussy lips. 
“No,” protested the 10-year-old. “Spanking doesn’t do that and neither did you. I get that way when I play with Melinda. She does, too.” She had just been enjoying Melinda’s bound struggles and now it felt like Harry was putting the brakes on that fun, not adding to it. She hated the feeling of being on display with her cute little ass warm and red. Yet, she made no attempt to hide her treasures. 
Melinda blushed scarlet as her brother turned his attention on her and discovered that she was indeed aroused as well. Her faux breasts were capped with hard bullets and liquid hints of her excitement leaked from her tender, innocent slit. She’d noticed her reaction and the tingle that went with it on previous occasions. In fact, they both knew the pleasant feeling was what kept them at the tie-up game. Never thinking it was more than that, they always kept their panties on to hide the dampness.
“So, I have a couple naughty little girls who get excited when they play naughty games,” he smirked. “Let’s see what you think of this,” he laid Melinda on her back and pushed her legs wide. “Keep them open so Paula can see.”
Melinda opened her mouth to complain, but the words caught in her throat. The idea of Paula seeing made her tingle even more, so she lay there waiting for Harry’s plan to unfold. 
When her brother set Paula down beside her with her face inches from her cunny, Melinda felt another surge in the pleasant tingle. Taking her eyes off the incredible sight of Paula’s wide eyes staring at her, Melinda saw that Paula’s perfect pussy was inches from her face and Paula’s legs were about as wide as they’d go. She knew her face was a mirror of her best friend’s expression as she rested her head on Paula’s soft thigh and gazed at the beautiful sight.  
“Lick each other,” commanded Harry. 
“Huh?” said Melinda in confusion. “What? Aahhhh, yessss.” She gasped in pleasure as Paula wasted no time in licking her slit. “Oh, my God, Paula!” She watched as Paula’s cute little tongue licked her slit and then accidentally brushed her clit. “Eeeeee, Paula! Do that again!” 
As Paula found the right spot, Harry didn’t care that Melinda wasn’t doing her share. He couldn’t take his eyes off the sight of Paula going down on his sister. Bound as she was, she only had her tongue to use and wasn’t the least bit shy about tasting another girl or about trying to wring more of the excited sounds from Melinda. Then, with a squeal of delight, Melinda closed her eyes and came for Paula, not caring that her big brother was watching. Wearing just shoes and socks, the two girls waited for Harry’s next nefarious move. 
He’d just intended to embarrass the two, but as Harry had fondled them and made Paula lick Melinda, a growing urge had arisen.  He knew his cock was hard and by now his cock was aching for release.  Though he knew it was wrong, he was just going to have to take this all the way.  His little sister and her friend were going to have to make him cum. 
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	Then, with a squeal of delight, Melinda closed her eyes and came for Paula, not caring that her big brother was watching.


Harry put Melinda on her knees facing him on one side and put Paula on the other side.  He slid forward until his butt was right on the edge of the chair seat.  Then, he unzipped his fly and pulled out his engorged cock.  It poked up in the air, right in front of the two preteens.  Their eyes were wide with surprise at their first sight of a boy’s cock.  They had no idea it was that big.  
“Lick it,” commanded Harry.
“Ewww,” said Paula. 
“Harry!” said Melinda.  
“Now,” said Harry.  “Or I tell mom what you two were doing.” Putting a hand under Melinda’s chin, he lifted her face to look in his eyes. “And you can tell mom just what it feels like to cum when Paula licks you.” 
Taking the threat seriously, Melinda leaned forward and ran her tongue up the length of her brother’s cock.  She stopped and said, “Come on, Paula, you have to.” She could indeed imagine the embarrassment of telling mom what they’d been caught doing. 
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	The two girls both licked in unison, up and down Harry’s cock.


The slender redhead put out her tongue and licked the shaft in front of her.  She looked at it again, appraising it in a new light.  It was kind of salty and warm.  It fact, it didn’t taste that bad.  She swiped at it again.  Then the two girls both licked in unison, up and down Harry’s cock.  
From his vantage point, Harry could look down on two pert little bottoms on either side or he could look in the middle to watch the two little pink tongues as they licked him.  After the initial shock, the two preteens were no longer reluctant to minister to his throbbing cock.  In fact, they were both growing excited by the moans that they could get from the older boy with just their tongues.  
“Now suck it,” said Harry.  “You first, Melinda.” Their bodies were so cute and with them tied and following his instructions, the boy discovered he was even more excited by having the little girls at his command. He didn’t think it would take long for him to cum. 
Melinda rose up and took the head of his cock in between her lips and slid down a couple of inches.  She got the first taste of his precum, pulling back to smack her lips.  Not to be outdone, Paula took Harry’s cock in her mouth and did the same.  Soon the two girls were taking longer turns at Harry’s urging.  One would lick his balls or his shaft while the other sucked on the head of his cock.  Then they would swap out. It wasn’t just Harry who was aroused by the D/s game.  
It was Paula who was sucking when Harry felt his cum rising.  “Oh, yeah, here it comes,” he groaned in relief.  The girls weren’t quite sure what to expect, but Paula was rewarded with a taste of his cum as her mouth was filled with the white cream.  Surprised, she pulled away as more cum spewed from his cock.  It shot up into the air and back down onto Melinda’s face.  Another spurt ran down his cock.  The final spurt shot onto Paula’s face.  
“Lick it clean,” insisted Harry and he watched the two helpless preteens run their tongues up and down his cock again, this time getting a mouthful of cum.  The sight of the two bound preteens with their faces covered in his cum and lapping up what cum they could get was the most erotic sight Harry had ever seen.  
“Oh, no,” gasped Melinda as the front door slammed.  Her eyes were wide with fright at her predicament.  
“Who’s that?” demanded Paula.  
“Oh, fuck,” said Harry as he looked at the preteens in a new light.  Rather than erotic, their faces, their position, their bondage, and their nudity were nothing but incriminating.  He sat frozen as footsteps came down the hall.   
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There was no place to hide as the footsteps came closer.  The teen boy was guilty of abusing his little sister and her friend.  There was no escape.  Even if he scampered to safety, the intruder would see him as he ran and see the two tied girls.  
A figure appeared around the corner.  Vicki, Melinda’s and Harry’s 12-year-old sister, stopped dead in her tracks as she saw the three.  She’d been at a friend’s house for a sleepover.  She was the last person any of them expected to see.  
“God Almighty,” said Vicki.  Her face went from a frown to look of surprise as she surveyed the scene.  Her little sister was tied and so was Paula.  Cum still graced the faces of the two bound girls.   It was a sight that she found strangely provocative.  Her eyes went to her brother’s rapidly shrinking cock.  There was no doubt in her mind that the sight of two 10-year-old girls was more arousing than her older brother.  A smile came to her lips as she imagined what could come next.  
“Caught with your pants down, hey Harry?” teased Vicki.  She wanted to establish her position of dominance just as Harry had done to the two little girls.  She wanted to be in charge so she could have her fun, too.  
“Wh-wh-what are you doing here?” stammered her brother. 
“Oh, that,” said Vicki, the reason for her early return already forgotten.  “Wendy and I had a fight so I came home early.  Surprise!”  She circled the three.  “Looks like Harry is being a bad boy.  Not to mention that we’ve got a couple of naughty girls who look like they’ve just sucked their first cock.”
“He made us,” said Paula.
“Yeah, we didn’t want to,” said Melinda.  
“Maybe not,” said Vicki, “but somehow I doubt that Harry could tie you up like that without your help.  So, I know you’re not the sweet, innocent, little things that you’re pretending to be.  Still, if you’re not guilty then you won’t mind when I tell mom what I saw.”
“No!” said all three as one.  
“That’s what I thought,” smiled Vicki.  “So, here’s the deal.  You all do what I say and I won’t tell mom what you were doing.”
For the two girls it seemed a reprieve to go from being at Harry’s mercy to the control of the 12-year-old girl.  Though he was wary, Harry saw no choice.  Harry, Paula, and Melinda all nodded their heads in agreement.  
The two girls were already naked except for shoes and socks.  Though she was more interested in the nude girls, she wanted to put Harry in his place.  “Take off everything, Harry,” she told him.  With little choice, Harry removed his clothes, but used his hands to hide his limp cock.  “No, no, Harry, put your hands down,” said Vicki.  She smiled at the way Harry blushed as he stood in front of her.  
“Follow me,” said Vicki.  Her three new conquests followed her down the hall and into her room.  
Vicki wondered what she could do with her brother.  The not-so-innocent 12-year-old was a confirmed lesbian already.  She’d seduced most of her friends and the fight with Wendy had been over Wendy’s desire to “have a go at a boy” as she had put it.  Vicki wanted to toy with the two 10-year-olds, but didn’t want to have a thing to do with the cock dangling between Harry’s legs.  
The walk to her room was only a few seconds, but it was long enough for her to realize that Harry could be useful.  He would be her tool for making up with Wendy.  As soon as the four were in her room, Vicki pulled out her cell phone and called Wendy.  When Wendy answered, Vicki apologized for getting angry at her girl friend. “Please, Wendy-poo,” she cooed.  “I was being so selfish.  I’m so sorry.  Come on over and … well, I have a surprise for you… nope, I’m not telling what it is… no, I mean it.  It’s a surprise.  But it will be worth it…. Yeah, see you in a few.  Bye.”
Knowing she had about 10 minutes before Wendy could be there, Vicki set the second phase of her plan in motion.  She’d been seducing and dominating her girl friends for over a year.  She was way past playing kissy kissy with the other girls.  She pulled a few things out of the drawer and put them on the bed.  
“Let me put these on,” she said to the two girls, showing them each a set of kitty ears.  The ears were attached to head bands for the girls to wear.  Vicki put the headband in place and ruffled their hair so the headband was hidden.  Now they sported cute little ears on their heads.  
Harry eyed the two preteens, his cock twitching at the delicious sight.  The simple addition of ears made them look more inviting than before.  
“Oh, no,” wailed Paula as Vicki picked up two collars next.  But she and Melinda held still as Vicki strapped the collars around their necks and even attached leashes to them.  The collars were followed by matching leather cuffs.  For this, the girls finally had their arms untied from behind their backs only to have them cuffed in front.  
The big easy chair in Vicki’s room had rings attached in the back and the side.  Melinda had seen the rings before when she’d been in Vicki’s room, but never knew what they were for.  Now she shuddered in embarrassment as her leash was tied to a ring.  Seconds later, Paula was similarly tied.  They were bent over the back of the chair with their leashes tied short to keep them from escaping and their wrist cuffs tied to the back of the chair as well.  Their cute little asses were pushing right out at Harry and Vicki.  
Vicki’s and Harry’s eyes met.  Vicki had a proud smirk on her face while Harry was embarrassed to be so aroused at the sight of the two preteen asses.  Their bare pussy lips were squeezed between their smooth thighs and they squirmed in erotic embarrassment.  Melinda could tell just how vulnerable the two were.  “Please don’t…. spank us,” she said.  
“Spank us?” squealed Paula as she suddenly saw just what Melinda meant.  Her ass was so exposed.   If Vicki wanted to, neither of them could stop her.  
Harry, too, was surprised at Melinda’s words.  He was already embarrassed at being fully erect from the sight of two little girls.  The idea of spanking nearly made him cum on the spot.  It was a struggle just to keep his hands at his side.  If he touched his cock, he would spurt on the two cute little asses.  He didn’t want to embarrass himself any more with an uncontrolled display of his lust for preteens.  
“Oh, no,” said Vicki.  “No spanking… yet.”  She left the threat of spanking hanging in the air as she picked up the final touch for the little girls.  She’d managed to get her girl friends to wear the ears and the collars, but the cuffs and the tails were farther than she’d ever gotten with them.  Now the tails dangled from her hands as she felt her pussy get wet.  She knew she was going to get to fulfill her fantasy finally.  The two girls would look so perfect with the tails.  
Melinda glanced over her shoulder at her big sister and caught a glimpse of the tails.  She knew at once what they were.  There was a black tail that matched her black hair and black ears.  There was a striped tail that matched Paula’s striped ears.  She turned her head back forward with the image of the tails in her mind’s eye.  What she couldn’t figure out was how the tails would attach.  There were no straps or suction cups on the end.  There was just a hard plastic cone.  
Vicki handed Paula’s tail to Harry and kept the one for her little sister.  “Like this,” said Vicki as she licked at the plastic cone of the tail.  It was about three inches long.  It widened from a point to about an inch in diameter and then abruptly shrank back to less than a half an inch.  Harry followed his sister’s example, licking the cone even though he didn’t know why.  
When Vicki took the cone into her mouth and sucked it, so did Harry.  “Just like sucking a cock, huh, Harry,” teased Vicki.
Shocked at the suggestion, Harry pulled the cone from his mouth.  It was not like sucking a cock, he tried to tell himself, yet it was in a way.  
“Now what?” asked Harry. 
“Now this,” said Vicki.  She put the tip of the cone to Melinda’s asshole.  The slick little cone pushed apart the 10-year-old’s asshole and slid half an inch in.
“Eeeekkkk,” squealed Melinda in surprise as she was violated.  
“What?” asked Paula, her voice full of concern.  What happened to Melinda was certainly going to happen to her as well.  She turned her head to look, but all she could see what Vicki poking at Melinda’s bottom.  It didn’t look so ominous, but something was going on that Melinda didn’t like.  
“She’s pushing it…” Melinda paused, not really believing that was what Vicki was doing.  She didn’t want to sound silly.  The cone penetrated farther and popped into place.  “Eeeee,” squealed Melinda again. “It’s up my ass.”
“What is?” asked Paula.  
“This is,” said Harry.  He put the cone of the Paula’s tail to the tight little pink asshole and pushed it in.  He watched with fascination as the little asshole widened and then closed to claim the tail as if it had always been there.
“Yaaahhhhhhhh,” screamed Paula as she was adorned with her tail.  She jerked up only to be reined in by the leash attached to the chair.  Her hands went back to pull out the plug that filled her tight ass.  “Take it out, take it out,” she yelled as she reached back.
But, Vicki knew how Paula’s attempt would end. She expected it and, in fact, she was surprised Melinda was stoically enduring the invasion.  Paula’s wrists jerked to a halt as the rope on her cuffs pulled taut. “Oh, honey, we’re just getting started,” she said.  There was a brief struggle, but it didn’t take Paula long to figure out that she was going to have the plug up her ass whether she wanted it or not.  
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	“Yaaahhhhhhhh,” screamed Paula as she was adorned with her tail.


As Paula accepted her fate, Vicki took the opportunity to properly reward the girl.  She took the exposed end of the plastic cone extending from Paula’s ass between her thumb and forefinger.  With slight pressure she moved it forward and back.  It wasn’t enough to remove the plug, but just enough pressure to make Paula’s puckered little asshole move in and out.  
“Haaaahhhh,” gasped Paula in wonder.  That felt good.  The reaction caught her by surprise, feeling better than she ever expected something like that to feel.  She had never known that part of her body would respond that way.  Without thinking, she pushed her ass out, offering it to Vicki’s attentions.  The slight move did not go unnoticed by either Vicki or Harry.  It was clear the little girl was asking for more.  
As Vicki continued to stimulate Paula, Harry switched sides to take little Melinda’s tail gently in his hand and start moving his sister’s asshole in and out.  “Oh, ummmmmm,” said Melinda, just as surprised as Paula.  Her ass pushed out as well, begging for more of the arousing stimulation.  
Harry and Vicki exchanged glances again.  This time Harry was less embarrassed.  He was having fun and had just realized that Vicki was having fun, too.  Sharing the moment was not as embarrassing as before when he’d thought he was the only one excited by the two little girls.  Harry lifted up Melinda’s tail to peer at the tight slit between her legs.  He was more aroused than he had ever been before in his life and he needed a place to put his cock.  
“Not on your life,” said Vicki, reading Harry’s thoughts.  “She’s mine.  You better start hoping that Wendy rings the doorbell real soon.”
“Wendy?” said Harry.
“Yeah, Wendy,” said Vicki.  “She wants to fuck a boy.  When she gets here, you can be her first.”
“Cool,” said Harry.  Wendy was a beautiful girl.  He’d spied on her from a distance as she’d visited on many occasions.  Yet, he gazed longingly at the two 10-year-olds.  By now they were virtually fucking the plug up their asses.  Their hips were moving forward and back, accentuating the feel of the plug. Both little girls mewled, whined, and moaned in pure sexual desire - sounds nothing like what he expected from the little girls 
Vicki gave an extra tug on Paula’s plug and it popped out.  She knew just what she was doing with the preteen.  “Aahhhhh,” gasped Paula in response to the new sensation.  Vicki pushed it right back into place.  “Eeeeee,” squealed Paula as the plug was reseated.  The 10-year-old looked back over her shoulder at Vicki.  “Do it again, please,” she pleaded.  Vicki used the plug to fuck the little girl’s ass.  
The sounds that came from Paula made Melinda ask, “What’s she doing?  Do it to me, too, please, Harry?”
Harry pulled the plug from the tight ass.  “Yaaahhhhh,” said Melinda in surprise.  “Back, back, put it back, pleeeeassse.”  When Harry complied, he was surprised by Melinda’s reaction. “Holy, Jesus fucking Christ,” wailed the little girl.  “Again, please.”
As the wonderful ass fucking continued, Melinda turned her head toward Paula.  “I need to… oh, ummmmm,” she finished as Paula obviously felt the same need.  Their lips pressed together as their cute little tongues met.  They kissed passionately for a few seconds before Melinda broke the kiss. “Ooooo, fuck my ass, Harry,” she moaned.  
What had started as an embarrassing position had abruptly turned into a thrilling moment for the two girls.  They no longer cared that they were naked and thrusting their asses back and forth to meet the thrusts of Vicki and Harry.  They no longer cared they were dressed as sexy kitties.  Any inhibitions they had were tossed to the wind as they kissed and ground their hips in time to the insistent thrusts. “Eeeee, aaahhhhh,” squealed Paula as she was the first to cum.  She broke the kiss with her best friend as she concentrated her efforts and mind on the demands of her cunt.  “Fuck, yeah,” she moaned as she came.  
Melinda felt a moment of emptiness as Paula’s lips were no longer available now that her best friend was focused on her own need for the moment.  She pounded back at Harry as fast and hard as she could, each thrust seeming to grow in pleasure.  Then his hand reached around her, finding and pinching a nipple.  “Oh, Gawwwwd, yes,” she screamed as she felt the same pleasure as Paula.  
At the sound of the doorbell, Vicki cleared her head with a quick shake.  “I’ll just be a couple of minutes,” she said as she went to greet her friend.  “Don’t let them go.”  As she left the room she was hoping that Wendy could be the distraction she needed.  She wanted Harry busy so she could enjoy the two 10-year-olds herself.  
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Vicki opened the door for her friend.  As Wendy stepped in, she hesitated at the sight of Vicki’s nude body.  “No way,” she said.  “I told you I don’t want to do it with you today.  I need to know if I’m a lez or what.  I want a go at a boy.”
“That’s what I had planned,” said Vicki to Wendy’s surprise.  “My surprise for you is a boy who is so hard right now and ready for you that you won’t believe it.”
Though she wanted to know who Vicki had in mind, she was more curious about why the confirmed lesbian was naked with a boy.  “You have a boy in the house right now and you’re running around like this?  What’s up?”
“Yeah, I have a boy in the house and we’re both naked,” said Vicki.  “And I have a couple of girls in the house, too,” she added.  “I don’t want the boy.  I want the girls.”
“So, I can have the boy?” asked Wendy, her voice expressing her doubts.  “Who is he?  Some geek I suppose… like I want your leftovers.”
“My brother,” said Vicki, enjoying the sudden increase in Wendy’s interest.  She knew what other girls thought of her brother, though she didn’t share the sentiments. 
“Your brother?” said Wendy, trying to look nonchalant.  “Harry?”
“Yeah, Harry,” said Vicki.  “I told him what you wanted and he looks pretty interested.”
“How interested?”
“Oh, about this interested,” said Vicki, holding her hands about six inches apart.  
“What?” 
“His cock, silly,” said Vicki.  
“Oh… oh, yeah,” blushed Wendy.  “He’s hard?”  With the moment suddenly here, she wasn’t sure she was ready.  It seemed like such a big step.  “I don’t know…” 
“What you’re going to chicken out on me now?”
“No,” said Wendy quickly.  She wasn’t a chicken.  “But, what’s it feel like?”
“Don’t ask me,” said Vicki.  “What, like I’m going to let my brother fuck me, just so I can tell you what it’s like?  Here, let’s get you ready,” she reached out and pulled Wendy’s T-shirt up over her head.  She knew her friend wasn’t wearing a bra and in one smooth motion she had Wendy topless.  Harry wasn’t the only one who thought Wendy was a beautiful girl, but Vicki had other plans on her mind right now.  
Kneeling in front of Wendy, Vicki helped the other girl take off her shoes and socks.  Then she pulled down Wendy’s shorts and panties.  “I think somebody’s about to get fucked,” said Vicki teasingly.  “Come on,” she took Wendy’s hand and led the girl to her room.  
The two girls entered the bedroom and Wendy saw the predicament of the two pre-teens.  “Your sister?” she said in surprise.  Then she saw the face of the second girl.  “And my sister?”
“Oh, fuck,” said Paula as she looked at her big sister.  She wondered if Wendy could tell that she’d just cum.  
“What are you doing to them?” asked Wendy.
Vicki tugged at the leashes and said, “Anything I want… right, girls?”
By now both little girls were unconcerned with the reason for their entrapment.  They just knew they were trapped.  “Right, Vicki,” said Melinda.  “Yes, Vicki,” echoed Paula.  
“But don’t worry about them,” said Vicki as she drew her attention to Harry.  Her older brother still had a hard cock and no wonder since he’d been left alone with the two little girls for a couple of minutes.  He’d spent the time caressing the soft, available asses amid the enticing protests of their owners.  His middle fingers were well covered with preteen pussy juices.  
Now the boy stepped around his sister and ran his eyes up and down the delicious body of the 12-year-old Wendy.  His sister’s best friend had slight swells on her chest capped with little brown nipples.  Her pussy was smooth and nearly as hairless as the two bound girls.  There was just a trace of soft brown fur spreading across the pretty girl’s cunt.  His cock bobbed in excitement as he looked her over.  
Wendy took a step back as Harry stepped forward.  Her eyes focused on his cock, the first she’d ever seen for real.  It was big and hard and she didn’t miss the way it jerked as he stared at her.  She felt a tingle as she realized that he was really excited over her and she thought about how that cock would feel inside her.  
“Now take her to your room and fuck her lights out,” said Vicki.  
Harry grinned at his sister’s urgent request.  That’s about what he had planned, and the blush that ran over Wendy’s whole body only made it more thrilling.  She wanted it, but the virgin didn’t know what to expect.  He took her hand and said, “Come on, beautiful, I’ll be careful for your first time.”  He led Wendy from the room.  
As the door shut, Paula and Melinda looked at each other.  Both knew this was the first time Vicki had them to herself and they wondered just what the older girl had in mind.  Harry had been bad enough, but it was Vicki who’d dressed them and tied them like pets.  The 12-year-old gently touched Paula’s pert little ass. 
“Aaaahhhh,” gasped Paula softly.  The touch had surprised her.  She turned and looked at the smile on Vicki’s face.  She watched the finger trace her ass cheeks, up her back, down her spine, and down the crack of her ass.  Vicki’s attention never left her finger as it caressed the little girl.  
Vicki felt herself getting even wetter as she touched Paula softly.  There were several things thrilling about the moment – Paula’s age, Paula’s sex, Paula’s predicament, and Paula’s compliance.  And then there was her little sister.  She traced her finger right over to touch Melinda softly.  She’d never thought of her sister as a sex toy, but now that she had the little girl tied and helpless, she wanted her as much as anything.  
What was more, Vicki was thinking about the other toys she had in her drawer.  She’d talked her friends into wearing the cute little kitty ears, but she’d never gotten them tied on leashes, adorned with tails, or had them so vulnerable and waiting for her commands.  First, the 12-year-old knelt and tasted the nectar between Melinda’s legs.  Her little sister was sweet.  She ran her tongue up Paula’s slit, just as impressed by Paula’s taste.  
Then, Vicki went to her drawer and took out a wooden paddle.  She turned back to see Paula still facing forward, unaware of Vicki’s plans.  But Melinda was watching her.  “Oh, no,” she gasped as she saw the paddle.  
That made Paula turn her head.  “A spanking!” said Paula.  She attempted to stand, but the leash and her wrists were tied too short.  But Vicki simply laid the paddle on the bed.  Now both girls watched intently as Vicki retrieved some clothespins from the drawer.  Last, Vicki pulled out two rubber balls, one red and one black.  
“What are those for?” asked Melinda as she eyed the rubber balls.  They had straps attached, so they couldn’t be used to play ball.  
“Well,” said Vicki as she held the black ball in one hand and approached her sister.  “This one goes here.”  She popped the ball into Melinda’s open mouth before the little girl knew what had happened.  Then Melinda learned why the ball had straps on it.  Holding out the red ball to Paula, Vicki said, “Open wide, little slut.”  
“Ummmm, OK,” said Paula, knowing she didn’t have a choice.  In seconds she had a big, red rubber ball between her lips and straps around her head to hold it in place.  
Vicki took a moment to admire the little faces with wide open mouths and wide brown eyes.  It looked every bit as exciting as she’d imagined.  The two little girls were her toys as long as she wanted and now there wasn’t a thing they could say about it.  She picked up the paddle and aimed it at Paula’s ass.  Smack!  She heard Paula grunt into the gag, unable to complain about her treatment.  Paula might have been trying to say something, but Vicki didn’t care.  She swatted the little ass again and heard that same satisfying grunt.  Again there were other unintelligible sounds from the 10-year-old.  This time Vicki walked around to the front and looked into Paula’s wide, frightened eyes.  Paula was struggling to speak, but the gag was just too much for her.  Vicki squeezed her own thighs together, relishing the helpless squirming of her captive.  
She looked over at Melinda’s wide eyes.  “Want some now, sis?” she asked.  
Melinda shook her head, also trying to say something.  Again, nothing came out.  “Got a bare little ass sticking out behind you, Melinda,” said Vicki.  “I think it’s going to get spanked.  I guess I’ll decide just how much.  How’s that sound?”  
Again Vicki squeezed her thighs together, feeling the pressure on her clit as Melinda struggled and argued into her gag.  It was just too thrilling to see the little girl’s futile efforts for leniency.  
Vicki made a show of going behind the two and aiming the paddle at her squealing little sister’s ass.  Smack!  She made firm contact on the ass cheeks.  Melinda jumped and squealed, but couldn’t protect herself.  Vicki swatted her three more times, each time feeling the tingle build inside her as Melinda’s efforts became more frantic.  
“Looks like Paula’s getting behind,” said Vicki, which of course only made Paula start to struggle.   Vicki evened up the score with two swats to Paula’s ass.  
As she stepped back in front of the two girls, Vicki said, “Now I’m going to take off the gags, but you have to behave.”  The two girls nodded and Vicki took the balls from their mouths.  When Vicki bent down and pressed her lips to hers, Paula let the older girl give her an open mouth kiss.  It wasn’t disgusting and she’d done it with Melinda already.  It felt kind of good to have the older girl being nice for a while.  Then Vicki kissed her sister, pushing her tongue into the young girl’s mouth as well.  
Having waited just about as long as she could, Vicki moved behind the two girls and ran her tongue up Paula’s slit.  She feverishly tasted the girl’s juices, running her tongue inside the girl’s cunt and between the fat pussy lips.  Then she went to work on Paula’s clit.  
Again Paula was pleasantly surprised at the treatment from the older girl.  It was heaven to have Vicki licking her slit and playing with her clit.  She could feel the tingle building inside her and, now that she knew what was going on, she wondered if Vicki would stop before the tingle took control.  Vicki enjoyed eating pussy and the sounds that came from the little girl were as arousing as anything she’d ever heard before.  It made her own pussy throb with desire as Paula screamed in orgasm.  
“Now you, little sister,” said Vicki as she ran her tongue up Melinda’s sweet snatch.  She couldn’t believe just how cute her sister’s ass was or how delicious her pussy was.  She alternated between licking the slick lips and admiring the pert little ass until Melinda was whining in desperation.  
“You’re doing it wrong,” whined Melinda.  She kept coming close to the edge and then Vicki would stop.  The teasing was becoming tortuous for the preteen.  “Please, Vicki, lick me lots and make me cum.”  
Hearing the frustration in her sister’s voice, Vicki buried her face in the tight pussy and licked at Melinda’s clit until the little girl finally came with a huge sigh of relief.  “Now you two,” she said.  She untied their cuffs from the chair and tugged on their leashes to position the two of them between her legs.  
Paula and Melinda kissed Vicki’s thighs and worked their way closer to Vicki’s treasure.  As if on cue, they paused, looked at each other, kissed, and then with a giggle went back to work on the 12-year-old.  Melinda was the first to make it to her sister’s pussy, running her tongue up the slit until her eyes met Vicki’s eager eyes.  “Yum,” she said without any embarrassment and returned to licking her sister’s juices.  
As Paula’s cheek pressed against hers, Melinda surrendered the center position and let Paula taste Vicki.  Paula went quickly to Vicki’s clit.  Melinda looked up again at her sister’s face and saw her budding tits heaving with excitement.  She crawled over Vicki and put her lips to Vicki’s sensitive nipples.  She couldn’t believe how much fun it was to suck on Vicki’s tits.  She’d watched her big sister grow tits and wanted some of her own.  For now she had to be satisfied with enjoying Vicki’s.  
It didn’t take long for Vicki to cum with two pretty little girls attending to her.  Her tits had never been as sensitive as they were right now and Paula’s attentions to her clit drove her crazy.  She wrapped one arm around Melinda, pulling her head tight to her breasts and the other hand went to Paula’s head, insistently guiding Paula.  “Oh, fuck,” she moaned as she felt her orgasm rush upon her.  “You two little sluts are so hot.  Lick me, suck me, do me.”  She came with a squeal.  
Just then there was the sound of footsteps coming down the hall.  The steps were clear and brisk, coming closer.  
“Oh, no,” gasped Melinda as the bedroom door opened.  Her eyes were wide with fright at her predicament.  
“Who’s that?” demanded Paula.  
“Oh, fuck,” said Vicki as he looked at the preteens in a new light.  Rather than erotic, their faces, their position, their bondage, and their nudity were nothing but incriminating.  They lay frozen as the door swung open. .    
Down the hall, Harry had already fucked the virgin Wendy once when she surprised him by saying, “I want to do it again.”
He looked down at his shriveled cock, knowing it would be a while before he was ready again.  But, he also knew it would be great fun to get ready and worth the effort.  He reached over and caressed Wendy’s budding tits.  They were about the size of half a lemon with little pink nipples.  She cooed at his touch.  His touch was soft and gentle and he’d earned her trust by letting Wendy set the pace for her first time.  Now she wanted more.  “Tie me up,” she whispered, half afraid he would laugh.  
“Tie you?” said Harry.  
“Yes, tie me.  I want to feel like…”
Harry cut her off. “Is that your fantasy?”
“Uh huh,” she nodded.  
“Then I’ll do it,” he said.  There was no question in his mind that he would enjoy it, too.  He’d enjoyed the sight of Paula and Melinda tied and sucking his cock.  He’d enjoyed the sight of the two preteens tied to the chair in Vicki’s room.  He knew Wendy would look good like that, too.  
Harry got some rope and tied her wrists to the corners of the bed.   Then he tied her ankles to the bottom corners, leaving her spread eagle.  
Wendy tingled with delight.  This was more than she’d expected.  She’d only wanted her wrists tied behind her, but now she was completely helpless and so exposed.  She particularly liked the way his eyes ran over her young body.  It was so naughty, yet it made her feel so sexy.  He could do anything to her.  She wondered what he would do.  
Harry was having similar thoughts.  The beautiful girl was at his mercy.  He could touch her anywhere.  He could do anything.  But, he felt the weight of her trust and didn’t want to betray that.  “So, wench,” he said with sneer.  “Thought you could deny me your treasures?  Well, not anymore.”  He crawled on top of her and cupped her tits.  “You can’t hide these from me anymore.”
“You cad,” she said, playing her role.  “What are you going to do to me?”
Just then they too heard the sound of footsteps in the hall.  “Who’s there?” whispered Wendy urgently.  She was tied, helpless, and naked.  The thought of discovery took the fun out of it.  
“Damn it,” said Harry.  There was no way he could get Wendy untied in time and no way he could explain this.  He glanced at his clock.  It had been three hours.  
Caught
By Kenna
Chapter 4
Vicki was frozen in fear as the door swung open.  Her mother’s face appeared in the doorway.  It went from a blank expression to a shocked look as she took in the sight of the three girls snuggled on the bed.  “What are you doing?” she demanded, not even remembering Vicki wasn’t supposed to be in the house.  “And what are they wearing?  Where’s your brother?”
Vicki didn’t want to answer the first two questions, but she didn’t mind answering the last one and dragging Harry into the mess as well. “He’s in his room with Wendy.”
“What’s he doing with Wendy?” asked their mother rhetorically.  “Don’t any of you move.  I’ll be right back and you better be still right there.”
The three girls froze again, wondering what the woman would do to them.  The door closed and they heard her footsteps pound down the hall.  
Harry was still fumbling with the first knot on Wendy’s ankle when his mom came into the room.  He stopped what he was doing when the door opened and turned to face his mother.  His head hung in shame.  “I left you in charge and this is what happens?” said his mom.  She came into the room, noticing that Wendy wasn’t going anywhere.  Her son at least had good taste in girls, she thought as she ran her eyes over Wendy.  She noticed how Wendy struggled at her bonds, only making the whole scene more erotic.  
“So, you’re into girls and your sister is into girls, too, I see,” said his mom.  She stepped closer to Wendy and ran her finger lightly up Wendy’s leg.  Both Harry and Wendy were surprised at the intimate touch of the woman.  This was not the reaction they’d expected.  “And I daresay, someone had to hold still while she was being tied to the bed, didn’t someone?” accused the mother of three.  
“Yes, ma’am,” squeaked Wendy.  Her fantasy was turning into a nightmare as she continued to work at the ropes, but simply pulling on them would never get her free. “Please, untie me.”
“No, I don’t think so,” said Harry’s mom.  “Not yet anyway.  Harry, come with me.”  She turned and walked back out with Harry on her heels.  As he stepped through the door, Harry looked back at Wendy.  He shrugged at her as if to say there was nothing else he could do.  She wasn’t going anywhere.  
His mom led Harry back to Vicki’s room where they found the three girls just where they’d been told to stay.  “I’ve decided what to do,” said their mom.  “Can we restrain these two somehow,” she indicated the kitty girls, “so the three of us can have a private talk.”
Vicki showed her mom how the two 10-year-olds had been tied up earlier and soon they were tied to the chair again.   Then Harry and Vicki followed their mom out of the room.  Their mom was acting odd, not yelling at them or anything they’d expected.  The calm, cool exterior seemed to hide something now.  Neither of them felt like they were in trouble, especially since their mom wanted Paula, Melinda, and Wendy tied for now.  
“Perhaps you think you can imagine my surprise at finding this going on in my house,” said their mom.  “But I don’t think you can understand the full depth of my surprise.  Coming home and finding three nude girls tied is something that would surprise any mother.  But I guess it’s time I told you the truth since it appears that bondage and domination run in the family.”
She sat down, indicating her two children should sit also.  The two were grateful to sit since they hadn’t a chance to put on anything.  They sat with their hands in their laps, modestly covering themselves in front of their mother.   “You mother is not a decorating consultant.  I am a mistress who makes very good money by doing to grown men and women what you are doing to those girls.  My professional name is Isis, though many of my clients call me Mistress I.”
“A mistress?!” said Vicki.
“People pay to be tied up?” said Harry.  
Both of them looked at their mother in a new light.  She’d never quite been the prim, proper mother like other kids had, but neither had they thought of her as a professional dominatrix.  They hadn’t even thought of their mother as having sex since she never brought a man home or even dated.  
“You know what I think,” said Melinda to Paula.  The two had knelt on the chair in silence for a while contemplating their fate.  
“What?” Paula’s voice trembled as she replied.
“I think my mom thinks Vicki and Harry are too old to get spanked.  She’s giving them a good talking to, but she left us like this because she’s gonna come back and spank us.”
“Oooo, don’t say that,” wailed Paula.  “I don’t want to get spanked again.”
“Well, what do you think is going to happen?” asked Melinda.  “I mean, jeez, I didn’t expect mom to make Vicki tie us up like this.”
“Oh, no,” said Paula.  “Maybe she’s calling my mom.  Maybe she wants them to see what we’ve been doing.”
“What do you think she’s doing to Wendy?” asked Melinda.
“Probably the same thing she’s doing with Harry and Vicki,” said Paula.  “Just talking to them.  It’s just us that’s still naked and tied up.  Oh, Melinda, why did she leave us tied up.”  The two girls continued to work themselves up, each only feeding on the fears of the other.  
Down the hall, Wendy had no one to talk to.  She could only lay in silence, remembering that accusing voice telling her that she’d let herself get tied up.  The way Harry’s mom had looked at her, talked to her, and then left her like this was ominous.  She wondered if his mom was a lesbian like his sister.  Would his mom come back and take advantage of her?  Would his mom send Harry back?  Would she ever get free again?  Her blood ran cold as her imagination ran wild.  Her parents would come looking for her and then Harry, Vicki, Melinda, and their mom would all shake their heads and say they hadn’t seen her and Paula.  She’d be tied up and locked in a closet when she wasn’t tied.  No one would ever know what had happened to her. 
“So, it appears that you’ve both found submissives to play with,” said Isis.  “As your mother I suppose I should stop you, but Isis can’t deny you your natural urges.  So, Harry what were you planning on doing with Wendy tied up like that?”  
Isis was a little disappointed at Harry’s imagination as he told her, so she coached Harry on how to fulfill Wendy’s fantasy better.  She knew what Wendy wanted.  A girl who let herself get tied up wanted to be taken, not seduced.  Rough treatment, not tender treatment would get Wendy’s motor running, but at the same time she was cautious not to interject any of her more experienced clients’ desires.  Then she asked Vicki the same question.  “You, my dear, don’t need any help,” she said to her daughter after listening to the girl’s sinister plans. She turned to Harry, “You can take a lesson from your sister.”
“Now go back and finish what you started.  If you can get your submissives to agree to another session next Saturday, then I will teach you more than you imagined.”
Harry and Vicki walked back down the hall, but before they went their separate ways, Harry said, “Clothespins?  On their nipples?”
“Yeah,” said Vicki.  “Want a couple for Wendy?”
“Sure,” said Harry.  After she returned with two clothespins, Vicki briefly coached her big brother on the proper way to attach a clothespin, even teasing her young nipple to hardness right in front of him, and then went back to her room.  Harry was surprised and embarrassed that his cock got hard watching his little sister play with herself, but she didn’t seem to notice.  
Paula and Melinda turned as Vicki came back into the room for the second time in barely a minute.  That first time she’d said nothing in response to their pleas and questions, but taken something and left quickly.  The two had a moment to ponder just what that meant before Vicki came back.  
“What’s going on?” demanded Melinda.  Why had mom left them alone, tied, and naked?  Why had mom let Vicki come back naked and with the evil smile on her face?  What had happened outside the room in the eternity it had taken Vicki to return?  
“Are… <sniff>… are… <sniff>… are…<sniff>…” said Paula, unable to get more than a single word out amid her sobs.  
“Are, are, are,” said Vicki.  “You sound more like a seal than a kitty cat.”  She ran her hand lightly over Paula’s bare back.  “Can you meow for me?”
“Huuuh, huuuuh,” sobbed Paula, trying to catch her breath.  “Huuuh, m-m-meooowww.”
“That’s so nice,” said Vicki, caressing the young girl’s cheek.  She turned to Melinda.  “Can you meow for me, too?”
Though she was shaking with fear, Melinda was still defiant.  She stared coldly at her sister for a moment before she said, “I want mom.”
“Hah,” said Vicki. “Mom’s seen you.  Mom helped me tie you to the chair.  Mom knows just what’s going on in here.”  She pressed up against the bare ass of her sister and reached under her.  Finding the soft nipples, she tweaked them to hardness.  Melinda squirmed with fright and humiliation, but she couldn’t move very far.  Once the 10-year-old’s nipples were hard, pointing out like pencil erasers, Vicki picked up two clothespins.  She gave Melinda’s right nipple a final tweak and clamped the pin on her sister’s swollen nipple.  
“Aaaahhhhh, oooohhhhh, V-vicki, wh-what’s that.  Oh, it hurts, take it off,” squealed Melinda as her tiny nipple was crushed.  
As Vicki tweaked her left nipple, Melinda’s voice rose in desperation, “Not that one, too, please, … aaahhhh, eeeeee, Vicki, I’m telling.”
“Who are you telling, Melinda?” asked Vicki.  “Mom?  She knows what’s going on in here.  She told me to have a good time with you.”
“She w-wouldn’t.”
“Then where is she?”
Melinda was silent, knowing that Vicki was telling the truth.  She didn’t know why, but she did know that her mom didn’t care about her aching nipples.  “Take them off, please.”
“You gonna meow for me?”
“Meow, meow, meow,” said Melinda without much conviction
“They aren’t coming off for that,” said Vicki.
“Mmmmrreeeeoooowwwww,” said Melinda, desperate to please her sister.  
“Wiggle your ass,” said Vicki.  
Melinda wiggled her delectable little bottom.  
“Spread your legs and say finger fuck me, Vicki.”
Melinda spread her legs and looked back over her shoulder at her sister.  “Finger fuck me, Vicki,” she said. 
“So so nice,” said Vicki as she walked in front of her little sister.  She put her face close to the tied girl.  Melinda could feel the warm breath of her sister as Vicki said, “Now, say thank you for hurting my nipples.”
“Vicki, I don’t like this game,” said Melinda.
“Oh, yes, you do,” said Vicki.  “You don’t even know the rules of the game yet, but you like it.”  She licked at Melinda’s cheek and then pressed her lips to Melinda’s lips.  Taken by surprise, the captive let Vicki’s tongue invade her mouth.  
When Vicki broke the kiss she said, “Know how I know you like the game?”
“No,” breathed Melinda softly.  She was feeling a tingle in her pussy just from the kiss.  
“Because, because, because,” said Vicki, teasing her sister.
“Because what?”
“Because you could take the clothespins off yourself if you wanted to.”
Melinda looked at her chest, then the ropes that bound her.  She couldn’t leave the chair, but she most certainly could reach the clothespins with her hands and take them off.  She looked back at Vicki.  
“See,” said Vicki.  “You don’t even know the rules, but you know you can’t take the clothespins off.  Say thank you and then I’ll let you take them off.”
“Thank you, Vicki,” said Melinda.
“Thank me for what?”
“Thank you for… hurting my nipples.”
“OK, Melinda kitty girl, you can take the one off your right nipple.”
Melinda reached her hand to her chest and took off only one clothespin.  She held it out, not knowing what to do with it now.  
Her sister explained what she was to do with it.  “Reach under Paula and grab her right nipple.  I want you to make it hard like I did yours and then put the clothespin on her.”
With her hands bound, Melinda found it awkward to reach under Paula and tweak her nipple until it was hard, but she managed.  “Oooohhh,” moaned Paula in anticipation of the pain she was being prepared for.  She’d heard Melinda’s reaction when the pins had first been applied.  “Please, Vicki, don’t make her do it,” she pleaded.  
“But she has to now,” said Vicki.  “Know why?”
“No, why?”
“Because, because, because,” said Vicki with a sinister smile.  
“Because why?” asked Paula, her voice quavering.
“Because I told her to,” said Vicki.  “Because now if I stopped her you’d think all you had to do is whine and I’d change my mind.  Nope, can’t do it.”  As she said it, all three girls knew that became a rule of the game.  
Melinda pulled down on Paula’s swollen and hard nipple with one hand and clipped the clothespin on with the other.  “Aaahhhh, owwwww,” whined Paula.  She thought about taking it off, but it was against the rules.  She didn’t know what Vicki would do if she broke the rules, but being tied, naked, and helpless, she didn’t want to find out.  
“That’s my good little kitty girl,” said Vicki, rewarding Paula with a soft caress on her cheek.  “Now, Melinda, you may take off the other clothespin and put it on Paula.”
Melinda wasted no time in removing the pin and getting it clipped on her best friend.  Again Paula moaned in pain, but did nothing.  
“You just might just be my favorite kitty girl,” said Vicki as she watched Paula squirm.  Melinda felt a pang of jealousy that Paula might be Vicki’s favorite.  Vicki bent low to Paula’s face and kissed her long and hard.  When she broke the kiss, she said, “Know what makes you my favorite?”
“N-no,” said Paula.  It felt nice in an odd sort of way to be Vicki’s favorite, but she wasn’t sure if she really wanted to be.  
“Because you held still and let Melinda do it to you.  You did just what I wanted you to do.  See, I surprised Melinda with the clips, but you knew what was coming and you held still anyway.”
Paula nodded.  “Thank you for hurting my nipples,” she said.  
“That’s so sweet,” said Vicki.  “Here, let me take them off now.”
Paula stretched up offering her flat chest to Vicki.  The young mistress pulled off the clothespins and then quickly bent to kiss Paula’s sore nipples.  She kissed, licked, and sucked on them, making Paula forget the pain.  
“I’ll bet that feels good,” said Vicki.  
“Uh huh,” agreed Paula.  It did feel good.  It felt good on her nipples and it felt good down between her legs. After two orgasms now, she knew why it felt good and wanted more of it. 
“You do it to me now,” said Vicki, offering her small tits to the 10-year-old.  Paula leaned forward and did as she was told.  This was much more fun than having her nipples hurt.  
“Can I do it some, too,” asked Melinda.  
“Sure,” said Vicki.  “You want to do it to me or to Paula?”
“To you,” said Melinda quickly.  She hadn’t even thought of doing it to Paula.  But now she glanced at her friend’s nipples, too.  
“How about both of us,” said Vicki.  “But me first.”
“OK,” said Melinda.  
Vicki stepped closer to Melinda and let her little sister suck on her nipples for a minute.  “Now do Paula,” said Vicki.  
She watched the two girls turn and stretch just so they lick and suck on each other’s hard nipples.  When she was as excited as she could stand, Vicki untied the girls’ leashes from the chair and led them over to her bed.  She lay down on her back and guided Paula on her hands and knees until the precious little pussy was right above her.  She could tilt her head back and look up at Paula’s chest.  Paula was trembling with excitement as well.  
Paula jumped as Vicki’s tongue first touched her.  She hadn’t known what to expect, but the touch of the soft tongue on her inner thigh felt nice.  She felt it trace up her thigh and then lick her tingling pussy right where she wanted it.  
Contented sounds rumbled from Vicki as the older girl licked at the bald pussy.  This was her second time this afternoon that she was attending to the preteens’ pussies and she’d already decided she liked the slick 10-year-old pussies far better than her friends’ downy or hairy pussies.  She licked furiously at the damp pussy, coaxing more juices from it and more squirming and squealing from the happy Paula. 
Reaching up to put her hands on Paula’s soft ass, Vicki pulled her face firmly against Paula’s pussy, pushing her tongue inside the virgin cunt.  Then she licked up and down the tasty slit until Paula came and rolled contentedly onto her back.   
“Now you do it,” Vicki said to her sister.  
“Do it?” asked Melinda in confusion.  There were so many choices and they all looked like fun.  Did Vicki want her to lick Paula?  Was she supposed to lick Vicki?  Was she supposed to take Paula’s place?  “Do what?”
“Come get over me like Paula was,” demanded Vicki.  “I want your pussy, too.”  
“Cool,” said Melinda as she positioned herself over Vicki’s face.  Then she too felt the touch of Vicki’s tongue tracing on her thighs before it homed in on her pussy.  This time Vicki’s hands ran up her sister’s tummy and to her flat chest where they found Melinda’s proud nipples.  “Ooo, yeah,” cooed Melinda as her sister teased her closer and closer to orgasm.  The pull on her nipples sent chills through her body until the eager tongue brought her over the edge.  
“Now do me,” Vicki told the kitty girls, demanding her payment as their mistress.  “Melinda, you lick my pussy this time.  Paula, come suck my tits.”  
After Vicki came, the three lay cuddling on the bed for a few minutes.  Later, as they pulled themselves apart, Vicki told the two of them.  “I want you in my room every Saturday afternoon from now on.”  The two girls nodded happily.  Their own tie up games had never been this much fun.  
When Harry went into the room where Wendy lay waiting, he found much the same thing as Vicki had found.  Wendy looked at him, fear in her eyes – fear of the unknown.  She’d asked for this, but everything had changed when Harry’s mom came home and caught them.  “P-p-please, H-harry,” said Wendy as she lay stretched and vulnerable.  “Let me go.”  But she could tell from his look that he wasn’t going to.  
Harry was a bit confused at Wendy’s words.  She’s asked for this.  When he’d left her, she was an eager and willing participant.  Now she was not.  Had he been a gentleman, he might have released her.  But he was a horny teen who’d been urged on by this little sexpot and given ideas by his own mom.  Now as he ran his eyes over his body, both his cock and his resolve hardened.  
“We’ve got a few things to take care of before I let you go, Wendy,” said Harry, determined to follow his mo… Isis’ advice.  He stepped close to the struggling girl, raised his hand, and brought his palm firmly down on Wendy’s thigh. 
“Owwww,” said Wendy as she was slapped for the first time.  “No, I don’t want…”
“Quiet,” snapped Harry, slapping her thigh again.  He was pleased that her mouth shut instantly.  She gazed back at him with a new fear in her eyes.  “You’re a pretty girl,” said Harry.  “Very lovely.”  He raised his hand again.  “Very sexy.”  Slap!  “I’m going to give you just what you want.”
He walked around the bed.  “Tied like that I can look anywhere I want.  I can admire your pretty little perfect tits.  I can stare at your hot and helpless pussy.  I can gaze into your beautiful eyes.  And I can touch you anyway I want.  I can caress your skin.”  He ran his hands over her tummy.  “Or I can slap you.”   He slapped her other thigh, making her jump.  
“You know you’re a naughty girl for letting yourself get tied up like that.”
“Uh uh,” Wendy shook her head no.  “I’m not a…”  Slap!  She shut her mouth.   
“That wasn’t really a question,” said Harry.  “You are a naughty girl.  Do you know what naughty girls get?”
“Uh uh,” said Wendy, daring a quick answer with a shake of her head.  She winced, wondering if a slap was coming.  
“That’s right,” said Harry.  “You don’t know, but you have an idea.  Now I’m going to show you what naughty girls get.”
He lay on top of her, pressing his lips to hers and forcing his tongue into her mouth.  She resisted for a moment, but he’d been there before with her permission.  Not only was it pointless to resist him, it felt good to have him kiss her.  She felt a warmth in her body as he took her.  This was what she’d wanted – to have him take control.  
Harry kissed his way down her throat, her shoulders, and finally to her tits.  There he sucked on them for a few seconds before taking a nipple between his teeth.  He bit softly, but it was enough to surprise her.  And when he pulled up, stretching her nipple, it hurt.  “Aahhhh,” she gasped in surprise, but there was nothing she could do to stop him.  As the warmth spread, she knew there was nothing that she wanted to do to stop him.  She was just thinking, if this is what naughty girls get, then I’m going to be naughty with him anytime and then she blanched when he pulled out the clothespins.  
She didn’t know what the clothespins were for, but she knew they were out of place between two lovers.  She watched warily as Harry teased her nipple until it stuck half an inch out.  Then he casually reached out with his thumb and forefinger, stretching it even more as he clamped the clothespin on her.  There was a brief moment as the jaws of the clamp were still open, poised around her sensitive nipple, where she thought, this is gonna hurt.  Then the clamp closed.  “Eeeeeee, Harrreeeee,” she squealed as pain shot through her tit.  
For the second time the thought of releasing her went through Harry’s head.  He wondered what had possessed him to this cruelty until he saw her delectable body writhing in pain.  Nothing had ever looked sexier to him and his cock had never been harder.  So, instead of releasing her, he bent to suck on the other nipple.  
Shock and disbelief went through Wendy, catching her squeals in her throat as he bent to the second nipple.  He was going to do it to the other one, too!  Now she became fully aware of her precarious position.  Her hands were useless.  She was practically shoving her tits out, begging for him to do whatever he wanted.  She looked down at her own heaving chest, watching him suckle on her tit.  This is what naughty girls get, she thought.  
As he pulled her second nipple up with his thumb and forefinger, she watched with a curious anticipation.  This was gonna hurt again, but there was no sense of dread.  This is what naughty girls get, she reminded herself as the clamp closed on her.  “Haaahhh, aaahhh,” she gasped as the pain shot through her.  She gritted her teeth and looked down at her tits.  To her, the recently grown mounds on her chest had been a nuisance, an oddity, and a distraction.  For the first time she saw them as sexy.  Amid the pain, she was happy that she was sexy.  She felt good that he’d taken the time to adorn her tits, to focus both their attention on them.  Without even a conscious thought, she arched her back slightly, pushing her chest and her tits just a little higher.  
She licked her lips, pouting them sexily at him.  As her sister had learned, she knew there were rules to the game.  He’d made it clear that she wasn’t to speak.  And even more, she knew a naughty girl couldn’t ask for what she wanted.  She was pleased when Harry took the unspoken invitation and pressed his lips roughly to hers.  A tingling warmth started in her stomach.  This tingle was distinctly different from anything she’d ever felt before.  Instinctively she knew it was sexual, but with more depth than ever.  
Harry pulled away from her.  He rose and stood by the bed, again running his eyes over her.  The clothespins had heightened his awareness of Wendy’s helplessness, too.  He’d wondered about using them as Vicki had described, but now he knew they would stay for a while.  The fear had faded from Wendy’s eyes to be replaced by a look he wasn’t quite familiar with.  The look of submission and lust in her eyes conjured up one word for him… hunger.  She wanted more.  
Running his eyes down to her pussy, Harry noticed how wet she was.  It was not only her eyes, but her pussy that was begging for more.  From his studies, Harry knew there was one way to stimulate the brain and another to stimulate something else like a pussy.  Instinctively he knew that stimulating Wendy’s brain would bring more pleasure.  Her pussy would have to wait for a few minutes.  Instead, he knelt over her face, his cock dangling right in front of her.  “Lick it,” he told her.  
When Harry eyed her pussy, she thought about how easily he’d hurt her nipples… but it was her pussy that he’d called helpless. Just what did he have in mind for her helpless pussy? Then he drew attention to the fact that her mouth was nearly as helpless. 
Her tongue snaked out and licked the shaft.  The sight of her nude, tied, and struggling in pain had been erotic, but as her tongue ran up and down his cock, Harry felt a sexual rush.  The sense of having someone do his bidding was thrilling.  The sight of a 12-year-old girl licking his cock at his command was even better.  He knew from his many masturbatory experiences that he was close to cumming, but that this level of stimulation would keep him only close… never all the way.  He needed more.  And she needed his cock in her pussy.  
Still, there was one more thing left to fulfill his fantasy.  He pulled back and rose slightly, positioning the tip of his cock to her submissive tongue.  She licked the head, catching his precum.  She pulled back in surprise as the taste changed.  Then she licked again.  As he pushed down, she opened her mouth, letting him in.  She knew it was what he wanted.  And so it was what she wanted.  But, he only gave her a taste, a hint of his cock.  He couldn’t wait any longer.  
Moving quickly, desperately, he slid down her body and put his cock to the entrance of her sopping cunt.  God, yes, she thought, finally. It’s helpless just for you.  She dared not speak it.  She almost wanted to yell, no, stop, don’t.  It seemed like the right thing to say.  But then he might actually stop.  She was glad he didn’t.  As his cock slid to its entire depth in one smooth stroke, she gasped in pleasure.  It had been there earlier in the afternoon, but this was so much different, so much better.  
They both came quicker than they wanted.  There was a promise of even greater pleasure had they held off.  But, there was no waiting today.  She screamed unintelligibly, expressing her rapture while trying not to thank him over and over.  He simply grunted, his face locked in what looked to Wendy as the most painful experience he’d ever had.  
For a few minutes they lay together, their sweaty bodies gradually recovering from the exertion.  Then, Harry pulled away.  He stood and pulled his underwear and pants on.  He untied Wendy.  They dressed silently, unsure of how to transition from the slave-master role to just a couple of kids again.  The moment was awkward until Harry remembered the one thing he had left to do.  “Come back next Saturday.  We’ll do it… better.”
She steadied herself.  There was a better?  But she knew he was right.  There was more.  There was a better.  Yet, saying, “Sure, yeah, OK,” to the boy who’d just raped and abused her seemed wrong.  And there was something she needed to say.  “OK, but from now on, whenever I’m in your house, I’m your… your… I mean, I… you own me.  You are my master and I’m your slave.”
“Huh?”
“I mean, from walking in the front door until I leave.  You can do what you want.  But, and this is important… only here.  Not outside.”
He grinned.  He ‘owned’ her.  That sounded great.  “OK, from now on.  Not today.”  The mood was lost.  Today he couldn’t own her from here to the front door.  He walked her out and kissed her as she left.  
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Wendy and Paula spent an uncomfortable few days at home.  Both knew they’d surrendered to their master or mistress.  And both were embarrassed that their sister knew of the surrender.  They went about their daily routines without incident, but when they were together, Wendy knew that Paula had submitted to Vicki and Paula knew that Wendy had done the same for Harry.  They kept their silence and their distance.  
On Monday and Tuesday, Paula went to see her best friend.  It wasn’t until the Wednesday visit that Melinda said, “Let’s play tie up again.”
“Everybody’s here,” said Paula.  “Your mom, your brother, and your sister.” They’d all taken advantage of them before.  She didn’t know what would happen now.  The tie up game had gone from suggestive to down right dangerous.  
“In my room,” said Melinda.  “Nobody’s going to find us,” she assured Paula.  “You can do me first,” she volunteered. 
“No, me first,” said Paula.  She stripped her clothes off down to her white cotton panties.  Melinda did the same.  They’d done this so many times it was comfortable for them to be almost naked together.  Melinda had a reason for offering to go first, but since Paula had been eager to go first, she forgot her main reason and gave in.  
Minutes later Paula was tied with her hands behind her back.  Usually the game ended there, but Melinda bent to lick at Paula’s nipples.  Her friend responded with sounds of pleasure.  
It was then that Melinda grabbed Paula’s red ponytail and pulled her toward the door.  “What?” gasped the redhead.
While Paula had suffered in embarrassed silence with her sister for the past few days, Melinda had her own problems.  Her brother and sister had wasted no time in telling her about Isis.  She knew she was the lone submissive in the family.  To prove she wasn’t, she now led the nearly naked Paula from her room and out to where her mother was sweeping the floor.  
Paula had no problem with her submissive role, though she’d expected her next performance to be on Saturday.  Surprised, but not unwilling, she let herself be led down the hall and into the room where Melinda’s mom was dusting.  
“Look what I got,” said Melinda, drawing her mom’s attention 
“Nice, dear,” said Isis, admiring the slender form.  “Why is she still wearing panties?”
“Oh, um,” Melinda noticed her faux pas.  She pulled Paula’s panties to the floor, exposing her friend’s pussy and ass.  
“Much better,” said Isis.  She knew her youngest daughter did not share the family bent toward domination, but it was still cute to see her try.  “Your brother is in his room playing video games.  Your sister is in the den watching TV.  Why don’t you take her to one of them?”
“What?!” said Paula.  Moms didn’t volunteer naked young girls to be sacrificed.  
As Isis stepped forward, the little girl took a step backwards until she pressed up against Melinda.  “Tied and naked girls don’t get a say in this house,” said Isis, her face just inches from Paula’s.  “I gave her two choices.  How about I suggest she run you around the yard naked and tied?”
“No,” squeaked Paula.  
Melinda walked her friend back to her brother’s room.  Pausing outside the door of his room, she looked at Paula.  “Somebody’s going to suck cock.”  Deep inside she wasn’t sure that somebody would be only Paula; she was hoping that it wouldn’t be her as well.  She knocked on the door.
“Go away,” said Harry.  It was his usual response.  Only mom dared to defy his command.  
Melinda took a deep breath and turned the door knob.  She pushed opened the door and pulled Paula in by her hair.  “Still want me to go away?” she challenged him as she presented the nude 10-year-old.  
There wasn’t much that would distract Harry from his game, but he turned his head and gaped at Paula.  Then, he turned back long enough to pause his game.  In one way this wasn’t much different than how he’d caught the two girls on the weekend.  His sister was wearing just her panties, though she wasn’t tied.  Paula was naked and tied.  Yet, in another, very important way it was entirely different.  Melinda was in a much different role, offering Paula to him.  
“Come on in,” said Harry as he eyed the two.  He’d had the opportunity to probe both girls with his finger and decided they were far too undeveloped and tight for his cock.  There was only one thing Paula could do for him.  He looked at his little sister as he asked “You want to watch her suck my cock?”
“Yeah,” said Melinda.  She pushed Paula forward.  
Harry turned his chair to face the two girls so that as Melinda pushed her friend forward, she was positioned right between Harry’s legs.  Melinda pushed Paula to her knees as Harry unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock.  
Without command or ceremony, Paula started licking Harry’s cock.  This time she knew what would happen in the end.  She felt put out that her best friend had offered her up like she was nothing, but she’d seen the look of desire in Harry’s eyes.  She knew he’d given up his precious video game for her.  She knew just how much a skinny, little, flat chested girl like her could arouse the older boy.  And this time she knew it was just her that he wanted.  
Paula licked up and down the hard cock, noticing the sounds that Harry made.  Despite the sounds of pleasure, she also knew that her tongue alone would not suffice.  For a couple of minutes she wondered if he would demand she suck him.  Then it became a game as she wondered just how long she could lick up and down, up and down, up and down until he asked for more.  She knew he wouldn’t cum until he put his cock inside her mouth, but she wasn’t going to offer.  
“Jesus, you little tease,” said Harry in desperation suddenly.  He took her head in his hands and shoved his cock into her mouth.  She felt she’d won a small victory.  With a mouthful of cock, the smile on her face wasn’t discernable.  When his cock spewed out its cum, she didn’t have to share it with Melinda this time.  
Now that was done, Melinda wasn’t sure what to do.  She simply said, “Let’s go,” as she pulled Paula to her feet.  As Paula had felt victory, Melinda felt a sense of loss.  She pulled her friend out of the room and back to her room.  
Back in Melinda’s room, Paula simply said, “Your turn.”  She turned her back to Melinda and let her friend untie her.  Once she was free she said, “I need my panties back.”
Though she’d just been out wearing only her panties, Melinda put on her robe to venture out again.  She went out to the now vacant living room and retrieved Paula’s panties for her.  She watched Paula put her panties back on and then, she let Paula tie her.  It was as Paula was tying the last knot that left her arms totally useless that Melinda realized her mistake.  She could only hope that Paula was forgiving.  
But, Paula spun her around and said, “I wonder if your brother wants another blow job.  Want to suck some cock like I did?”  
Melinda knew there wasn’t a right answer to that question.  She knew that Paula would do whatever she wanted.  
“Actually,” continued Paula. “I kind of liked your mom’s idea.  Maybe I’ll run you around outside and see how many boys come out to play with you.”  
That got Melinda’s attention.  She didn’t want to have to do that.  “No, not that. Anything but that.  I think she was kidding about that.”
“You have only one other option,” said Paula.
“What?” asked Melinda.  She’d do just about anything.  
“We’re going to find your sister and when we do, you going to say…” she smiled as she explained her plan to Melinda.  She pulled down Melinda’s panties as the final preparation.  
“Oh, shit,” said Melinda as she realized what Paula wanted.  But there was nothing she could do as Paula grabbed her by the hair and led her to find Vicki.  
As she was pushed in front of Vicki, Melinda did as she was told.  She was naked and tied, Vicki’s eyes roaming her young body, as she said, “This little slut needs a spanking and then, ummm, then I want to eat my big sister’s pussy.”
The promise of fun with her little sister went up a notch as the 10-year-old said her lines.  She’d clearly been put up to it by Paula, but it was still hot to have Melinda say she needed to be spanked.  She understood that Paula was off limits for now.  She didn’t know that Paula had already taken a turn, but she did know that it was Melinda’s turn.  “Want to wear some clothespins for me, too?” asked Vicki as she rose from her chair.  
“No,” said Melinda.  
Vicki just smiled her sinister smile and said, “Try and stop me.”  She grabbed Melinda’s ear and pulled the helpless girl down the hall and into her room.  
“Ow, ow, ow,” wailed Melinda as she stumbled after her sister.  It was hard to keep up and keep her balance.  She was already thinking that Paula had gotten the good end of this deal.  Harry hadn’t hurt Paula, he’d just fucked her mouth. Vicki was being mean and would end up with Melinda’s tongue in her pussy.  
As they stepped into Vicki’s bedroom, Melinda wondered if she was going to wear the kitty costume again.  That didn’t seem to be on the agenda this time as Vicki just put Melinda face down on the bed.  Melinda was happy to be face down because that meant she couldn’t have clothespins put on her nipples.  For now she was safe, but that could easily be changed.  
Turning her head to the side, she could see Paula watching.  Paula was pressed against the wall, wanting to watch, but not wanting to draw attention to herself. She could also hear Vicki rummaging around in her drawer, gathering clothespins.  
After collecting her toys, Vicki paused to take off her outer clothes.  Wearing only her bra and panties, she reached for Melinda.  She started by caressing the little girl gently.  She had a surprise for Melinda and she wanted to keep it a surprise for now.  Under her hand she could feel Melinda trembling.  She cast a glance at Paula, intently staring at them.  Then, she turned her attention back to Melinda.
Vicki took her time.  She enjoyed touching her sister’s soft skin.  Her caressing ran over Melinda’s legs, her ass, and her back.  Though she knew Melinda was enjoying it, she also noticed that Melinda was still tensed, expecting the clothespins at any moment.  She stopped and grabbed Melinda’s slender hips and pulled them into the air. For a moment, Melinda resisted and then let herself be put in an excellent position for a spanking.  Melinda’s ass was sticking up in the air, accentuated by her effort to protect her chest firmly against the bed.  
Vicki picked up a clothespin with one hand, using the other hand to spread Melinda’s pussy lips.  She stroked the 10-year-old’s plump pussy, gradually working her finger under one of those tender pussy lips.  Then she pulled the pussy lip down with her thumb and forefinger, reaching between Melinda’s legs with the clothespin ever so carefully.  
Melinda was enjoying the touches of her sister.  While her body was tense, she had a contented look on her face.  She could see Paula watching still as Melinda toyed with her pussy.  Even the unbidden touch to her most private area felt good.  That’s when she saw Paula’s expression change from flat to surprised.  She had half a second to wonder what Vicki was doing that would earn that reaction from Paula when suddenly pain shot through her pussy.  
“Eeeaaaaa,” she squealed, rising up off the bed.  She turned onto her back, trying to get her pussy away from Vicki, but that only made her more exposed.  Looking down, Melinda saw the clothespin clamped tightly to her labia.  “Vickiieeeee,” wailed Melinda.  “It hurts.  Get it off.”  She tugged at her restraints, but Paula had lots of practice and was good with her knots.  She squirmed, but there was no way to dislodge the clamp.  
As Vicki reached out with another clothespin at the ready, Melinda tried to squirm right off the bed.  But, Vicki caught her and pinned her.  The big sister was quicker getting the second one in place.  She didn’t tease Melinda, but simply clamped the clothespin down on the other side of Melinda’s pussy.  
Vicki grabbed Melinda’s ankles and pulled them up and apart.  It was an easy way to control the bound girl.  It also gave her a great view of her sister’s tortured pussy.  The squirming and squealing that came from Melinda only made her more excited.  She could feel the wetness in her pussy and the tingle of excitement.  
As Melinda’s struggles calmed and her squeals became whines, Vicki asked, “Can I do your nipples now?”
“Uh huh, uh huh,” agreed Melinda, ready to do anything to get the pins off their current location.  
Vicki bent over Melinda’s chest, sucking and pulling on first one nipple and then the other.  She took her time, knowing that for Melinda she wasn’t working fast enough.  When both nipples were hard and erect, she pulled out a second set of clothespins.  Melinda gaped in horror as Vicki put first one and then the other clothespin on her nipples.  Now she had them on both top and bottom.  
“Vicki, please,” whined Melinda.  Now she knew for sure that Paula had gotten the good end of the deal.  Harry had been finished with Paula by now, but Vicki was just getting started.  “I don’t want them on.  They hurt.”
“Oh yeah,” said Vicki.  That was pretty much the point, but she didn’t want to torture Melinda all afternoon.  “What was it you did want?”
Melinda stared for a moment at her sister.  “To go now?”
“No, no, no,” said Vicki.  “You can’t go until you get what you asked for.”
Melinda had to think for a moment.  She didn’t remember asking for anything and then it came to her.  “A spanking and to lick pussy?”
“That was it,” said Vicki.  She winked at Paula, who smiled back.  “So, I’ll take off all four clothespins if you say, ‘Vicki, please spank my cute little ass,’ OK?”
“Vicki, please spank my cute little ass,” said Melinda softly.  
Vicki reached out and removed the clothespins.  “Now roll over and put that cute little ass up in the air.”
Melinda knew she had no choice, so she rolled over and pushed her bottom up.  
“Perfect,” said Vicki.  She picked up her paddle and delivered four quick swats, one for each of the clothespins she removed.  The cute little ass wiggled invitingly as she smacked it.  She wanted to taste her little sister’s pussy, but first she said to Paula, “If you take off your panties, I’ll lick you, too.”  She wanted them both.  
Without a sound, Paula shook her head no.  
“You’re sure,” said Vicki.  “I promise, no spanking, no clothespins.  You just get to cum.”
Again Paula shook her head no.  
“I’ll bet it’s been since Saturday that you came last,” said Vicki.  “I’ll do it again, but not with your panties on.”  This time she didn’t want for Paula’s answer.  She turned back to Melinda, stripped off the last of her clothes and crawled between her sister’s legs until she was looking up at the beautiful little pussy.  Then, she reached up to run her tongue up the sweet slit.  
For Vicki, it was almost as much fun to eat as it was to be eaten.  It was foreplay of the most erotic nature.  She thrilled at the sight of her bound sister squirming now with pleasure instead of pain.  It didn’t take long for Melinda to cum and when Vicki slid out from under Melinda, there was Paula, naked and waiting.  
“Oh, yeah,” said Vicki.  She was hot and ready to cum, but she couldn’t resist Paula.  She laid the 10-year-old on her back, spread her legs, and licked Paula to an orgasm.  
For the finale, Vicki positioned Melinda so her face was pressed to her big sister’s pussy.  Melinda could do nothing but lick up the juices.  Paula attended to Vicki’s tits, and the two little girls drove Vicki past crazy and all the way to heaven.
On Saturday afternoon, Melinda was in a stew.  She knew that Wendy and Paula had been invited back.  Invited!  They hadn’t been ordered to return, not that ordering them would do much good.  The problem was Harry and Vicki were expecting the two sisters.  They acted like there was no question the two would come back for more of what they’d had last Saturday and what Paula had on Wednesday.  Melinda wasn’t so sure and if Wendy and Paula didn’t show, there was only her to entertain her two older siblings.  
Caught 
By Kenna
Chapter 6
As the clock approached the appointed hour of 1:00 PM, Melinda tried to put herself in the shoes of Wendy and Paula.  If she didn’t have to be in the house right now, would she?  She didn’t know that Wendy had told Harry she wanted to be his slave, but she did know that when she and Paula talked about Vicki in whispered tones, Paula said Vicki was mean, dirty, and even twisted.  
Those words pretty much summed up Melinda’s feelings about her sister.  But she also remembered having the tail poked up her butt and how Vicki had made her feel good just by moving that butt plug in and out.  She remembered how Vicki’s tongue felt on her pussy.  She shivered as she remembered kissing her sister with her tongue.  Though she felt herself getting excited over those thoughts, there was still doubt whether the good feelings were worth the spanking and the clothespins.  
Right at 1 o’clock there was a knock on the door.  Harry responded immediately.  As he opened the door, Paula came in followed by Wendy.  Paula went quickly to stand by Melinda, while Wendy waited in front of her master, her head hanging in submission.  She was wearing a short skirt and tank top that showed a strip of bare midriff.  
“Leave your shoes at the door and follow me,” said Harry.  
Wendy did as she was told.  She paused as she stepped into the living room.  Paula and Melinda were seated on the couch with Vicki in the middle.  Vicki had clearly laid claim to the two 10-year-olds.  Harry, a few steps ahead of her, sat down in a chair beside the couch.  Coming closer, Wendy was the center of attention.  She stopped right in front of the four expectant faces.  
“You look very nice, Wendy,” said Harry.  “I appreciate that you’re dressed nicely for me.  Now I want you to dance for us.”
“Yes, master,” answered Wendy.  She’d given thought to how she should address him.  Even though she’d selected those words carefully, they sounded strange coming from her.  She blushed, embarrassed now that she’d said it in front of Paula.  Now that she knew what was expected of her, she noticed the music playing.  The music sounded foreign, Oriental, but it had a good beat and her hips swayed in time to the music.  The music made it feel like she was a harem girl dancing for her master.  She raised her hands over her head, moving her arms like rising serpents, and wiggling her entire body back and forth to the beat.  
Wendy felt good to be dancing for the audience.  It was sexy to have all their eyes on her and she tried to make the dance as suggestive as possible.  Her hands brushed her already short skirt, raising it to flash her thighs.  She turned her back to them, moving her ass and looking over her shoulder to watch their faces as she did.  
“Take off your top,” said Harry.  “Do it slowly.”
Wendy felt a shiver run through her body at the command.  It changed everything as she realized she was going to put on a real show for the four of them.  Yet, she didn’t do it right away.  Teasing her audience, she pulled up the hem of her shirt to expose more of her smooth tummy.  She pulled it back down and up again.  She turned her back to them, raising her top over her small tits and pulling it back down before she turned to face them again.  Finally, she pulled it up over her tits and all the way over her head.  She tossed it to the side and looked back at her audience, her eyes meeting theirs for the first time since she’d exposed her breasts.  The look in their eyes sent a chill through her again.  Four pairs of eyes were watching her tits sway back and forth.  Harry seemed ready to rise out of his chair as she ran her hands up to cup her tits.  
It wasn’t more than 30 seconds later that Harry said, “Now the skirt.  Take off the skirt.”  She tingled as she thought about what that meant.  She’d worn tiny panties just for her master.  She hadn’t expected the rest of the audience would see them.  Her eyes lingered on Vicki’s face for a moment.  Her best friend was a lesbian and just as eager to see Wendy’s tits as Harry was.  She wanted Harry to want her, but it was exciting that Vicki wanted her, too.  
Wendy unzipped her skirt and let it slide down her legs.  She blushed as her panties came into view, but she kept dancing as the skirt hit the floor.  The panties she wore were nothing more than a triangle of cloth over her pussy with ties at her hips and a thong up her butt.  For a moment the embarrassment won and she danced facing them.  Then she felt the thrill of submission.  She wanted them to see her ass.  Slowly she turned so they could see that her panties covering nothing in back.  Swaying her ass back and forth, she reached for a tie on her hip.  She kept her panties in place as she turned to face them again and undid the other tie.  
For a moment Wendy danced just like that.  Her hips move in time to the music, but her hands kept the panties from falling.  She hadn’t been told to take off her panties, so she wanted to give her master time to stop her if this wasn’t what he wanted.  When he only watched her hips eagerly, she knew he wanted it.  The 12-year-old pulled the panties free, feeling four sets of eyes on her pussy as she wiggled it in front of them.  She danced with her legs slightly spread so they could see her treasures.  To her surprise, Harry didn’t indicate they were done.  With no other command, Wendy kept dancing in the nude.  It was several minutes later that Harry finally rose.  
Vicki had agreed that her brother could set the tone by making Wendy dance for them. It had been arousing to watch her friend be so submissive. Wendy was a pretty girl and Vicki had enjoyed the few times Wendy had allowed her to sample her charms.  By the time Harry led his slave away, Vicki was extremely aroused.  She reached for Paula’s right ear and Melinda’s left ear.  Pulling the two to their feet, she turned them to face her.  “Get in my room right now,” she growled as she let go of their ears.  
Melinda gaped at her sister.  She’d never heard that tone of voice from Vicki before.  Suddenly she realized she was way behind Paula.  The little redhead was little more than a distant, bobbing pony tail when she turned.  With a cold feeling in the pit of her stomach, Melinda ran after Paula, wondering if this was a race.  She could hear Vicki right on her heels as she scampered down the hall.  She heard a door slam and when she came around the corner, the door to Vicki’s room was shut.  Damn, Paula had shut it on them.  She fumbled with the knob, feeling Vicki press against her. “Slow, too slow,” said Vicki.  “Who’s licking pussy first?  C’mon Melinda, open the door.  What’s the matter?”  The door opened and Melinda spilled in with Vicki right behind her.  
Paula was already in the far corner, sitting with her knees up and peering nervously at them as they came in.  She had her arms wrapped around her knees, wondering what would come first.  Vicki grabbed Melinda by her short dark hair and pulled her up short.  Her other hand reached between Melinda’s legs. Brushing her sister’s shorts and panties to the side, Vicki’s thumb sank into Melinda’s asshole while her index finger went into her cunt.  Holding her little sister by her hair in one hand and like a six pack of sodas in the other, she tossed the 10-year-old on the bed.  
“Huuunnhh,” gasped Melinda as she fell on the bed.  The fingers in her butt and pussy had felt weird, especially as they popped free.  Like her body had wanted them to stay.  Her eyes were wide with surprise. 
“Move and it will only be worse,” said Vicki.  
Melinda froze.  She watched as Vicki stripped off all of her clothes.  This was the first time that her big sister had gotten naked before her.  It didn’t bode well for her.  Vicki reached for her sister’s feet and pulled off her shoes and socks with a quick tug.  She pulled down Melinda’s shorts and panties.  Then she climbed over the trembling girl and pulled her shirt off over her head.  The two of them were naked as Vicki now turned to Paula.  “Move and it will only be worse,” she said to the frightened girl.  
Vicki got a shiver of delight from the looks on the little girls’ faces.  They were such cute and submissive little toys.  She’d discussed this with Isis and found her ideas worked just as promised.  
With that said, Vicki’s attention returned back to Melinda.  She moved up to put her damp pussy right over Melinda’s face.  “Lick me,” she commanded to her sister.  Watching Wendy had been so exciting, she couldn’t wait any more.  “Lick me and make me cum.”  She looked down as Melinda’s little pink tongue darted out to satisfy her.  Vicki was glad that her sister hadn’t hesitated.  She desperately needed the relief.  It was barely a minute before she had her first orgasm of the afternoon.  
Then the 12-year-old rose slowly, more in control.  She turned to Paula, still crouched in the corner.  “Stand up and put your hands on the bed.”  As Vicki climbed off the bed, she gave the same command to Melinda.  Vicki pulled them by their hips away from the bed.  Just about another foot away left them leaning forward, hand still on the bed with their asses sticking out.  The one difference was that Melinda was nude while Paula was still fully clothed.  
“I want you to think about something, Paula,” said Vicki.  “My two little toys are about to get a spanking.  Do you want two swats on your butt for every one that Melinda gets on her naked butt.  Or do you want to be naked, too, and get just one for one?  I’ll be back in a minute.  When I come back, I want both of you in that same position.  Paula… make your decision and either strip or not while I’m gone.  But be right there with your hands on the bed when I return.”
Vicki went out of the room to get Isis.  The agreement was that Isis would show her a few things.  The 12-year-old thought it would be wickedly wonderful to have ideas from an expert.  It would also be very embarrassing for it to be her mom, but she was prepared for that.  
Neither Melinda nor Paula even knew that Melinda’s mom was in the house.  She was supposed to be at the store.  She was waiting in the living room, knowing that her two oldest children were already engaged with their subs.  At the sight of Vicki, she rose and handed her daughter a paper bag.  
Knowing the contents of the bag, Vicki turned and led Isis to her bedroom.  Opening the door, she saw a now naked Paula standing just where she’d been.  Without looking back, she could tell from the looks on Melinda and Paula when Isis stepped through the door.  Though neither of them would know her as anything except Melinda’s mom.  
“What’s she doing here?” asked Paula.
“You allow them to speak?” said Isis in surprise.  
“Quiet,” barked Vicki.  “Neither of you is allowed to speak.”  She hadn’t even thought of that kind of command.  She was just thinking what the girls’ tongues and bodies could do for her.  
Isis had levels and levels of torment for adult subs.  Today the two 10-year-olds would just get a hint of what it meant to be owned.  Hopefully enough to lure them deeper.  They would be seduced slowly into greater and greater submission.  The goal was to sate their desire to belong to someone and please their mistress.  She was, in fact, there only for effect.  Vicki had already been coached in what to do.  The point of having Isis in the room was to show the young subs that Vicki could share them.  
Vicki saw that her mom was right.  She hadn’t expected this and would never have considered it, but neither of the girls had moved from that oh so inviting position of thrusting her ass out for a spanking.  Melinda might want to, because her mom was in the room.  Paula was shocked to have an adult sharing this experience.  But they didn’t defy Vicki.  
Vicki reached into the bag and pulled out several leather bands with buckles.  First, she collared her slaves. The redheaded Paula got a red collar and Melinda a black one. She picked up four cuffs and knelt behind her two subs.  Then, she put a leather cuff on each of the four slender ankles.  She buckled them in place.  Again the girls watched, but didn’t move.  She gathered up the other four cuffs and put them on the girls’ wrists. The 10-year-olds had worn the collars and wrist cuffs before, but the ankle cuffs were new to Vicki’s collection, courtesy of Isis. 
She turned back to Isis with her possessions collared and wearing matching cuffs.  “Now they really do look like slaves, don’t they?” she observed.  
Though both girls reacted with looks of surprise, neither spoke.  They processed the new title, realizing that it was just that.  Nothing had changed.  They were already doing Vicki’s bidding.  Now they just knew why.  It was their first inkling of why they enjoyed the tie up game so much.  It also told them why the simple tie up game had never been enough.  
“Slaves, this is Mistress Isis.  I am Mistress Vicki.  You will use no other title when addressing us.  But since you may not speak without permission, our names are not that important.”  She stepped behind her slaves and caressed their bare asses gently. “My slaves were very good not to hide from Mistress Isis.  And only one… “she slapped Paula soundly on the butt, “ … dared to question why she was here.  I will bring whoever I want into this room.  And you will not move or speak when I do.”
She grabbed Paula’s ponytail and Melinda’s short hair and pulled them to the foot of her bed.  She stood them facing each other.  Then, she clipped Paula’s right wrist cuff to Melinda’s left.  She clipped all their opposing cuffs together so they were facing, with no other option.  
Then the young mistress tilted Paula’s head to her right and Melinda’s head to her right, just opposite so as she pressed their heads together, their lips met.  Without invitation, they knew what was expected and kissed each other.  Since no command had been given, Vicki looked back at Isis and said, “They are such sluts.  I didn’t even have to tell them to kiss and just looked at them.”  Their tongues were roaming in each other’s mouth, enjoying the passion.  And, they didn’t stop though they both blushed at Vicki’s remarks. 
As the two kissed, Vicki pulled the riding crop from the paper bag.  The kiss broke abruptly as the two little girls saw the new threat from the corners of their eyes. 
Vicki looked back at Isis.  She’d received instruction on the use of a riding crop.  Whips and paddles were to be used firmly, strongly for maximum effect.  The crop, on the other hand, was to be used carefully as a pinpoint punishment device.  “So, this is the wrong way to use it?” she asked her mom as she sliced a blow using the full length of the crop across Melinda’s bare ass. 


“Yeeeeeaaaaa,” squealed Melinda, pretty well convinced that was the right way to use it.  
Just to be fair, Vicki gave Paula a similar swat.  “Wwwooooo, ooowwww,” yelled Paula as the crop stung her unprotected ass.  
“That’s right,” said Isis after the screams died out.  “You have other tools for that.  This is special.  But first, don’t you have one more thing in that bag?”
Oh, yeah, thought Vicki.  She’d forgotten.  She reached in and pulled out the double ball gag.  The two slaves were already bound together at wrists and ankles.  She popped a ball into Paula’s mouth and then one into Melinda’s mouth.  They were nose to nose, lip to lip, sharing the same gag.  Vicki fastened the strap behind their heads so they couldn’t escape from the gag.  
For a moment, Vicki surveyed the sight.  The two girls were exactly the same height.  Their noses touched with neither bending.  Their nipples touched.  Their pussies touched.  Aside from different colored hair, it might have been a mirror reflection.  Then there was also the difference that when she started smacking one butt, only one of two showed the pain.  
She smacked Melinda with just the tip end of the crop, the only sound a soft snap.  Her sister jumped in surprise, squealing in pain though it wasn’t as bad as the smack or the squeal sounded.  Paula only heard the sounds and saw the wild eyes, inches from her.  Boy, that had to have hurt!  Vicki continued to spank her little sister, letting Paula wonder what it felt like.  Melinda’s eyes told a story of pain that Paula’s mind read and magnified.  Which was pretty much the intent.  And as Vicki smacked the same spot over and over, the squeals got louder, the eyes got wider, and then the squirming started.  
Melinda’s body tingled with excitement.  The pain and the attention were incredible.  She could feel the hardness of her nipples and oh how they rubbed so nicely against Paula’s chest.  She felt the wetness of her pussy, a wetness she’d only noticed before when someone was licking her there.  She had no idea why a spanking would do that to her, but it was.  
Paula could feel the hard little nipples etching softly across, around, up, and down… squirming across her chest.  Her own were no less erect, carving similar swirls in Melinda’s chest.  The sight… dang, the eyes inches from her… and the sound of the squeals was strangely erotic to her.  She wanted it on her own bottom.  She wanted to squeal like that.  She put her right foot between Melinda’s legs and stepped forward to press her thigh against her best friend’s pussy.  Both an offer and a request.  It was met with Melinda’s thigh against her soaking pussy.  
Isis watched in amazement as the two 10-year-olds humped against each other.  She’d always classified the world into doms and subs. It was a black and white distinction for her.  Sure there was a gray area in between, but anyone could be driven to their inclination.  A little bit of dom could turn into a lot of dom.  And a little bit of sub could go a long way into depths never imagined.  She didn’t know if either Melinda or Paula were a little bit when this started, but now they were a lot.  They were subs to the core, enjoying every demeaning moment.  
She also ranked doms and subs on a scale from zero to ten.  A five or a six could swing either way.  She was herself a ten.  Not a trace of submission lay in her.  She’d have to keep a close eye on Harry, Vicki, Wendy, Paula, and Melinda.  Would Vicki kneel to Harry?  Would Paula to Melinda?  She had little question that Wendy would kneel to them all.  There was a hierarchy and she’d have to figure it out.  Well… she didn’t have to, but she wanted to.  
With Melinda squirming and obviously excited, Vicki turned her attention to the redhead Paula. Before she even started snapping the crop on the round bottom, she noticed Paula’s hard nipples and her finger tested Paula’s wetness. “Well, well,” she said. “Looks like somebody got excited just watching Melinda getting her butt tanned and I don’t think it’s because she wants Melinda to get all the attention. Nope, I think Paula wants her own turn with my nasty whip. Hmm, Paula? Was somebody imagining it was her bottom getting swatted?”
Paula gulped as she heard the telling accusations. It was all so true, but gagged and secured to Melinda, she couldn’t respond. She didn’t want to respond. It was all up to her mistress. To her astonishment, Melinda’s head bobbed head up and down which made her head nod in agreement. Her wide eyes demanded to know what Melinda thought she was doing and got no answer. No! Don’t agree with Mistress Vicki! Yes, I want to be spanked, but I don’t want to ask for it or let her know I want it. Melinda had forced her hand and now Paula deliberately shook her head no, moving Melinda’s head side to side. 
Vicki chuckled. “Can’t make up your mind or was that Melinda? Melinda wants you to get one and you don’t or you do and Melinda doesn’t? Doesn’t matter, does it, slave? I decide who get spanked when and how many times.” She snapped the little triangle of leather at the tip of the crop against Paula’s inviting bottom. 
That was it? Paula was surprised at the lack of pain. The quick snap was barely as much as being snapped with a rubber band. Her mistress kept it up and Paula unconsciously shifted her position to move Vicki’s target. When that didn’t work, she became consciously aware that the blows were always in the same spot and now it was starting to hurt. “Uhhh,” she grunted when she understood Melinda’s arousal. It was her turn to squirm, her nipples harder than ever as they etched random, squiggly lines on Melinda’s chest. Her leg pressed hard against Melinda’s cunny and in return she felt Melinda lean into her. 
“Stop that,” snapped Vicki when she thought the two girls were close to getting each other off. She put her hand between their tummies and moved it down, prying the melded bodies apart and enjoying the sound of disappointment and frustration. “Slaves do not cum without permission?”
“Unnhhh?!” Melinda couldn’t believe the new rule. She tried to glare at Vicki, but only glared at Paula. 
“And somebody might not get permission today,” said Vicki, tracing the tip of the crop from Melinda’s temple to her cheek. 
“Uh uh,” whined Melinda. “Ahee.”
“Sorry?” Vicki’s voice showed her disgust. “You spoke? I gagged you to remind you not to speak and you spoke? Sounds like my little sister slave really doesn’t want to cum today.” She paused to see if Melinda dared respond to that. “You see, slaves, when I have two naughty girls who like to be spanked, how will I punish them? No cumming? That would be punishment for my two horny slaves.”
The burgeoning mistress didn’t want to resort to that, at least not this early in the girls’ training. She wanted them to enjoy it. However, it was an option they shouldn’t forget. She was pleased that Melinda was silent; her little sister was learning. “If you behave, then perhaps I’ll forgive you,” she said, giving Melinda a very good reason to obey her. 
After admiring the little round, red bottoms, toying with their hard nipples, and caressing her slaves for a few minutes, Vicki freed them. Then she tied them up with the same ropes they’d worn the first time she’d found them sucking Harry’s cock. Melinda was tied in “her” blue rope with her arms across her back. Vicki added a crotch rope to the bondage this time. The crotch rope ran around her waist and then through her pussy slit with knots over her little pink asshole, pussy hole, and clit. 
Vicki tied Paula identically with her red rope and then positioned the two bound girls between her spread legs. Isis discretely left the room while the two slaves took turns lapping their mistress’ delicious juices until she came again. 
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	Paula looked back with a knowing smile, but Melinda looked like she’d need Paula to teach her the purpose of the crotch rope.


Setting the two little girls on their knees and chests on the floor, Vicki said, “You have permission to cum, but you can’t do it for each other.” Paula looked back with a knowing smile, but Melinda looked like she’d need Paula to teach her the purpose of the crotch rope. 
“She left us,” said Melinda, worried about their predicament. They were allowed to cum, but how? “What are we gonna do now?”
Paula turned her face to Melinda’s and gave her fellow slave a deep kiss that Melinda returned with fervor. “What are we gonna do?” She grinned and cryptically answered the question. “She didn’t say we could only cum once, did she? Now let’s see if this works.” She started squirming to verify her theory that the rope alone could do the trick. 
“Ohhh, Paula,” moaned Melinda at the sight of her friend squirming. “You look so scrumptious tied up like that and squirming.”
“Bet you do, too,” said Paula. 
Alone with Wendy in his room, Harry stroked her cheek softly. “Such a beautiful slave. And a lucky slave.” He ran his fingers lightly down her arms and back up, then down her back all the way to her smooth white ass and back up. She stayed silent as she wondered what he meant by lucky slave. She knew she was lucky to have the handsome, powerful older boy as her master, but was that what he meant? He had planned on answering the question, but he saw agreement in her eyes, not puzzlement or curiosity. He considered her lucky because she was going to get just what she wanted – which, for Wendy, was the same as being lucky that Harry was her master because that entailed a host of things that included being treated just the way she wanted. He wanted to possess her as she wanted to be possessed. 
“Put your hands on your head,” he told her and then circled her three times as he took in her preteen form and timeless beauty all the while simply making appreciate sounds. “Mmmm… Mm-hmmm… Ohhhh.” Her body was there for the taking and she seemed to quiver with anticipation. Likewise, her eyes showed her desire for more than his eyes to touch her. 
Harry presented a metal band to her, a circle about five inches in diameter. It was shiny, polished, gleaming stainless steel and he raised it to her neck and collared her, ending with a meaningful click. “There. My collar on my property will tell everyone who she belongs to. You’ll wear it from when you walk in the front door until you leave.”
“Harry… Master, it’s beautiful,” she said, resisting the urge to finger it. She felt the cool metal on her neck and understood the depth of the meaning. Slave sounded so thrilling, but when he said the word property, that was momentous, deep, weighty, and scary… in a thrilling way. It defined slave to a depth she hadn’t considered. 
He pressed a finger to her lips. “My slave is to be silent. What a slave thinks is unimportant. It’s not beautiful enough for your beautiful neck, but it will do until you earn truly beautiful.” Her heart fluttered as she wondered what truly beautiful meant and how she could earn it. 
Then, he caressed and kissed every inch of her body except the places she wanted him most. He attended to her lips, cheeks, throat, shoulders, and arms. When he started on her chest, she held her breath and let it out with disappointment when he bypassed her small mounds and went to her tummy. He turned her and started at her ears and neck, nuzzling and nibbling on her delicate lobes until she squirmed with desire. He enjoyed her back, ass, and legs and then turned her again. As he picked up her right foot, she was glad she’d showered before coming over. He licked and sucked her toes on both feet to distraction and then came back up her legs, stopping short of her pussy. 
Touch me, she wanted to beg. Wet and tingly and thoroughly aroused, she could see the bulge in his pants. It was for her and she wanted him to use it on her. Yet, all he did was tease her with gentleness and build her arousal. He kissed her again and then held out a big red solid rubber ball. “Open.” She opened wide and then discovered she had to open even wider as he shoved the ball between her lips and past her teeth. As he buckled the strap behind her head, she bit down, her pearly white teeth gripping the ball with an inch of ball between upper and lower teeth. 
Stepping in front of her again, Harry treated himself to the view of his slave’s open mouth while she got accustomed to the huge object pressing her tongue down and making it hard to breath. “On the bed. On your stomach,” he commanded. 
When she lay down, she instinctively raised her bottom invitingly. That exposed her pussy if he moved to the foot of the bed and at least accentuated the curve of her blossoming body if he didn’t. He tied her hands and feet to the corners of the bed. He can’t do anything to me like this, she thought in frustration. There wasn’t enough room at the head of the bed for him to sit and offer his cock for her mouth. He couldn’t get to her pussy, especially since the tight ropes kept her from raising her bottom. 
“Look straight ahead,” he ordered when she tried to see what he was doing. Hence, she was totally unprepared when he showed her just what he could do with her helplessly spread eagle on her stomach. SMACK! The sound of the wooden paddle sounded terribly loud. “Ahhhh.” The sound of her scream was terribly muffled. No one could hear her scream, lessening her embarrassment, but heightening her vulnerability. No one could save her now. She fought the urge to look back at him. Staring straight ahead, she suffered through five sharp blows and then five more gradually diminishing swats. They all felt the same to her fiery red ass. 
The spanking was astonishingly brutal, leaving her sobbing and gasping for air. She couldn’t believe how much it hurt, that he hadn’t stopped despite her pain, or the end result. Her body thrashed in bondage as the tingle in her body dominated her. She needed his cock now. So wet, she thought she was staining the sheet on his bed. Still staring straight ahead, she felt his weight on the bed and his lips on her burning bottom. That got her to turn and crane her neck. Kissing her ass was the last thing she expected and she just had to see it to believe it. 
He didn’t deny her the view as he made love to her soft bottom. It was as if he’d stumbled upon her after someone else had spanked her and now was soothing her. It felt wonderful, but that wasn’t what she wanted. What little bit she could, she squirmed to send him the message that she wanted his cock. She jumped as his finger slid into her slippery slit. Again it was the last thing she expected. 
Using it like a little cock, Harry rubbed his finger in the copious juices to prepare it. Then he pushed it into her pussy and stroked in and out, tantalizing but not satisfying. He watched part in amusement and part in growing lust as she tried to get more as if squirming and pushing might make his finger longer or thicker. When he decided she sounded desperate enough, he removed his finger from her pussy hole and reach up higher to her clit. 
“Ohhhh!” gasped Wendy immediately. The promise of a climax shot through her body. Breathing heavily through her nose, she strained for more. There was nothing she could do except be Harry’s toy and she wasn’t aware that the mere action of straining against the unyielding ropes heightened her lust. At least he didn’t fool around. Her swollen button seemed to follow his finger as he fingered her. “Ahhhhhh, awwwwggg,” she grunted as her orgasm hit her. “Eeeeeeaaaa,” she squealed at the peak, cumming long and hard. Her tense body shuddered through an incredible orgasm and when it passed she went from straining pleasure to limp noodle in seconds. 
What bliss, she thought as the pleasure washed over her and the warm afterglow of the orgasm joined in. “That was beautiful,” Harry breathed softly. “You are so sexy. I want to see that again.” She felt his finger resume working on her clit, this time in slow circles. She wanted to complain. She wanted to just relax and enjoy the post-orgasmic bliss. She didn’t want to come again. Yet, she knew this would be at least as exciting as the first orgasm, if only because she didn’t want to. She couldn’t stop him and even as he administered pleasure, she felt her helplessness and his power. He was going to make her cum. 
Of course, for the bound slave, being “made” to cum was a relative term. It was unexpected, yet within seconds she felt the tingle growing inside her from her tummy out. “That’s it, baby,” he crooned. “Who’s gonna cum for her master? Who can’t help herself? Who can’t stop her master? Who’s gonna squirm and squeal and moan and strain? Such a sexy body when she loses control.” 
Me. Me. Me. Me. She answered each question in her head. His words alone were arousing. She loved his control. The first time had been quick if she didn’t count all the foreplay. His finger had been swift and sure to drive her to climax once he’d touched her clit. This time, his slow circles seemed to go on forever. 
While Vicki had played with herself and her girlfriends enough to know how to toy with her two slaves, Harry was a novice at anything to do with a girl’s body and how to pleasure her. Unbeknownst to his sisters, he’d had private lessons from Mistress Isis. Incredibly embarrassed, he’d had to masturbate Isis to two orgasms on three nights during the past week and eat her to two orgasms on two other nights. He didn’t have to because Isis made him, but because he wanted… had to know how to give Wendy what she wanted. Isis had suggested it, but it was Harry who made himself.  He’d stopped short of the offered fuck because he’d done quite well the previous Saturday without coaching. Wendy had cum twice despite his inexperience. 
Now Wendy was benefiting from Harry’s embarrassing lessons. His finger knew just what it was looking forward, just what pressure to use, and just what speed to tease his slave. His cock throbbed and he was torn between sating his lust and the pure pleasure of watching Wendy struggle for an orgasm. His turn would come and right now he relished the power to make his slave squirm. 
For the first five minutes of the tease, Wendy thought her orgasm was coming soon… soon… he’ll stop teasing and finish it… soon. She tried to hasten it along, but it didn’t take long to determine there was no hastening possible. The squirms at that point were because she couldn’t help it. She mentally pleaded for him to speed up, press harder, or even to stop. Then, after five minutes, everything got hazy. There was a constant need. She was so close. She floated in a world between pleasure and pain for indeed, it did ache to be so close without relief.  
“How’s my sexy, squirmy slave?” asked Harry, moving his finger away from Wendy’s clit for a couple of seconds and then returning. He’d noticed she’d stopped squirming and was moaning incoherently. It was where he wanted her, but just a little too deep.  
Just like that, Wendy’s focus returned. She rotated her hips ever so slightly and pushed back. Her moans once again synched with his finger. Two more times she faded away and he brought her back with a word or a change in his touch. Then, with one finger in her pussy, he reached down and untied the quick release knots he’d used for her ankles. Freed, her ass seemed to have a will of its own as it rose up to give him better access. Wendy knew the time had come. 
“Unnhh,” she complained as his finger stopped. It was one of her options… cum or stop altogether. It was better than the continued ache in her pussy. Yet, it hurt even more when he stopped. So concerned about her own ache, she didn’t feel Harry rise up behind her. What she did feel was his cock pausing at the entrance to her pussy just long enough for her to know what was coming. Then his cock slid into her pussy in one long, slow stroke. 
Now that he’d entered her, Harry didn’t fool around. He pumped hard and fast in the tight hole and felt her shudder under him. If there was any doubt of her orgasm, she threw back her head and squealed. “Eeeeeeaaaaa.” With his slave realizing her goal of ecstasy, he let loose with a load of cum that filled her to overflowing. As his orgasm tapered off, he shuddered, slowly stroking now as he backed down from the peak. Her pussy made squishy sounds with each stroke until his cock finally went limp and he pulled out. 
He hadn’t used quick release knots for her wrists, but he still got her untied in less than a minute. Rolling her to her back, he cradled her in his arms and caressed her heaving chest. “Such a beautiful slave,” he said softly. “I’m so proud of my slave. Sexy, sexy slave.” For several minutes he caressed her and crooned to her, sometimes using words and sometimes just rumbling sounds of pride. At first she was in another world and then she came back with a soft smile, drinking in his words. She cuddled with him and after two more minutes, he got out of bed. 
Standing beside the bed, he looked down at her, unable to hide the simple pleasure he got from looking at her. “Does my slave want to cum again?”
“No, master, please don’t.”
“You will if I want.” She looked down. “Who decides if my slave cums?”
She looked back up. “You do, master.”
“And I don’t want you to cum again,” he said. “Or me.”
“Master?”
“What?”
“You only came once.”
“I can count,” he said brusquely. “You came as many times as I planned and I came as many times as I planned. And I had more fun than you can imagine. I only hope my slave enjoys squirming as much as I enjoy watching her squirm.”
She didn’t reply directly to him, but he heard her softly say, apparently to herself, “Lucky, lucky slave.”
“Out of bed now,” said Harry. “Go get your clothes. And walk.” 
Told to go get her clothes, Wendy’s mind quickly ran through where her clothes were and she planned to make a mad dash for them. Right up until he told her to walk. Embarrassed though she was, she hoped she didn’t run into Vicki or the two younger girls and she walked proudly letting the whole (empty) house know she was proud to wear her master’s collar. Right up until she saw Harry’s mom. She shrieked and turned to run back to Harry’s room. 
“Walk!” commanded Mistress Isis instantly. Again Wendy’s urge to run was quelled before she started. She took one step before she realized Harry’s mom had given her the same command as Harry had, his mom wasn’t shocked, and his mom had used a not very motherly tone of voice. With that realization, she turned back and walked to gather up her clothes with a surprisingly liberal mother watching her. 
Wendy walked proudly back to Harry’s room. She realized a lot more on that short walk. Harry’s mom knew what was going on. She’d squealed and screamed… and how loud the swats had been. Harry’s mom must have heard them. And, worst of all, Harry’s mom was following her right back to the room where Harry waited naked for her. 
With a guilty look, Wendy entered Harry’s room. She cast a quick glance over her shoulder and decided shutting the door in Harry’s mom’s face was a bad idea. “Ah, I see you’ve met Mistress Isis,” said Harry unconcerned about his nudity. 
“She’s a gem, Master Harry,” said Isis. “We didn’t exactly meet, but she understood at once just how to behave in front of me. A natural.” She made a point of walking to the foot of the bed and picking up one of the ropes and then the paddle. “Just for fun or was she naughty?”
“Just for fun,” said Harry. 
He spanked me just for fun! Wendy felt the shock of the truth and then quickly accepted it. She had gotten more excited from the spanking. Fun wasn’t the word she would have used, but now that it was said, she decided it was fun, among other things. 
“My slave will know when she’s spanked for punishment,” he continued, without looking at said slave. 
“Yes, I’m sure she will.” She went back to Wendy. “Does a slave understand that I know about her and her master and Mistress Vicki and her two slaves?”
“Y-yes, M-mistress Isis,” said Wendy. 
“I will be instructing your master on the proper care of a slave. You will act as if I’m not even here unless I speak directly to you. Do you understand?”
“Yes, Mistress Isis.”
She watched as Harry’s mom… Mistress Isis! … left. 
Harry caressed her face. “My slave was very pleasing. I thought perhaps a slave would come running back if she got caught. Perhaps a slave thought I’d learned more just by thinking about her all week? No, my mother does this all the time and I’m learning to be a proper master just as I’ll teach you to be a proper slave. 
“Master?”
He put a finger to her lips. “A slave is not to speak. However, that is the one word you may speak when you want. As you just said it, it’s a request to speak and I will decide to grant it or not. If I say no or say nothing, you’ll stay silent.” He paused. “Yes, slave?”
“Am I a lucky slave because you’re mom is teaching you?”
“Does there need to be a single reason?” he answered. She shook her head. There could be a lot of reasons, but it all came down to a single reason. Because Harry was her master. 
Growing up, Harry had been impressed about how much money a decorating consultant made. The five bedrooms in the house each had a private bathroom with an oversized tub and shower. Now he understood that decorating consultants did not make enough money to buy a house like this, but a professional dominatrix did. Harry took his slave’s hand and led her to the bathroom. “Bubbles are here. Draw a hot bath for me and make sure there’s plenty of bubbles.”
Introduced to another purpose for a slave, Wendy almost said no. She wanted to be a sex slave, not a simple maid. But then, she decided her master deserved his lucky slave’s devotion even outside the bedroom. She had, after all, said she was his slave while she was in the house. She started the hot bath and added a generous dollop of bubble bath. Kneeling beside the tub, she tested the water as it filled, adjusting the temperature to hot, but not too hot. 
Without even testing it himself, Harry stepped into the tub. “My slave draws a good bath. I’m pleased.” He lowered himself into the luxurious pile of bubbles with a huge sigh. “Stand up.” When she stood, he looked her up and down. “I have no intention of sending my slave home looking like I fucked her lights out. Get in with me.” He’d intentionally left her thinking this was his luxury alone and delighted in the look of surprise and delight that adorned her face.  Guiding her to sit between his legs with her back against his chest, he enfolded her in his arms and relaxed against the back of the tub with another heavy sigh. 
Realizing that her master had purposely not told her she would bathe with him, Wendy couldn’t help but look happy at this turn of events. Particularly when the look of delight was so obvious on his face. Delighted with his property. She stepped in and snuggled back in the firm grasp of the older boy. Even though this was what she wanted, she wasn’t used to being treated as a slave and her master withholding information just for his pleasure. She couldn’t bring herself to display her fleeting feeling of betrayal at being played. It was just too nice to be naked in the tub with her master. 
After a few minutes of relaxation, Harry stood them both up and washed her by hand from top to bottom, including her hair, her tits, her pussy, and the crack of her ass. She was cleaner than when she arrived. “Now wash me,” he commanded. With pleasure, she thought and washed him with the same thoroughness he’d washed her, savoring the feel of his hard cock and dangling balls. The hard cock was all for her and she knew it. 
Master and slave stepped into the shower while the water drained from the tub. They rinsed each other off like lovers. Out of the shower, Harry even handed her a towel first. She thought it so gallant until he said, “Dry me off.” Her jaw dropped and then she hastily recovered, toweling every inch of his body dry while the cool air chilled her. Only then did he get a second towel and dry her off with soft, tender touches. 
“Master?”
“Yes?”
“I love you.”
Harry looked down at her tenderly, tempted to express his own similar feelings. Instead, he said, “I can’t control how a slave feels.”
She took the figurative slap in the face well. So what if he didn’t say it. He wasn’t learning to be a proper master just for himself. So what if maybe he never would say it. He loved her. 
He kissed her passionately and then kept the upper hand saying, “A slave’s lips are soft and nice and kissable.” That wasn’t because I love you. “Now get dressed. It’s time to go. Wait for your sister in the family room. I heard Vicki’s shower start a couple of minutes ago.” After dismissing her, he turned and sat down at his video game, She left, feeling hurt… feeling put in her place. Was it because I said I loved him?
Alone for half an hour, Paula squirmed her way to two orgasms and Melinda came once. It was not as easy as Paula thought. There was a balance between too hard and not hard enough as she stimulated her tender clit. She’d decided not to try for a third by the time Vicki returned. 
“How many?” Vicki demanded of Paula.
“Two, mistress.”
“How many?” she asked her sister. 
“Just one, mistress.”
“Just one? You’re lucky you got one at all,” snapped Vicki. “How many?” she repeated.
Melinda looked at her big sister in confusion. I just answered that. Then she realized she was being given a second chance. “Thank you, mistress, I had one orgasm.”
Removing their crotch ropes, Vicki set the two little girls on their backs on the bed. “My, my, somebody… hmmm, two somebodies got themselves all wet and messy for me.” She sounded like the two had prepared a special treat and she proved it when she pressed Melinda’s thighs apart and ran her tongue through the delicious mess. Slurping up the little girl juices, she effectively cleaned up the mess. “Does my little slave want to cum again?”
“Yes, mistress, please and thank you,” said Melinda hopefully. 
“Too bad. You don’t have any more to lick up. Mistress likes a tasty pussy and she’s done with yours.” She spread Paula’s thighs and cleaned up the second mess. “Does my little slave want to cum again?” 
Paula knew what was coming and had a minute to think about her reply. “Yes, Mistress, and I’ll make more tasty juice for you when I do.”
Laughing, Vicki said, “Yes, I suppose you will.” She spread her legs and made her slaves wiggled into position. The two girls took turns in their mistress’ delicious messy pussy, taking her to two orgasms as Vicki proved that girls did make more tasty juice when properly licked. 
She flipped Melinda onto her back. “Mmm, you made more for me. You may cum, sweetie.” This time she not only cleaned up Melinda’s pussy, but sucked and kissed and licked her love button until she squealed in pleasure. Turning her attention to Paula, it didn’t take long before Paula came for her. 
It was Mistress Isis’ idea to take a bath afterwards and it made sense to the young master and mistress. Now Vicki told Melinda to draw a hot bubble bath for her. Just like her brother, she settled into the warm, soothing water leaving her slaves to watch for a few seconds. “Oh, I forgot to tell you. You’re bathing with me. You first, Paula.” She guided Paula to sit back against her between her legs. “Now you, Melinda.” She and Paula helped Melinda settle between Paula’s legs. 
As she caressed and cuddled her little bundle of soft, sweet slave, Vicki could tell Paula was relaxed with her arms to her side. “Paula, it’s not only allowed, it’s expected that when a slave has a slave in her lap in the tub, she will cuddle.” Paula leaned forward and collected Melinda in her arms and then lay back again against Vicki. 
“Mistress?”
“Yes, Paula?”
“I’m a slave sandwich,” said Paula brightly. 
“Indeed. Next time Melinda will be in the middle. Now quiet and just relax.”
Eventually Vicki enjoyed the pleasure of washing her slaves one at a time, using the time to clean her slaves and as an excuse to touch their soft, pink bodies everywhere. “Now me,” she said. “Melinda in front and Paula in back.”
Cleaned, rinsed, and dried, the three girls dressed. Vicki hadn’t been so clear on when slavery began and ended, so it was three girls that came into the family room, not mistress and two slaves. The insulted Wendy sat meekly on the couch and stood when she saw the others. She brightened when she saw Harry on their heels. 
Harry kissed his slave and removed the collar that Wendy had forgotten about. He wasn’t going to let her leave without a goodbye. He led her to the front door and out onto the sidewalk. “Wendy, don’t wear panties like that again. I want a sexy girl, not a slut.”
“OK, Harry,” she smiled. “And Harry? You could ask me out sometime, you know.” Boys! Sometimes they can be so stupid. 
“Uh… oh,” said Harry as he realized his faux pas. He didn’t want it to be just a Saturday thing either. “There’s a dance next Friday. Would you go with me?”
“Of course, Harry,” she said. Going to a high school dance with the older boy was like a dream come true. “I love you.”
Harry stared at her for a count of two. Trapped! “I love you, Wendy.” He said what he wouldn’t ever say to his slave. 
“I know,” she smiled. “Walk me home. Mom will want to give me permission to go out with you and I don’t want to sneak around behind her back… except Saturday afternoons.” 
 Caught
By Kenna
Chapter 7
On Sunday, Paula came to play with Melinda. They’d been at it for a couple of hours when Paula decided to bring up the subject of sex and slavery. “Do you think Vicki would let us be her slaves for a little bit this afternoon?”
“You want to be her slave?” asked Melinda.
“Don’t you?” asked Paula in surprise. She thought Melinda enjoyed it as much as she did. 
“Well, yeah,” admitted Melinda, “but I don’t want to ask for it. I mean… jeez, part of the fun is pretending I don’t.”
“Yeah, I suppose so,” agreed Paula. “I think maybe if she wasn’t ready for us, she wouldn’t be… nice… you know, mean nice… like spanking us first and letting us cum.”
“I know what you mean.” Melinda nodded. “Want to play tie-up with me?”
“And have you take me to your brother or sister?”
“I promise I won’t.” Melinda crossed her heart. 
“You promise?” Paula insisted and Melinda nodded. “OK, and I promise not to do it to you either.”
The two girls stripped to their panties as usual and then Melinda pulled her panties off. “Let’s do it naked.”
“Sure,” said Paula, removing the last of her clothes. “I’ll tie you first, OK?”
As they’d done many times, Paula tied Melinda and that’s where the game usually ended. Paula took it further, playing the role of mistress. “Mmm, tasty pussy there. Does my little slave want to cum?”
“Yes, mistress, please and thank you,” said the bound girl.
“Maybe a slave should do her mistress first.” Paula lay down and helped Melinda maneuver into position. 
“Maybe we shouldn’t,” said Melinda, concerned that they were playing Vicki’s game and that they couldn’t give each other permission to cum. That would be too easy. 
“Who’s gonna know?” said Paula. Yes, who would know unless Paula squealed in delight as she came on her best friend’s tongue. Which she did. 
The squeal sounded too suspicious to Vicki who promptly went to check on her slaves. “What are you two…?” She stopped since it was obvious what the two were doing. “Taking tie up a little too far, are we, slaves?”
“I-I-I,” panted Paula, “didn’t… umm…”
“We didn’t think we’re slaves all the time,” said Melinda. 
“That’s a lie if I ever heard one,” said Vicki crossing her arms and glaring at the disobedient little girls. How dare they have an orgasm without permission? “I don’t make you serve me all the time, but a slave is a slave all the time. Look at you now, you know you’re guilty and waiting for me to punish you because you know you’re slaves. And you know you didn’t have permission to cum, my noisy little slave.” She looked at the erstwhile mistress. 
“Slaves acting up?” asked Isis as she peeked in on the three. 
“Yes, she came without permission. They were playing mistress and slave.”
“Now, now, Mistress Vicki, they are little girls and they were only playing… up to a point! Playing mistress and slave is OK unless your mistress told you not to. She has told you not to cum without permission, so you are naughty slaves.” She nodded toward the door. “Mistress Vicki, I have some suggestions.”
The two naughty slaves huddled together while the two mistresses conferred. When Vicki came back in, she said, “We’re going for ice cream. Untie her and I’ll help you get dressed.”
That was about the last thing they expected their mistress to say and the two shared a look of surprise and confidence. Mistress Isis had talked Vicki out of punishing them. When Melinda was untied, Vicki held up two button vibrators. “One of each of you,” she said. The girls eyed the two innocuous looking pink ovals and wondered if perhaps they were getting punished. Their mistress pushed one in each of their cunnies and then had them pull their panties up tight to keep them from falling out. 
The only sign the girls had been violated was the wire running out of their slits. Vicki taped the wire and the control box at the other end of the wire to their thigh. “Here, put these on,” she tossed clothes to the wired girls Stepping into her blue skirt, it didn’t take long for Paula to realize her assigned skirt barely covered her panties and the box taped to her thigh. Melinda had a blue dress, so it took her longer to put it on and just a little longer to realize her skirt was just as short as Paula’s. After Paula put on her green hoodie, the two were dressed the way Vicki wanted them. 
On the way, Vicki sat between her two slaves rather than ride shotgun, the privilege usually given to the oldest of the siblings in the car. They were almost there when she lifted Melinda’s skirt and pushed the button on the vibrator. The button came alive in Melinda’s tight hole, sending faint ripples of pleasure through her. Seconds later, Paula knew just what that felt like. 
As mom parked the car, Paula said, “We’re going in like this?”
“Like what, dear?” asked Melinda’s mom in a tone just like a mom should have. “With short skirts? I think they’re just darling. Don’t you, Vicki?”
“Yeah, mom, they’re darling. I think maybe they need to be careful how they sit, though,” grinned Vicki. 
“No, I mean with the things in our cunnies and buzzing?”
“Have you girls got something caught in your cunnies?” asked mom innocently. “We’ll, we’re here now, so yes, you’ll leave them in and we’ll go in just like this.”
Paula still hesitated in opening the door. “Do we… like… umm… have permission to…”
“No!” said Vicki. “You greedy little minx. You will not cum in the ice cream parlor. How could you even think such an indecent thing in a family restaurant? And the way you squeal when you cum…”
Blushing bright red at the reminder, Paula opened the car door and she slid out with Vicki right behind her. The four of them settled into a booth with Paula and Melinda on one side and Vicki and her mom on the other. “I’m going to get a banana split,” said Vicki after perusing the menu for a minute. It was one of her favorites and it would take a while to finish. 
Her mom ordered a hot fudge sundae and the two 10-year-olds decided to split a strawberry sundae. Waiting for their ice cream, Melinda felt something nudge her leg and then Vicki’s bare foot appeared right next to her. She looked down in horror as Vicki’s toe hooked the hem of her dress and slid it up an inch. Next Vicki’s foot went between Melinda’s knees and pried the embarrassed girl’s knees apart. “Sit just like that,” she whispered to her little sister. 
Seeing what Vicki had done, Paula gulped and looked at her mistress like a cornered animal. To her surprise, Vicki whispered, “You need some help or can you do that yourself?”
“Myself, V-Vicki,” she said in a tiny voice and shortened her skirt by an inch before spreading her knees. “They can see,” she said of unnamed customers. 
“Oh, wouldn’t that be fun,” said Vicki. “Would they see two naughty girls cum?”
“No, we’re not allowed,” Melinda said, not sure what Paula might say. 
“Will they see two naughty girls squirm?”
“Probably,” Paula nearly whimpered as she thought of the buzz in her cunny and the growing feeling that she’d have to work hard not to cum. She thought about her recent orgasm and decided it wasn’t worth it. She thought about who could see her panties and found that more exciting than she’d imagined. 
“Melinda, take the hem of your skirt in your hand and lift it up so anyone who might look at you could see your panties.” 
The 10-year-old gaped at her sister thinking Vicki couldn’t possibly be serious about that. What she saw was a look of impatience and annoyance. “Vicki, I can’t. That would be too… what would they think of me?”
Vicki didn’t hesitate in her response. “Sweetie, they’d think you have no idea what you’re doing. Just an innocent little girl squirming and shifting around and not even realizing that she’s flashing her panties at them.” The older girl saw her sister’s hand reach down and she didn’t bother to check to see if the hand had done what she’d commanded it to do. One glance at a table across the room and she knew the customers were getting an eyeful.
“Paula,” said Vicki and the girl paled. “Sit with one foot up on the seat next to you and the other foot on the ground.” The redhead ran through the same argument in her head that Melinda had mounted and silently put a foot up on the seat with her knee up to her chest. Every bit of her slender, tender thighs were exposed as well as her panties. 
By the time the ice cream came, Melinda and Paula were trying hard not to squirm. “Eat your ice cream like this,” said mom. She spooned a dollop of ice cream to her mouth and slowly put it in and slowly took it out. Then she licked the spoon suggestively. “Like sucking a cock,” she said as she spooned up another bite. She did not eat the second bite like that since she thought the girls didn’t need another demonstration. 
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	“Oh God,” said Paula as she watched her friend. It looked so naughty and it looked sexy, too. She stared down at the space between them as she concentrated on not cumming. 


Paula and Melinda were already aware that two men were trying to look without looking and two boys were being less discrete. Afraid to abandon the position Vicki had put them in, they still shifted slightly so at least the wire wouldn’t be visible. 
Showing she was a fast learner, Melinda licked ice cream off her spoon way too suggestively for a 10-year-old. “Oh God,” said Paula as she watched her friend. It looked so naughty and it looked sexy, too. She stared down at the space between them as she concentrated on not cumming. It was hard fought battle, but she managed to make the desire go away for now. She was beginning to understand that this was a novel kind of punishment suited to a slave who liked to be spanked.  
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	Putting a finger full of ice cream in Melinda’s mouth, Paula almost lost it again. It was simply too sexy to have her best friend suck unabashedly on her fingers.


When Melinda and Paula were halfway done with their sundae, Vicki leaned to them and whispered. “Now feed each other. Melinda, keep doing it the way mom showed you. Paula, you can only use your fingers.”
Putting a finger full of ice cream in Melinda’s mouth, Paula almost lost it again. It was simply too sexy to have her best friend suck unabashedly on her fingers. “Can… can we go home now?” she whimpered. 
Neither of the slaves saw mom nudge Vicki. Taking the cue that the girls had been punished enough, Vicki said, “Turn and face me. Straighten your skirts and pull them down. There’s a button on the box on your thigh. Push it to turn off your vibrator.”
In relief, Melinda and Paula sat like young ladies again and turned off the incessant, demanding vibrator. “Now look at me,” said Vicki. The two locked eyes with their mistress. “I want to watch your orgasm slip away. I want to watch the ache go away. Know that you’ve been punished and that you will not ever cum without permission again.”
Thus ordered, the two girls were even more conscious of the fading pleasure, the missed chance, and the control of their mistress. They finished their ice cream in silence. 
Back in the car, Vicki sat in the front seat this time. She turned to look over her shoulder. “Take off everything, but don’t let the vibrator fall out.” She’d been almost as turned on as her two slaves had been, but her desire hadn’t faded completely. She drank in the little bodies as the girls exposed themselves. So the vibrator wouldn’t fall out, they both sat naked with a finger pressed to their cunny. “Turn on the vibrator.”
Vicki treated herself to the vision of two naked girls doing her bidding even though they knew it was torment. The looks on their face were thrilling. “Now, is there any particular reason, my slaves did not come and offer themselves to their mistress instead of practically begging for punishment?”
Melinda spoke up. “I… we… umm… I don’t want to… umm… ask… for… ummm.”
“Hush, sweetie,” said Vicki. “I would cherish the moment when either of you offer yourself to me body and soul, each and every time. You’re mine and nobody else, not even you, will make you feel like I can. In the future, just knock on my door and kneel and wait. Be dressed when you do. Don’t say a word when I open the door.”
“Yes, mistress,” they answered in unison. 
“May I, Mistress Vicki?” asked Mistress Isis. Without taking her eyes off the road, the tone of her voice alone said it was not mom speaking. “Do make sure there’s no one else in the house. If Mistress Vicki is somewhere else in the house, just kneel where she can see you.” To Vicki she said, “About their punishment. They got off easy.”
Getting the reminder from Isis, Vicki turned to her slaves again. “Your punishment was light today. If you repeat the offense, your punishment will be worse each time. Mistress Isis gave me more than one idea of how to punish you. There is one that… well, even I hope I don’t have to use it on you.” Her voice was low and her words terrifying. 
“Now, tell me you love me,” said the young mistress. 
“I love you, Mistress Vicki,” said Melinda with obvious passion. 
“I love you, too, Mistress Vicki,” said Paula without conviction. 
“I know I told you to say it, but I meant you should mean it,” said Vicki. “Melinda, you did. Now give me the box.” When Melinda untaped the box and wire from her thigh and handed it to her mistress, Vicki turned a wheel and the vibrator hummed louder and stronger. “You may cum, sweetie.”
“Mistress, I love you,” said Paula with more feeling. 
“Nope, missed your chance, Paula,” said Vicki. “I don’t think you really love me.”
“Mistress,” Paula said softly, her eyes brimming with tears and her voice husky with emotion. “I don’t know how I feel about you, but I know I want to be yours.”
Vicki looked at Isis for guidance, but the expert shrugged. “You can see her face, not me. Did she mean that?”
“Give me your box,” was Vicki’s answer to Isis’ question. “You may cum, too.” She’d just asked the wrong question. Like her slave, she didn’t know how Paula felt about her. It wasn’t love, but it was powerful and what she’d just done was what Vicki wanted. Paula had offered herself body and soul. 
“Could you take Washington home, mom? I want to check something out, OK?” She might have pulled off the nonchalant ruse if Melinda hadn’t squealed in her first orgasm. Vicki looked around quickly to savor the control. Her little sister came when she wanted her to cum and no other time. She realized she enjoyed their orgasms as much as her own, maybe more. 
“Yes, Vicki,” her mom winked at her. “I can take the long way home. Just don’t spoil them, OK?”
On Thursday, Vicki realized that Saturday was rapidly approaching and she wanted her girls prepared for her plans. They’d come to her for the second time this week, kneeling in silence like innocent babes. She’d enjoyed their submission just as much as she thought she would, but there was one more thing. “Bro, I need your help,” she told Harry. “With Melinda and Paula.”
Harry perked up at the mentioned of the pair he’d caught not long ago that had led to where they were now. He wanted more of them, but Vicki had laid solid claim to them. “What kind of help?”
“Yeah, I know,” she chuckled. “You want to help no matter what it is. Ten-year-olds.”
“I prefer 12-year-olds now,” he said in defense of Wendy. 
“But you’ll help with a couple of naked 10-year-olds, I assume.” She winked. “I want you to pop their cherries.”
“Me?” He felt privileged, but Vicki could do it with a strap on herself. “Why me?”
“I want to fuck them on Saturday and it’ll hurt the first time, right? I don’t want to be the one who hurts them like that.” At his skeptical look, she said, “Yeah, I know I spank them and put clothespins on them and all. But I want them to think of my cock… you know, strap on… as a source of pleasure, never pain.”
“They’re ten,” Harry stated the obvious. “Aren’t they too young?”
“No, Isis said it’s cool. If you do it slow.” 
“Yeah, sure, you know I’d do it in a heartbeat. When?”
“In a heartbeat,” she said. “Now. And we’re telling them this is your idea. You want it, not me.”
It was like a game of good cop, bad cop, except it was good mistress, bad master. Harry checked his watch. It would take time to recover after one and he wanted to make sure there was plenty of time. “Sure.” He almost asked her to give him time to get ready, but he knew naked 10-year-olds would get his cock ready and that’s all he needed. “You owe me one.” His sister looked at him in surprise. She was doing him a favor, too. “Because I’m playing the bad guy for you,” he added.
With that logic, she shrugged and said, “OK, I owe you one.”
“What’s she up to now?” Paula asked Melinda. She wore a red collar and red wrist cuffs. Melinda wore more of her costume, at least she had on kitty ears to go with her collar and cuffs. They’d been left alone with no word or warning. Mistress Vicki had seemed distracted and a little annoyed
Melinda eyed the door and put her finger to her lips. Mistress’ rule was no talking and it applied even when she wasn’t in the room. They knelt facing the door and when it opened, they were surprised it was Harry with Vicki on his heels. “I’ve decided it’s time,” said Harry, playing his role. He smiled down at the waiting virgins
Time for what? The two slaves perked up at the unknown event. “And Mistress Isis said it was OK?” asked Vicki. 
“Yeah, you want to stay and watch?”
Vicki hunkered down in front of the girls. “Harry is going to pop your cherries, sweeties. It might hurt, but only for a second and then it will feel good. I would stay and watch, but it’s not a big deal and well… I’m not into boys. Be brave for him. I have to let him and you have permission to cum.” 
“Mistress?” asked Paula.
“No, not this time, Paula,” she said, putting a finger to the little girl’s lips. “No discussion, no questions.” She stood and backed away. “Have fun. You will, really.”
“Master?” asked Paula as soon as Vicki left. 
“Only if you’re going to tell me how much you’re looking forward to losing your cherry,” he said. Her silence told him she wasn’t looking forward to it nearly as much as he was. 
“Melinda, such an adorable kitty girl,” he said as he took off his clothes. “I’ll do you first. Yep, little sister first.” As he pulled off the last of his clothes, the two girls realized they had correctly remember the size of his cock and it was too big.
Harry picked his little sister up like she was a feather and laid her down on the bed. “Relax, you’ll enjoy it.” He sampled her pussy with his finger and found it too dry. “First, you need to suck my cock to get it slippery. I won’t cum in your mouth this time. It’s just to get it wet.” He laid her back and straddled her head. From Melinda’s position, his cock looked even bigger. “Lick it and suck it.” Looking over his shoulder, he said, “Paula, you come lick Melinda’s pussy to get it wet. As Paula took her position and swiped her tongue up her slit, Melinda understood why she was on the bottom instead of in control on the top. 
Looking down at the glorious sight of his little sister working on his cock, Harry had no problem rising to the occasion. She laved his cock up and down, straining up to lick the upper side and take the head into her mouth. He looked back to watch Paula enjoying herself between Melinda’s thighs. Satisfied that his cock was ready, he again checked his little sister’s slit and found it wet enough. Though they were both ready, he couldn’t resist spending a few minutes with her delectable nipples and her bare pussy. She relaxed as he gave her gentle attention. 
When he was ready, Harry rolled onto his back and said, “You do it. This way you can take your time and maybe it won’t hurt at all. Don’t tell me you can’t and don’t stop until it’s all the way in. You’ll stretch and it’ll fit.”
Accepting the inevitability of the daunting task, Melinda straddled Harry’s hips and lowered herself until his cock butted up against her pussy hole. Determined to make it fit like he said, she pressed down and grunted in pain. Up and down again. It took a minute before she could even tell that she’d started to stretch and then several more before she got the head of his cock all the way in. She continued the up and down motion since that seemed to work best until she felt it pressed against a barrier. 
“Master?”
“Yes, Melinda?”
“Is it all the way in?” she asked, convinced that she couldn’t take his entire length. 
“No, but you’ll have to push harder right now. This is the part that might hurt.” She gave him a startled look that said, you don’t think it hurts already? “A sharp pain,” he said. “Now push.”
Gritting her teeth, the slender little girl put her weight down on the massive cock and felt it tear through her hymen. “Aahhhhh,” she grunted, trying to take the pain as stoically as she could. Her expression of pain was enough to make Paula gasp and put a concerned look on Harry’s face. He wished he’d verified with Isis that this was OK, but he was pretty sure Vicki wouldn’t lie about something like that.  She cared for her slaves like he cared for his. 
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	Gritting her teeth, the slender little girl put her weight down on the massive cock and felt it tear through her hymen.


“Ahhhhh,” moaned Melinda again, but this time it was a sound of satisfaction as she lowered herself another inch and another and another until she felt her bottom against his thighs. “I did it,” she exclaimed proudly. 
Ignoring her slip, Harry told her to move up and down slowly. The tightness of her pussy made it feel like she was going to pull his cock off  as she rose up and then it slid out, hugged tightly all the way. With each thrust, she got a little faster. It was an incredible tease for Harry as she slowly fucked herself and drew him higher and higher. Finally, she bounced up and down with the speed and force to achieve his orgasm. It was clear she was enjoying it now, enjoying the feeling and enjoying how she made Harry feel. 
“Eeeeeaaaa,” she squealed as her orgasm hit her. She felt her insides go warm and wet with more juices than she’d ever produced. Harry was grunting in obvious pleasure and she knew she’d made her big brother cum. Then she remembered what happened when he did and realized his cum was making her warm and wet. She rode him until he stopped cumming and then a few more seconds until her orgasm stopped and then she collapsed onto his chest, his strong arms helping her down from her high. 
“Master?” asked Paula and then she didn’t wait for an answer. “Holy cow, can I have a turn now?”
“In a few minutes,” panted Harry. “Need a few minutes.” Holding his sister, he crooned in her ear like he did for Wendy, praising and complimenting her. He’d come to think of it as an essential part of caring for his slave, a responsibility that he took seriously. 
Paula was disappointed when a few minutes had passed and Harry disentangled himself from Melinda. She wasn’t going to get that floppy thing in her pussy. 
Harry chuckled at the look on her face. “Get up here, you hot little thing,” he patted the bed next to him. Paula climbed up and lay next to him, letting his hands roam over her preteen body. His finger grazed her pussy and he chuckled again. “Look like you got excited just watching. Now, you want a turn? Lick Melinda’s pussy for me. Just watching you will make me hard again.”
Licking Melinda was something Paula enjoyed, so she quickly spread her friend’s legs and lapped at the freshly fucked pussy. “Ewwww,” she said, rising up with a strand of cum strung between her outstretched tongue and Melinda’s pussy. “What’s that?”
“My cum,” said Harry. “Lick it up. That’s so hot.”
She looked at him in disbelief. It was yucky and how could that be hot. Turning back to Melinda, she ran her tongue through her slit a few more times, acclimating herself to the taste of Harry’s cum. It wasn’t so bad now that she knew what to expect. After less than a minute, Harry announced that she could stop. She looked over, amazed at the transformation of his cock from floppy to intimidating. 
“Get on and do what Melinda did,” he said. 
“Master?”
“Only if you’re going to say how much you’ll enjoy it.”
“Master, I can’t wait to have your cock inside me and lose my cherry. Will you do me like you did Wendy?” She said what he wanted and managed to work in what she wanted to say. 
“How’s that?” he said, realizing he shouldn’t be surprised that the sisters had talked about their experiences. 
“You were on top, master.”
He rolled her to her back. 
“She was tied, master.”
Wendy had not been tied the first time, but she had been tied every time since then. Collecting rope, he tied her arms behind her and then for good measure, tied her calves and thighs together. “So, my little slut wants to be helpless when she’s fucked,” he smirked. He put his clothes back on, leaving only his cock exposed. “Now she’s naked, tied, and helpless and I’m not at all.”

With him dressed, it was even better than Wendy said. His cock was poised at her pussy and there was only one thing left. Paula squirmed in her bonds. Wendy said straining against the ropes was divine and she was right. “Hurt me, master,” squeaked Paula. 
Astounded at the request, clearly asking for him to take her hard and fast, Harry wasn’t going to recklessly oblige her. He pushed his cock into the dainty flower spread before him with care and tenderness, faster than Melinda had done, but not too fast. Paula grunted and squirmed. He could tell she was in pain, but she didn’t ask him to stop. When he reached her hymen, he snarled, “Say goodbye to your cherry, you little slut.”
Pushing hard, Harry tore through her maidenhood and even deeper in one thrust. Under him, Paula threw her head back and screamed. For half a second, Harry was worried, but then she thrust her little hips up at him, asking for more. “Gah… gah… gah,” she gasped, unable to form words to express how she felt.  Harry pushed in deeper, to the hilt and then drew out slowly. The little girl told him what she wanted. “Fuh… fuh… fuck me.”
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	Pushing hard, Harry tore through her maidenhood and even deeper in one thrust. Under him, Paula threw her head back and screamed.


Harry pulled out again, poised to stroke in again and the door opened. “Is she OK?” asked Vicki, her voice full of concern. 
“Yesss,” hissed Harry. He wasn’t surprised Vicki came running at the sound of her slave’s piercing scream. It wasn’t even clear to him what was going on in Paula’s mind and body. He slid his cock into the lessening resistance. For all appearances she could be in desperate pain or wondrous pleasure. “Talk to her. Help her,” he grunted as he pulled out and thrust deep again.  
Seeing Paula in what she knew as that mix of pain and pleasure where she liked to keep her slaves, Vicki was less concerned. She paused for a few seconds and watched Harry’s huge hard on piston in and out of the bulging bare pussy. Despite her firm conviction she wanted no part of this, it was a compelling sight that she couldn’t take her eyes off for a moment. It was Paula’s little hips that told Vicki the pleasure was winning. If Harry was holding still, Paula would be fucking herself. 
“That’s it, sweetie,” said Vicki. “Show me how much you want it. I’ll do it to my little slut on the weekend. Now squeeze master’s cock and make him cum in you. You’re a woman now so please master like a woman.”
From her perspective, Paula was as confused as Harry. She’d asked for this, even asking him to hurt her. She’d only meant she wanted that moment of pain when he took her cherry. What she got was his cock greedily sampling the tightness of her virgin pussy without giving her time to stretch. It wasn’t quite as fast, but she imagined her tight tunnel as a long slender balloon like they used to make balloon animals and whoosh, the man who made the animals blew it up in one long breath. The balloon just never felt any pain. 
Like a slow motion balloon, he blew up her entrance as she grunted in pain. She didn’t want this, but she didn’t want him to stop either. The pain was glorious and the word rape came to mind. She’d asked for it, but she was tied and taken painfully. Rape was the word Wendy used to describe being tied and fucked and Wendy made it sound so wonderful. It was how a slave should be fucked. 
He was hurting her and she loved it. Hurting her so much that her mistress was with her now. The words were unimportant. All Paula needed was the reassuring sound of Vicki’s voice. 
In another 30 seconds, Harry was sliding easily in and out of the former virgin. She’d calmed and her eyes were open with a mixture of eager anticipation, pain, and pleasure. He took his time as he admired the perfect body under him. The smooth skin of her thighs ran up unblemished to the smooth folds of her pussy like arrows pointing toward his goal. The pink of her pussy was exposed to grip his cock on the way out and then turned back in when he thrust in. At his full depth, her pussy was a puffy slit with a huge cock buried in it. When he was nearly free of it, her pussy was a pink Venus flytrap beckoning him back. 
Vicki’s hand caressed Paula’s chest and tummy, caressing, tweaking, and arousing the girl even more. The sworn lesbian was aroused more than she expected. Of course it wasn’t Harry’s cock, but Paula’s body and impending orgasm that aroused her. Leaning over, she kissed Paula who responded with passion. 
“Now cum for your mistress,” said Harry. “Cum for your master.” He thrust faster, sensing Paula was ready. Her body shuddered under him and her hips bucked even more. Her sounds were muffled by Vicki’s kiss until Vicki sat back to watch her favorite moment, the physical surrender of a slave. Her eyes were drawn to Harry’s face as he gasped in pleasure. His face was contorted and his body strained as he pumped his cum into the 10-year-old. It was an awesome sight and when she looked back at Paula, the slave’s wide open eyes said she thought it was awesome as well. 
Pausing only a few seconds after their climaxes concluded, Harry untied Paula and then lay next to her on the bed. Vicki tapped his arm and jerked her head toward the door. “I can take it from here.” Reluctantly Harry rose and watched as Vicki lay down in the spot he’d just left. The mistress traced a finger around Paula’s nipples. “Somebody’s a real slut for cock, isn’t she?”
As she felt Harry right behind her, Vicki said, “Hey, you can go now.”
“Put your arms around her,” he said firmly. 
“She’s my slave. I can take care of her.”
“You need to see something, Mistress Vicki. Put your arms around her. Go ahead, just try it. Cuddle her.” He spoke low, hoping that Paula couldn’t hear as he gave Vicki some on-the-job training. 
Giving him a quick glare, Vicki put her arms around Paula. Harry whispered in Vicki’s ear and Vicki repeated what he said. “Such a sexy slave. So beautiful. Mistress is very proud of her slave. Mmm-hmmmm. You make mistress so happy. Mistress enjoys watching you. Yes. So sexy. Mmmm. So beautiful. Mmmm. So perfect. Mmmm.”
Harry slipped away after telling Vicki to keep it up for five minutes. 
At dinner, Vicki asked her brother, “What was that all about?”
“It’s very intense for your slaves,” he said. “I do it to bring Wendy back to earth.”
“What’s that?” asked their mom. 
Harry explained how he cuddled Wendy and talked to her in a deep, low voice, reassuring her how special she was and how proud and happy he was to have her as a slave.
“Harry, I’m proud of you,” said his mom. “It is very intense for a slave. So intense that we call it going into subspace. It’s a special frame of mind where they practically lose their identity, their pain threshold goes up, and their control vanishes. You have to be careful with your slaves when they’re like that. What Harry’s doing is called aftercare. He’s talking Wendy out of subspace and, as he put it, bringing her back to earth. Taking a bath afterwards is similar, but not as immediate.” She went on to explain that it wasn’t an everyday occurrence, but after an intense session aftercare was important. 
Mom looked at her oldest daughter, “Vicki, I don’t know what you do after an intense session with your slaves, but it may be just as good as what Harry does. It should be a soothing routine that helps them recover.”
“I don’t have a soothing routine. I don’t think I’ve ever done something as intense as today. Paula was really out of it,” said Vicki. “I liked how it felt to do what Harry showed me.” 
“He did it to me after he fucked me,” blurted out Melinda. 
“Oh,” said mom as she digested that bit of information. She’d told Vicki it was OK, but didn’t know it would be this soon. “So today was cherry picking time? Dear, we do not say fucked at the dinner table or anywhere outside the bedroom.”
“Sorry, mommy,” said Melinda. 
Figuring it would be the most honest account, mom had Melinda recount the events with interjections from the two older siblings. When the story was told, Mistress Isis said, “Well, I’ll say I’m pleased with my students. It will take months to teach you, so just take your time with your slaves. Don’t do anything we haven’t discussed beforehand.”
Caught 
By Kenna
Chapter 8
Melinda and Paula had taken to playing at Melinda’s house in case they decided to kneel for Vicki. On Friday afternoon, Harry sent the two girls over to Paula’s house. He didn’t want them in the way of his plans. His mom kept irregular hours and she was home, but he didn’t expect her to interfere.  
Finding Vicki watching TV, he stood in front of her to block her view. “I’ve come to collect the favor that you owe me and I think I’ll be doing you a favor as well.”
“Now?” Vicki didn’t want to be interrupted in the middle of the show. “What is it?” The way he looked at her was annoying. She wore a T-shirt, skirt, and, black stockings, not showing any more than she usually did and now it felt like he was undressing her with his eyes.  
“Yes, now,” said Harry. “I want to pop your cherry.”
“No fucking way,” said Vicki, surprised he’d even venture there. She pulled her knees up to her chest defensively. “You’ll have to collect some other time.”
“Vicki, you just had me do it to Melinda and Paula. Don’t you think a mistress should know how that feels? Do you understand what it meant to them?”
“No, I don’t care if they know how it feels and I don’t,” argued the 12-year-old. “They’re my slaves and I’ll do what I want with them. I treat them the way they should be… the way they want to be. I don’t expect to be spanked like I do to them, do you?”
“It’s different,” said Harry. “You know what a spanking feels like, just not as much or as hard as you do or I do. You don’t know how it feels to a girl to have a cock inside her.”
“Neither do you,” retorted Vicki. 
“And I never will. I can’t. But you can and you will. Today.”
“What? You’re gonna make me? You being a bully because you’re the oldest?”
“Why not? Yesterday I played the bad guy for you so you can be the good guy tomorrow. I told them it was my idea. They’ll remember the pain.  I think that’s a damn big favor for you and I’m asking… I’m telling you how you’ll repay me.”
She didn’t like the way the conversation was going, so Vicki stood and walked passed him. “Mom! Harry’s gonna fuck me and I don’t want to.”
She called for mom, but it was Mistress Isis who answered. “I’m not getting in the middle of this. What I may or may not say just might decide what happens next. It’s up to the two of you to decide what happens, not me.” She was surprised they were having a battle of wills so early, but sooner or later, one of them had to come out on top. There was no other way. At first, the experienced mistress had thought it would be Vicki, but it was clear Vicki had no desire to confront her brother and he did. She’d had the upper hand the very first day when she caught Harry with his pants down and she hadn’t closed the deal. 
Vicki fought for some kind of support. “Mom… Mistress Isis, I’m a mistress, not a slave. He can’t make me. It isn’t fair. It isn’t right.” 
“Do you want me to interfere?” she asked Vicki. 
“Yes, Mistress Isis. Tell him he can do his slave, but not me.”
“Do you want me to interfere?” she asked Harry.
Harry was more reluctant. Both of them assumed Isis would uphold Vicki’s status as mistress. Still, he answered, “Yes, Mistress Isis.”
Mistress Isis looked at Vicki and then at Harry. “Do you need help tying her up?”
“What?!” her two children said in unison. 
Isis said to Vicki, “Dear, you lost as soon as you called for mom. If you can’t fight your own battles, then you submit to Harry. Harry, if you’re going to assert your position as number two in the family, you will accept her status as a mistress. Never take advantage of her in front of one of the slaves. You can assert your position as number two in the family without always making it be sexual.” Without missing a beat, she snapped at Vicki as the girl’s eyes wandered in search of escape. “Don’t move, Vicki. You asked for my advice and you’re getting it. Live with it.” 
To his credit, Harry didn’t grin as Isis passed judgment. It had never been intended to be funny and Isis’ words sobered him even further. This wasn’t a onetime thing. This wasn’t just about using her sexy body to make a point. This established him as number two in the family, for good. He understood who was number one and he considered his relationship with his mom and Isis. At 16, he was an inch taller than her and was still growing. Yet, he knew he’d always take her advice. While she made no sexual demands on him (of which he was very thankful), Isis left it open that at least sometimes he could choose sex to remind Vicki of her position as number three. 
With a look of desperation still in Vicki’s eyes, Isis said, “Make up your mind. The easy way or the hard way.”
Vicki was in a bad position. She had Isis in front of her and Harry was beside her and between her and the door they came in. It certainly wasn’t going to be the easy way. She pushed her brother and turned to run for the door, but he’d already caught her arm and then he pulled it up behind her. 
“Harry, really,” she said desperately. “I’ll let you be number two. I’ll… what do you want? ... clean your room… take out the trash… what?”
He grabbed her free arm and pulled it behind her. “Mistress Isis, I think I will need some help restraining her.”  He walked her back to her room, struggling and pleading all the way. Pausing outside the door, he said, “Don’t beg, Vicki. It’s unbecoming of a mistress.”
“So is being raped,” she snapped back at him. 
“It’s only rape if you let it be,” said Harry, shoving her through the door and face down on the bed. He held her arms while Isis expertly tied her arms. Vicki was no less defiant once her arms were tied. If pleas were unbecoming, she decided that demands were not. Neither of her assailants responded to demands either. 
“I can handle her from here, Mistress Isis,” said Harry, though he wondered if that was true, particularly when Isis looked dubious. He lay Vicki down on her back and straddled her, his weight pinning her down while he grabbed the neck of her tank top and ripped it down the center. 
Vicki shrieked as her tits were exposed. Struggling against his weight was fruitless and she could only watch as he fondled her small breasts and tiny nipples. “No,” she yelled, more at her own nipples for their betrayal than anything else. She could do nothing to protect her tits from her big brother and when he pulled a pocket knife, she stopped struggling. He cut the straps of her tank top and pulled the shreds away. When he put the knife away, her time out was over and she resumed kicking, screaming, and squirming under him. 
Easily handling his sister, Harry held her with one arm while he pulled down her skirt and then her panties. “This is so wrong,” she said as he cupped her pussy and ran a finger through her slit. After that, she gave in to the inevitable and her struggles ceased. It wasn’t that she enjoyed the gentle touch of his hands on her tits or how well he teased her clit. She’d just finally accepted that he was her superior in strength and will. 
With his sister docile, Harry put her in the chair in her room, facing the back of the chair with her knees on the seat. The last protest she made was, “Not the chair, Harry.” For good measure, he tied her knees to the rings on the sides of the chairs and Vicki knew what it was to be helpless as befitted her position. She waited with dread for him to take her cherry, hoping all he wanted was to prove he could. Then she felt his finger again, rubbing her pussy with lubricant. 
Spreading K-Y liberally on his cock and Vicki’s pussy, he poked his cock against the entrance to his sister’s womb. He was impressed that she’d stopped begging and protesting. He worked his cock in at the same speed that Melinda had done herself. He had no intention of hurting Vicki, just making his point. As he took his time, his hands caressed her body. Her flawless back. Her cute, perfect tits. Her tight ass. Her smooth thighs. And her tender clit. “Such a beautiful little mistress,” he said, using the same tone he used with the slaves. “So sexy. I can’t believe my sister can be so sexy. Every inch of her is sexy.” He made love to her body with his voice, talking about the perfection of each feature as he caressed it. Without ceremony or sound from Vicki, he pushed through her hymen and finally to his full depth. 
Once there, he fucked her with the same tenderness as Melinda. As she wiggled her hips and pushed back against him, he said nothing for fear she’d fight for control of herself out of embarrassment. When he thought it was time, he kept the slow pace of thrusts, even pausing at his full depth, and put two fingers over her swollen clit. Buried deep inside her, he took her to orgasm.
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	“God damn it, Harry,” Vicki squealed as she came on her big brother’s fingers.


“God damn it, Harry,” Vicki squealed as she came on her big brother’s fingers. It felt so wonderful and she didn’t want it to. It was insulting, demeaning, and so unnecessary, but it felt good. 
When her climax was done, his strokes picked up speed. “Harry, don’t cum in me,” she asked as serenely as possible. It was neither begging nor demanding. 
“On your face then?” he asked. 
“No, not there,” she said. “In me then.” If those were her choices, then she certainly didn’t want it on her face. She felt the animalistic thrusts of the dominant male growing even more insistent as he approached his orgasm. 
“God, yes, such a hot, sexy little sister,” moaned Harry as his cum rose. At the last second, he pulled out of her pussy and stroked himself, shooting stream after stream of cum onto her ass. “Jesus, Vicki, look at how much cum.”
Of course she couldn’t see it, but she took his word that it was an incredible orgasm and she’d drawn more cum from him than usual. She was surprised at how good that made her feel. Not like she was going to press her luck and ask she was better than Wendy. She had no need to compete with a slave. 
Tied to the chair, Vicki could only wait as she heard his footsteps retreat and then return. He wiped her ass with a warm, wet cloth. Then he untied her and carried her to the bed. He set her down there and lay next to her. 
“You had your fun, Harry. Just go,” she said, trying to push him away. His arms around her were just too strong and she hadn’t tried that hard anyway. 
“Not yet, Vicki,” he said. “I want you to know how special this was for me. I didn’t just want to assert my position as number two like Isis said.” In fact, he hadn’t thought of it that way until Isis mentioned it. He wanted to have his sexy sister and he wasn’t going to take no for an answer, though he hadn’t consciously thought of it as establishing a pecking order. “I wanted my sexy sister. I wanted you to know what it was like and I wanted to be the one to show you.”
“Oh, am I suppose to get mushy and say it was great and thank you for taking my cherry?” she asked, her voice dripping with sarcasm. 
“In my dreams,” he chuckled. “I don’t care if you say anything, love. I only care that I was you’re your first and that I didn’t hurt you. And a girl shouldn’t be alone right after she was… dammit, Vicki, I wanted to make love to you. Why did you have to be so difficult?”
“Screw you. Why didn’t you say that before? And give me time to think about it? Why trick me with the shit about calling in your favor?”
He hugged her tight. “Silly, because you would never have said yes no matter what.” He kissed her cheek. “You OK now?”
“I’ll survive,” said Vicki. “You didn’t cum in me.”
“It was a reasonable request,” said Harry. “No point in cumming in you.”
“So that’s how it is? Reasonable requests accepted? Like don’t rip my shirt? Let me undress myself? Don’t tie me up, I’ll hold still.”
“I didn’t hear any of those,” said Harry. “It was more like you voted for ripping your shirt and being stripped.”
“I did say not in the chair. That was reasonable, wasn’t it?”
“You were already in the chair. Would your request to not cum in you be reasonable if I’d already cum in you? Or don’t rip my shirt after it was shredded?”
“Guess not,” she admitted. “Harry, don’t take this the wrong way.” She paused, wondering if she’d regret saying what she wanted to say. “Umm… thank you… you know, for … making it… not horrible… umm… OK… making sure I came… you know. You’re right, I wouldn’t have ever said yes.”
“You’re welcome,” said her brother as he kissed her cheek. “Don’t ever forget that I love you. With that thought, I’m gonna go now. I have a date with Wendy.” 
Caught
By Kenna
Chapter 9
Before Harry left for the dance, his mom told him to come see her in her bedroom when he got home from his date. It was these afterhours rendezvous in the master bedroom that Mistress Isis used to teach Harry more about the female body and how to pleasure his slave. He thought he was past those lessons and told her so, but she said there was one more thing to learn. 
When he got home, Vicki and Melinda had already gone to bed. Stepping into the bedroom, Harry saw something he wasn’t expecting. The professional aura of his teacher was absent. Just by the way she was dressed (barely) in a sexy, sheer pink negligee and the way she was lying on the bed told him this was no lesson. He wasn’t in Mistress Isis’ classroom; he was in his mom’s bedroom. This was mom. Mom being sexy. The initial surprise made him pause, but then his curiosity won out and he walked in. 
Harry had seen her naked from the waist down when she taught him how to make a girl cum with his fingers. It was obvious part of her role as a mistress to stay in shape, so he’d seen her athletic legs, shaved pussy, and taut tummy. Her arms were fit, strong, and sexy as well. Now she was wearing a sheer baby doll top, but the way she reclined in bed propped up with pillows behind her, put layers of sheer on top of each other, giving him only the hint that he might see her breasts if she moved.  She caressed one calf with her other foot so he could see hints of her pussy as her foot moved up and down. Clearly she was posed to give him nothing more than hints, but she was sexy and she was his mom. 
“Close the door and lock it,” his mom reminded him. Isis always expected that, but he’d forgotten about it as soon as he saw mom. When he’d locked the door, she said, “Harry, be a dear and take off your clothes.”
“Mom, what’s going on?” Harry asked warily. Until he had an answer, he wasn’t going to just take off his clothes. 
“Who’s number three in the house?”
“Vicki.” The answer was so obvious he said it carefully. Had that changed?
“Who’s number two?”
“Me.”
“Who’s number one?”
“You are… mom,” said Harry. Now that she was getting to the point, Harry wasn’t sure he liked where this was going. His mom was up to something. He’d merely wanted to show Vicki what she’d put her two slaves through. Mom had turned it into him claiming his position in the family. She seemed determine to establish the hierarchy and now she was asserting her claim to number one. 
“Good, now take off your clothes, Harry,” she said again. 
For a second, Harry considered refusing or at least delaying again. If mom was going to play this game, then why shouldn’t he be number one? Was he about to commit himself to a permanent number two position? And what did that mean? The problem was that for the moment mom/Mistress Isis was in charge for reasons varying from her paycheck to the knowledge she had in her head that he needed. He needed her in both roles and that meant he wasn’t ready to challenge her. So, he stripped off his clothes, displaying his erection without embarrassment. 
“Stroke it, Harry,” said mom. “It’s a beautiful cock. Stroke it but, don’t cum yet.” When he wrapped his fist around his cock with familiarity, she asked, “Adding Wendy, Paula, and Melinda to the family, who’s number four?”
Deciding that mom was being deliberately oblique, Harry kept stroking his cock as he thought. Her sexuality plus images of the three slaves kept his strokes slow so he didn’t peak too soon. “That’s hard to say. I think Wendy is number four, but slave Wendy is number six. She’s a very confident and interesting girl and a complete submissive. She liked dancing and stripping with all of us watching. What do you think?”
“Answer me first,” said his mom. “Between Paula and Melinda, who’s on top?”
“Neither,” said Harry. “They take turns playing tie up on their own. They don’t compete. I think they’re equal.”
“Not bad. I think Paula and Melinda have yet to show any signs of one over the other. Like you said, they share and neither shows signs of pushing the other. That may change in time, but for now, they don’t even care about who goes first or who gets the most attention. The way we’ll tell is when one of them works harder to please Vicki. That’s the one who wants more attention. It will really be up to Vicki to decide if one does get more than the other. Subs don’t pick their position; their mistress does. 
“As for Wendy, I think she’s at the bottom. She’ll kneel to everyone. I haven’t really spent enough time thinking about her outside the role of submissive, but you may be right. It’s not unusual for a successful, assertive person to be a complete submissive for the right master in private.”
She watched his hand for a few seconds as he jerked off. Then she looked him in the eye. “Harry, are you checking me out? Trying to see through my nightgown? Can’t quite see, huh?”
“No, I can’t see. Like it’s almost see through, but not quite. Like if you moved just right… You do want me to check you out, right?”
“Maybe, maybe not,” mom said with a Mona Lisa smile. “I like that you’re trying. Final question… you get turned on by 10-year-olds and 12-year-olds… sweet little girls on the cusp of puberty. Are you turned on by me and why?”
“Mom, you’re beautiful and sexy. So I get turned on by sweet little girls. I like how you look, too. You’re sexy. I think right now you’re teasing me. You look like you want me hard. If you’re not careful, I’ll jump on the bed and fuck you.”
“Harry, such talk in front of your mother,” she teased. “You know what I do. I give submissives what they want. Most of my clients are women because I prefer that. I have a few clients who are men, but frankly, I don’t find it sexy for a man to grovel, to beg, or scream when I hurt him. In all my life, I’ve not had sex with an alpha male. I don’t want you to jump on the bed and fuck me. I want you to come over and make love to me.”
Harry raised his eyebrows at the invitation. She was alluring, but she was his mom. Not his bio mom. He knew he was adopted. He figured that out when he was 8 and mom adopted two sisters, Vicki and Melinda. As far as he knew, the girls were unaware they were adopted. He wouldn’t be putting his cock in the womb that bore him, but she was still mom to him. He’d slowly come to realize that she was sexy and now that the veil was lifted, he knew he wanted her. And she wanted him, an alpha male. “No,” he said firmly, letting the word hang so she’d have half a second to think he was denying her. Then he said, “You come to me.”
It took the dominant woman a couple of seconds to realize this was what she asked for. After all these years, she’d found the alpha male she’d been seeking. She rose and blushed at the look he gave her. All that practice posing so her sheer nightgown would fall in folds and hide her charms was swept away when she stood and his eyes caught her dark nipples and the slit between her legs. It was only three steps and then he put his hands on her shoulders, holding the two of them apart as his eyes drank her in. “You’re incredible, Mary Ann,” he said. He kissed her, he lifted off her top and made love to her C-cup tits, he pulled down her panties and caressed her bare pussy, and he complimented her with a hard on that wouldn’t stop. 
Fifteen minutes later, he scooped her up in his arms and carried her to the bed. By then she was wet and ready, so he gently spread her legs and entered her. He didn’t ask if she was ready or if he could, but his pace gave her time to object. After she had three orgasms, he allowed himself to cum in her. 
They lay together in each other’s arms, considering their new relationship. Afterwards, Harry slipped off to his room so he wouldn’t be caught by his sisters. 
When Paula and Wendy came to the house on Saturday, Isis was just leaving with instructions that she’d be home at 5:00 pm and they were to play until then. She had a rare Saturday appointment from 2:00 to 4:00 with a friend who was a single mom and on a tight budget. As a friend, Isis gave her a discount rate, but still all the submissive could pay for was a two hour block. 
At 2:00, Mistress Isis started the session with Paula and Wendy’s mom. By 3:30, she was about to start winding down. Her client was blindfolded in a vertical spread eagle. The woman hung by her wrists from hooks five feet apart on the ceiling and had a three foot spreader bar on her ankles. Her toes barely touched the floor. Every inch of her body was decorated with diagonal slashes from Mistress Isis’ whip. Yet, a four inch penis gag kept her silent except for distant whines and whimpers. The penis was just the right depth that any attempt to speak made her choke and gag. 
After an hour and a half, she’d had orgasm after pain-induced orgasm. In delicious agony, she strained on her tiptoes, a picture of sweat, ache, and desire. Isis had just set aside her whip when she heard multiple footsteps in the hall. The sound stopped right outside the door. 
“Oh, no,” gasped Isis as the bedroom door swung slowly open. She wore thigh high leather boots on four inch heels and she’d shed the rest of her mistress attire as the afternoon progressed. Paula and Wendy’s mom was utterly helpless and Isis wasn’t a match for whoever was on the other side of the door. 
The normally poised and confident mistress, stepped back in dread as the door opened and then she saw Paula and Wendy in front with Harry, Vicki, and probably Melinda behind them. “What the hell?” said Harry.
“Mistress Isis does mommy?” said the surprised Paula. 
“Mistress Isis? Mom? You’re doing what…” Wendy was stunned at the sight.
“What? I can’t see,” said Melinda, pushing to the front. “Holy shit!”
“Gaakkk,” said the bound woman at the sound of familiar voices. 
“The five of you! I said play until 5, did I not?” snapped Isis now that she’d regained her composure. “Get out! Go sit in the family room and I’ll be out in a few minutes. Be there when I come out or so help me…” 
The five of them backed out and the door shut before Isis could finish the sentence. Their imagination was sufficient to fill in the blank. Five minutes later, Isis came out now wearing leather panties and a leather bustier. “Well, now that you’ve seen it, there’s no taking it back and no denying it. Paula, Wendy, your mother has the same inclinations as you do. We had a short talk and I’ve offered her 16 free hours of my time, starting now and ending at 8:00 in the morning. Yes, I’m going to give her something she’s never been able to afford before, a night of slavery to remember.” 
With the penis gag still in place, the “talk” had been pretty one-sided. The extra 16 hours hadn’t exactly been the price of her submissive’s permission for her daughters to be slaves or to buy her silence. In fact, Isis used the word “offered” as a polite way of saying she wasn’t going to let her slave free until the woman agreed that there was nothing wrong with 12 and 10-year-olds being sex slaves. She planned to use the next six hours to drive any objections from the pliable mother of the two preteen slaves. After that her client would have a night of slavery to remember.  
The five children were speechless. Who expects to find their mom hanging from the ceiling and who expects to find their mom actively engaged in being a mistress with their friends’ mom? Harry thought about spending some time with the bound woman. Vicki thought about how her two slaves would look stretched like that. Wendy wondered how her mom felt about being caught like that. Paula tried to wipe the image from her mind. Melinda thought the scene would give Vicki ideas and considered just how fucked she was. 
“She was mortified that you’ve discovered her secret,” continued Isis. “I told her that her daughters and Melinda are slaves. Knowing that her children understand her calmed her down quite a bit. You’re going back to our house to be slaves until 8:00 tomorrow morning. Paula and Wendy, you can talk to your mother on Sunday. Melinda, you take Wendy and Paula back home. I need to have a talk with Harry and Vicki.”
Once they were alone, Isis told her two dominant children, “You are going to have a thrill you may never have imagined. Go back home and this time, treat your slaves as slaves from now until 8:00 in the morning. Perhaps Wendy could wear a kitty costume and eat Vicki. Perhaps Wendy could be tied and forced to watch Harry fuck Paula. Perhaps the three of them could hide and you seek and whoever you find pays a penalty. Perhaps Wendy could blow you while the others watch. Whatever you want from now until bedtime. The real thrill is this. Hogtie and gag your slaves at bedtime and set them in bed with you. Put a vibrator in their pussies set high enough that they will cum. Then roll over and go to sleep. My slave is going to get the same treatment tonight. Personally, I find the whines, whimpers, and squirms of desperate slaves cumming all night long to be the sweetest lullaby.” 
Knowing she’d intrigued them enough to try her suggestion, Isis smiled and said, “Believe me, they will not get a wink of sleep. They will cum more times than they can count. They won’t ever forget it. And they’ll love you more than ever.”
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