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Chapter 1
(Mf, mf, oral, spank, inc)
Here in Wayward, Iowa, girls are treated special.  It’s on account of the fact that Wayward is named after our most famous resident, Christina Wayward.  Nearly a hundred years ago she went from poor farm girl from around here to the height of fashion and society way over in Des Moines.  So, they named the town after her.  All the girls in town want to grow up to be “Wayward Girls” as they call themselves.  We even have a school called Christina’s School for Wayward Girls.  All the boys want to marry a Wayward Girl, but that’s mostly because the school only accepts the prettiest girls in the state.  
“You ready for your day at work, William?” my dad asks me.  My dad’s the headmaster at the school for Wayward Girls.
It sounds funny when he calls me William since he’s called me Billy forever, but today I get to be William or for the younger girls, I’m Master Jackson.  “You bet,” I say.  
There are rumors about what happens inside the school, but I don’t know anything for sure.  It does sound fun to be in a school full of girls all day and then there’s that paper dad made me sign.   He called it a non-disclosure agreement and said all the parents and girls and employees have to sign one.  I can’t tell anyone what goes on inside the school on account of the fact that other schools might try to steal their ideas and then being a Wayward Girl wouldn’t be so special anymore.  It makes the whole day sound so mysterious.  
I didn’t care much for girls until last year.  That was the first time I’d asked dad if I could go with him to work on Take Your Child to Work Day.  Last year he’d said no, I wasn’t ready for it.  I guess now that I’m 14, he thinks I’m ready.  
Right off the bat dad makes me feel special by letting me ride in the front seat.  Normally it’s just him and my big sister, Emily.  She’s 16 and a Wayward Girl, so she rides to school with him.  Today she has to sit in the back seat and man is she fuming.  “Why does he have to come to school?” she insists.  
“You went with your mother a couple of years ago, so it’s his turn to see what his old man does at work all day,” says dad.  He’s already backing the car out, but he stops the car and turns to her.  Real stern he says, “You better be on your best behavior today, young lady.”
“Yes, Mr. Jackson,” she says.  
I look at dad kind of surprised.  She always calls him daddy, but now it’s Mr. Jackson?  Dad looks at me and says, “Same for you, William.  School rules start in the car.  I’m Mr. Jackson, not dad or daddy.  You’re William or Master Jackson all day.”
“Yes, Mr. Jackson,” I say.  Now I’m not so sure the day is going to be fun.  This sounds pretty stiff and stuck up.  
I turn to look at Emily, pleased that she has to call me William. She’s wearing the standard Wayward Girl uniform.  It’s a tartan skirt with a white shirt and little tie at the neck.  She’s got knee length socks and black shoes.  I’ve noticed before that the short skirt shows off a lot of thigh, but now when I look back at her I can see the crotch of her white panties.  Wow, that’s short!  When I do a double take, she notices what I’m looking at and brings her knees together with her hands in her lap.  
She glares at me for a second, like she wants to tell me off, but all she says is, “Turn around and watch where we’re going, William.”
Once at school dad says, “I’m putting you in charge of school uniforms today.  That was the first job I had here at the school and I worked my way up to headmaster.  Perhaps you can do the same.”
“School uniforms?  What’s that mean?  I thought I was just visiting.  I have to work?”
Dad opens his car door.  “Come on in and I’ll show you.  You’re just a visitor today, but I think you’ll enjoy yourself and even want to come back and work after school or on weekends.”  Most of the girls are boarders so the school never really closes.  
Once we get in dad’s office, he shows me a small room that’s off to the side.  It’s got a small square table in the center, some cabinets on one wall, and a rack of hangars in a corner.  The table top is black with four sets of white handprints painted on it.  There’s a set of handprints on each side of the table. I walk up and put my hands down on one set.  
“Don’t, William,” says dad sharply.  “That’s not for the faculty or visitors.”  So, I pull my hands back, a little surprised at dad’s reaction.  “Here’s what you do,” says dad.  He picks up a hangar from the rack.  “School uniforms must be kept neat.  So, when a girl gives you her uniform, you hang up the blouse here.  You clip the skirt here,” he points at two clips on the bottom of the hangar.  Then he points at a bag hanging from the hangar, “And you put her tie and under garments in the bag.”
At first I’m wondering why a girl is going to give me a uniform.  Then when dad gets to the last part, I say, “Under garments?”  I’m going to be touching a girl’s bra and panties?  Why?  That almost makes it sound like she’s going to be giving me the uniform that she’s wearing… that would be… too good to be true.
“You’ll see, William,” says dad.  
Back in dad’s office, he goes through some papers, talks on the phone, and introduces me to the office staff.  The school bell rings, the noise in the hallways fades, and the bell rings again.  Dad takes me out into the hallway.  “I like to make rounds right after the bell,” he says.  “Make sure all the girls got to class OK.”  So we walk up and down the halls, finding them empty.   
We stop in one of the rooms.  From the front of the room, I can see the white panties of all the seventh graders as they listen attentively.  I do a double take when I see the girls’ ankles are clamped in place.  They couldn’t hide their panties if they wanted to.  Those short skirts make me want to be a teacher at the school.  
We stroll back to dad’s office.  “We teach the girls not to fidget,” says dad, explaining the clamps.  I still think it’s odd, but I remember I can’t tell anyone.  He talks on the phone some more.  Then there is a knock on the door.  “Get the door, William,” says dad.
“Yes, Mr. Jackson,” I say and open it.  There are two little girls standing in the doorway.  One of them hands me a note.
“Read it, William,” says dad.  When I do, dad says, “Out loud.”
“Melinda and Nancy failed their spelling test.”  
“Wayward Girls have the highest academic standards,” says dad sternly. “We don’t tolerate failure in our classes, do we?”
“No, Mr. Jackson,” they say in unison.  
“What’s to be the punishment?” asks dad.
“Three switches,” says Melinda.
“Six for me,” says Nancy.  “It’s my second time.”
“Indeed,” says dad.  He points at the room with the table and follows them through the door.  I’m right on his heels.  
“William is in charge of school uniforms today,” says dad.  “You first Nancy.”  
Nancy is a cute little 7-year-old from second grade.  She looks at me and says, “Good morning, Master Jackson.”  She unzips her skirt, drops it to the ground, steps out of it, and hands it to me.  I fumble for the skirt as I’m staring at her tight white panties.  As I clip the skirt to the hangar, she unties her school tie and hands it to me.  I stuff it in the bag as she unbuttons her blouse and hands it to me.  She’s too small for a bra, but she’s wearing a T-shirt.  I take the blouse and hang it on the hangar.  In disbelief I watch as she removes her T-shirt and panties.  Aside from her knee socks and shoes, she’s completely naked.  I put her under garments away as I stare at her flat chest, tiny nipples, and bulging pussy lips.  She’s the first naked girl I’ve seen in the flesh.  
Nancy takes a deep, shuddering breath and turns to put her hands directly on a set of hand prints on the table.  Her tiny little hands don’t cover the entire hand print.  She presses her body up against the table and then takes two big steps back, and I realize she’s following a set routine.  Now her pert little bottom is pushed out perfectly for a switching.  
I haven’t even been watching dad, but he’s got a switch in his hands and the next thing I know, I jump as the switch whistles through the air and smacks into Nancy’s bottom.  “Huhhh,” says Nancy in an almost inaudible gasp.  Dad delivers four more just like that with Nancy making almost no sound for the entire time.  
Dad hands me the switch.  “You do the last one, Master Jackson.”  I hadn’t realized I’d been frozen, holding my breath until dad addresses me.  I’m even still holding the little girl’s school uniform.  I walk over and hang the hangar on the rack and then take the switch from dad.  Smack.  I feel the switch make firm contact with the pretty little ass.  
“Thank you, Mister Jackson.  Thank you, Master Jackson,” says Nancy with a quick curtsy.  
“Melinda,” says dad.
A little more prepared for what’s going to happen, I watch as Melinda’s little fingers unzip her skirt at the hip, exposing her white panties.  She slides the skirt down her legs and steps out of it.  I quickly clip the skirt in position and cast a glance at Nancy.  She’s making no effort to move from position with her hands still on the table.  It’s then that I notice my hard cock for the first time.  I’m a little embarrassed by the bulge in my crotch, but then I notice that dad’s got one, too.  
Melinda hands me her tie and then I watch her unbutton her blouse.  She’s not wearing anything under her shirt, so I see her cute little nipples right away.  Then I watch as she slides her panties down her slender legs.  I’ve got a little more time to stare at her hairless pussy as I’ve got my wits about me this time.  Then I stuff her panties into the bag and watch as she assumes the same position as Nancy.  Since Nancy is still in position, Melinda puts her little hands on a different set of hand prints and there are two cute little girls bent at the waist, sticking their butts out at us.  
Dad delivers three quick switches to Melinda’s naughty bottom.  On the last one, Melinda says, “Oowwwww.”  Then there’s a quick gasp and she looks up at dad.  “I’m sorry, Mr. Jackson.”
“Wayward Girls take their punishment without complaining.”
“Yes, Mr. Jackson.”  Smack!  Melinda gets a fourth one just for saying ow.  But, this time she is silent.  
 The girls get dressed and go.  Moments later, there is a knock on the door.  Dad cants his head toward the door.  “William?”
I open the door and take the note from three fifth graders.  My cock twitches as I read, “Sarah, Theresa, and Shannon were passing notes in class.”
I follow them all into the switching room.  “Sarah,” says dad.  She’s a little more concerned about my presence, but there is no hesitation as she unzips her skirt and slides it down her legs.  She hands it to me and I clip it on the hangar.  It didn’t take much practice for me to be able to do it without taking my eyes off the girl.  She’s a little pudgy, for a Wayward Girl anyway, and when she’s naked I can see that she’s already got some little tits started.  
Three swats for Sarah and then I get to watch Shannon strip down to just her knee socks and shoes.  Finally, Theresa joins them and I can see why there are multiple hand prints painted on the table.  I’m wondering if there will be four girls at once with their asses sticking out for spankings.  
As I’m watching Theresa getting switched, dad looks over at me.  “That’s why I don’t like these tan pants.”  
I look down at my pants and see a wet spot on them.  Damn, I’m so excited that I’m leaking precum inside my pants.  I blush as the three girls can see what’s happening, too.  “Theresa, help him out,” says dad.  “Use my office.”
Without a word, Theresa takes my hand and leads me into dad’s office.  She’s still buck naked, her little nipples hard from the recent switching.  She kneels in front of me and unzips my fly.  Though I’m surprised, I don’t want to argue with her as she reaches in and fishes out my hard cock.  Once it’s all the way out, she slides her lips down over the head of my cock.  It feels heavenly as her lips slide all the way to the base of my cock.  
Theresa is a cute girl with short black hair that bounces as her head bobs up and down on my cock.  I can’t believe that I’m getting my first blowjob from a fifth grader in my dad’s office.  So this is what happens at Christina’s School for Wayward Girls.  It’s really cool to see her lips spread wide as my cock slides deep and then her cheeks hollow out as she slides it back out.  This is even better than watching her get spanked.  
It doesn’t take long for the talented 10-year-old to suck me dry.  When she’s finished she wipes her hand across her mouth, stands up, curtsies, and says, “Thank you, Master Jackson.”  Then she goes back into the room next door.  
I follow Theresa back into the room and see Shannon wipe her hand across her mouth. She curtsies for dad and says, “Thank you, Mr. Jackson.”  Dad fumbles with his fly, and I know that Shannon just helped him out, too.  
As the girls leave, dad says, “So, you want to start working here, Master Jackson?”
“You bet, Mr. Jackson.”
There’s a knock on the door and I open it.  There are four junior girls standing in the doorway.  Emily hands me a note. 
“Emily, Marcia, Beatrice, and Vanna were fighting in class,” I read, smiling at Emily.  
Before anything else happens, Emily protests, “Daddy, you know I wouldn’t.  Not today. Not with him here.”
“Excuse me, Emily?” says dad sternly.  
“Mr. Jackson,” says Emily, much more subdued.  “Please, I can’t.  Not today.”
I can tell from the smirks on the other girls’ faces that they’ve framed Emily.  They know her brother is here and they got her sent to the office.  I don’t know if dad noticed; he just points at the punishment room.  
Once in the room, dad says, “Emily.”  Oh cool, he’s going to make her go first.  I take her skirt from her.  Those panties she didn’t want me looking at in the car are now on full display.  As Emily takes off her blouse, my cock is already hard despite Theresa’s recent help.  I can’t believe when Emily takes off her bra and I see her full tits.  She slides down her panties to show off her furry pussy and her round ass.  She places her hands on the table and takes two steps back.  
Dad hands me the switch.  “Master Jackson, would you please deliver ten swats to Emily’s bare bottom.”  Would I?  Hell yes, I would.  I take the switch and grin over at the other three girls.  “Thank you,” I mouth silently to them as they grin back at me.  
Despite my best efforts, Emily takes all ten swats silently.  One by one all the other 16-year-old girls strip and take their punishment, but my eyes are on Emily as she holds position the entire time.  With her hands on the table and two steps back, her torso is parallel to the ground.  It accentuates her tits as they hang down beneath her.  She glares at me, but says nothing and is allowed no attempt to hide herself.  
There’s virtually an endless parade of girls off all ages through dad’s office all day long.  Emily comes back three more times, each time on some trumped up charge.  It’s only noon when Emily is there for her fourth such visit. This time she’s alone.  Emily is standing with her hands in place, her ass poking out with red stripes across it, and her tits swaying beneath her and I’m so excited I’m ready to cum in my pants.  Dad looks at me and says, “That’s why I hate those tan pants.  Emily, help him out.”
Emily undoes my zipper and fishes out my cock.  “Might as well, Master Jackson,” she says.  “They’re going to keep sending me here until I do.”  My big sister runs her tongue up the length of my shaft and then engulfs my cock.  I grab hold of her hair, lacing my fingers through her long blond hair until I fill her mouth with my cum.  I stagger back from the force of my orgasm.  
Leaning against the wall as I zip up my fly, I watch as dad steps in front of Emily.  “As long as you’re down there, Emily…” says dad as he offers her his cock.  
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Chapter 2
(Mf, mf, oral, spank)
We drive home from school in the same fashion, me in the front and Emily fuming in the back.  Nobody says anything.  I’m a little confused over what happened and don’t know what to say.  Dad and Emily apparently don’t ever talk about it either.  But as soon as we get home and I get out of the car, Emily grabs me by the ear.  School rules are over.  “Billy, don’t you ever say a word about what happened today.  To anybody.  Ever.”
“Let go of Billy’s ear,” says dad.  
Emily glares at dad.  “Daddy you let him… you know.”
“First pumpkin,” says daddy soothingly.  “What happens at school stays at school.  You know that.  Second, you deserved it, getting sent to the office four times today.”
“Daddy, I didn’t do anything.  The other girls…”
“Don’t go blaming anybody but yourself for your misbehavior,” says dad.  
As Emily flounces off in a huff, dad winks at me.  It’s a side of him I have never seen before.  He made her blow me and him and he enjoyed it.  I wondered how many times and for how long she’d been doing that.  Now I had a real incentive to follow in my dad’s footsteps.  
Dad motions me to follow him and we go into his office.  “You know signing that non-disclosure agreement and seeing what goes on at the school is the hardest part of getting a job there.  Now that you’ve passed that hurdle, I’ll expect you at the school every day,” he says as he sits down.  
“I got school, dad,” I say.  That’s stupid – I’d miss school for the rest of my life for the chance to work at the girls’ school.  
“Sure you do.  I don’t mean all day like today – just two hours a day.  When your school is over, hop on your bike and ride over to the Wayward Girls’ school.  Go in through the staff entrance.  There’s a place there where you can change into your staff uniform.  Then come down to my office to see if I need any help with school uniforms.”  He winks at me again.  I recall that we’d spent another half hour after school ended meting out discipline to several bare little bottoms from first grade to one freshman.  “After that you can spend the rest of your two hours sweeping the halls.”

“I’ll be the janitor?”
“Nothing wrong with sweeping the halls as your first job,” says dad.  “You expect to be a teacher on your first day?” he laughs.  “Besides, you’ll start with school uniforms and then go to sweeping.  But, part of sweeping the halls means stopping to help any teachers that ask for your help.”
“What kind of help?”
“Billy, our first responsibility for Wayward Girls is to teach them discipline.  I would have thought you’d have seen that today.  Sometimes teachers, particularly the women teachers need help disciplining the girls.  I usually like to have a boy pushing a broom around the hallways just in case, but the last boy moved out of town last week.  I decided you’re ready for the job.”
I must look a little confused still, because dad says, “I don’t switch all the naughty girls.  Sometimes the teachers do it themselves, particularly when they have time after school.”
Oh, I get it, but I’m not sure I believe it.  I’m going to be sweeping halls only when a teacher doesn’t want me to help switch the girls in detention.  
“And Saturdays, too,” says dad.  “For the boarders and some of the locals who may have missed class or earned detention, we have Saturday classes.  I want you to be to learn how we teach the girls discipline from 8 in the morning until 2 in the afternoon.  The pay is $6.00 an hour, does that sound fair?”
And I get paid, too?  I nod my head, trying to suppress a grin, “Yeah, that sounds fair.”
Dinner is a little awkward that evening.  I wonder if mom knows what goes on at the school.  Emily won’t look at me and seems to have little appetite.  I keep staring at Emily’s chest, imagining her silver dollar size nipples.  And I keep tearing my eyes away as I remember dad saying that what happens at school stays at school.  
After school the next day I make it over to the girls’ school in record time.  I change into my staff uniform and realize I have a few minutes to spare.  Dad didn’t say I couldn’t be early, so I spend about two seconds wondering if it’s OK before I rush down the hall to see if he needs any help.  
“Oh, my, William,” says the secretary as I enter the office.  “You’re early.”  She glances at the door to the headmaster’s office.  “He’s got a girl in with him.  Have a seat and wait.  We don’t interrupt the headmaster when he’s disciplining a girl.”
I know what’s going on in there… I think I do anyway.  But, maybe I don’t know everything, so I sit down and wait.  I’m wondering if dad does anything different if he’s alone with the girls that he’s spanking.  There are four girls waiting with me, two fourth graders with a note, one sixth grader, and one senior.  
A few minutes later, a seventh grader comes out of dad’s office.  She’s tight lipped as she goes past me, then she stops, turns, and says, “Good afternoon, Master Jackson,” and walks out of the office.  
I knock on dad’s door and he looks a little disappointed that it’s me.  “Oh, you’re early,” he says, too, telling me that early is not good.  “Well, it’s good that you waited.  That’s the rule, no interruptions when I’m… uh, switching a girl.”  Then he looks past me into the waiting area. I see the disappointment fade as he sees the waiting girls.  “Who’s next?”
The sixth grader stands up and holds out a note.  I take it and read, “Janice was tardy to class.”
“Time management, Janice, time management.  You have to learn to be on time, all the time.”  He points at the switching room and I wonder how often Janice has been in there.  
Janice strips down to her knee socks and shoes, handing me each article of clothing carefully.  She puts her hands on the table and takes two steps back.  Then, dad does something unusual.  He reaches between her thighs, up high so I know his hand is touching her privates.  In response she spreads her legs a little wider, then a little wider.  “That’s better,” says dad, now satisfied that Janice is in the proper position.  
As I hang up the hangar of her clothes, I’m across the table from her.  I can see the small swell of her tits on her chest as she’s leaning over.  I can see her pussy lips, too, down between her legs.  I stay there rather than go back to where I can see her bottom getting switched.  It’s a different view and I kind of like it.  The best part is the look on her face and the flash of pain in her eyes as the switch snaps across her bare ass three times.  
We watch her dress and then the two younger girls knock next.  Their note says they were cheating on a test.  “Hmmm,” says dad.  “We especially don’t like our Wayward Girls to be cheaters.”
He looks at me and says, “We have a special punishment for cheaters.”  Then he looks back at the girls, “Don’t we, girls?”
“Yes, Mr. Jackson,” they say in unison.  
“Help them with their uniforms, Master Jackson,” says dad.  “They keep their skirts for this, though.”  So they both strip off their blouses, undershirts, and panties.  I hang their uniforms up and they both assume the usual position with their hands on the table and a couple steps back.  I watch as dad flips up Katie’s skirt above her waist.  He ties a rope around her waist and then threads it between her legs, tosses it over a bar hanging from the ceiling, and threads it through Heidi’s legs.  He finishes by tying it around Heidi’s waist.  Then, he makes sure that the rope is tucked between Heidi’s pussy lips.  He nods to me.  “Check Katie’s rope for me,” he says.  
I reach between Katie’s legs, pull her pussy lips apart, and make sure the rope is pressing against her slit.  That was fun.  
Dad pushes a button on the wall and the bar that the rope is strung over goes up, pulling itself taut.  As it goes up a little more, the two girls are pulled up onto their tiptoes.  I thought the girls before had their asses exposed for a spanking, now these two are really pushing their helpless little asses out.  Not to mention, I figure that rope has to hurt between their legs like that.     
They got to keep their skirts on, but the skirts don’t hide anything now.  “So, my little cheaters,” says dad.  “Cheating on a test does about as much good as keeping your skirts on for a spanking.  Nothing.  It does you no good at all.  You can’t hide behind your cheating any more than you can hide behind your skirts.”  He reaches over and pulls Heidi’s skirt up to just below her nipples, making it even more useless.  Even though he hasn’t asked, I do the same with Katie’s skirt.  
“Get yourself a switch, Master Jackson,” says dad.  He’s already holding one, so I get another from the cabinet.  
“Five switches, Master Jackson,” says dad.  
“Yes, Mr. Jackson,” I say.  He and I switch our respective girls, leaving five red stripes on each.  The blows fall almost simultaneously, accompanied by the almost silent gasps from the two girls.  
I mimic dad as he pulls Heidi’s skirt back down to an almost modest level.  The rope and Katie’s position keeps the skirt from covering her well.  Then he unties the girls and lets them get dressed and leave.  
As the senior girl comes into the office I notice that there are two more girls waiting in the office by now.  The final bell rang a few minutes ago, so now I’m officially working.  “Kimberly talked back to the teacher,” I read on the senior’s note.  
Kimberly was the oldest of the girls who’d come through dad’s office so far.  She was 18, legally an adult.  I half expected her to rebel against the rules, but then she had also been a Wayward Girl for nearly 12 years.  She is timid as she enters the office and, I think, acts like a well conditioned Stepford Wife.  
“Talking back has its special consequences, too,” says dad, addressing me.  He holds up a red rubber ball and then tosses it to Kimberly.  She deftly catches it and pops it into her mouth.  Her red lips and white teeth spread wide as she bites down on the ball.  
She smoothes her skirt as she steps into the switching room and then unzips it without a word.  I had already noticed the lack of rebellion of the girls, writing it off as not wanting to rile the headmaster and earn more punishment than they already deserved.  She hands me the skirt, acknowledging my role as the keeper of her uniform.  Unlike all the other girls I’ve seen so far, her panties are a mere thong.  Sheer and white, they hide nothing from my view.  She removes her blouse and I note that her bra is also much less than I’ve seen before.  Like all the other girls, her bra is white, but the cups are less than half a cup, pushing and lifting her tits without covering her nipples.  Without any more information, I can only assume that all the seniors are similarly clad.  My assumption is further justified by the fact that she stops there, leaving on her very revealing under garments unlike the underclasswomen.  This “senior privilege” leaves nothing to the imagination.  
Kimberly places her hands on the hand prints.  Her adult size hands completely cover the hand prints as she takes the requisite two steps back.  She surprises me by rotating her ass in quite a provocative, inviting manner as if asking for the switch.  
Dad surprises me now by delivering five quick swats to Kimberly’s offered bottom and then dismissing her.  She’s the best built woman who’s come into his office for punishment so far.  That was my first clue that he preferred to spank the little ones.  
“Thank you, Mr. Jackson.  Thank you, Master Jackson,” says Kimberly, now dressed, as she curtsies and leaves.  
As she leaves, dad says, “I don’t understand her.  She knows better.  I’m beginning to think she just likes the spankings.”
The next two girls to come into the office light up dad’s eyes.  Just 6-years-old, the first graders hand me a note.  “The two Jessicas were talking in class – to each other.”  I appraise the two little girls, a Jessica and a Jessica.  One has long, light brown hair and the other has short blond hair.  Both are pretty, slender girls in the model of most Wayward Girls.  
“You shouldn’t…”
“… spank us,” finishes the second.  And I immediately think of twins who might finish each other’s sentences.  But, these two are just best friends who have the same talent.  It’s the most rebellion I’ve seen in all the girls so far and now it makes sense to me.  They haven’t been through the rigid training of the older girls, beaten down to be Wayward Girls.
 “You shouldn’t be talking in class,” counters dad.  
“We’re sorry,” says long brown hair.  
“We couldn’t help it,” adds short blond.  
“And that’s why you’re here,” says dad.  “It’s my responsibility to teach you how to control yourselves so you don’t talk when you know you’re not supposed to talk.”
“Oh,” says long brown.  
“But still,” says short blond.  “It’s not OK to spank us.”
I look at dad, wondering how he will deal with this.  The two girls are small enough that he and I could do the spanking without their cooperation.  But, he has done this before.  He knows how to intimidate little girls.  “You want me to send you back where you came from and tell them you can’t come to school here anymore?  You want them to know you aren’t good enough to be Wayward Girls?”
“No,” says long brown.  
Dad points to the room and she moves.  He nods at me and I follow her in.  Short blond stays with him.  Dad closes the door after we go in.  
Alone with the long brown haired Jessica, I take her skirt, tie, blouse, and panties.  She puts her hands on the table, a little bit anxious that her friend is still not here.  I take the opportunity to run my hand down her bare back and then touch her bare ass.  
“You shouldn’t,” says this Jessica. 
I know I shouldn’t, but then, “Are you talking back to me?” I say.  
“No, Master Jackson,” she says and shuts up.  
I put my hand between her soft thighs, a finger pressing against her pussy, and she spreads her legs wider.  It’s a cheap feel, but I know she won’t complain.  
It’s only a minute or two before the door opens and the other Jessica comes into the room followed by dad.  She strips without complaint and now there are two 6-year-olds with their asses presented for spanking.  Dad switches the short blond Jessica and then hands me the switch.  I take care of my Jessica.  
My cock is pounding, but I do notice that there is no wet spot from my leaking precum today.  I look at dad, catch his eye, and then look down at my crotch and jerk my head toward the long brown haired Jessica.  Dad shakes his head and, to my disappointment the two girls get dressed and leave.  
“First graders haven’t gotten that far,” explains dad as we are alone for a moment.  
I answer the knock on the door to see a girl about my age standing there and offering me a note.  I recognize her as a girl I’d gone to school with for a few years.  After third grade she’d transferred to the Wayward Girls and I hadn’t seen her since.  Stephanie seems to recognize me as well.  “Stephanie is wearing blue panties,” I announce after reading the note.  
I’d noticed that all the girls wore white, but I hadn’t taken that to mean it was a requirement until now.  She was about to get punished for wearing blue panties.  I knew from experience that her legs had been spread in class by the clamps on her chair and the teacher must have noticed that she was wearing the wrong panties.  
Dad simply holds out his hand and Steph slides her panties down her legs and hands them to him.  He wads up the panties and pops them in her mouth.  We go into the next room where the usual ritual is performed.  Once her bare ass is sufficiently tanned, dad says, “Help him out, Stephanie,” and leaves the room.  
The freshman kneels in front of me, pulls the wad of panties from her mouth, and gets my cock out of my pants.  I watch with relish as she sucks me in.  She’s the last girl of the day in the office.  I let her take her time.  Still, she’s eager to get it over with and I’ve got a naked girl sucking my cock, so it doesn’t take long.  She swallows my cum, wipes her mouth, curtsies, and says, “Thank you, Master Jackson.”
Christina’s School for Wayward Girls
By Kenna
Chapter 3
(mf, rape, bd)
With no more girls to deal with, I find myself pushing a broom up and down the hallway.  Feeling like a janitor, I wonder if any of the teachers are going to need help today.  That’s when I hear the clip clop of high heel shoes coming down the hallway.  I turn to see who’s behind me.  The oriental woman eyes me and says, “You’re the headmaster’s son?”
“Yes, ma’am,” I reply.  
“William, is it?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“I’m Ms. Kwan.”  
“Can I help you?”
“Can you?” she asks cryptically. “Follow me and we’ll see.”  She strides off back in the direction from which she came and I follow.  She turns the corner and goes into the first room on the left.  As I step into the room I see a naked girl eying the door.  
The girl is more than naked.  She’s naked and helpless.  I look at the contraption that has her in its control.  It’s a wooden box about two feet by two feet set on the floor.  Her hands and feet are stuck into the box through holes that are too small for her hands and feet to fit through.  The effect is like stocks except she’s bent at the waist, her feet and hands stuck to the floor.   
“What’s her name?” I ask.  I’ve known the name of every other girl I’ve spanked so far by virtue of the note they’ve handed me. 
“Betsy,” says Ms. Kwan.  
Betsy has nice long legs, perhaps accentuated by the fact that she’s bent at the waist and showing lots of leg.  It’s hard to tell just how old she is in that position, but Ms. Kwan (I find out later) is an eighth grade teacher.  Her tits are a little cramped by the position she’s in, so I can’t get a good look at them.  She’s wearing a ball gag, so I wonder if she’s been talking back in class.  
“You know what to do?” asks Ms. Kwan, breaking me from my trance.  
“What do you want me to do?” I reply, thinking I am merely at the beck and call of the teachers.  
She hands me a condom.  “Fuck the naughty bitch,” she says and leaves the room.  
Fuck the naughty bitch, I think as I approach the bound and gagged girl.  Apparently that was supposed to be obvious to me, perhaps because it’s the one thing Ms. Kwan couldn’t do to Betsy.  Her ass is quite red already and I wonder just what she’s done to earn the wrath of Ms. Kwan.  Betsy squirms and moans into the gag as I close the distance between us.  Now, understand this… I’m a horny 14-year-old.  Betsy is a helpless 13-year-old.  I’ve got no training in how to discipline her or even any knowledge of what she’s done wrong.  Heck, I don’t need no stinking training, I think.  
“Holy crap, Betsy,” I say as I reach for her.  I’ve been told to fuck her, but now I’m alone with a pretty, helpless girl about my own age. I reach under her and cup her tits.  “What the hell did you do to deserve this?” I ask the rhetorical question.  “You piss off Ms. Kwan pretty bad?”  
“Unnn, unnn,” says Betsy as I fondle her and grind my hips into her bare ass.  As she’s squirming, I spot a wooden paddle hanging from a strap on the wall.  I pick up the paddle and she moans in resignation, sounding a bit like a muffled, “Oh, hell, no.”  Tempting as the idea is, her ass is pretty red and Ms. Kwan’s instructions were pretty explicit.  I put the paddle back on the hook.
The idea of raping Betsy as punishment for some unknown transgression is pretty hot, so I’m already hard. I pull down my pants and put on the condom.  To get a whine from Betsy, all I have to do is run my hands over her ass.  It’s warm to the touch and must be pretty sore.  Her pussy lips are swollen and visible from behind, squeezed between her slender thighs.  I finger her pussy, feeling her juices, and then push my cock between her lips.  “Aaannggg,” says Betsy as I violate her.  The 13-year-old is nice and tight, squeezing me with her pussy and firm thighs as I stroke in and out of her from behind.   
As I start pounding hard into her, I notice the box that she’s stuck in must have some weight to it because I’m not knocking her off balance.  Anyway, it leaves me free to use my hands to fondle her rather than support her as I fuck her.  I can reach under her and fondle her growing tits, feeling the nipples harden as I play with them.  
I fuck her for a few minutes.  She’s kind of squirming, but she’s pretty much stuck in position.  It’s hard to tell if she’s excited, in pain, mad, or what since all she can do is grunt and squirm her hips around.  When I cum, I’m pretty sure she hasn’t cum.  
Finished, I pull off the condom and drop it in the trash.  I pull up my pants and go out to the hall.  Ms. Kwan is waiting there.  “Where’s the condom?” she asks, looking like I was supposed to present her with it like a trophy.  
She seems upset that I d dropped it in the trash, but she fishes it out and examines it.  Then she shoos me out, leaving me to wonder what she’s going to do with the condom and the cum inside it.  But, there’s no windows in the classrooms, so no chance of me finding out.  
The rest of the afternoon goes by without any more opportunities to punish any of the girls.  The school is pretty quiet and by the time dad drives me home, the halls are pretty clean.  Emily is quiet in the back seat, miffed that I’m working at the school, but relieved that she avoided me all afternoon.  
Once we get home, I follow dad to his office.  It’s his private territory and a safe place for us to talk.  He raises his eyebrows as I follow him in.  “Something on your mind, Billy?”
“Yeah, dad,” I’m a little embarrassed at the question, but I need to know.  “Umm, does mom know what goes on at the school?”  I mean, she’s the mayor of Wayward, so I’m assuming that she does. That would mean she knows what I’m doing at my job.  
“Your mother is a Wayward Girl,” says dad.  “I thought you knew that.”  That makes sense.  The most successful girls are all Wayward Girls.  She is the mayor and that’s pretty successful.  
“Oh, no,” I say.  “I didn’t know…”  I mean, I guess I did know that, but I’d put up this mental block.  How could I picture my own mom doing…?  But, my mind is racing now.  Dad worked at the school.  They’re the same age.  Wow, I had this image of mom in the box like Betsy.  Was that how dad met mom?
“Are you OK?” asks dad, looking anxiously at me.  
“Yeah, I’m… OK,” I say.  “I just never…”
“She’s still your mom, Billy,” says dad.  “But, you’ve got the wrong idea here.  We’re training and disciplining these girls.  We’re not turning them into sluts.  Your mother is a fine upstanding woman and a pillar of the community.  She’s all the better for the time she spent at Wayward School.”
“I know, dad,” I say, not sure I believe it.
“Someday I expect you’ll marry a Wayward Girl,” says dad.  “Lots of advantages to that.  “They’re successful, they work hard, they’re open minded, and they make a good wife.”
“Yeah, OK,” I say, thinking about Betsy.  But, there’s lots of time to settle on the right one. 
As I leave, I hear dad say, “And they’re pretty damn good in bed.”  I turn around, shocked that he would say something like that, but he’s acting as if nothing was said.  Maybe I misunderstood him.  But lately dad’s been surprising me a lot.  
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Friday after dinner, dad takes me into his office.  “I need to talk to you about tomorrow,” he says.  It will be my first Saturday working at the school.  I was beginning to wonder if I’d be sweeping the halls for six hours or what.  
“All the Wayward Girls have Saturday classes every eighth week.  The classes are one on one.  We can’t handle all 500 of them on one day, so we spread it out so that we have around 60 girls every Saturday.  You’ll have one girl assigned to you for training.  I’ve asked Mr. Crawford to show you the ropes, so you and he will have two girls, your girl plus his girl.  Follow his instructions completely.”
“Which two girls?” I ask.  
“It doesn’t matter,” says dad.  “You’re the most junior staff member, so you don’t get a choice.  As you get seniority, you get to choose.”
“So I get stuck with the leftovers?”
“Billy!?  They’re all Wayward Girls,” he says with pride.  “There are no leftovers.  Besides, choosing doesn’t mean choosing by name.  Choosing just means picking a grade level.  You may find that you like training first graders or seniors.  For now you’ll get a range of ages and by the time you get senior enough to make choices, you’ll know your own preferences.  Tomorrow I believe you and Mr. Crawford will have two seventh graders.  That’s his preference and since you’ll be with him for the next four Saturdays, that’s probably what you’ll have for all those sessions.”
“What training do we give them?” I ask.  
“We call it character building,” says dad.  “It’s based on 100 years of tradition at Christina’s School for Wayward Girls.  Some people may call it hazing and frown on it, but hazing is used by fraternities and sororities to induct new members.  Our military academies use hazing on the first year students to teach them character and discipline.  Nowadays people are against things like corporal punishment and hazing, but it’s produced fine young women for over a century.
“Mr. Crawford has been with the school twelve years.  It’s hard recruiting for teachers at the school because of the extra activities we expect from the teachers and the current attitude toward corporal punishment and character building.  We have to be very careful.  You’ll find that Mr. Crawford is excellent at what he does.  He teaches seventh grade and devotes his Saturdays to his seventh graders.”
Dad drives me to school on Saturday morning.  He is usually doesn’t participate in Saturday school and apparently it is not Emily’s turn to go.  I haven’t really been paying attention to her schedule, so I don’t know when her Saturday school is.  From what I’ve seen of the girls’ school, I’m looking forward to character building classes, hazing a couple of 12-year-olds ought to be fun.  
We’re a little early, so I get to meet Mr. Crawford.  He’s in his late thirties.  He tells me that he holds himself and all the teachers to the same standards of the students.  I’m not sure what that means except that he’s fit, trim, and handsome, just like the girls are fit, trim, and beautiful.  I suppose it also means he’s smart and successful, but I can’t tell that just by looking.  
At 8:00 o’clock, two girls come into his classroom.  I immediately recognize Sierra and from the look on her face, she recognizes me.  She’s the little sister of one of my friends.  I’ve known her forever.  I knew she was a Wayward Girl, but wow, she doesn’t look so little anymore.  The other girl walks up to Mr. Crawford and curtsies, “Good morning, Mr. Crawford,” she says.  Then Sierra curtsies in front of me and says, “Good morning, Master Jackson.”  Cool, she’s mine.  
Mr. Crawford introduces Shanna and Sierra to me and I say, “Yeah, I know Sierra.”
He smiles.  “I know she’s a local girl, so I hoped you might know her.  I find the character building classes can be enhanced by personal acquaintance.  One of the main points is enduring humiliation.  The situation I have planned for today will be much more humiliating if she knows you.”
“She’s the little sister of one of my friends,” I add.  
“Perfect,” says Mr. Crawford.  He says to the girls, “You’ll find everything you need in the bags with your names on them.”  He points at the two paper bags on his desk.  “We’ll be back in 10 minutes.”
I follow him out.  He explains, “First we’ll get them out of their school uniforms and into something more appropriate.  We’ll do a little bit of work in the classroom and then go to the dungeon.”
“Dungeon?” I repeat in surprise.  I’ve never heard of a dungeon at the school.
He laughs.  “That’s what I call it.  Officially it’s the detention room, but you’ll see.”
We have a couple minutes so I ask him why Ms. Kwan had me use a rubber and then kept it like it was a prize.  
He laughs again, amused at my naiveté.  There is so much to learn. “First off, all the girls who have had their period are on the pill, so you can screw them all you want without worry.  You don’t have to worry about using a condom, except for Ms. Kwan.  She likes boys to use a condom so she can have the cum.  She probably fed it to Betsy after you left.”
“Why not just have me cum in her mouth?” I ask.  
“She didn’t want it delivered that way.  She probably put it on her tits and made Betsy lick it off.”  Mr. Crawford looks at the growing bulge in my crotch and says, “You better take it easy.  We haven’t even started on the girls.”
I try to think of other things for the next couple of minutes and then we got back into the room.  My eyes bug out at the sight of the two girls.  They are across the room from us, but I can tell that they are practically naked.  Sierra is wearing a tight top that fits to her like it was painted on.  She’s wearing a pink stocking and a pale blue stocking that come all the way up to her crotch.  There is nothing in between to cover her tummy or her pussy.  Shanna is wearing a tight top and really, really short shorts. 
As we get closer I can make out writing on Sierra’s top.  It says, “Liquor in the front and poker in the rear.”  I stare at it for a few seconds before I get the double entendre.  I tear my eyes off her and look at Shanna.  Now that I’m right next to her, I can make out the writing on her top.  I have to do a double take because I can see right through the sheer material.  Her nipples are right there.  The writing says, “Lick These.”  She blushes as I stare at her tits, but then Mr. Crawford spins her around.  Her shorts are so short that her cheeks are falling out the bottom.  Across her tight, round ass are the words, “Spank These.”
Then, Mr. Crawford gives me his impression of the girls.  He’s talking to me, but looking right at Shanna.  “I just love seventh graders,” he says.  “Girls and women at the same time.  Little Lolitas halfway to womanhood.”  He puts his hands on Shanna’s tits, squeezing them through the thin material.  I follow suit, taking Sierra’s small tits in my hands.  “Little titties just starting to grow.  Firm, suckable.  A seventh grader isn’t quite sure about whether she even wants tits, but they’re on their way.  They’re annoying, they bounce when she runs, and boys and men stare at them.  Yet, it feels so good when a man touches them.”
His hand slides to Shanna’s pussy, so I do the same to Sierra.  I’m touching her bare pussy, feeling the soft, rubbery lips.  “They have a mature cunt that’s deep enough for a man’s cock and a clit that responds when you fuck them.  Yet, not much pussy hair to hide it from view.  That halfway between a girl and a woman look,” he muses.  
We both turn our girls around, our hands going to their firm asses in unison.  “And the fine, slender ass of a girl,” he says as he squeezes. I’m fondling Sierra’s bare ass as he’s squeezing the thin material barely hiding Shanna’s.  “Slender hips and a firm round ass, just right for spanking.  Not that full, big butt on a woman.”  
Now he reaches around front, letting his hands wander all the way up to Shanna’s throat and then to her mouth.  I get a little caught up on Sierra’s little titties before I catch up with him. He slides a finger in her mouth.  “Even the little girls learn to suck cock, but by now she’s an experienced cocksucker.  She can get the whole cock in, all the way down her throat.  She enjoys the taste of a man’s cum.”
He caresses Shanna’s tits and I return to fondling Sierra.  “By now they’ve been Wayward Girls for over six years.  They know better than to disobey.  They’ll do anything you tell them to do.  A little girl’s body that responds to a man’s hands like a woman.”  
I hear a moan from Shanna, a moan of pleasure.  I keep one hand on Sierra’s tits and move the other between her legs, caressing her pussy and her clit.  “Ohhhh,” she moans softly as I touch her there.  She grinds her hips back against me.  
He keeps caressing Shanna, but looks at me for the first time since he started this almost hypnotic dissertation.  “Best of all, seventh graders come in all shapes and sizes.  There are some that are flat-chested, smooth pussied, little girls and there are some that have nice tits, furry pussies.  I love the variety of seventh grade.”
He steps away from Shanna and I reluctantly put a few feet between me and Sierra, without taking my eyes off her.  The two girls turn to face us, expectantly.  “Up on the chair,” says Mr. Crawford.  Sierra steps up on a chair next to his desk. “Now up on the desk,” he adds.  She steps up on his desk.  “Take off your shirt,” he says.
Sierra slowly strips off the sexy looking shirt to reveal her small mounds.  Her nipples are different from any girl I’ve ever seen before.  They are puffy and swollen, bigger than a silver dollar in diameter.  Sitting atop her small firm breasts, the nipples almost look like a second set of tits, stretching and extending her tits rather than just that hard nub that caps a girl’s tits.  I want to touch them again, see what they feel like, but she’s out of reach at the moment.  
I hadn’t quite noticed until now that she’s removed the shirt, but she’s wearing pink suspenders.  They’d been hidden under the shirt, framing her bare midriff, and attaching to the top of her stockings. They come over her shoulders and part around her tits, clipping to those pastel colored stockings right at her hips.  It looks sexy; she’s naked but not naked.  
Already she’s swaying, using the desk as a stage to dance for us.   I work hard to take my eyes off her as Shanna steps up onto the desk and starts to dance.  She leaves her top and bottom on, but they have about the same effect as Sierra’s suspenders and stockings.  Shanna is completely exposed underneath that sheer material, yet clothed at the same time.  Even the crotch of her shorts is sheer, giving me a perfect view of her bare pussy.  I look again at Shanna’s nipples, assured that they are normal, hard little buttons atop her firm young tits.  
Mr. Crawford gets Shanna to lie down on the desk. I can tell that other girls have been in this position before because his desk has permanently placed straps on the front.  Her legs dangle over the front of the desk and he straps one ankle to a corner and then the other, leaving her legs spread wide.  Her wide spread thighs make the view of her pussy even more spectacular.  Then he walks around the desk and uses straps on the other side to pull her arms down and in place.  Her head is perched on the edge of the desk, her tits thrust up at the ceiling, and her hips are on the other edge of the desk.
“What’s her tits say, Sierra?” asks Mr. Crawford.
“Lick these,” she says. 
“Do it.”
Sierra stops dancing and kneels over Shanna.  Her legs straddle Shanna’s hips, thrusting her own bare ass and pussy up into the air and she puts her face to Shanna’s chest.  She licks at the thin material, getting it wet with her spit.  As she teases Shanna’s nipples, they poke up like pencil erasers.  Now Sierra bites on them, pulling the nipple and the sheer material up and then letting go.  
“Give her your pussy,” says Mr. Crawford.  He leads me around the desk to face Sierra as the 12-year-old squats down over Shanna’s face.  She lowers her bare cunt right down to Shanna’s face and Shanna’s tongue comes out to lick at the juicy slit. 
Sierra is perched precariously right on the edge of the desk, so I put my hands where they’ve been longing to be for quite some time now.  I fondle her tits under the pretense of providing her support, keeping her from toppling off the edge of the desk.  Her puffy nipples are supple, more firm to the touch than they look.  
Then, Mr. Crawford leads me away from the two girls.  “She doesn’t have a hair trigger,” he says, “so we have a couple minutes.”  He makes sure he has my full attention, which is quite a feat given the action that’s going on over on his desk.  He speaks low, so they can’t hear, yet firmly so I know he’s serious.  “This is about character building for you, too, Master Jackson.  If you want to train these girls, then you have to have stamina, patience, and control.  They’re putting on quite a show and part of the point is to embarrass themselves, but at the same time, you have to have your mind on something else or you’re going to blow your wad in your pants.
“Now, your goal is to hold off until 11 o’clock.  That’s over two hours away.  I’m not going to let you cum until 11 o’clock.  Got it?  Think of something else, like maybe her brother pounding in your face because of what you’re doing to his little sister.  But get some control.  At the same time you have to be involved, making her just as embarrassed as she can be.  It’s a tough balancing act, but if you want to be involved in their training, then you need to do it right.”
He looks back over at them. “She’s going to blow pretty soon.  When she does, I want you to follow this script.”  He explains to me what I’m supposed to say, what he expects her to say back, and then what I’m supposed to say and do.  “Can you handle that?”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford,” I say, getting a little more perspective on what character building is all about.
So, I go back over in front of Sierra.  She’s panting heavily now and pumping her hips a little bit. She can’t move too much or else Shanna can’t reach her.  Her head is tossing back and forth like she’s going wild. “Yeah, yeah, oh, yeah,” she moans as she nears her climax.  I reach up and squeeze her tits, enjoying the feel of the little cones.  As she starts to cum, I say, “You’re such a slut, Sierra.”
She looks me right in the eye, “Oh, yeah, that’s sooo… Squeeze my titties Master Jackson, milk my titties.”  Now that and the passion she’s displaying were not in the script, but as soon as she comes down, she says, “Wayward Girls don’t care about names and labels.  It’s what we accomplish that counts.”  That’s back on script.  
“And I hear that you won the state science fair, Sierra,” I say, adding a compliment to the name I just called her.  Mr. Crawford wants me to say it with pride and awe.  That’s exactly what I feel.  I mean, my science project didn’t even get an award at the school level.  Sierra won state.  As I say it, I caress her cheek.  Her eyes shine from the compliment and she leans into my caress.  
“Yes,” adds Mr. Crawford, “I expect great things from Sierra.”  But he moves me aside and his voice gets harsher.  “Now what was that crap about squeeze my titties, Master Jackson?  Milk them?  Did you get lost in passion?”
“Sorry, Mr. Crawford.”
“Shit, Sierra,” says the teacher. “Too late for sorry.  Never give a man an edge.  What does Master Jackson think about you now?  Are you his girlfriend?  Are you his wife?  No!  You can’t afford to let down your guard with any man except your most trusted lover.  Master Jackson is not that and neither am I.  And you’re too young to put that level of trust in any man or boy.”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford.”
“I think Master Jackson can grab your titties any time and make you weak in the knees.  That’s what that outburst tells me.  Do you understand what I’m saying?”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford.”
“Good, now it’s Shanna’s turn.  I want to play no cum with her.  You have 30 minutes.”
Sierra kneels back down over Shanna and starts licking her tits through her top again.  She seems to think that Mr. Crawford’s instructions were perfectly clear, but I have no idea what’s going on.  “No cum?” I ask him.  
“It’s a game we play with the girls sometimes,” says Mr. Crawford.  “Sierra’s job is to spend the next 30 minutes getting Shanna as close to orgasm as possible without letting her cum.
So, I get to watch two 12-year-olds go at it.  Shanna is, of course, still restrained.  As she gets worked up, she pulls frantically at the straps, but she can’t do anything else.  Sierra licks at her tits, licks at her visible, yet covered pussy lips, and occasionally nibbles on her neck and frenches with her.  Sierra spends time on Shanna’s pussy, getting her all hot and panting, nearly to an orgasm, and then she moves to her tits, neck, and mouth to let Shanna cool down.  The scene is repeated several times.  Each time Sierra spends less time on Shanna’s cunt and more time on the rest of her body.  
Mr. Crawford gives Sierra a twenty minute warning and then a ten minute warning.  From the look on Shanna’s face, I think she thinks more time is passing than Mr. Crawford is letting on, but he’s not cheating.  At the five minute remaining mark, it looks like Shanna is about to lose it, but Sierra moves to her tits.  This time, she slides Shanna’s top up, exposing the hard buttons to the cool air for the first time.  She takes a nipple in her mouth and pulls it up and inch and then two inches.  Shanna’s body arches up off the desk and she lets out a low growl.  
“Sierra’s pretty good at this,” notes Mr. Crawford, loud enough for Sierra to hear.  “I think she really loves pussy.”
Man is Mike gonna pound my face, I’m thinking.  I’m gonna be bloody.  Maybe he’ll break my nose.  Then I look back at Sierra.  Her hot little ass is sticking up in the air as she bends over Shanna, sucking on her nipples and my hard on comes back.  Bloody nose.  Broken nose.  This is hard work.  
“Two minutes,” calls out Mr. Crawford.  Sierra responds by kissing Shanna one more time.  Then she kisses her way down Shanna’s body.  As she gets to her waist, Sierra pulls down Shanna’s tight shorts.  With Shanna’s legs spread, she can’t get them very far, but it’s far enough to get access to Shanna’s now uncovered pussy.  Sierra sticks her tongue in Shanna’s cunt, but I can tell she’s avoiding the other girl’s clit.  
“One minute.”  Sierra licks up and down Shanna’s slit and Shanna sounds like she’s gone mad.  Sierra is less a perfect vision now that she’s squatting between Shanna’s wide spread thighs, but the sight of her tongue lapping at Shanna’s downy pussy is erotic.  I start thinking about Mike and maybe his dad, too.  They’d both be pounding me if they ever found out.  
As Mr. Crawford starts a ten second countdown, Sierra attacks Shanna’s clit.  Shanna arches up off the desk, trying to push her pussy right into Sierra’s face.  It’s about two seconds after zero when Shanna’s body starts to buck in orgasm.  “Oh fuck yes, yes, yes, yes,” she moans as she cums on Sierra’s tongue.  
As Shanna’s moans die down, Mr. Crawford asks me, “How many orgasms did she have?”
“One,” I say.  That was pretty obvious.  
“I counted seven,” says Mr. Crawford.  Shanna starts to open her mouth, but Mr. Crawford says, “Don’t lie to me.”
“Are you counting the last one?” asks Shanna, “or only the ones I wasn’t supposed to let on?”
“There were eight?” asks Mr. Crawford in surprise.  
“Yes, Mr. Crawford,” says Shanna.  
“Eight,” confirms Sierra nodding.  “And you lied, Mr. Crawford.”
“Yes, I did,” says Mr. Crawford.  “I didn’t want to give away the real game to Master Jackson.”  He turns to me.  “The real game of no cum is for Shanna to cum without letting me and you know she’s cumming.  Sierra’s pretty good at giving, but Shanna is really good at playing no cum.  She even got one by me today.”
“Any girl can fake an orgasm,” says Shanna, “but only a Wayward Girl can fake not having one.”
“And don’t look so smug about it,” says Mr. Crawford.  “A Wayward Girl has humility.”  The two 12-year-olds finish the last two words of the sentence with him.  
Damn, I’ve been up and down so many times this morning I think I’ve got a pogo stick in my pants.  But this new knowledge helps me get down again as I realize they’ve played a joke on me.  I feel a bit out of place in this world of Wayward Girls.  There’s a lot to learn.  
“A Wayward Girl needs to keep track of her obligations, too, doesn’t she, Sierra.”
Sierra nods.  
“And a Wayward teacher needs to keep track of his girl and her obligations,” he says to me.  When I give him a blank look, he adds, “I realize you’re new to this and I’ll let you get by with missing this one, but you must have noticed that I had to talk sharply to Sierra right before the no cum game.”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford,” I say.  
“That’s a clear sign that Sierra has been bad and deserves punishment.”
“Oh,” I say.  “She wasn’t supposed to tell me to squeeze her titties?  I thought getting yelled at was enough.  So the punishment is more?”
“What’s the punishment, Sierra?” he asks her.  
“Basically whatever you want to do to me,” says Sierra.  “Losing control like that is… well it’s kind of like in the eye of the beholder.  How much did it… umm, arouse you to hear me begging for my… umm, titties to be squeezed?”  She blushes as she finishes.    
“Yes, well, that’s a pretty accurate statement,” says Mr. Crawford.  “But seeing as it’s Master Jackson’s first day at this and I’m supervising him and he’s been pretty aroused all morning and he doesn’t know what punishments are available, I’ll make the choice. Nipple clamps it is.  Then, since I detected embarrassment in your answer, there will be three swats as well.”
“Mr. Crawford!?” protests Sierra.
“Yes, Sierra?”
“What was that about body language and sub… sub…sublimited messages that you were talking about in class?”
“Subliminal messages,” corrects Mr. Crawford.  “You were trying to appear coy and vulnerable to minimize your punishment?”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford.”
“I suppose you deserve some credit for that,” he says.  “But a warning.  Coy and vulnerable do not belong on character building day.  Two swats.”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford.”
He holds up a chain with clips on the ends.  “I’ll demonstrate the first one. You can do the second one,” he says to me.  He takes Sierra’s puffy nipple between thumb and forefinger and pinches it to hardness.  He plays with it for several seconds until there is clearly a hard nub at the peak of the puff.  Then he clamps a clip on it.  Though she grimaces with her teeth gritted, Sierra makes no sound. 
I copy what I just saw him do.  Fondling her nipple is fun and soon I have produced a hard nub on her tit.  I clamp it as Mr. Crawford showed me.  Then I take the paddle and make Sierra bend over the desk.  I smack her soundly.  “Harder,” says Mr. Crawford.  I wind up and smack her harder.  
“Holy crap,” says Mr. Crawford.  “If I’d known you were going to pat her butt, I’d have assigned ten or twelve swats.” 
“More?” I say.
“No, no more,” he says.  “I said two and she got two, but she got off easy.”  He turns to the girls and says, “Let’s go to the detention room, now.”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford,” they say in unison. 
Mr. Crawford stops in his tracks and shakes his head.  “My apologies, Master Jackson,” he says to me.  Then to Shanna he says, “Let’s go to the detention room, Shanna.”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford,” she says.  
“Let’s go to the detention room, Sierra,” I say, taking the hint.
“Yes, Master Jackson,” says Sierra.  
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As Shanna has straightened her clothes back to their original condition, I hand Sierra her shirt back.  I assume it’s my call and she looks cute in it.  Mr. Crawford leads the way with Shanna at his heels, two steps back.  I follow a few more steps back so it doesn’t look like I’m following Shanna, with Sierra two steps behind me.  
The teacher leads us to steps and we go downstairs.  The dungeon, as he called it, is in the basement.  I am reminded that most of the girls are receiving single treatment and attention as we pass an 8-year-old on a leash. She has a costume and makeup on that make her look like a cat.  She is following a female teacher up the stairs from the dungeon.  
As we step through a set of double doors, I see a girl about my age getting photographed as if in a professional setting.  One of the female teachers is acting as photographer while the girl is primping and preening like a professional model.  I have to do a double take and stare for a moment as I notice that this girl’s lesson in humility is that she has makeup on that makes her look disfigured.  She has blotches on her face, a wart, and blackened teeth.  Yet she is smiling for the camera.  
Through another set of double doors and we enter the dungeon.  On one wall of the detention room, there are four girls chained.  Two are facing out and the other two are facing the wall.  Four different grade levels and four different body types are represented.  I find my eyes on the end girl.  She is facing out.  Her body is just that kind of body that Mr. Crawford was describing as he fondled Shanna.  She may be sixth or seventh grade, but it is that girl-woman look that caught my eye.  I wonder if I already had a preference of ages.
Mr. Crawford picks up two rolls of black electrical tape from a shelf and hands one to me.  He doesn’t need to say anything.  I know I am to follow his lead.  “Hands back,” he says to Shanna.  She puts her hands behind her back and interlaces her fingers.  He unrolls the tape and wraps it around her wrists.  Without breaking the tape, he wraps it around her hands again and again.  
“Hands back,” I say to Sierra.  She interlaces her fingers behind her back and I start wrapping her hands.  An occasional glance at Shanna’s progress and I am assured that I am to wrap Sierra’s hands completely.  When I’m done, she can’t free her hands.  
“A little bit of logistics,” says Mr. Crawford to me.  “Four girls fit on a wall.  That’s how many tie up points there are.”  I notice that the four girls are all along one wall, one wall is taken up by the doors, and the other two walls all have four tie up points as he said.  “Always take the next position in line for your girl.” He takes Shanna and pushes her against the wall in the first spot along the next wall.  He turns her to face the wall, and grabs a rope that’s hanging from the ceiling.  “You take the next spot,” he points next to Shanna.  
I put Sierra right next to Shanna, facing the wall, and grab the next rope.  He pulls down those tight, sheer shorts that Shanna has been wearing all day that invite all to “Spank These.”  He threads the rope between Shanna’s legs and ties it around her waist.  I’ve seen this before in dad’s office, so I know what to do.  As he’s doing it, he’s talking to Shanna.  I can’t quite make out what he’s saying, but I know he’s teasing her.  
So, I improvise.  As I feed the rope between her pussy lips, I say, “Didn’t ever think I’d get this personal with you, Sierra.”  I remember that Mr. Crawford said our acquaintance could be used to make the humiliation even better.  “I’m having a good time, how about you?  I’ve been wanting to tie your ass up in the air for a while now.  Such a tight ass.  Maybe later I’ll squeeze those precious titties of yours.  Will you tell the whole detention room how much you like me to do that?”  It takes me a little longer to get the rope tied around Sierra’s waist, but I get it done.  Then we both pull the other end of the rope, raising our girl’s ass up into the air until she’s on her tiptoes.  
He hands me a flogger and picks up one for himself.  Their asses are presented perfectly for a spanking.  “Another point of logistics,” he says.  “I try to arrive between 9:30 and 10:00.  It fills up quick in the morning around 8:00, but as you can see, it clears out again.  It gets busy a little bit later.  Then, we’ll leave.”  He shrugs as me as if to say, shall we begin?  Then he slaps the flogger across Shanna’s ass.  I notice that he doesn’t do it very hard, so I copy him.  
Whap, whap, whap, whap, whap, the flogger slaps on Sierra’s ass over and over.  The gentle repetition is turning her ass red.  When he switches sides, I switch sides.  When he pauses, I pause. 
“You need to know what you’re looking for,” he says to me. “Don’t stop or change anything based on how she reacts.  If she shifts her weight, she’s trying to get you to aim somewhere else.  If she moans, she’s trying to tell you to stop or slow down.  Don’t.  You’re looking for this shade of red.  When you get there, stop and let it cool off a little bit.”  We stop and wait.  
“When it fades to this, start again.”  I’m not sure I can tell the difference, but I’m willing to learn. We start again with the constant repetition of the flogger.  Whap, whap, whap, it goes on and on while the two girls squirm uncomfortably.  
I’ve been so engrossed in Sierra that I haven’t noticed, but now I see that there are a couple of vacancies on the original wall as teachers have taken their students away.  There are a total of 10 girls in the room now.  The only sounds are the sound of leather or wood on flesh.  The girls are trained to endure in silence.  
Mr. Crawford stops and sets down his flogger.  He lowers the rope until Shanna is standing flatfooted and there is slack in the rope.  Then he unties it.  I’m right with him.  “There’s a couple of ways to achieve the same effect,” he tells me.  “The rope through her pussy is pretty personal.  This works too.”  He ties the end of the rope around her wrists.  Then he hauls the rope back up in the air.  “See how as her hands go in the air, it forces her shoulders down and her ass out.”  
I nod.  This also makes her pussy accessible since the rope isn’t in the way anymore.  I glance at my watch and see I still have half an hour to hold out.  
He continues, “Once you get a girl’s hands tied behind her, you can use her arms as leverage.  Lift up and she goes down.  Push forward or pull back and she goes where you want or else you pull up and she goes down.  It gives you a lot of control.”  He pulls the rope up until she’s on her tiptoes and I do the same to Sierra.  
Then, he steps back and watches Shanna squirm.  It’s a pretty arousing sight to see Sierra’s bare ass up in the air, her slender legs accentuated by being on tiptoes, and her pussy peeking between her firm thighs.  The girls stand still, then they shift their weight to a different position, but there’s not much room for them to move.  
After I a few minutes, I whisper to Mr. Crawford, “What are we doing?”
He responds just as quiet, but cryptically.  “We’re watching.  We’re building their character.”  Then he explains better.  “You try standing on your toes for this long.  It gets tiring, then it aches, and then it gets painful.  This is all part of character building.  Shanna talks about being in the space program.  She needs to learn the discipline of being in a space suit for 8 hours or living in cramped quarters for days.  She needs to learn to endure like all Wayward Girls must learn it.”
Mr. Crawford points out to me that Sierra suffered especially from the flogging because of the nipple clamps.  Each blow jiggled her slightly, making the weight of the clamps just a little bit more noticeable.  Every tiny little bounce would have hurt just a little bit more.  Then he tells me to take them off now.  
I reach around Sierra from behind, putting my hands first on the tummy and then sliding them up to cup her small tits.  From there I reach up and take the clamps in my hands and open them slowly, pulling them away from her tortured nipples.  As I massage her tits, she groans from even the gentlest touch.  Yet, at the same time I feel her grind her hips slowly back against me.  I wonder just how sensitive her nipples are and is she in pain or what?
I feel a tug against my shirt as Mr. Crawford pulls me back.  He whispers, “I said take off the clamps, not cum in your pants.  Now get back on task.”
They’re like that for 30 minutes, suffering in silence until we take them down.  The only sound I hear from Sierra is a sigh of relief as she returns her heels to the floor for the first time in half an hour.  
Mr. Crawford pulls Shanna’s shorts back into position and we lead the two girls out of the dungeon and up to the classroom.  It’s past 11:00 as he tells me that we’re having lunch at noon and I can do anything I want with Sierra from now until then.  That gives me about 45 minutes.  
I take Sierra’s top off again and start playing with her puffy nipples.  I’m getting used to them, but they are still pretty amazing.  For the first time I have a chance to put them in my mouth and each nipple is a mouthful on its own. She starts to make nice noises as I suck on them and I figure they must be more sensitive than other girls’ nipples.  Once my cock is hard again, I push her to her knees and let her fish out my cock.  With perverted pleasure I watch as Mike’s little sister slides her lips down my cock.  
During the allotted time, I cum once in her mouth and then once in her pussy. She cums once while I fuck her.  Across the room, Mr. Crawford plays the game of “Lick These” and “Spank These” before ad libbing to an unwritten message of “Fuck Here.”
Lunch is no fooling lunch in the cafeteria.  The girls are all back in school uniforms and acting like girls again as character building is suspended for lunch.  Then the whole bunch of 60 girls goes to the gym.  As the gym teacher throws out a bunch of large rubber balls, I recognize the game of dodge ball.  They’ve paired up into two teams and start throwing the balls at each other.  The little girls are at a disadvantage as the older ones pick them off first.  
There is an interesting twist to the game.  Each time a girl gets hit, she loses a piece of clothing.  And there is a prescribed order of clothing apparently.  A second grader takes a ball in the chest and steps out of the firing line to remove her skirt.  She dashes back on.  Skirts are coming off most of the little girls and a few of the older girls.  Blouses start to disappear.  Then, girls are running around in just their shoes, knee highs, and panties.  I watch as naked girls return to the game, but now when a naked girl gets hit, she’s out.  The youngest girls start to line up along one wall of the gym, facing the wall with their hands against the wall.  
The game has been going for 30 minutes when it’s narrowed down to just a few of the older, more athletic girls.  Most of the survivors are down to their bra and panties or less.  I noticed that Sierra lasted quite a while, but she’s been out against the wall and standing with her ass sticking out for a couple of minutes now.  
I’m rooting for a senior with big tits to lose her bra and finally about three balls come flying at her simultaneously and she has to take it off.  Her D cup tits are bouncing around as she grabs a ball and throws it across the gym.  Bam!  She takes another ball right between the tits as she’s looking around for a free ball.  Now she’s naked, but still has one life left.  
The game lasts a few more minutes, but finally there is just one girl left.  She’s done well since she still has her bra and panties on.  The teachers start to line up in some prearranged order.  “Alphabetically by last name,” says Ms. Kwan.  She grabs me and puts me right in front of her.  Ms. Kitchner slips between us and then Mr. Johnson gets next to me.  That’s when Mr. Crawford signals to me.  I’m assigned to him, so he wants me in line beside him.  
Hannah, the winner of the game, comes looking for me.  “Where’s William?” she asks.  “William Jackson?”
I step out, wondering what this is all about.  Mr. Crawford steps out, too, and says, “If he’s going first, we’ll take the first two, Hannah.”
“OK,” says Hannah.  The first two are a couple of first graders.  She gives them both a swat on the behind with her bare hand and they let go of the wall and come running over.  As they gather up their discarded uniforms, each teacher is matched with a girl.  Each girl gets a swat from Hannah and then starts gathering up her uniform.  Our two girls follow us back to Mr. Crawford’s classroom.  
Again I look to him for explanation on what just happened and what’s going on.  “It’s a way of mixing up the girls for the last few minutes of the day,” he explains.  “Usually the younger ones get out first and then the older ones.  The teachers line up alphabetically, but if we just went A through Z, then Ms. Abbott would always get a first grader.  So, the winner gets to pick the starting teacher and we go from there.  Hannah picked you to start.
“Unfortunately, first graders aren’t mature enough to fuck.  They’re asses are too small and tight and they haven’t learned a decent blowjob yet.  I suggest you take Cheryl and let her lick your cock.  When you’re ready to cum, jerk off on her pussy.  I’ll do the same to Greta and then we’ll make them clean each other’s pussies.”
So, a minute later I’ve got this tiny, soft, warm tongue licking up and down my cock. It feels great and the view of the naked little girl licking my big cock is pretty hot.  She doesn’t seem to sure about what’s going on and I remember that first graders have the least amount of discipline training of all the Wayward Girls.  She’s eager to please me, but finds it disgusting and doesn’t mind showing in her face.  I remember that I’m building her character as I pump my cock and shoot it on her bald little pussy.  
At the moment when they’re supposed to clean each other’s slimy pussy, they hesitate, but Mr. Crawford intimidates them with a growl.  “Don’t you dare disobey me or you’ll be back here tomorrow for more of the same.”  They lap up our cum from each other’s pussy, looking like two miniature lesbians as they part pussy lips with their tongues and dig deep for every drop.
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Next week starts off pretty normal, considering that I’m a 14-year-old boy working in a girls’ school where corporal punishment and humiliating sex are the norm.  But, Tuesday after work, Dad pulls me into his office at home.  “Something’s come up,” he says to me.  “Sierra’s parents are concerned about you working at the school.  We’re going to have a conference tomorrow after school.”
“What’s up, dad?” I wonder.  Am I going to lose my job?  Is 14-year-old heaven a thing of the past?
“You don’t have to worry about anything.  In fact, tomorrow at the conference you are to say nothing.  Not a word.  Nada.  Got it?”
“Yes, dad.”
“Apparently Sierra mentioned to her parents that you are working there.  I’ve handled cases similar to this before.  I’ll handle this one.  You can sit, watch, listen, and learn.  Perhaps you’ll be headmaster someday and need to deal with a similar situation.  But, this goes to the very core values of Christina’s School for Wayward Girls, so I’ll do all the talking.”
“OK,” I nod.  “Do they know what goes on at the school?”
“Parents are officially told that corporal punishment is used.  They are told that bare bottom spankings are used.  They are not officially told that sex is used as discipline and character building, though most suspect it by the time the girl is a freshman.  How much Mr. and Mrs. Terwillger suspect or know is unknown.”
He peers down his nose at me.  “May I assume that Sierra helped you out at least once on Saturday?”
“Twice,” I say.  
“Oh well,” he says.  “We’ll set this straight tomorrow.  Can’t have the Terwillgers thinking their little girl is a sex toy.”
“Yes, dad,” I agree, getting up to leave.  
As I walk away, I swear he says, “Cutest nipples in seventh grade.”  As I turn to look at him, he’s busy with something and acting like nothing was said.  Maybe I misunderstood him or I’m hearing things.  
The next afternoon when I show up at school, Mr. and Mrs. Terwilliger are in dad’s office.  There are no girls waiting to see him.  I knock and go right in.  “Come in, William,” says dad.  
“Billy,” says Mrs. Terwillger with a curt nod.  
“Hello, William,” says Mr. Terwillger.  
I sit down in the only free chair.  
“Now,” says dad, “I understand you have some concerns about William’s employment at the school…”
Mr. Terwilliger takes the lead.  “Yes, well, our daughter, Sierra, says that he is working here and as a teacher.”
“Nonsense,” says dad. “He’s the most junior staff member.  He pushes a broom around the halls in the afternoons and on Saturday he assisted Mr. Crawford.”
“Well, given that corporal punishment is permitted and… the boy was present during her punishment on Saturday… I…understand it may have been…” he gets poked by his wife, “… umm, was delivered on her bare bottom…”
“Did William have sex with Sierra?” interrupts Mrs. Terwilliger.  
“Let’s address these issues one at a time,” says dad.  “First, William is an employee with the school who has signed a non-disclosure agreement just like you and Sierra have.  To the best of my knowledge, William has honored that agreement.  He has been closely supervised by teachers during any contact he has had with the students.  So, his conduct is not in question.
“Second, you are fully aware that corporal punishment, delivered upon the bare bottom of the errant girl is a common practice at the school.  You have signed statements that this is perfectly OK with you.  You have signed statements that you acknowledge this is in violation of Iowa State law, but you believe that it is the parents’ prerogative to authorize such punishment.
“Third, is Michael aware that William is employed here?’
“Yes,” says Mr. Terwilliger.  “Actually, I had her ask him if he knew that William was employed here.”
“OK, so third is that Sierra has violated the non-disclosure agreement with the school. It generally requires her to remain silent on school affairs and there is a specific clause that prevents her from releasing the names of school staff.  Now, she is allowed to discuss those matters with you, her parents, because you have signed the statements as well.  But, by telling Michael, she has violated the agreement.”
“He’s her brother,” says Mrs. Terwilliger.
“Her brother who has not signed the same agreements,” says dad.  “Now that you and she have violated the agreement, there are two choices.  The first is to expel her.  It…” Both parents interrupt with a shocked gasp, “… would be a shame for her to have excelled for six and a half years at the school only to be cast out now.  The title of Wayward Girl would never be bestowed upon her after all this hard work, so I think that is not what she wants.  It is not what you want.  It is not in her best interest.”
“No, of course not,” says Mr. Terwilliger. “Owww,” he adds as his wife pokes him.  “Is that what you want?” he asks her indignantly.  
She glares at him and then at dad.  “No, of course not.  What’s the other choice?”
“Well, before we discuss that, let’s visit the issue of William having sex with Sierra.  Since he was under the supervision of Mr. Crawford on Saturday, such an accusation would mean that Mr. Crawford condoned the activity.  Such an accusation would mean the end of Christina’s School for Wayward Girls.  Such an accusation would be the same as expelling Sierra and 499 other girls.  Now, I am quite shocked that you would bring such an accusation to such a hallowed institution that has stood for over 100 years.  If you believe that is possible then I suggest you withdraw Sierra from the school of your own accord rather than slander this institution.”
The two parents look at each other.  “What’s the other choice?” repeats Mrs. Terwilliger.  
“I would expect that you know the other choice,” says dad. “We discuss it annually at the parents’ meeting.  It is the contingency plan for violation of the non-disclosure agreement.  You must tell the big lie.”
“The big lie,” they both murmur.  
“Since this only involves your son… it does involve only your son, doesn’t it?”
“Yes, yes, of course,” says Mr. Terwilliger.
“You must talk to your son and deny any suspicions that he may have about the school.  Sierra must participate.   William sweeps the floor, but has no contact with the students.  Deny corporal punishment.  Deny bare bottom spankings.  Deny most enthusiastically that Sierra had sex with William.  Undo any potential damage to the school that has been done by this brief breach of protocol.”
“Is this really in her best interest?” asks Mrs. Terwilliger, addressing her question more to her husband than to dad.  
But dad answers, “Of course it is.  Look at all she’s accomplished.  Do you think she’d have the same academic standards, the same goals, the same chance for success if she was at the local public school?  In this entire country we only graduate 40 or 45 girls a year who can claim to be Wayward Girls.  Give her another five and a half years and she’ll be one of them.”
“It really is what’s best for her,” says Mr. Terwilliger.  “We did agree to the bare bottom spanking part.  And, there’s nothing immoral going on here.”
Mrs. Terwilliger doesn’t look convinced, but she also doesn’t argue. 
“And please don’t forewarn Sierra that she will be punished tomorrow for violating the non-disclosure agreement,” says dad.  
“What?” says Mrs. Terwilliger. 
“But, it was me that made her tell her brother,” says Mr. Terwilliger.  “It’s my fault.”
“She wouldn’t have,” adds Mrs. Terwilliger.  “She can’t be punished for following her father’s instructions.”
“Yes, I see your point,” says dad.  “OK, then I will consider the matter closed.”
There is an exchange of pleasantries and then the Terwilligers are off.  As the door closes, dad looks at me, “Well done, William, a fine job of keeping your mouth shut.  Do you see how important it is to the parents that their daughter be a Wayward Girl?  There is so much invested in their future that it provides incredible leverage.  The school has never lost a girl yet and it won’t happen on my watch.”
“Impressive, Mr. Jackson,” I say.  
I reach for the door handle to leave and dad says, “Besides, I’d hate to lose those puffies.”  I don’t even bother to look back; I know he’s already acting like nothing was said.  
Through the rest of the week, there’s a parade of bare bottoms, even Sierra’s is available for a spanking the next afternoon.  From appearances, I’m guessing it’s a trumped up charge to test her resolve to be a Wayward Girl.  
Saturday arrives and dad takes me to work an hour early. Mr. Crawford asked to see me early so he could show me a few things.  He takes me down to a store room and shows me that there are all kinds of costumes, makeup, and interesting looking toys.  We browse through them for a while, but it’s mostly so I can see what’s available.  He’s already made up his mind on what we’re going to use today.  
With a few minutes left before the girls arrive, he tells me that he’s asked for a couple of second graders today.  When I mention that dad said he preferred seventh graders, Mr. Crawford replies, “I do indeed, but I figured that in the interest of training you properly I’d better show you a variety.  Second graders are much different from seventh.  And not just in their privates.  Or perhaps in their most private of privates, their minds.  You have to treat them much differently.  Next week we’ll do juniors and the last week we’ll do fifth graders.  After that, you’ll be on your own.”
I can hardly believe that last part.  I think there ought to be a long, long waiting list to get this job, but somehow it’s been handed to me on a silver platter.  Sure dad mentioned the importance of the non-disclosure thing and I’ve proven I can keep a secret, but turning me loose on a school full… or at least one girl every Saturday, just seems way too cool.
The second graders arrive and I meet Allison and Courtney.  I’ve already seen the costumes that they’ll be wearing and they just are too hot for a couple of 7-year-olds.  Mr. Crawford has pointed out that girls this age are less self-assured, less trained, and less compliant.  Still, they are Wayward Girls, so some discipline is expected.  
He has them step up onto the chair and then onto the desk while still wearing their school uniforms.  “Second graders,” he says.  “Second graders.  Mere 7-year-olds.  They haven’t the maturity in their cunts for full penetration, but don’t mind having the head of a cock rubbed up and down their slick little slits.  They have no tits, but they do have nipples that will get hard and pointy.  They have narrow hips and tight little asses.  Round little buns just begging for a spanking.  We’ll find out today if these two have mastered the art of cocksucking.  We’ll find out if they know the meaning of humility.  We’ll find out if they can suffer silently.  We’ll find out if they are Wayward Girls. Are you Wayward Girls?”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford,” they both answer.  
“I thought so,” he says.  “Allison, you are a beautiful girl with that long brown hair and those pretty blue eyes.  I’ll bet your parents want nothing but the best for you.”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford.”
“You’re pretty, too, Courtney,” I say.  “Those big brown eyes are so sweet and I just love freckles.”
“Thank you, Master, Jackson.”
“Take off your panties and give them to me, Courtney,” I say.  
She reaches under her short, tartan skirt and pulls down her white panties.  She steps out of them and then hands them down to me.  “Very good,” I say.  “I like a little girl who follows instructions. You’re smart.  Now, lift up your skirt and show me what’s under there.”
The little girl lifts up her skirt and shows me her slender thighs framing her fat, bare pussy.  She holds it up for several seconds, waiting for my permission to put it down again.  “Turn around and show me your ass,” I say.  She turns, letting her skirt fall in front and lifting it up from behind.  
“Take off your tie and blouse,” I command.  She does as she is told, handing them to me as she removes them.  “Good girl,” I praise her.  “Now take off your T-shirt.”  She skins it off over her head, standing now in just her short skirt.  “That’s pretty sexy looking,” I tell her.  
“Th-thank you, Master Jackson,” she says.  
“Even sexier with that skirt off,” I say.  “Give it to me.”  She unzips the skirt and steps out of it.  Now she’s completely on display, standing up on the desk.  She looks a little nervous, glancing at me and then at Mr. Crawford.  
“I hear you can tap dance,” I say.  “I hear you’re a pretty good dancer.”
“Uh huh, yes, Master Jackson.”
“Pretend there’s some music and dance for me.”
There she is up on the desk, wearing just knee high and shoes, doing a little soft shoe dance for me.  There’s no room for being shy when you’re a Wayward Girl.  She performs for us like she does this every day.  That’s what character building is all about.  
“Take off your panties, Allison,” says Mr. Crawford.  
“I don’t like to, Mr. Crawford,” says Allison. 
“I didn’t ask if you liked to,” says Mr. Crawford.  “I didn’t ask if you wanted to.  I didn’t ask you to take them off.  I told you to take them off.  Now do it.”  His voice stays calm and steady as he directs her.  
Allison looks at her classmate, who has already set the example.  “That’s right,” says Mr. Crawford.  “Courtney is a good girl who follows orders like a Wayward Girl should.  She’s already naked.  Do you want her to show you up?”  Allison fumbles at her skirt, but doesn’t reach for her panties. “Have you removed your panties at school before?” asks Mr. Crawford. 
“Yes, but my teacher… she’s a lady.”
“Ahh, so you’ll show your pussy to a lady, but not to a man.”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford.”
“Well, character building is all about new experiences, Allison. So take them off and show me and Master Jackson your pussy.  Do that or else he will hold you down for me while I take them off you myself.”
Allison eyes me and decides that the two of us could overpower her.  She reaches under her skirt and lowers her panties, then hands them to Mr. Crawford.  “Lift up your skirt.”  She lifts it up, giving us a view of her pussy.  “Now that’s not so hard, is it?”
“No, Mr. Crawford.”
“OK, now, pay attention to this.  If I have to ask you to do something twice again, for the rest of the day, then I’m going to switch you five times.  You do everything I ask the first time and there will be no spanking.”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford.”
“You want to be a good girl, don’t you?”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford.”
“You want to be a Wayward Girl, don’t you?”
“Yes, Mr. Crawford.”
“Fine, then take off your tie and your shirt.”  She hurries to get her blouse off.  “Now the undershirt.”  She skins it off quickly.  “Now, give me your skirt.”  She drops her skirt to the desk and hands it to him.  “Lay down on your back.”  When she’s on her back, he says, “Spread your little cunnie lips open for me.”  She reaches down and opens up her pussy, showing the tight tunnel between her thighs.  He reaches out and puts his finger in that hole, only up to the first knuckle.  “Very good girl,” he says.  
“We’ve got some cute costumes for you,” I say.  Mr. Crawford is letting me take the lead today although he has told me what to say.  “Take off your shoes and socks, too.  You’re going to start completely naked.”  
The two girls strip off even their shoes and socks and then, “Here’s the first thing.”  I hold out new stockings for Courtney.  “Sit on the edge of the desk and let me dress you.”  She sits down and I pull the leopard print stocking all the way up her legs.  As I settle the second stocking in place, nestled against her plump pussy, I run a finger across her pussy lips.  She squirms, but doesn’t complain.  
I pause as Mr. Crawford does the same to Allison.  Then, I present Courtney with long, leopard print gloves.  They cover her arms, but leave her fingers exposed.  After Allison is similarly gloved, I show Courtney the leopard print corset.  I help her off the desk and then get her to step into it.  I pull it up her body, seating it between her delectable little nipples and her precious little cunt.  Then I tighten it, pulling in her waist to give her a little curve for her body.  “You’re going to be kitty cats today,” I tell them.  
As a topper, they get little kitty ears on their heads.  Then, we paint whiskers on their cheeks with makeup.  They are similarly clad, although Allison is wearing tiger stripes instead of leopard spots.  They think they are pretty cute as they admire each other with giggles.  Every little girl likes to play dress up.  The difference with what we’re doing is that their private treasures aren’t hidden from view, but are accentuate by the sexy kitty costumes.  
“Just one more thing,” I say, holding up a kitty tail for Courtney.  Mr. Crawford has one for Allison, too.  “Turn around and put your hands on the desk.”  Courtney turns to present her ass to me.  “Bend way over… farther… just like that.”  The tail has a little cone at the end.  The cone is about 3 inches long.  It starts as a point and then flares out to about an inch and a half in diameter before dropping back to skinny again where the tail starts.  I push the point of the cone against Courtney’s little pink asshole.
“Hunh?” says Courtney as I poke at her in an unfamiliar way.  But the cone slides in and her tight little sphincter closes around it.  It is firmly seated inside her.  She reaches back to pull it out, but I catch her hands. 
“No, it’s going to stay in there for a while,” I tell her.  
Allison looks at Courtney and says, “It went up her butt.”  She starts to turn around, but Mr. Crawford presses her tail into place.  “Aaaahhh,” she gasps as her asshole spreads and then closes again.  Her pert ass is violated and she can’t do anything about it.  
“Now you’re kitty cats,” says Mr. Crawford.  “You even have tails.”
The girls squirm around for a couple of minutes, but they understand the tails can’t come out until we say it’s OK.  It’s kind of funny to watch them adjust to the feeling of a 3 inch dildo up their ass.  When they have settled down a little, I sit down in a chair and pat my lap.  “Hop in my lap, Courtney.  I want to pet my kitty.”
When she sits in my lap, I start innocently enough by scratching her ears just like she was a cat.  I scratch under her chin and rub her bare shoulders.  Then, I rub her chest, feeling her tiny nipples.  Her posture shifts slightly, telling me that she’s uncomfortable with my hands on her chest.  “I love feeling up second graders,” I say, just to make her even more uncomfortable.  “I like playing with your hard nipples.  You don’t have titties, but you do have nice nipples.”
I glance over at Mr. Crawford to see that he’s got Allison squirming on his lap, too.  But, I return my attention back to Courtney.  “Such cute little nipples.  I’ll bet you like having a boy play with your nipples like this.”
“Noooo,” she says softly.  
“You should,” I say.  “Such a pretty girl with such nice, hard nipples.”  I turn her so she’s facing away from me, her legs straddling my legs, her butt pressing into my crotch.  In that position, I can use both hands on her chest, cupping her nipples and squeezing them.  “Tell me how much you like this.”
“No, I don’t.”
“You don’t have to like it,” I say. “But you have to tell me you like it.”
She digests that concept for a few seconds.  “I like it,” she says simply.  
“A lot?”
“Yes, Master Jackson, a lot.”
“Want me to stop?”
“Yes.”
“Say no, please don’t stop.”
“N-no, please don’t stop.”
“You like it when I pinch them and make them hard.”
There’s a moment of silence, then, “Yes, I like it a lot.”
Damn, I want to ask her if she wants to suck my cock, but like last week, I have to wait until 11.  Instead, I have to shift her off my cock or else I’ll be in trouble with Mr. Crawford.  I slide my hands down her body to rest just above the top of her stockings on the little bit of bare thigh that she’s showing.  Then I start tracing little circles on her thigh with my fingers.  As the circles get bigger, I get closer and closer to her bare pussy.  
“You like it when I touch you here?” I ask.
“Yes,” she says.  “I like it a lot.”
“Good girl.  I’m going to touch your pussy.  What do you think about that?”
“I think I’m going to like it,” she says.  
So, I use one hand to caress her pussy, feeling her rubbery lips and the slit between them.  She holds still, letting me have my way with her.  I poke a finger in her up to the second knuckle.  She’s tight and she jumps as I penetrate her even that little bit.  “You like it when I put a finger in you?”
“Yes, Master Jackson,” she says.  “I like it.”  As she relaxes, I let my finger slide in and out, fucking her with my finger.  She lays her head back on my shoulder and I wonder if she really does like this.  My finger wanders up to find her clit and I rub that slowly.  It takes a few minutes, but I can feel her getting wet.  Then, she turns her head to look up at me.  “I like it a lot,” she says softly.  
I continue to tease her clit until she is panting and moaning softly.  I know she’s getting aroused, but I’m not supposed to let her cum.  Mr. Crawford notices as well.  I haven’t been paying attention to him and Allison, but he’s got her little motor running, too.  “That’s good,” he says.  “Time to switch.”  
The girls slide off our laps, looking a little confused that they were so close, yet now so far away from cumming.  They wanted that dreamy feeling to continue.  
“Time to be kitty cats,” says Mr. Crawford.  “Kitty cats like to keep themselves clean.  Show me how you can lick your hands and arms to keep them clean like a kitty.”  They start licking their hands and arms.  With a little coaching, they lick the back of their hands and then rub them against their faces.  
“There’s places that a kitty can’t reach,” I say.  “So, they let other kitties lick them there.  I want to see my kitty clean Allison’s back with her tongue.”  Both girls stop what they are doing and stare at me and then at Mr. Crawford.  Allison turns away from Courtney, offering her back.  Courtney leans forward and licks at Allison’s shoulder blade.  
I watch for a few minutes, offering occasional praise at how good she is.  She licks all over Allison’s back, at least the part that’s above the corset.  Then I pull Allison’s hair away from her shoulders and point at Allison’s left shoulder.  Courtney moves up there and then follows my finger around as I point at the back of the tiger’s neck and other shoulder.  Still following my finger, she finds herself licking at Allison’s throat.  The tiger lets out a soft coo as she appreciates the gentle lapping at her sensitive throat.  
Without missing a beat, Courtney follows my unspoken instructions to lick Allison’s chest and nipples.   Then I step away as Mr. Crawford gets Allison to repeat the same procedure on Courtney.  It looks pretty hot to see the 7-year-old Allison being so tender with her classmate.  It’s particularly exciting to watch her lick at Courtney’s nipples, hardening them as I had done with my fingers.  
When Allison has made the complete circuit of all the bare skin above Courtney’s corset, I step back and the girls switch roles again.  But, this time, Courtney is licking the bare skin below Allison’s corset.  I start her at Allison’s left hip and she works around to her other hip, cleaning and licking every inch of Allison’s cute little ass in between.  Then I move her around front.  By now she’s getting into the kitty play and has probably had time to think about what’s coming up.  She doesn’t hesitate at Allison’s pussy, but licks it thoroughly.  
“Even more,” I say. “Lick in the slit.  Find her clit.  Lick it for her.  I’ll tell you when to stop.”  She parts Allison’s pussy lips with her tongue, tasting her classmate’s juices.  She finds the hard little nub and soon has Allison moaning in pleasure.  “Faster,” I tell her.  “Harder.  More.”  She licks harder, encouraged by the pleasant sounds coming from Allison.  
When Allison cums, they switch roles again.  Allison is eager to get to Courtney’s pussy.  She is flush with excitement from her own orgasm and wants to repay the favor.  She tries to hurry, but Mr. Crawford makes sure she licks all of Courtney’s ass before getting around front.  
After Courtney cums, we take the girls down to the dungeon.  I find there is more than one room to the dungeon as Mr. Crawford takes me through a different door.  Inside this room, the tie up points are not on the walls, but on the ceiling.  We tie our girls to ropes hanging down and then pull them up into the air.  We stop pulling them up when their feet are about a foot off the ground.  
“You can use either room,” says Mr. Crawford.  “This one allows you to stretch them more.  I do love the view of a young girl’s body as it stretches from the ceiling.”  He runs his hands down Allison’s taut body.  He does it several times, caressing her strained muscles, her ribs, her smooth chest, and her firm ass.  I take the hint and spend several minutes with Courtney.  By now she’s used to my hands on her body.  Perhaps she is even learning to like it.
Mr. Crawford picks up a wooden paddle and says, “Tough choice, Allison.  Which do you want from me?  My hands or this?”  He swats her helpless bare ass firmly.  She screams in shock and surprise.  
There are plenty of paddles, so I start using one on Courtney’s ass.  “Touch me, please,” she begs in between screams and sobs.  “I like it when you touch me.  Touch me anywhere.”
I attend to her nipples long enough for her to say, “I like it when you touch me there.  It’s OK to touch me there.  I like it a whole, whole lot.”  Then I resume spanking her.  “Touch me in my privates,” she whines.  “Put a finger inside me.” 
She’ll do anything to stop the spanking now.  As she gets frantic for my hands on her, I say, “Listen to you, Courtney.  You’re such a slut.  You want me to touch you.  That means you can’t tell anyone that I touched you, here and here and here,” I let my hands touch her in all the places she knows are wrong.  “You begged for my hands.  What would people say about that?”
Courtney’s reply is simply heavy panting as her eyes wildly beg for my hands.  She understands what I’m saying.  I lean close to her and say, “This will just be our secret.  It’s the secret of a Wayward Girl.  It’s what makes you special.”  She sighs with relief as I drop the paddle to the floor and caress her entire body.  
It’s finally 11 o’clock as we return to the classroom.  Her pussy may be too tight to use, but her ass has been exercised by the dildo for a couple of hours.  I bend my little 7-year-old over and push my cock inside her ass.  She grunts with pain and surprise, but doesn’t resist.  I look down at my big cock, stretching her tight ass open, and I start to fuck her.  It doesn’t take me long to fill her with my cum.  
Mr. Crawford is even bigger than me and little Allison isn’t complaining about his cock up her ass.  I wash off my cock and Courtney shows me that she’s pretty good at cocksucking.  
After lunch and dodge ball, I get paired with a freshman.  That’s a nice change for the end of the day and I fuck her good.  
“Older girls are nice, too,” observed Mr. Crawford.  “Next Saturday I’ve requested juniors so you can see how they do.”
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The next Saturday, Emily drives us both to school.  It’s her week for character building class and she does have a driver’s license, so it works out for her to drive me.  On the way there, I keep looking at her, which only makes her nervous.  I’m wondering if I’ll see her in the dungeon.  
“Do you know in advance who does your training on Saturday?” I ask her.  I’m just curious to know if she finds out when she gets there or if she already knows.  
“Yes,” she says.  “It’s posted on Friday afternoon.  Today I’ve got Mr. Crawford,” she says.  “I had him once in third grade and once in seventh grade.  He usually doesn’t do any girls except for his precious seventh graders.  Kind of odd, but he’s OK.  I’ve had worse.”
I just turn away and busy myself with counting trees as they go by my side of the car.  I’m thinking this could be the worst day of her life and maybe the best day of mine.  As soon as I get into Mr. Crawford’s classroom, I burst out, “My sister Emily?!”
He smiles like maybe he’s Santa Claus delivering my Christmas wish.  “I told you that acquaintance is an opportunity to really build character.  This will be good for her.  But, does she know?”
“No, she just mentioned in the car that she’s assigned to you today.”
“And you didn’t say that you’d be here?”
“No, I didn’t want her to turn around and drive back home.”
“Good,” he says.  “Go wait across the hall until she’s in the room.  You can wait in the alcove outside and she won’t see you.  I don’t know how she’s going to react.  This might be a pretty big strain even for a good Wayward Girl like her.”
So, I’m waiting outside as I hear Vanna and Emily coming.  I can hear Vanna say that something is wrong if Mr. Crawford has two girls today and they need to straighten it out.  That’s when Emily says, “I don’t care, as long as I don’t run into my little brother today.”
I hear the door open and shut and then I come across the hall.  I wait just a few seconds and then open the door slowly and quietly.  I hear them greet Mr. Crawford.  “Two girls, Mr. Crawford?” asks Vanna.  “It’s that a bit unusual?”
“Not if there are two of us,” says Mr. Crawford.  “I’m training a new staff member.”  I can see them through the crack in the door, so I push it open and step in.  
Emily tosses her head around, that long blond hair flying back over her shoulder.  She goes absolutely white as she stares at me.  Vanna covers her mouth as a gasp comes out.  I’m halfway into the room when Emily gets her voice back, “Oh, hell no,” she says turning back to Mr. Crawford. 
“What did you say, Emily?” snaps Mr. Crawford, clearly surprised at Emily’s language.  
“He’s my little brother, Mr. Crawford,” says Emily.  
“I know that, Emily.”  He pulls out a pair of handcuffs, glinting silvery in his hand, and steps toward her.  He spins her around, but she struggles.  I am right there at the right moment to grab her around her waist and hold her hands steady for Mr. Crawford.  I hear the click of one cuff and then the other.  
“Remember what I told you about how to control a girl?” Mr. Crawford asks me, peering over Emily’s shoulder.  
“Yeah, yes, Mr. Crawford, sure,” I say and step behind her.  She is fighting, her head tossing angrily around, but as I grab her wrists, I pull up.  She bends at the waist and then kneels down.  
“William,” she gasps at me.  “Please don’t.”  Mr. Crawford puts a red rubber ball in my other hand.  I look at it for a moment and then realize what it’s for.  I look at him for assistance, like to hold her hands while I gag her.
“You have to learn to do it yourself, William,” says Mr. Crawford.  So, with one hand I keep her bent over and use the other hand to stuff the ball between her lips.  There’re two ropes dangling from the ball, so I try to tie them behind her head.  She gets up, so I have to wrestle her back to her knees.  This time I put my weight over her shoulders and manage to keep her down while I tie her gag in place.  
I stand her up and practice using her arms to push and pull her around the room.  She is furious, but can’t defy me when I really bear down on her.  
Mr. Crawford steps in front of her and eyes her.  She’s already breathing heavily through her nose from the struggling.  “We’re going to do something a little different today, William,” he says to me while looking straight in her eyes. “Usually I like to do a little classroom time and then go downstairs.  Today I’ve reserved a private room in the detention center.  I’m going to fuck Vanna silly and you can do whatever you want with Emily.”
“Ummmphfff,” screams Emily into her gag, her eyes wide with fear.  
I force her back to her knees and then almost into a ball.  Then, I reach under her skirt and pat her panty covered ass.  “Jesus, Emily,” I say to her.  “Four hours of whatever I want with you.”
The two girls are still in their school uniforms as I walk Emily behind Mr. Crawford and Vanna.  Even Vanna who participated in framing Emily on my first day seems shocked at the incestuous character building that’s about to occur.  But, she has been obediently silent while Emily has been rebellious.  
The private room is small, but has room enough for the four of us.  There is a table right in the center of the room.  Ropes, gags, paddles, and other things line the walls.  By now the fight is pretty much gone out of Emily.  She glares at me as I slide down her skirt and panties.  I remove her shoes and socks.  Finally, I pull off her blouse and bra until they are wrapped around her wrists.  I get a few seconds to admire her body, running my hands over her full tits and nice, round ass.  I’ve switched her and she’s blown me, but this is the first time I’ve touched her like this.  She blushes as I fondle her.  
Mr. Crawford strips Vanna, but she is secondary in my consideration.  He backs her against the wall and chains her in place, and then comes to help me.  He has a plan for what is going to happen to Emily.  We lift Emily up so she is kneeling right on the edge of the table.  Then he shows me how to tie her calves securely to the table.  
The two of us take all our clothes off.  The two girls are already nude and the implication is that we are ready for action now.  
He wraps a rope around Emily’s wrists and starts tying her arms together.  With that done, he removes the cuffs and then her bra and blouse are free to come all the way off.  “A little lesson in center of gravity, William,” says Mr. Crawford.  He ties one end of a rope to Emily’s wrists and then ties the other to the far side of the table.  There’s a little bit of slack in the rope as he steps in front of Emily.  He starts to reach for her and then says, “No, she’s your responsibility for the day, you do it.”
Do what? I’m wondering, but I step up right in front of Emily to the place he just vacated.  “Grab her nipples and pull her forward.  Don’t worry, she’s not going to fall off.”  I pull her forward and she leans over the edge of the table and into empty space.  Then the rope behind her goes taut and she’s hanging out over the edge of the table, her eyes wide with fear.  Cool, my nude sister looks like the figurehead on the bow of a ship.  
Mr. Crawford goes over to attend to Vanna, leaving me, my sister, and my imagination alone.  For starters, her position looks like she is offering her tits to me.  I examine the silver dollar sized nipples, running a finger over the aureole.  She squirms, her eyes pleading for me to stop.  I reach up and pull her nipples again, but this time she is already as far forward as she can go.  All she can do is whine as I stretch her nipples out a couple of inches.  I suck on her nipples to make them hard and then pull them again.  Looking around I see nipple clamps, so I put them on her.  
I take a moment to walk around her.  She is straining as the rope pulls her arms back.  Her legs are spread about shoulder width apart, giving my hand easy access to her pussy.  But the position is going to keep me from poking her with my cock, so I don’t think this is going to last long.  Still, I can take advantage of her total vulnerability to touch every inch of her lovely body and with each new intrusion I can hear from her whines just how much I’m building her character.  
Mr. Crawford looks like he’s about to fuck Vanna, but he comes over long enough to show me another trick.  He pushes a button on the wall and the table lowers.  He points at her mouth and my cock. Oh, duh, I get the idea.  I lower the table until it’s almost on the floor and her mouth is at the right height for my cock.  Then, I take out her gag and push my cock in her face.
“William?” she pleads.  
“Oh, hell, Emily, you’ve already done it once.  Besides, I know that you have ten and a half years of Wayward Girl training.  You know better than to argue with me and I know I will have to punish you for every time you do.  Now open wide and… and say please may I suck cock.”
“Please may I suck cock,” she says and opens her mouth wide.  She’s pretty much stuck in position, so sucking cock is more like getting fucked in the mouth as I pound my hips forward and back, sinking my cock to the hilt in her lovely mouth and then pulling back out.  
As I feel my cum start to rise, Mr. Crawford is right there watching.  That’s a little disconcerting, but it’s too late to stop.  “Don’t swallow it,” he says to Emily.  Seconds  later she has a mouthful of my cum.  A little bit runs down her chin.  Her mouth opens to show me that she’s got a big load of cum inside.  
Mr. Crawford pulls Vanna around in front of Emily.  “Feed it to her,” he says. “Go ahead, Vanna, I want every drop of that cum in your mouth.  And you don’t get to swallow it either.”
I watch in horny amazement as Vanna’s tongue probes at Emily’s open mouth.  She laps up some of the cum and pulls it into her mouth.  She presses her lips over Emily in a deep kiss as she sucks the cum from Emily’s mouth.  The two work at it for a couple of minutes with Emily pushing and Vanna sucking.  Finally Mr. Crawford is satisfied that most of it is inside Vanna.  
“Now back again,” says Mr. Crawford.   But he pulls Emily’s head back so all Vanna has to do is drool it back into Emily’s waiting mouth.  “How’s that look, William?  Watching your sister play with your cum.”
“Pretty cool,” I say.  
“Now dribble it on her tits,” says Mr. Crawford.  He positions Vanna under Emily so that as Emily spits it out over her chin, it dribbles down and falls on Vanna’s tits.  I have the first inclination to examine Vanna’s tits.  She has grapefruit size tits, but her nipples are barely the size of a dime.  It looks odd, pretty exotic, and reminds me that there are all shapes and sizes of girls to sample at the school.  
He’s not done making them play with my cum.  “Now let her lick it off,” he says to Vanna.  Now Vanna puts her cum covered tits right in front Emily.  Emily’s tongue snakes out to lick the cum right off of her friend’s tits.  The cum playing has pretty much run its course as Emily swallows between licks.  
That was pretty hot to watch, but I’m still only semi-hard.  I owe Emily a spanking so I pick up a paddle.  Her ass is pretty available, I just have to work under the ropes.  “You cursed this morning, Emily,” I say, making sure she knows why this is coming.  “That wasn’t very ladylike and I know that a Wayward Girl isn’t supposed to curse like that.”
“No, William,” she says.  I swat her firmly and she lets out a low gasp.  Remembering that Mr. Crawford thinks I spank too gently, I make sure that she gets five good ones from me.  
“Now, what should be the punishment for fighting and struggling all the way down here?”
She’s got to be feeling pretty puny and helpless.  I could do anything I want to her.  At the chance to name her own punishment, she says, “Nipple clamps, William?”
Oh, right, she’s wearing nipple clamps.  “Nipple clamps all day then,” I say.  “To remind you not to struggle.”  I catch a wave from Mr. Crawford and look at him.  He shakes his head.  Nipple clamps is not a good punishment?  
I step closer to Mr. Crawford.  “Take them off every 30 minutes for 30 minutes and then put them back on.  It’s about time for them to come off.  Don’t want her nipples permanently flattened, do we?”  I have to admire his control.  He’s on his back with Vanna bouncing up and down on his cock.  He’s still listening to me and took the time to let go of her great tits to wave at me and correct my decision.  He has a dreamy, silly smile as his hand goes back on that firm D cup tit.  
“Nipple clamps for a half hour every hour,” I announce and remove them.  “Now then,” I say, trying to sound like a teacher, “Wayward Girls keep track of their obligations.  What else do you deserve punishment for.”  I’m just testing.  I know I owe her a spanking or something for arguing with me when I removed that gag and expected her to blow me.  
“Umm, let’s see,” she says.  “I called you my little brother twice today.  I fought over the gag when I knew I deserved it.  I’ve been thinking very bad thoughts about you.  And I should have sucked your cock without talking back.  I think that’s about it.”
Wow!  She’s been keeping track.  “So, for calling me your little brother, we’re going to do that,” I point at Mr. Crawford and Vanna as she rides him in the top position.  It looks pretty cool.  
“Ummm, William,” says Emily.  “We’re going to do that anyway.”  She lowers her voice to a whisper.  “That’s not considered punishment.”
“Emily, I can’t believe there is a standard punishment for calling a staff member her little brother.  Now, I will consider the slate cleared if you ride me like that while saying… um… fuck me with that big cock of yours, William.”
“OK,” she smiles.  

“Twice.  You have to say it twice… for calling me little twice.”
“OK.”  
“Now for fighting over the gag, I think I’ll tie you on your tiptoes for 30 minutes and give you three swats.”  Yeah, right after I cum in her pussy and need 30 minutes to recover.  
“OK, William.”
“For talking back.  Jeez, Emily, your ass is gonna get pretty sore.  What do you recommend?”
“Did you shower this morning, William?”
“Yes,” I say.  That’s something that dad told me was required for Saturday school.  I never questioned why.  
“After I get down from the 30 minutes on tiptoe, I’ll show you what my punishment is.”  
Hmmm, wonder what that will be?  “OK, then just that matter of the bad thoughts.  Can I really punish you for that?  I mean, aren’t your thoughts private?  Shouldn’t I reward you for not letting on… well, you did let on by arguing and struggling… and you’re being punished for that, so no punishment for bad thoughts.”  It just seems wrong to me to punish her for thinking something.  
“Thank you, William,” she says.  “I guess you’re right.”
“So, we’re all straight?  No more misbehaving?”
“No more misbehaving, William.”
I lean her back and untie the rope attached to her arms.  Then I untie her calves.  For the first time in quite a while she can stretch.  She rises from the table that is still almost at floor level.  Her hands are still bound behind her, but she can stretch her legs and arms.  “Lie down,” she tells me.  
When I lie down, she straddles me and lowers herself onto my cock.  It slides deep inside her wet pussy and I wonder why she is so wet.  Is she as turned on as I am?  She starts sliding up and down, slowly.  Pretty soon I’ve got my hand on her tits and probably have this dreamy, silly smile on my face.  She’s taking her time and looks like she’s enjoying it as much as I am.  
I look over at Mr. Crawford, wondering how he had the concentration to be watching me while Vanna did this to him.  He’s straddling her stomach and sliding his cock between her tits. Emily puts a hand to my face and pulls me back to her.  “Fuck me with that big cock of yours, William,” she says.  Hell, the way she says it, she doesn’t ever have to say it again.  I’m happy.  Then, she picks up the pace.  
She gets this really hot look on her face.  It’s like she’s drilling right into my head and she says, “Oh, fuck yeah, William.  Squeeze my tits and fuck me with your big fucking cock.”  She lowers her body down over mine and her pace is frantic now.  Her face is inches from mine and I can feel her hot breath as she pants from excitement and exertion.  “Fuck me with your big fucking cock, William,” her husky voice is a low growl.
Suddenly she shoots straight up, her body reaching for the sky while she still fucks me furiously.  “Oh, holy fuck me, William.  With that… big… fucking… cock.”  OK, she’s cumming.  She wouldn’t do well in a game of no cum right now.
“Ride me, Emily,” I say.  “Fucking cum for me, Emily.” She’s totally lost control, bucking and squirming like she’s gone crazy.  
She looks down at me.  “You fucking cum for me, William.”  As she says that, I can feel her tighten the muscles of her cunt.  Suddenly I’m getting squeezed like never before, yet the pace of her body hasn’t slowed.  “Fuck me, William.  Cum in me.  Squeeze my tits and shoot inside me.”
It comes like from out of nowhere.  I mean, I was close to cumming, but suddenly I am cumming like gangbusters. I’m half expecting to pin her against the ceiling like that girl in Scary Movie.  But, she just keeps bucking and squeezing until there is not a drop of cum left in my life.  
She collapses on top of me, our sweating bodies heaving in unison.  I’ve never loved anyone like I love my sister right now.  But, then my whole body is full of hormones and lust at the moment.  
“Tiptoes now?” she asks as our bodies separate by an inch.  
If Mr. Crawford wasn’t there, I’d call it a day and take her home right now or let her take me home.  How much character building can I do in a day? But, he is there, so I rouse myself, untie her wrists, tie her to the ceiling, and pull her up to her tiptoes, just barely.  
“William,” she whispers.  I move closer.  “Two inches higher, put on the nipple clamps, and kiss me.”
In what order?  I kiss her, pull up the ropes, put on the nipple clamps, and kiss her again.  As I pull back from the second kiss, she whispers, “I want nothing more than to be a teacher at this school, so I’m paying attention to every little detail.  That was an inch and a half higher.  Do another half an inch or it won’t hurt enough.”
I pull her up another half an inch and watch her suffer for the next 30 minutes.  It’s erotic in one way to watch her squirm and battle the pain, but… now I’ve got this bond with her.  Damn, I don’t want her to hurt, but I know it’s for her own good.  
Mr. Crawford pulls himself away from Vanna long enough to pull me back in front of Emily.  “She lost control pretty significantly,” he says.  “Screaming fuck me William and all sorts of things.  What are you going to do about that?”
I’m a fast learner.  I look at him and say, “Absolutely nothing, Mr. Crawford.  She is not my lover or my wife, but she is my sister.  If she can’t lose control in front of me, then who the fuck can she lose control in front of?  Her feelings and her emotions and her loss of control are safe with me.”
“Point taken,” says Mr. Crawford, who turns his attention back to Vanna.  The man has shown considerable control for the past two weeks, but now that he’s decided on a day of debauchery he knows how to have one of those.  Vanna is sucking his cock seconds later as Emily is straining on her tiptoes.  
I leave Emily alone for a few minutes and then step in front of her and play with her tits.  Then, I go away for another couple of minutes before returning to caress her ass.  I keep that up for the entire 30 minutes, tits, ass, cunt, tits, ass, cunt.  With the 30 minutes about gone, I spend more time on her cunt, bringing her near to orgasm.  “You’re an asshole, William,” she breathes as I step away for the last time.  
As the 30 minutes expire, I remove the nipple clamps and whisper back to her, “And you’re a hot bitch, Emily.” 
I start to lower her, but she says. “Three swats, William, for talking back.”  She considers my moment of hesitation and says, “Three swats, William, and I’ll know if they aren’t hard enough.”
I pick up a paddle and two hand it against her ass.  “Sheeeet, Willi… Yeeeeee, aahhhh, W-w-w, eeeeeeeee, aaaahhhhh.”
I set down the paddle.  “Hard enough, Emily?”  
“Hunh, hunh, hunh, hunh,” she replies in painful gasps.  
I lower her and untie the ropes at her wrists.  There was one more punishment promised and it’s her choice.  I’m not sure what it’s going to be.  But, I know that she won’t forget.  She’s kept me straight so far.  
“We’re all straight after this, William?” she asks.  


“All straight,” I agree. “But we’re not done with character building.”  It’s not even 11 o’clock.  There’s so much more time after whatever she has planned.  
She pulls me back until she’s against the wall, chains and ropes hanging around her.  “You could tie me to the wall, William, and do whatever you want with me. You have over an hour.  Fuck me, put it in my… ooo, my mouth again,  But, I’m about to make you really, really hot and happy.  Know what I want?”
“No,” I can barely get the single word out as she rubs against me.  
“I do this, I want you to make me do character building on Vanna.”  She looks at me for a couple of seconds and doesn’t like the answer that my questioning eyes give her.  She shakes her head ever so slightly.  “You make me…” she emphasizes the word make and winks, “… lick her tits.  You make her… “ again that emphasis on make, “…eat me out.  Let me pretend I’m a teacher and she’s my student for Saturday school.  Got it?”
I nod.  She likes the answer in my eyes now.  She wants nothing more than to be a teacher at the school. She wants to be a teacher today – for an hour.  
“Bend over and stick your ass in the air, little brother,” I bend over, but glare back at her.  “I earned that,” she says.  “I said it more than two times.”  Then, she spreads my ass cheeks and I feel a warm, soft probing at my asshole. I look back again and see her face pressed against my ass.  She’s licking my asshole!  As she does that, I feel her hand cup my balls and then stroke my cock.  Wow, so this is why I shower every Saturday morning.  
The feeling is incredible and I let her do it for a couple of minutes, but there comes a moment when it feels like I might cum.  I don’t want to shoot my cum on the floor.  I’m a wrestler, so I reach back and place my hand against her inner thigh.  Using that as leverage, I do a switch on her and suddenly, to her surprise, I’m behind her.  There is a second of pause as I spread HER ass cheeks and then poke My cock up that inviting, tight, little, brown asshole.  
In the space of three seconds I’ve gone from having my asshole licked to poking my sister up the Hershey Highway.  “No way,” she gasps as I sink to the hilt.  
“Way,” I say as I pull back and push in again. One, two, three, I stroke and then I’m cumming.  I fill her ass with cum and pull out.  Exhausted, I fall to the side.  
I don’t know how many times Mr. Crawford has cum, but he’s looking pretty wiped out as well.  For the moment, Vanna is simply tied to the wall and he’s sitting on the floor recuperating.  
I sit down next to him, making sure our bodies don’t touch… ewwww.  “How about I make the two girls do stuff together for a few minutes,” I suggest.
“Sure, William,” agrees Mr. Crawford. “Give us time to recover.”
Vanna is tied to the wall, so I simply raise her up to her tiptoes.  “Emily,” I growl at my sister.  “Get over here.”  She comes closer.  “Stick out your tongue.”  She sticks it out at me.  “Now, use that pretty tongue to make Vanna’s nipples hard.”  
Emily leans to her requested/assigned task.  I wonder if she’s done this before.  They’ve been classmates for their entire lives.  Have they licked each other’s nipples before?  The thought is lost as I watch Emily enjoy herself with Vanna’s tiny little nipples atop those big tits.  
”Now, kiss down her belly and lick her pussy,” I tell Emily.  She shoots me an angry look and I know this isn’t part of her script.  As she gets lower and I can whisper to her, I say, “Take her right to the edge and stop.”
For a couple of minutes, I watch as my big sister licks Vanna’s pussy enthusiastically, getting her friend near orgasm.  Then, she pulls away.  I lower Vanna to her knees and the positions are reversed.  Vanna laps at Emily’s pussy and I kneel next to Vanna, whispering so Emily can’t hear.  “Imagine she’s a teacher,” I say.  “She’s making you eat her pussy.  How many times have you done this, Vanna?  As a first grader, a second grader?  How many pussies does a Wayward Girl eat on the way to graduation?”
To her credit, Vanna doesn’t react to my taunting.  She just keeps licking until Emily cums.  I look over at Mr. Crawford who is sleeping peacefully on the floor. I look at my watch.  I have 30 minutes left until lunch and I have two juniors at my disposal.  
“So,” I say, looking at the two girls.  “Emily, get Vanna down from the wall.”  When Vanna is free of her chains, I say, “Contest.  Who can make me cum.  Emily, you sit here.  Vanna, you’re here.”  The two kneel in front of me. “Emily, you go first.”  She takes my cock in her mouth and sucks up and down.  Thirty seconds later, I say, “Stop. Vanna.”  The other girl sucks me in and uses her thirty seconds. “Emily.”  My sister takes her turn.  What a power trip for me to be commanding two junior girls to suck my cock.  
As I feel the urge to cum, it’s Vanna that’s working my cock this time.  “Don’t swallow,” I tell her.  Her eyes gleam with the knowledge that I’m going to cum in her mouth.  She continues to suck as I fill her mouth with my cum.  
“Emily, go get it,” I say.  
The two girls are once again engaged in that battle over transferring my cum from one to the other.  This time it is my sister who is eagerly seeking out the prize.  Successful, she opens her mouth to show me that my cum is now in her mouth.  Without command, she leans forward and begins the process of transferring it back to Vanna.  I watch with growing arousal as the two girls swap their spit, my cum, and their very souls.  
“Dribble it on her pussy,” I tell Vanna, the current owner of my sperm.  She leans over Emily and lets the cum leak from her mouth and entangle with the light curls on Emily’s pussy.  “Now, lick it off her pussy and swallow it,:” I tell Vanna.  “Make sure she cums before you’re done.”
As Emily cums, I can’t avoid noticing that my cock is hard again.  I’ve cum three times this morning, but there is a demanding need yet again.  I grab Emily roughly, mostly for Vanna’s benefit.  “I need to cum again,” I tell her.  She nods. It’s pretty obvious.  “You want it or should I do Vanna?”
She looks a little confused and hurt and then says, “Why not me?”
“Well…” I say, dragging out my reasoning.  “At first you seemed pretty opposed to the idea of letting me fuck you.  So, I could build your character by fucking you again.  Or, since you seem to like it now, I think it might build your character a little bit more if you watch me fuck Vanna.”
“You like her tits?” she asks, sounding disappointed.  
I look at hers.  Emily has large nipples atop C-cup tits.  Vanna has those tight, almost little girl nipples atop larger tits.  “They’re different,” I venture. 
“You fucking like her tits,” says Emily. “It’s OK.”  She still looks disappointed.  
“They’re different,” I insist.  “No really, Emily, you have nice tits.  But, a guy wants to try out variety.  Besides, you’re the only Wayward Girl in the world that I can’t marry.  Let me give her a try.”
She kisses me like a sister shouldn’t and for a moment I think she’s still trying to convince me to let her have a go with me again.  “Go ahead,” she says.  “I’m not really upset.” She kisses me again and says, “Thanks for making her lick me.”
I lay down on the floor and let Vanna mount me.  It’s every bit as thrilling as I expected, yet she is not the one for me.  Emily is exciting and willing, yet she is too forbidden.  Somewhere out there I hope there is a Wayward Girl for me.  
After lunch, Emily is the first one eliminated in dodge ball.  I’m the first staff member selected.  I know this has been arranged, so as soon as we’re alone, I say, “Let’s go home early.  I’ve cum four times today.  I’m done.”
We laugh and ditch school early.  We decide to hang out a while before going home.  Dad might ask questions if we get home before 2.  When we do get home, mom and dad are both waiting for us.  “How was the day?” asks mom.  
Emily looks at her and says, “You knew?”
“Knew what?” asks mom.
“Cut the bullshit, mom,” says Emily.  “You never meet me on Saturday and ask how the day went.”
“Your father told me last night,” says mom.  
“And now you want to know what happened?” I ask.  “What goes on at school stays a school.”
“We can go to school and ask the same question,” says dad.  
“None of your business,” I say.  “I gave Emily a character building lesson today just like you expected.”  My parents stare at me with reproach in their eyes.  “If you want to know more…I’ll… I’ll… I’ll tell you when my cum is in mom’s belly.” 
“William!?” says mom.
“Billy!?” says dad.  
“No, really,” I insist, trying to capture in words the logic in my mind.  “You and mom have secrets, umm, intimate moments.  What happened today at school is private between Emily and me.  There are… ummm, lines, umm, boundaries that shouldn’t be crossed, like me and mom, together, in bed, and then like what happened today.”
Mom looks at Emily.  “Are the two of you still talking?”
“Yes, mom,” says Emily.  “We’re OK with what happened today.” She sounds just a little sarcastic to me as she says, “My character is so much better this afternoon than it was this morning.”  OK, more than a little.  “We’ll survive. But if you’re so damned concerned, you should consider the consequences before you let him ride me hard and put me away wet.”  She turns on her heel and walks out.  
Just as she gets to the doorway, she turn and says, “Actually, considering the number of times I’ve blown dad, I think it just fine for Billy to suggest that his cum belongs in your tummy, mom.”  She leaves the room with the three of us looking uncomfortably at each other.  
Christina’s School for Wayward Girls,
By Kenna
Chapter 8
(mF, bdsm, oral, inc, humil)
The week goes about the same as the past couple of week.  I go to school, go to work at the girls’ school, take a few school uniforms, spank a few bare butts, go push a broom around, and fuck a couple of girls.  Not like it’s boring or anything, but hey, what’s there to say about it?
Until Thursday that is.  It was Wednesday night that dad says, “Billy, tomorrow your mother wants you at her office after school, so I understand that you’ll have to miss work.”  
“What’s she want?”
“Some time with her son?” says dad.  “I don’t know.  Maybe she thinks you need new underwear.”
Shopping… damn I hate that.  I don’t need new underwear or new anything, but then moms take you shopping just because.
Still there’s something cool about the first class treatment I always get at city hall.  I go into mom’s office like I’m a bigwig.  Mom gets up and gives me a hug. “So, I think we have something to talk about,” she says.  
“What?”
“Your cum in my belly,” she says.  
“Awww, mom, I was just kidding, you know, making a point.”
“Pretty graphic point,” she says.  “I figure there are two routes to my belly.  Did you want to fuck me or put it in my mouth?”
“Mom!” I protest.  “Neither.”  Still, she’s a sexy looking woman with a nice figure. She dresses nice.  I figure if she wasn’t my mom I might be staring at her, but… she is my mom.
She reaches behind her and I hear the unmistakable sound of a zipper.  She slides her dress off her shoulders and pauses.  “Mouth…?” she purses her lips at me,” … or pussy?”
“You want me to?”
“Mouth… or pussy?” she repeats.  With that she drops her dress to the floor.  She reaches back for the catch of her bra.  There is not a bone in my body that wants her to stop now.  I just watch as she pulls her bra strap forward and then pulls the whole bra free.  It drops to the floor and I think, I’ve seen these tits before.  They’re just like Emily’s tits only a little bit bigger.  
“Take off your panties, mom,” I say.  She does.  “I’m still not going to tell what happened between Emily and me, mom.  It’s personal.  This isn’t right.”
“This isn’t about Emily and you,” she says.  “This is about you and me.  You expressed a desire to put your cum in my tummy.  That isn’t the kind of off hand remark that I can forget.”
She’s standing naked in front of me, reminding me of a Wayward Girl, which she is.  She is still wearing her stockings and shoes, just like a naughty girl at the school.  “This isn’t the place for it,” I say, using some of the control that Mr. Crawford has taught me.  “One, you’re not finding out what happened with Emily, and two, if you want to do this, we’re doing it at home.”  I turn and walk out.  
Dad is waiting for me at home.  “Nicely done, son,” he says.  “Let me get this straight.  Mom, whom I consider to be a beautiful and sexy woman, is naked in her office, offering you anything you want, and you walked out?”
“Yeah, dad,” I say.  
“And you told her you’d take her at home?”
“Not exactly,” I said.  Was that what I said?  “I said… I mean, I wanted her to take some time and think about it.”
“I’m going out tonight,” says dad.  A few minutes later I hear the car start and leave.  
A few minutes after that Emily comes home.  “Weird things are happening, Emily,” I tell her.  “If mom comes home, I suggest you don’t come out of your room.”
“Is she going to fuck you tonight?” asked Emily.  
“What?” I ask in surprise.  Am I the last to know?  What’s going on here?  
“Oh, don’t worry about it,” says Emily. “I told her last night what happened at school.  Dang, she just kept badgering me about it, so I told her everything.  But, she’s got this in her head now that you suggested it… wow, I mean, that comment about cum in her belly.  She just won’t let it drop.  Genius, little brother, genius.”
Do I want to do this with mom?  I’m wondering about what I really meant.  “I didn’t think she’d do it?”  I argue.  “It was a bluff.  I figured that way she wouldn’t ever find out about what happened.”
“Yeah, right,” says Emily.  “Anyway, you were right about one thing.  I’ve had dad’s cock in my mouth since I was in second grade. Why shouldn’t mom blow you?”
“Emily!” I say. “What happens at school stays at school.”
She looks at me and says, “First, if you want you can spank my naughty little ass for telling tales out of school.  Second, who says it only happened at school?”  She turns and leaves me with my mouth hanging open.  I hear her door shut soundly.  
Mom comes home a few minutes later.  She pokes around the house, but dad’s car is gone and Emily’s door is shut, so she comes back satisfied that we’re alone.  “Ready for me?” she asks.  
I’ve been paying attention at my job.  We’re about to have a little character building for the mayor of Wayward.  “Go up to your room and I’ll be there in a minute.”
She looks at me quizzically and then disappears.  I go and knock on Emily’s door.  “I need a couple of things,” I tell my sister.  She lets me into her room, laughing as I pick out what I need.  
I go into mom’s room.  She has changed clothes and is now wearing a school uniform from Christina’s School for Wayward Girls.  I point at the chair in her room.  “Sit down.”  She sits.  I pantomime the act of clamping her feet into the chair as if she was in a chair at school.  Her legs are spread wide and her yellow panties are clearly visible.  “Yellow panties?” I ask.  
“Oh,” she says in surprise.  “I forgot.”  
“That’s five switches,” I say.  “Stand up and give me your panties.”  She stands and wriggles her panties down her legs.  I take them from her and pop them into her mouth.  
I go into her drawers and fetch a pair of gloves.  I lay them out on her bed.  “Let’s pretend those are hand prints painted on a table in the headmaster’s office.”  She looks at them and then unzips her skirt.  My cock is pounding as my mother slides her tartan skirt down her long, lovely legs.  She’s naked from the waist down now.  I’ve seen this in her office, but this is different.  She takes off the white blouse and then her bra.  Wearing just knee socks and shoes, she places her hands on the gloves.  
“Do you have a switch?” I asked.  
She looks back over her shoulder at me, her mouth full of yellow panties.  She nods toward dad’s dresser.    
Something tells me that mom’s discipline sessions didn’t end when she graduated from the girls’ school.  I find the switch and deliver the five swats that I promised her.  Her ass is the full, round, wide ass of a woman.  The five red stripes look tiny across it.  Her tits hang down, full and ripe.  Standing behind her, I can see the full lips of her pussy, thinly veiled by the neatly trimmed hair.  
I personally remove her shoes and socks, making sure I run my hands over her smooth thighs and calves in a sensuous fashion.  Then I pull out my spoils from Emily’s room.  First I pull a tight top over mom’s head.  It’s tight on Emily, but on mom it’s down right obscene.  Her tits are clearly visible as they push against the thin, strained material.  Her nipples make indentations in the thin, white material.  It comes down barely below her full tits.  With a little effort I can peek under it to see the fleshy bottoms of her tits.  
“Just like at school on Saturday,” I say, wondering how many times she looked liked this.  She looks down, admiring her own tits as they strain against the material.  
Then I help her to step into a pair of thong panties that I’ve borrowed from Emily.  Emily can’t wear them to school, but she can wear them on dates after school.  On mom, the thong just disappears between her ample ass cheeks and the small, sheer triangle in front displays her womanly charms quite well.  
I haven’t been particularly interested in my parents’ bedroom or very sexually aware until the past couple of weeks.  Now the hooks on the ceiling jump out at me.  The hooks on the walls look so familiar.  “Where are the ropes?” I ask.  
She nods toward her dresser.  I rummage around and find several ropes, a couple of gags, and a couple of whips.  All the implements that I’m used to seeing at school are right here.  I have to run the ropes through the hooks on the ceiling, but soon mom is standing on her tiptoes.  I use a leather whip on her ass, not really sure why I am punishing her except that I’m angry.  I’m angry about the comment Emily made.  Has she been sucking dad’s cock at home since second grade?  
I take off my clothes, remove the panties from her mouth, and let mom see my hard cock.  “Anywhere you want it,” she says.  
“I want it in Emily’s cunt,” I say.  
“She sounds like she enjoyed it,” says mom.  For that the mayor of Wayward gets ten more swats.  They are angry, violent swats, but mom makes no sound.  I stuff a penis gag in her mouth.  
I let her down from the ceiling and lie down on the bed.  “I like this,” I say.  “I like it when you’re on top.  I want to shoot my cum up into your belly.  Come ride me, mom.”  She climbs up, squats over me, and lets my cock slide deep inside her.  I reach for her tits and squeeze them as she rides me to orgasm.  
Then, I tie her back on her tiptoes.  I leave the room and knock on Emily’s door. I’m naked and she makes a face at me.  “Coming to show off?” she asks me.  
“No,” I say.  “Don’t be so juvenile.  I was wondering if you have a bone to pick with mom.  She’s in no position to argue.”
“You mean…”
“You could pretend you’re a teacher and she’s a student.”
“Oh, hell, Billy, I don’t have to pretend.  She’s a bad mother and… I’m coming.”  She pushes right past me.  I’m wondering if I’d started something that was going to get out of control.
I follow her into the room.  “So, Doris… mommy dearest,” says Emily.  “Did he fuck you or did you blow him.  Do you feel better now?  Does that make all these years go away for you?  It doesn’t do a damn thing for me.”  
“Emily?” I say.  
“Stay out of this,” she says sharply to me.  
I sit down in a chair.  “Don’t act like you didn’t know daddy was poking his cock in my mouth since I was 7.  Don’t act like you didn’t know it was happening.”  Emily picks up the wooden paddle and mom jumps about a foot from the first swat.  Mom is so helpless and I’m the one that put her there.  I hadn’t realized until now just how mad Emily was.  
Emily stops and walks around mom.  She looks at me and says, “Nice job, William.  She looks like a fucking slut.”  She winds up and smacks mom a foot in the air again.  “Maybe I should take pictures.  Let everybody see the mayor of Wayward in her finest.”  Tears are running down Emily’s face as she lets her pent up feeling go for the first time in her life.  
She’s been abused by dad in his own perverted way and by mom as she gave tacit approval to dad.  There is no way she’s going to ever recover from that, but I can’t ignore the irony that she wants to be just like them.  Her dream is to become a teacher at the school and abuse the next generation.  And, why not?  It’s the tradition of Wayward, Iowa.  It’s been going on for 100 successful years.  
Through her tears, Emily delivers another brutal swat to mom, getting the first scream (albeit muffled by the gag) that I’ve heard from a Wayward Girl.  She drops the paddle limply to the ground and then sits on the floor sobbing.  
Emily looks at me.  “Did you fuck her or make her blow you?”
“Fucked her.”
“I want to watch her blow you.”
I lower mom to her knees and put my cock to her face.  She sucks it in.  Emily kneels behind mom, whispering directly into her ear.  I catch phrases, “… 7-years… once a week… my mouth… my pussy... did nothing… hate you…”  Mom doesn’t’ react, like a true Wayward Girl.  She just sucks me until I fill her mouth with my cum.  I’m not sure that Emily even paid attention to the blow job.  
I let mom down and she curls up on the bed.  Emily and I leave.  She’s still clothed and I’m naked.  “Feeling better?” I ask.  
“I’m a Wayward Girl,” she says to me.  “What just happened in there is between her and me.  You’re my brother.  Keep my secrets.”
“For a price,” I joke.
She turns, moving so quickly I can’t react; she has one hand is on my throat and the other grabs my balls.  She tightens her grip on my balls.  “You had your fun today.  Don’t think that extends beyond 2 pm today.  I’m a Wayward Girl.  I’ll do whatever I have to do to succeed.  You keep my secrets or else.”  She lets me go and goes back into her room.  
OK, the safety of the balls is the price, I’m thinking.  I’ll keep her secrets, I get to keep my balls.  
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Yet, life goes on in our house.  Dad’s a pedophile.  Mom will trade anything to keep her reputation untarnished. My sister’s got a five foot bubble around her that says don’t touch all over it.  This has been an enlightening experience for all of us. 
Saturday comes around and Mr. Crawford compliments me.  “Last day of training, William,” he says.  “Then you’re on your own.  You’ve done well.  I have to admit I had my doubts about bringing a boy your age on staff and turning him lose on the girls for character building, but you’ve proven me wrong.  The biggest thing to remember is that you have to stay in control to make sure this is character building for the girls.  It is not just a chance to randomly physically and sexually abuse the girls.”
“Thanks, Mr. Crawford,” I say.  “Thanks for helping me learn and for having confidence in me.”  
“You’re welcome, William.  The final lesson today is fifth graders.  Generally speaking first graders are carefully taught the school rules.  Second through fifth graders use play acting, like the kitty costumes two weeks ago to get used to accepting authority.  They learn to put up with outrageous scenarios that include punishment, humiliation, and sex.  We usually group the younger girls in groups of two or three, just like you and I did two weeks ago.  That way they have moral support as they do whatever is expected of them.  
“Sixth through eleventh grade are really worked hard with severe treatment to teach them that even the worst possible treatment doesn’t affect who they are.  I think of it as teaching them perseverance.  We usually work them singly. 
“Seniors are treated with respect to help them transition from school life to the real world.  They are only handled by a special group of staff members that doesn’t include you or me, so don’t worry about them.
“Now, the two girls we have today are going to play a game that they’ve played before. There’s a surprise twist in the game that they aren’t expecting, so pay attention.  The basic premise of the game is – shit happens.  The game is called lucky girl, but of course if there is a lucky girl then there is also an unlucky girl.  Winning and losing is sometimes arbitrary and they have to accept that.
“The lesson for you is to find out about your girl ahead of time. I’ve been doing that for you and today I’ve found out that the two girls are rivals.  They compete at everything and they are not on very good terms.”
I think of Mr. Crawford as a master at the art of character building.  I’m sure he has something special planned for these two rivals.  
Mindy and Karen come into the room separately.  Aside from that minor point, I don’t see anything that indicates they don’t like each other.  Mindy curtsies and says, “Good morning, Mr. Crawford.”  She’s got short blond hair, pretty long legs, and a trim body.  Karen curtsies to me, “Good morning, Master Jackson.”  She’s got long blond hair, a shorter body, more like a gymnast with firm, muscular legs.  
“Good morning, girls,” says Mr. Crawford.  “We’re going to play lucky girl today.”  The two eye each other and it’s clear they know exactly what is at stake.  Their eyes flash defiance as each stares down the other.  He hands Mindy a set of five dice in a leather cup.  She rolls the dice and looks at them.  She keeps the die that rolled a six and picks up the other four.  She rolls again, getting two more sixes a five and a three.  She keeps the two sixes, ponders for a moment and then keeps the five.  She rerolls the three.  It comes up a three again.  
“Twenty-six,” announced Mr. Crawford.  
Karen picks up the dice and rolls.  She gets nothing that she wants to keep, so she rolls them again.  This time she has a six and two fives.  She keeps them and rolls the last two dice.  She rolls a four and a two.  
“Twenty-two,” says Mr. Crawford.  “Mindy has high score.”
Mindy beams at her classmate.  “Yeah, I win, I win,” she says, doing a little dance.  
“Tell her what you’re going to do to her,” says Mr. Crawford.  
“Tell her?” says Mindy.  “Oooo, cool.  Hmmm, I’m going to make you strip and dance for us.  I’m going to spank you.  I’m going to tie you up in a little ball so that only your tongue moves and make you lick me until I cum.  I’m going to make you blow both of them.  I’m going to have them both fuck you. I’m going to hang you upside down in the dungeon… uh, detention center.  And… and… I’m going to make you lick my ass… and I’m not going to let you cum all day.”
Karen is squirming uncomfortably as Mindy names the worst things she can think of.  They don’t sound pleasant and to have her rival do all these things is even worse.  I’m thinking this is really going to be a rough day for Karen, but it’s a rough character building kind of day.  
Mr. Crawford has been writing quickly, making a list as Mindy rattles off Karen’s character building exercises.  He reads is back, “Let’s see that was naked dancing, spanking, tied up in ball, lick pussy, suck two cocks, fuck us, hang upside down, and no cumming all day.”
“And lick her ass,” I add.  
“Oh, yeah, ass licking,” says Mr. Crawford as he jots that one down.  “Just one more thing.”  He picks up a piece of paper and hands it to Mindy.  “Read this out loud.”
Mindy reads, “The lucky girl is really the one with the low score today.  The unlucky girl is me and I’m going to have done to me…” she looks up at Mr. Crawford in disbelief.  She looks back down at the note, “… everything that is on Mr. Crawford’s list.”
Karen looks at me, “Really?  I’m the lucky girl.”
“That’s what the note says,” says Mr. Crawford.  “That’s the way we’re playing today.”
“You can’t do that,” protests Mindy.  “I… I won… I picked all those things.  I want to do them to her.”
“I can change the rules,” says Mr. Crawford, “as long as I write down the change before the game starts.  It’s all part of character building Mindy.  You’re the unlucky girl and now you need to think about next time you are the lucky girl.  Do you really want to be so mean next time?”
“I won,” says Mindy one more time.
“Not today, Mindy,” says Mr. Crawford.  “Karen, she’s all yours.  First thing on the list is naked dancing.”
Karen looks at her rival and says, “Take off your skirt, Mindy.”  Mindy glares at Karen for a couple of seconds and then unzips her skirt and steps out of it.  “Cool,” says Karen.  “Now I want them both to see your cunt.  Take off your panties and show us everything.”
Mindy slides down her panties.  She’s not only forced to strip, she has to do it with Karen taunting her.  “Take off your blouse and bra,” says Karen.  Mindy pulls off her blouse and fumbles with the catch of her bra.  “Show us your little titties,” says Karen.  “You’re gonna be my naked little slut all morning.  I’m gonna do all those nasty things to you that you wanted to do to me.”
“Dance for us, Mindy,” says Karen.  “Dance and show us your body.  Make it a naughty, sexy dance or I’ll do even more to you than is on the list.”  Out of fear of what else might happen, Mindy does just what she’s told to do.  She moves slow and sensuous, spreading her long legs to show us what’s up at the top of them.  She spreads her pussy lips and then turns around to spread her ass for us.  It’s pretty obscene to see the young girl swaying her hips and thrusting forward and back, teasing us with her pre-pubescent body.  She plays with her nipples because she knows that’s what we want to see.
“They’re getting hard ons,” says Karen.  “You’re doing a good job.  You’re gonna get them ready to fuck you.”  Karen presses up behind Mindy, her hands reaching around to caress Mindy’s thighs and tummy.  She uses her body to move Mindy around.  It looks even sexier to see Karen in her school uniform treating the nude Mindy like a puppet.  “Oooo, yeah,” coos Karen.  “I’m getting hot just making you do this for them.  Are you getting hot, too?  You see their hard ons for you?”
The two preteens continue to dance for several minutes.  Karen is really enjoying the chance to display Mindy’s body to us.  Then she pulls Mindy to the desk.  “I want her tied up to spank,” she says.  “Can you help me, Mr. Crawford?”
Put that way, he helps Karen get straps around Mindy’s ankles.  She is leaning over the desk, her ankles spread wide and her ass available.  “K-k-karen,” says Mindy.  “I was only go-going to spank you a little.”
“Yeah, right,” says Karen.  “Well, I’m not going to be easy on you.”  She picks up a paddle and whacks Mindy’s ripe, round bottom.  The 10-year-old jumps and lets out the low gasp that I associate with Wayward Girls.  It’s the only sound they are allowed during a spanking.  
After 10 swats, poor Mindy’s ass is beet red.  Mr. Crawford catches Karen’s arm on the backswing for number eleven.  “We can’t send her home bruised,” says Mr. Crawford.  “Let her rest for a minute before you do anymore.”
“OK, sorry, Mr. Crawford,” says Karen.
“Don’t be sorry,” says Mr. Crawford.  “She was going to do this to you, so don’t be sorry.  Just take your time.”  He looks at Mindy’s bright red ass and says, “You know, you don’t always have to spank her bottom.  You could spank her thighs or her tummy or just about anywhere, even her titties.”
Karen looks at him suspiciously.  “I thought bottoms were made for spankings,” she says.  “Wouldn’t it really hurt on her titties?”
Mr. Crawford hands her a riding crop and picks one up himself.  “Not if you do it like this.”  He starts tapping on Mindy’s left nipple.  
Karen watches skeptically.  “Awww, that doesn’t hurt her.”
Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap goes Mr. Crawford’s crop.  A red mark starts to appear and Mindy starts to squirm.  Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap.  Mindy gasps in pain, squirming even more to try to get Mr. Crawford to hit a different spot.  She’s not successful at redirecting the crop.  I’m just enjoying the view of the little girl’s body undulating every which way.
Convinced, Karen starts tapping Mindy’s right nipple and Mr. Crawford stops.  He steps back beside me to watch Karen torment Mindy and Mindy’s squirmy little ass.  He looks at me and says, “I don’t expect us to make it until 11 o’clock today.”
“Thank God,” I say.  
Just when Mindy can’t stand it anymore, Karen shifts her aim point to Mindy’s tummy, burning a red mark into the 10-year-old’s tender, white midriff.  She grins back at us, having the time of her life.  She keeps working around, doing a pretty good job of knowing when she has to shift.  She’s tormenting Mindy without leaving any permanent marks.  
Mr. Crawford nudges me.  “Tell her it’s time for blow jobs.”
I step a little closer to Karen and she looks at me.  “She put blow jobs on the list.  I think it’s time you had her do that.”  
She unties Mindy and makes her kneel in front of me.  Mindy fishes out my cock.  “Lick it all over,” says Karen.  Mindy licks up and down until Karen says, “Now suck it.”  Now Mindy slides her pretty lips around the head of my cock and down to the base.  I don’t know which age group I may settle on someday.  I’ve now had almost every age suck my cock, even my mom, and they all look sexy with a mouthful of cock.  This blow job is pretty special because I know that Mindy was going to make Karen do it as punishment.  Now she’s doing it only because she thinks it’s disgusting.    I flood her mouth with my cum and watch her swallow.  
Mr. Crawford takes his turn, not lasting much longer than me. 
As Mindy is busy with Mr. Crawford, I ask Karen, “Are you going to take your clothes off?”
“Do you want me to?”  As her assigned teacher, I guess she’ll do whatever I want.  
“I think you’re pretty,” I say.  “I think you’ll look sexy without your clothes.”
“Really?” she says.  She looks at Mindy.  “I don’t like her because she’s so tall and pretty and good at everything.  I’m… short,” she finishes as if short sums up her entire being.  
“Yeah, shorter than her,” I say.  “But pretty and cute and sexy.  Besides, I think the next thing on the list is for her to lick your pussy.  You’re gonna have to take off something for that to happen.”  
“Yeah,” she says.  
“And, later, right before lunch, I want to fuck you and make you cum.”
“Yeah?” she likes the sound of that.  
She slides down her skirt and panties when Mr. Crawford is finished and lets Mindy start to lick her pussy.
“That’s not what Mindy had planned,” I interrupt.  “She said she was going to tie you into a ball so only your tongue moves and then you were going to lick her pussy.  Now, you can tie her into a ball later but if you want to do it right…”
We start tying up Mindy.  The consensus between Karen, Mr. Crawford, and me is that Mindy is to kneel down, rest her ass on her heels, lean forward to touch her chest to her thighs, and press her arms against her sides and thighs.  Once she is in that position, Mr. Crawford and I start wrapping her with clear plastic wrap.  I’ve never seen anything done like this before, but after several wraps around Mindy’s body, the plastic wrap looks like it’s going to hold.  It wraps over her ankles, up her sides, across her back, and then back down to her shins.  
By the time we’re done, Mindy can’t move a muscle.  The plastic wrap is see through, so you can kind of see her body, but the best view is front and rear.  Her head sticks out the front, her eyes full of concern.  Her ass sticks out the other end, giving a perfect view of her ass and pussy lips squeezed between tight thighs.  She really can’t move a bit, so we set her on the desk, resting on her feet and knees.  
Karen crawls up on the desk and lays with her legs spread.  She pulls Mindy to her and Mindy’s little tongue darts out to lick at Karen’s smooth pussy.  Karen steers the helpless Mindy around by the hair, amusing herself by making Mindy lick her thighs and pussy.  She even lifts her butt up and makes Mindy lick her asshole.  That ticks off another thing on the list.  Finally, Karen pulls Mindy hard to her pussy and lets the girl lick her to orgasm.  
It’s almost time for the dungeon, so we get Mindy unwrapped.  Mr. Crawford has costumes for the two girls to wear down to the dungeon.  He hands me Karen’s costume and says, “She’s going to need help getting into this.”
Karen cooperates by removing every stitch of clothing and I get to see the cute little 10-year-old completely nude for the first time.  She has cute little nipples on her flat chest that are begging for attention.  There isn’t time for that now, but maybe later.  I pull out a black vinyl corset, shiny and slick.  She steps into it and we pull it up over her slender hips.  It’s elastic, so it stretches, but once it’s in place, it fits tightly to her waist.  I take the opportunity to tweak her nipples before going for the next item.  
I pull up a pair of black vinyl panties and top that off with a very short (again black vinyl) skirt.  Then there are long black stockings that run all the way up her plump thighs.  There are elastic, too, so I takes both of us, with much caressing of smooth legs, to get them up and on.  She looks pretty awesome wearing all black.  
She’s got skin showing right above her stockings where the skirt isn’t long enough to cover her thighs, then again there is a three inch strip of skin between her skirt and corset, and finally, everything above the corset, including her delectable nipples is bare.  There’s a black vinyl bra in the bag, but I leave it there.  I think she looks perfect like she is.  There’s also a black leather collar in the bag.  That I pull out and put on her throat.  
I look over to see what Mindy is wearing.  It’s not much.  She has leather straps criss crossing her body.  A pair of straps runs down from a collar on her neck, diagonally across her body to disappear under her armpits.  The straps come back out and meet in a metal ring above her navel.  The effect is to create a diamond on her chest, neatly framing her titties.  The straps then run diagonally down again to disappear at her hips.  The straps come back out to meet in a ring just above her pussy.  This forms a smaller diamond centered around her belly button.  From the ring above her pussy, a single strap runs down and disappears between her plump pussy lips.  The straps form the same pattern from behind with the single strap appears up the crack of her ass and leather diamonds on her lower back and around her shoulder blades.  There are also straps running from the harness around her upper arms, keeping her from moving her arms very much.  It’s topped off with a ball gag.
The two girls put together look like a perfect mistress and slave pair.  Karen snaps a leash onto Mindy’s collar and leads her down to the dungeon.  As with last week, Mr. Crawford has reserved the same private room.  
We lower the table all the way down and lay Mindy on it on her back.  Then, Mr. Crawford fastens leather cuffs around her ankles and clips chains to the leather cuffs.  He points at a button on the wall to let Karen do the honors.  Karen pushes the button and the chains start to go up in the air, pulling Mindy’s feet up.  Karen giggles as Mindy squirms in her bondage.  Moments later, the 10-year-old is hanging by her ankles, upside down just like she wanted to do to Karen.  
“Can I ask you to do something, Mr. Crawford?” Karen asks.
“You can ask,” says Mr. Crawford.  

“Would you touch her all over?  It’s not on the list, but I’d like to see her get touched.”
“Sure,” says Mr. Crawford.  Hell, if he’d said no, I’d have volunteered.  He steps up to the hanging girl and runs his hands across her body.  He looks over at Karen and says, “Is this what you want?” then he leans over and sucks on Mindy’s nipples, making them hard.  Mindy squirms under his attention.  He pulls at the strap that runs between her pussy lips, rubbing against her clit as he toys with her pussy.  He cups her tight ass cheeks and swats them gently with his open palm.  Every inch of her body is available and every inch gets his attention.  
“Just one thing left on the list,” I remind Karen. “We both have to fuck her.”  
“Yeah,” says Karen.  She lets Mr. Crawford enjoy himself for a few more minutes and then lowers Mindy.  Mr. Crawford is pretty hot now, so he unsnaps the strap that runs through Mindy’s crotch, pulls her to her hands and knees, and enters her from behind.  He takes her hard and fast, the little girl’s body shuddering from the force.  
Then I take my turn with Mindy’s tight cunt and we’re finished with the list.  Mr. Crawford tells me to take Karen back to the classroom and do whatever I want with her for the last hour.  He stays down with Mindy, still tied and helpless.  I wonder what he’s going to do with her.  
I know that he’s split us up for a reason.  For one thing, the list of Mindy’s activities is finished. But, mainly he doesn’t want Mindy to see Karen getting fucked.  That was on Mindy’s list, so it’s one of the many things she doesn’t get to see.  There’s more going to happen that Mindy ought not see.  
Back in the classroom, I leave Karen in that costume.  She looks pretty hot like that.  But, now I touch her all over.  The one thing I remove in the process is her little black panties.  That gives me easy access to her pussy and ass, and I want to fondle those for sure.  I make her put her hands on her head.  That not only gets her hands out of the way, but it pulls up her skirt so that her pussy and ass cheeks peek out from underneath.  
Then, I pick up the riding crop and give her a taste of what she did to Mindy.  Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap I go against her hard nipple.  Soon she is squirming deliciously, just like Mindy had been.  I work all over her exposed skin, from her nipples to her tummy to her inner thighs and even her pussy. 
When I’m hard, I push her to her hands and knees and take her from behind.  As I fuck her, I use my finger on her clit, bringing her to an orgasm first.  She squeals in pleasure as I finger her and then I start fucking her harder.  She starts pumping her hips back again me, trying to take me deeper.  We’re pounding together in rhythm, my finger still toying with her clit.  I feel her tense a second time as she cums.  She squeezed me tight in her cunt as she cums.  I roll her over onto her back and keep fucking her.  She writhes under me in pleasure as I cum inside her.  She cums a third time, her eyes sparkling with delight.  
There is still time before lunch, so I slowly strip her, complimenting her body until she thinks short is just perfect.  We finish up with her mouth on my cock and my cum running down her throat.  
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During the course of the next week, I ask dad something that’s been on my mind.  The Terwilligers sure could have made trouble for the school, but I watched dad persuade them that they ought to fall in line like so many parents before them.  So, I ask him about all the girls that ever went to the school and all their families.  That’s thousands of girls.  None of them ever spoke out about girls as young as six learning about sex and getting bare bottom spankings and other abuse.  
“Billy,” he says.  “When I was your age and just started working at the school, I had an epiphany.”
“What’s an epiphany?” I ask, thinking maybe it’s an incurable disease or something and what’s that got to do with my question.  
“Go look it up in the dictionary,” he says.  “I’ve got another word for you to look up.  It’s funny growing up in Wayward, Iowa that a lot of people here think of wayward as a town, a school, and a special kind of girl.  Look it up in the dictionary.  It’s a word, too.  The whole name of the school and all is a play on that word.  It means lost or disobedient.  Of course, Wayward Girls are anything but that by the time we’re finished with them.  However, they do start out as orphans.  Aside from the local girls who go just because of the reputation of the school, all the others are orphans.  There are no families to make trouble and by the time the girls are done with school, they are trained to be nothing but successful.  Imagine how it would hurt their personal reputation if they came forward then.  All that training, suffering, and what you call abuse would be for naught.  So, the school just keeps going, helping orphans to become successful.”
“Who pays their tuition?” I ask, surprised at what I just heard.  
“Christina Wayward,” says dad.  “She left behind so much money that the school pays for itself.  We’re a charity, Billy, not a business.”
“Oh,” I say.  It gives me a different perspective.  “I thought they were all girls from rich families.”
“Well, we don’t do anything to dispel that rumor,” says dad.  “Officially, we don’t deny that we’re an orphanage and a charity, but we put on the front of being a coveted girls’ school.”
He looks at me more closely.  “Having a touch of conscience, Billy?  Something at the school bothering you?”
“No, dad,” I say.  
“You’re not going to go public with the things that you’ve seen?”
“Oh, hell no, dad,” I say. I’m a kid in a candy store at the school.  I’m not about to upset this great deal.  “I’m just thinking about when I’m headmaster.”
He laughs.  “A few years to go before that happens.  Go to college.  Get a teaching credential and come back as a teacher.  You’re a shoe in.  Work your way up to headmaster.  There’s a lot to learn.”
Next Friday afternoon, I check the schedule for Saturday character building class.  I’m assigned Tanya Hinkman, a third grader.  I’m also assigned an “exercise room.”  Since I’m not a full teacher, I don’t have a classroom.  I go and check out my exercise room.  It’s a ten foot by ten foot room with some basics for character building, like ropes, whips, a table, a chair, sofa, and assorted other toys.  
Then I remember that Mr. Crawford said teachers like to do younger girls in groups of two or more, so I go back and check who’s got other third graders.  They’re all women and I only recognize one name, Ms. Adams.  She’s a third grade teacher.  
She looks at me warily as I enter her room.  There’s a third grader tied over a bench, her bare, striped bottom pointing up in the air.  I ignore the girl and ask Ms. Adams if she wants to team with me tomorrow.  
“I guess there’s not much choice,” she says.  “Literally.  Jenny and … “ she casts a glance over at the naked student.  “I mean, Ms. Wilcox and Ms. St. George are former students here who, like you, only work on Saturdays.  They always team up.  Too late for you to team with them since they won’t be in until tomorrow.   Myself and Ms. Hardaway, another former student, have already agreed to team up.  You’ll have to join us.”
“Great, Ms. Adams,” I say.  “I appreciate it, especially being new and all.”  
“Yes, well, it may be a tad awkward, Master Jackson.”  She gets up and unties the girl.  “Get dressed and go back to the dorm now, Helen,” she says.  
Once the girl is gone, she relaxes some.  “As I said, a tad awkward, because you’re not into our routine.  I know you’ve learned from Mr. Crawford, but everyone has their own way of doing things.  For the sake of the girls’ training, I’ll expect you to follow my lead as will Kendra, Ms. Hardaway.  Continuity is important.”  She tells me what the plan is for the next day.  Doesn’t sound too different from what Mr. Crawford has been doing.
“Then there’s the issue of your cock,” says Ms. Adams.  
“My cock?” I’m surprised at her forthright approach.  “Is an issue?”
“Well, yes, the girls are going to be… Kendra and I will be naked at times.  You will be naked at times.  The girls will be performing various acts on us.  Your cock may not even consider entering Kendra or me.  Is that clear?’
“Oh, of course,” I said.  I hadn’t thought that far ahead, but she was right.  My cock just might consider that tomorrow.  
“Strip,” she says.
“Here?  Now?”
“Yes, here and now,” she says, removing her own blouse.  “I don’t want our nudity tomorrow to be distracting, so let’s get any gawking over with now.”
I’m not planning on gawking tomorrow.  I think I have enough self-control, so is she planning on gawking tomorrow?  I don’t know, but I strip off my clothes.  She’s in her forties and has a very nice body.  She has the biggest tits I’ve ever seen in the flesh, though smaller than some I’ve seen in magazines.  But then all I’ve ever seen in the flesh is Wayward School Girls.  They have some sag to them and I note she’s a little thicker around the middle than the slim, trim model of a Wayward Girl.   She has a full, bushy triangle of hair.  No, I’m not gawking, I’m appraising.  
“Do you want to fuck me?” she asks.
“Ummm, do you?” I respond.  It was such an academic situation that my cock was still soft.  I could change that though.    
She smiles.  “Good answer.  No, Kendra and I are both lesbians.”  She picks her panties up off the desk.  “Are we good for tomorrow then?”
“Good for tomorrow,” I say and we get dressed.  I leave thinking what a surreal experience that was.  
One last thing for me to do.  I go down to the records room and take a look at Tanya’s record.  Like all the girls, she is doing very well academically.  What stand out at me are the reports of her attitude.  She is rebellious, visiting the office of the headmaster quite frequently.  She doesn’t get along well with her classmates.  This could be quite a challenge for me tomorrow.  At least I know what I’m in for.  
On Saturday morning, the novelty of me working at the school has worn off at home enough that I have to ride my bike to school.  Dad has decided that he’s not going to drive me every Saturday and Emily is not even up yet.  
I won’t have to use my exercise room for the morning’s activities since we’re using Ms. Adams’ classroom.  But, I will need it after lunch with the unknown girl I’ve come to call the dodge ball girl. I get to meet Kendra moments before the third graders arrive.  She’s a pretty darn good looking girl with long blond hair, blue eyes, and a nice figure.  “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours,” I say to her.  
“What?” she says indignantly.  
I look at Ms. Adams, who, thankfully, is laughing.  She explains for me and Kendra has a tiny laugh as well, but there isn’t time.  She pulls up her shirt and flashes her bra at me.  I respond by grabbing my crotch.  That’s about it.  
Molly and Victoria arrive together.  They are best friends.  Tanya arrives half a minute later.  She comes in and walks right up to me, her eyes twinkling.  She looks like quite the mischievous little vixen, yet sweet in her own way.  She curtsies and says, “Good morning, Master Jackson.”  
She doesn’t look a bit like the image I have in my head of a rebellious girl who doesn’t play well with others.  Her long curls are blond and she has stunning brown eyes with flecks of gold.  She is petite, delicate, fair, and slim.  Her legs are slender and supple; I wish I could pull her skirt off right now so my eyes could follow them all the way up.  
“We only have two costumes for the three of you,” says Ms. Adams.  “There’s two things we could do and you can have your choice.  Either we’ll split the two costumes between the three of you and everyone gets something to wear or we’ll play a game of lucky girl.  Only it’s more like unlucky girl today.  Low score gets nothing and the two high scores get costumes.”
“Let’s share,” says Molly. 
“OK,” says Victoria.
“No way,” says Tanya.  “I don’t want part of a costume.  That means we’ll be part naked.  I want a whole costume.  Let’s play lucky girl.”
OK, so I’m forewarned that Tanya doesn’t get along with her classmates.  I should have expected this, but I find it annoying.  The vote is already two to one; she ought to just accept the decision.  She just wants to make trouble.  “No,” I cut in.  “Majority rules.  Molly and Victoria voted for sharing, so it’s two to one.”
Tanya turns to me and I’m expecting an argument from this slip of a girl.  She has fire in her eyes.  “OK,” she says, to my surprise. “I want the hat or the ears or whatever.  Nothing else.”
I look at the two other teachers and they both shrug.  Nobody knows what’s going on in Tanya’s mind.  The costumes happen to be sailor suits with cute little hats.  I hand Tanya her sailor cap.  “This is it,” I say.  I notice that the other two girls scramble out of their clothes to get changed, but Tanya is in no hurry.  She puts the cap on her head and does a little swaying dance.  She turns in a circle, her body moving sexily.  Then she stops and starts unbuttoning her blouse.  
She slips her blouse off, wearing a light camisole.  She grabs the hem of the camisole and starts to pull it up.  She pauses.  “My nipples are tingling.  Is that normal?”  Her voice is coy, teasing.  “Should I feel this good to be showing my titties to a man?”
“A Wayward Girl shouldn’t lose control,” I say.  “You can feel good, but don’t let on to a man like me.”  I haven’t missed the fact that she called me a man.  
“Are you going to spank me?” she pouts.  She’s still paused just short of showing me her nipples.  
“Three swats,” I say.  
She pulls off her camisole, her eyes locked on mine.  “Oooohhhhhhh,” she sighs deeply.  I can scarcely tear my eyes off those luscious gold flecked eyes, but they flicker down, inviting me to look at her chest.  I look at the nipples as if she’s given me permission.  They are pale, pale pink – nearly the same color as her perfect alabaster skin.  Again I hear that dreamy sigh, “Ooooohhhhh,” as if the mere touch of my eyes gives her pleasure.  
She does another slow spin, giving my eyes a chance to drink in the unblemished white skin of her slender bare back.  Looking back over her shoulder at me, she winks.  Then she bends and touches the floor.  Her skirt rides up and I’m looking at the entire length of those lovely legs that I’ve been longing to see.  I’m captivated by the smooth panties, nearly the same color as her skin.  I have to remind myself that she’s only 9.  
She turns and unzips her skirt and her hips sway as she lowers her skirt.  She’s wearing just her panties now as she does another spin.  She pulls the panties up tight and then when she turns to face me, I can see the outline of her pussy lips clearly.  Tanya slides the panties down her legs slowly and steps out of them.  “Can I keep the sock and shoes?” she asks.  
I have to clear my throat to make sure my voice doesn’t falter.  “No, take them off, too.  Just the hat.  That’s what you chose.”
“Just the hat,” she says and sits on the floor to remove her shoes.  She takes them off and then slowly rolls her knee highs down her calves and off her feet.  There is not a mark or tan line on the white skin of this little girl.  The only break in the smooth white color is the vertical slit of her pussy, her delicate navel, and the almost invisible nipples.  
The other two girls are wearing the sailor suits.  They look cute and cuddly and they are, in fact, being cuddled.  Molly has her head resting on Ms. Hardaway’s shoulder while Victoria is sitting facing Ms. Adams.  The two women are talking softly to the girls.  The sailor suits are pretty brief.  The bottoms are merely white panties that cover their bottoms and crotches, but none of their legs.  The tops are blue and white, barely covering their chests.  Only Victoria has a sailor hat on. 
I watch as Ms. Hardaway runs her hand up Molly’s bare leg.  Molly watches the hand as it approaches her pussy.  It dances across her hip and rests on her bare tummy.  Victoria is getting much the same treatment.  Realizing that the three of us are teamed so the girls get the same kind of experience, I sit and get Tanya on my lap.  Then, I begin caressing her body like the other two teachers are doing.  Though she is completely nude, I avoid her private treasures for the moment.  
“You’re a naughty girl,” I say to her.  
“Why?” she asks, surprised at my assessment. 
“Because you’re naked,” I say.  
“There’s only two costumes,” she says.  
“But you chose to not wear one.”
“No, I didn’t,” she argues.  “I chose to wear all of a costume or none.  I chose to… I didn’t want them to decide for me.”
Independent and stubborn.  Those could be good traits, but could also be dangerous.  My hand caresses her bare back and she shivers.  “Well, I’m going to spank you,” I say.  “You need to learn control.  Three swats for telling me that your nipples tingle.  Three swats for…”
“They tingle even more now,” she says as my hand continues gently up and down her back.  
“Fine, then six swats,” I say.  “Don’t tell me that it tingles.  Do you understand?”
She lays her head back on my shoulder and looks up at me with those beautiful, innocent brown eyes.  “No, I don’t understand.  Do you want me to lie?”
“No,” I say.  “Don’t lie, but don’t say what you’re feeling.  If I know that you are getting excited and tingly, then I have control.  I could do this,” I add, sliding my finger between her pussy lips to tickle her clit.  
“Aaaahhhh,” she moans, squirming on my lap.  
“Or even worse,” I say.  “I could keep doing it.”
“Aaaaa, mmmmm,” she says, her little body convulsing in a small orgasm.  
I’m surprised at the speed of her reaction.  My cock is hard from the sight of her cumming seconds after I started to touch her.  She looks up at me with a dreamy smile and says, “That was nice.”
I stand up quickly and walk her over to the desk.  There I place her hands on the top of the desk and pull her hips back away from the desk, leaving her ass sticking out for a spanking.  I pick up the paddle.  “Keep your hands where they are,” I command her.  
“What?” she asks.  “What did I do?”  She’s almost in tears.  
Smack, I strike her bottom firmly with the paddle.  She becomes a Wayward Girl instantly.  At least this she knows how to do silently.  I deliver three swats as she bravely takes her punishment.  
“Do you want to be a slave to your body?” I ask her.  “Do you want to be a slave to me?  It may feel good for me to touch you, to look at you, but you can’t let me know that.  If you surrender to me, then I own you.  I can make you do anything I want.  Wayward Girls are strong, not the slaves of men.”
She turns around and looks over her shoulder at me, her big brown eyes brimming with tears.  “Don’t you like me?”
I pull the paddle back and she looks forward again.  I deliver three more swats as she clenches her teeth.  As I finish, I say, “It’s not a matter of liking you.  I’m here to teach you.  You can’t get someone to like you by using your body.  You have to use your mind.  People will like you for who you are.  Someday someone will love you for who you are, but today, now, you’re learning to hide your feelings to you can succeed.”
She looks back at me again.  “I-I understand.”
“Now, I owe you three more swats for cumming so noisily.  But, I’ll trade that for proof that you understand.  I’m going to finger you again.  I’m going to make you cum.  But, I want you to hide it.  Don’t let me know when you cum.”  I put my finger to her clit and stroke it firmly.  I work on her for a couple of minutes and then as I pick up the pace, I feel her shudder with an orgasm.  She’s really got a hair trigger.  
Aside from the tremor in her body, there was no other sign, so I reward her.  “That was very good,” I say.  “I could tell, but just barely.  The important thing was that you didn’t make any noises or tell me you’d cum.  And, it still felt just as good, right?”
“Mmmm hmmmm,” she sighs, her eyes dreamy again.  
I pat her warm, red ass.  “You’re just going to have to work on that look you get in your eyes after you cum,” I tell her.  It’s pretty hot to have a 9-year-old looking at me like that.  
“Very good, Master Jackson,” says Ms. Adams.  She quietly claps her hands.  “I believe you understand character building as well as anyone I’ve ever seen.”
I turn around to acknowledge her and she is now topless with Victoria sucking on her tits.  Right next to her, Molly is doing the same to Ms. Hardaway.  It’s my first view of Kendra’s tits and they are as nice as any I’ve ever seen – perky, full, and round.  She gives me a nasty look, so I turn back to Tanya.  
During the rest of the morning, I run Tanya through a few more trials, which by now must include a blow job and poking my cock up that tight little ass.  She takes it all silently as a Wayward Girl should.  
I am treated to frequent views of Ms. Adams and Ms. Hardaway completely naked.  Victoria and Molly use their tongues to get the two teachers off, lapping noisily and messily at their cunts.  I’m sure they don’t enjoy the views of me getting blown as much as I enjoy the view of them getting eaten.  
After lunch I find myself paired with a sophomore girl named Julia.  I take her back to my exercise room.  On the way, she asks, “Are you going to spank me?”  
Something about the way she says it is inviting, as if she wants me to spank her.  Yet, she’s done nothing to earn a spanking.  I tell her as much and she responds by punching me in the shoulder.  
“Five swats,” I announce, surprised that she struck me.  
Julia just smiles at me.  We get back my room and I make her strip.  She doesn’t hesitate a second to get all her clothes off.  I take back what I said about Kendra’s tits.  These are now the nicest ones I’ve ever seen.  She may have some filling out yet to do, but her tits are cones with rosy nipple atop them.  They are so perky that her nipples point up.  I reach for them and squeeze them, not believing that a tit can have such a shape.  They are firm and warm in my hands.  
There’s something different about her.  For one thing, she is about my age.  I’m thinking right away that I’d like to see her outside of school when we’re not staff and student.  So, character building takes a back seat for the next hour as I make love to Julia.  
When I get home, I find dad right away. “Any problem with me dating a Wayward Girl?” I ask.  
“No,” says dad.  “I did say that you might marry one someday.  Dating would be the first step.”
“Oh, yeah, I guess so,” I say. 
“Who?”
“Julia,” I say.  “I don’t know her last name.  Sophomore.”
“Knight,” says dad.  
It’s mid afternoon, but I probably look a little confused as I turn and say, “Good night.”
“No, her last name is Knight,” says dad.  “Julia Knight.”
“Oh,” stupid me.  
“Nice girl,” says dad.  
I leave thinking that at least he didn’t say nice tits.  But it is weird that if I consider the girls’ school to be the source of my future wife, then my dad has seen my future wife naked.  He’s spanked her bare ass, probably many times.  Since I’ve learned about him and Emily, I’ve come to think of him as a dirty old man taking advantage of his position as headmaster.  Although I’ve never seen him do it in my short tenure at the school, he could probably call any girl into his office, tie her, spank her, and rape her in the name of character building, and send her merrily back to her classroom.  
One thought leads to another and pretty soon I’m wondering if grandpa, the former headmaster of the school, ever did any character building on mom, his future daughter-in-law.  Kind of makes me wonder if I want to marry a girl that dad knows better than me.  
But, I’m getting ahead of myself.  All I’m doing is asking Julia for a date.  The next day, she and I go to a movie and then to my house for dinner.  She is a perfect lady with my family, just as a Wayward Girl should be.  But, shortly after dinner, we wander up to my room and there she says, “You’re not going to spank me on our first date, are you?”
Hell, I was just wondering if I was going to get a good night kiss.  Besides, I didn’t even spank her for character building class, even when I owed her five swats for punching me.  “No, no spanking,” I confirmed.  
“That’s good,” she says. “I just wanted to thank you for not spanking me yesterday.  That was one of the nicest afternoons I’ve had in a long time.”  She starts unbuttoning her blouse.  She gets her blouse and bra off and then takes my shirt off.  So, I’m getting more than a good night kiss.  I smile and kiss her, with my hands on those great tits of hers.  
She keeps removing clothing, one from her and then one from me.  I interrupt intermittently to kiss her.  When we’re both naked, she kneels in front of me and licks my cock.  “Is it OK if I thank you like this?” she asks.  
“Uh huh,” I nod.  I can only watch as she does a slow and sensual blow job.  She licks my cock, licks my balls, and takes my cock into her mouth.  But she keeps it slow and never stays with one activity for very long.  My cock is pounding and she won’t let me cum.  That goes on for what seems like forever.  Then she pushes me back on the bed and kneels down over me, letting my cock slide up inside her cunt.  
She rotates her hips and undulates her whole body as my cock slides in and out of her pussy.  For a while she keeps it slow and tantalizing.  Her body is stretched upright.  Her firm tits are bouncing hypnotically in time to her hips.  And, she’s getting excited, too, now that her pussy is filled.  The pace has gradually picked up and there comes a moment when a line is crossed.  She lowers her body over mine, her nipples brushing my chest as her lips touch mine.  Her hips are still pounding up and down, faster and faster.  She moans in pleasure as her body tenses.  “Fuck me,” she pants.  “Fuck me hard.  Damn, it feels so good.”  
As she cums, she sits up again.  Her thighs tighten and seem to squeeze the cum right out of me.  Her hips are in a frenzy as she rides me, making her tits bounce wildly.  I reach up half to steady them and half to enjoy the feel of them in my hands again.  “Yes,” she moans.  “Fuck me.  Touch me.  Cum for me.”  
Then, our mutual orgasms pass and she falls down on top of me.  Our heaving, sweaty bodies press together in the warm afterglow of sex.  We lay there for several minutes as our breathing slows, just enjoying the smell and feel of each other.  
After we get dressed, I walk her back to the school and drop her off at her dorm.  We set up a date for next Saturday.  
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It was Wednesday that things got weird at my house.  After school, we have an extra passenger in the car going home.  There’s me and dad in the front seat as usual, but in the backseat with Emily is Andrea, a fourth grader.  Dad doesn’t say anything about why she’s in the car.  When we get home, mom asks about Andrea and dad says, “I thought Billy had a good idea on Sunday when he brought Julia home for dinner.  So, I brought Andrea home for dinner.”
Emily looks at me in, her eyes asking if I think this is as odd as she thinks it is.  There’s a big difference between me bringing a date home, a girl my own age, and him bringing home a 9-year-old.  I know that dad is a pedophile working in pedophile heaven, but this is going a bit too far.  Still, I wait for mom to have her say.  
Mom eyes the little girl. Andrea is blond, blue eyed, and still wearing her school uniform.  Skinny little legs poke out from under the short skirt.  Finally mom says, “Did you bring enough for all of us?”
“What?” asks dad.  Emily and I are shocked at mom’s question.  At least we think we know what she means and we can’t believe it.  Dad probably has the same feeling.  
“There’s one of her and four of us.  If you’re going to do what I think you’re going to do with her, then she’s going to be pretty sore when the four of us are done with her.  Go get three more.”
“Three more?” repeats dad.  “Three more fourth graders?”
“That’s fine with me,” says mom.  “Emily, you want a fourth grader or something else?”
“Uh, umm,” Emily is speechless for a moment.  “Yeah, fourth grade is fine.”
“Billy?  Fourth grade?” she asks me.  
“Fine,” I say.  I’d prefer a little bit older, but I’m pretty shocked.  Fine is about the limit of my vocabulary right now.  
“Good,” says mom.  “You go back to the school and get three more.  I’ll start dinner for eight.  After dinner, we’ll ride the little things and send them back to school.”
Dad looks confused, but he starts back out the door.  Perhaps this is going better than he expected, but it is definitely going different.  He stops just before he gets out the door.  “Andrea, you stay here,” he says. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”
Andrea just nods.  I wonder if she knows what mom meant when she said we’d ride the little things after dinner.  I wonder if she knows why dad brought her here.  But, mostly I’m wondering about Emily.  I grab her by the arm and yank her out of the room.
“Hey,” she protests, but then comes along with me.  
“What is going on?” I ask. She looks at me like I’m stupid.  “OK, I know what’s going on,” I say.  “Dad is going to nail Andrea, but since when does mom want one and what’s with you?  You want a fourth grader the way dad wants a fourth grader?”
“If I’m going to be a teacher at the school, I might as well get some practice,” she says.  “Do you want a fourth grader the way dad wants a fourth grader?” she mimics me.  
“Well, maybe I’d prefer a sixth or seventh grader,” I admit, “but mom caught me off guard.”
“So, you’re really not picky as long as she’s got a cute body, hot mouth, and tight ass.”
“That about sums it up,” I say.  
“You’re sick,” she says.
“Oh, and I suppose you’re not going to peel her clothes off, make her lick you all over, and cum on her tongue.”
Emily blushes, but says nothing.  She turns on her heel and leaves.  
The drive to the school doesn’t take very long, but it must have taken dad a while to round up three girls and get them into their school uniforms again.  He gets back after 45 minutes.  Then we meet Kaitlin, Summer, and Glenna.  I’ll take any one of them.  Mom lets Emily choose and she picks Kaitlin.  I get to pick next and I take Glenna.  Mom seems to share my point of view that any one of them would do, because she looks happy about getting Summer.  
Since dad took longer than we expected, dinner is ready when the girls get there.  We eat and then the girls do the dishes.  Afterwards, everybody takes their assigned girl off to their room, dad to his office and mom to the bedroom.    
The girls all arrived in their school uniforms of course.  I used to think of them as pretty standard fare.  Emily wore one every day.  But lately I’ve started to think of them as pretty damn sexy.  The skirt is just a narrow swath of cloth that flips up pretty easy or slides down almost as easy.  It doesn’t give Glenna much protection from what I have in mind.  
I start by taking off her tie, blouse, and undershirt to reveal her flat little chest.  She has brown little nipples that stand out against her skin.  They look good enough to suck on, but I’ll leave that for later.  I take some rope and tie her wrists behind her.  There’s a lot of rope, so I wind it up her arms all the way to her elbows, pinning them together.  
“Are you as good at sucking cock as all the other Wayward Girls?” I ask her.  
“Uh huh,” she nods.  “I’ve sucked zillions.  I can get it all the way in my mouth.”
“That’s what makes a Wayward Girl special,” I tell her.  “Take off your panties or else I’m going to spank you.”
She struggles for a while as she tries to take off her panties.  With her arms tied like they are, there is no way she’s going to get them off.  But, it is fun to watch her.  After a while she decides that she’s going to get spanked and she stops trying.  So, I strip her the rest of the way and give her five swats.  
Now there is something wrong with me having a fourth grader all to myself at home… besides the fact that a 14-year-old shouldn’t have a naked 9-year-old tied in his room.  The problem is that at school I have access to costumes, toys, and all sorts of things.  The problem is that at school I’m doing character building.  At home I have nothing and no purpose other than to abuse the poor girl.  C’est la vie, I have her blow me and then wonder what to do next.  
That’s when I get an idea.  I untie Glenna and she follows me out of my room.  Without knocking, I barge into Emily’s room.  She is naked, lying on her back on her bed with Kaitlin on top of her.  They’re in a 69 position, but while Kaitlin is licking Emily, Emily is swatting Kaitlin’s available ass.  
“Hey,” protests Emily as soon as I walk it. “Get out!”
“You know, at school the teachers team up with the younger girls,” I suggest.
“Get out,” she repeats.  
Defeated, I lead Glenna back out of the room.  Next, I go to the master bedroom and quietly open the door.  Unseen, I peek in for a second.  Mom is simply cuddling Summer.  The two are naked and I can see Mom’s hands running over Summer and Summer’s hands on Mom.  I can’t quite hear what Mom is saying, but her voice sounds childlike, as if she’s on the same level as the young girl.  
As I step through the door, Mom becomes aware of our presence and turns.  In that same little girl voice she says, “Ooo, a teacher found us, sweetie.  Nice time’s over.”  She pulls her hands away from Summer and looks at me, waiting expectantly.  
Glenna pushes against me, trying to get into the room to see what’s going on.  I take a couple more steps forward to let her by.  Mom’s acting pretty odd.  I know the look on her face from seeing it on other girls.  It’s like she’s a little girl back at Wayward School again.  
“Come here, both of you,” I say to them, mainly to see if they will.  Summer scrambles off the bed and comes to me.  Her glance at Mom tells me that she’s glad to get away from Mom, despite what I might have in mind for her.  Mom also gets off the bed and the two stand in front of me.  There’s not a trace of rebellion in Mom and I even get the idea that there’s not a trace of Mom in Mom.  
“Kneel down,” I command.  All three girls kneel in front of me.  Summer, Mom, and Glenna stare up at me.  The two little girls have sleek, flat chests with hard little nipples.  I like the look of their slim bodies and bald pussies.  They have that sweet, little girl look without a hint of woman in them yet.  At the same time, I know they have sexual experience beyond their years.  In between them is the enigma.  Mom has the full, round body of a mature woman with nice tits and a neatly trimmed, but hidden pussy.  They all have the look of a Wayward Girl waiting for a teacher’s command.  
“Who wants to suck my cock first?” I ask.  
“I already did,” says Glenna.  
“You’re going to take turns,” I say.  “Whoever makes me cum, gets to watch me spank the other two,”
“Me first,” blurts out Mom.  She eyes my recently sated cock.  It’s risen to half staff at the sight of three girls kneeling before me.  
“You first then,” I agree and she crawls forward to take my cock in her mouth.  I let her blow me for 30 seconds, hardening in her sensual mouth.  “Summer’s turn,” I announce to my disappointed Mom.  Summer gets 30 seconds, but I figure I can hold out for several minutes.  I rotate through the threesome a couple of times, letting their sweet mouths gradually arouse me.  
On the third pass through, I start to feel the throb in my cock that means an orgasm is getting close.  But, the rotation of mouths across my cock is maddening.  Just as I feel like I’m going to cum, the 30 seconds is up.  The next girl starts and it takes a moment to get that feeling back, then the 30 seconds is up again.  After Mom’s fourth try, I decide I can’t take it any longer.  Summer swallows my cock and I resolve that she’s getting my load.  The 30 seconds tick by and I’m about to cum, so I just keep pounding in her mouth.  Just a few seconds past the deadline, I feel myself spasm and shoot my wad down her throat.  She keeps sucking as I fill her over and over.  
This has been a totally weird experience for me.  Dad’s announcement that it was fine to bring 9-year-old’s home for some nasty play started it off, but Mom’s behavior has me really thrown for a loop.  To top it off, after I tell the girls to get dressed, Mom looks ashamed as she admits, “I lost my school uniform.”  
“Just put on those clothes,” I say, pointing to her discarded clothes.  Summer gets her uniform on while Glenna dashes down to my room to get dressed.  
I figure that Mom was just role playing, but if that was true, why did she want a little girl in the first place?  By now Andrea and Kaitlin are ready to go, so Dad takes them all back to school. 
I go back to Emily’s room and knock this time.  “Yeah, who is it?”
“Me,” I say.  
“What do you want?”
I open the door.  She’s dressed and sitting at her desk, doing homework.  “To talk,” I say.  
“About?”
“Tonight.”
“About the part where you interrupted me without knocking?  That was pretty rude.  You had your own girl.”
“No, about Mom.”
“What about Mom?  She’s got problems, but she’s still Mom… most of the time.”
“Most of the time?” I repeat.
“Yeah, Mom’s got multiple personality disorder.”
“What?”
“Lots of people wandering around in her head that come out to play sometimes.”
“What?”
“OK, I’m guessing this is news to you,” she pauses for a second.  From my dumb stare, she knows she’s right.  “Well, I only figured it out about a year ago.  You wouldn’t have any chance to see the different people because you bring out Doris.  Doris is Mom.  Mom is Doris.”
“Yeah,” I agreed with the obvious.  Doris Jackson is Mom’s name.  “What do you mean I bring out Doris.”
“Well, until lately,” she adds.  “Here’s the deal.”  She quickly explains the idea of multiple personality disorder.  It’s a result of childhood abuse.  It’s a means of defense against the abuse.  The person creates little compartments where the bad memories are kept.  Those compartments become different personalities with different names even.  
“So, Doris is Mom,” she ticks off one finger.  “Eleanor is the Mayor,” a second finger.  “She is the true Wayward Girl – successful, ruthless, and hard.  She is the businesswoman and comes out when she’s in the Mayor’s office and doing Mayor shit.  Abby is the slut.  You brought her out with that comment about your sperm in her belly.  Those three are all adults as far as I can tell.
She ticks off a fourth finger.  I’m wondering now just how many are wandering around inside Mom.  “Nancy is the little girl.  You’ve probably never seen her.”
“Tonight,” I said.  “I think I saw her tonight.”
“When,” she asked.  I related the story of Mom, Summer, and Glenna.  “Yeah, that would be Nancy.  Naughty little girl.  Younger version of the slut.  You probably would like her.  You’d probably like Tina, too,” she adds.  “Teen version of the slut.  Met her yet?”
“Don’t think so,” I say.  
She’s ticked off four fingers and her thumb.  She holds up her other hand with one finger raised.  “The most interesting one is Mikey.”
“A boy?”
“Yeah, I’m guessing he’s around 12.  I have theories about where the other girls came from, but I have no idea where Mikey came from.”
“Why is he so interesting?”
“Oh, just because our Mom’s got a male personality in her.  I think that’s interesting.  You almost never see him, though.”
“How’d you find out all this?”
“Experimentation,” says Emily.  “First I noticed Eleanor.  Then I noticed Abby.  Then I started to say odd things to Mom.  Sometimes they bounce right off.  Sometimes they bring out someone else.  So, like I said, Doris comes out at home, Eleanor comes out at the office, and Abby comes out when you say something sexually suggestive to her.  Want to meet Tina?  Say something about a girl’s body relating to puberty, like budding breasts, girl-woman, or,” she giggles, “I love this one… downy pussy.”  
“And Nancy came out when she had time alone with Summer,” I say.  
“Or when you say something about little girls, flat chests, bald pussies, or innocence.  Try saying how much you like the cute little lips of a second grader wrapped around your cock.  And Mikey is pretty easy.  Just say something about the Wayward School being a young boy’s dream come true.  Mikey will start talking about how he’d like to spend a night in the school with all those girls at her, I mean, his command.”
“Does Dad know?”
“He’d have to, don’t you think?” says Emily, not sounding too sure of herself.  “They’ve been married for almost 20 years.  Though, you know, he may not know about Nancy, Mikey, and Tina.  Question is – does Mom know?”
“You think she doesn’t?”
“They come out a different times and so it’s not like they talk inside her.  Doris and Eleanor may suspect, but she doesn’t know who else is inside her.  Take for example the little affair you had with Abby.  She threw herself at you and you took her.  But, when I spanked her, I made sure Doris was there.  So you have to wonder what Doris is thinking when she comes out and finds she’s tied in your room with the feel of fresh cum in her pussy.  Does she know who Abby is and what she did?  I don’t know.”
Well, I’m willing to bet that Dad has taken Nancy or Tina a few times, but I’m going to have to watch closely to see what he says to Mom.  This talk with Emily has opened up a whole new world for me.  
Christina’s School for Wayward Girls
By Kenna
Chapter 12
(bg, bdsm, bF, bg, inc)
Thursday after school, I show up and Julia is sitting outside dad’s office with a note.  There are two younger girls waiting as well, but as I walk in she hands the note to me.  “Julia forgot her homework in English,” it says. 
She half grins at me.  “The headmaster made me wait for you, Master William.”   
“Follow me,” I say to her and knock on dad’s door.  When he calls out, I lead her into his office.  Often he’s in the middle of punishing one or more girls when I get there, but it looks like he’s just waiting for my arrival so I can handle Julia.  
“Go on, Julia,” he says to her and closes the door behind her when she enters the punishment room, keeping me in his office.  He turns to me and says, “No doubt she thinks she’ll get off easy because you took her out yesterday.  Maybe she just wanted to see you.  She’s never in my office, but since she’s here right as you come to work, I think she’s expecting leniency from you.  I could switch her myself, but it would make a better point if you do it.”
I nod to dad.  “Yeah, she should learn that she’s a Wayward Girl no matter who she knows,” I say sternly.  “I’ll do it.”  I don’t want dad spanking my new girlfriend.  When I go into the room, I say, “What’s the punishment for forgetting your homework.”
“Five switches, Master Jackson,” she says.  
I take her skirt, tie, blouse, bra, and panties and hang them on the rack.  “Put your hands on the table,” I instruct her.  She does so, even taking two steps back to push her ass out from the spanking.  Yet, she still looks like she thinks I’m not serious.  She gets her first look of concern when I pick up a switch.  
“You weren’t naughty on Saturday,” I tell her.  “And you weren’t naughty last night.  But today you won’t get off easy because you were indeed naughty this time.”
“Yes, Master Jackson,” she says, hanging her head.  I pause for just a moment to admire her nude form as it leans forward to the table.  Her ass is round and nice, perfect for a spanking.  I deliver the five switches soundly and quickly.   Like a true Wayward Girl, she makes no sound.  
“Miss Knight, I would appreciate it if you would not make me do that again,” I tell her.  “A Wayward Girl is always well behaved and you should not think you will get away with something because we’re dating.”  I hand her clothes back to her.  
“Yes, Master Jackson,” she says. “I’m sorry, William.  Will you still take me out again?”
“If you promise not to try to take advantage of our relationship,” I tell her.  Her promise is very enthusiastic, offering a hint of what our next date might be like.    
Dad and I take care of the other two girls and then I go to sweep the halls.  On the way home that evening Dad tells me that I will not be working Friday afternoon.  “Your mother wants to spend some time with you tomorrow afternoon, so go straight home from school.”  
Spending time with her could mean anything from shopping for new clothes to doing something fun or educational.  It’s not unusual for her to want to spend time with me, except that this time she won’t say what is planned.  I have to wonder for the next 24 hours.  Friday afternoon when I get home, I carefully check her out to make sure that it’s Doris that is waiting for me.  It’s a whole new perspective knowing that different people live inside her.  I suppose I could say something and get an adult, teen, or preteen slut to appear, but I want to know what Doris has planned, not to mention that she’s taken time off from her mayoral duties to spend time with me.    
“Sit, Billy,” she says, pointing me to the couch in the family room.  She picks up the remote and starts a DVD.  It takes me about 3 seconds to realize I’m watching me, Mom or rather Nancy, Glenna and Summer in her bedroom two nights ago.  The sound is clear.  The picture is distant, taking in the whole room from an upper corner of the room.  She’s still clearly Doris as she says, “I wanted to explain my little secret,” she says.  
She tells me about her multiple personalities and I note that Emily hadn’t missed any.  “Perhaps you thought I didn’t know about them all, but I have done some therapy and we decided just to let them stay hidden.  Your father knows about them all and so does Emily.  I let her have her fun searching for all the alters in me and I know that she’s found them all.  Your father and I had a camera installed in the bedroom years ago so that I could relive our sexual activities vicariously on tape.”
I interrupt her, “You mean dad has sex with the others and then you watch later?”
“My alters,” she corrects me. “He has a rich fantasy world.  Sometimes he makes love to Doris.  Often he has wild times with the naughty girls.  I hope you don’t think I’m odd when I say I enjoy it.  I always feel more alive, more focused, and more in love with him after he has sex with one of my alters.  He’s reaching a part of me that even I don’t know how to reach.  I don’t recall the experience, but I feel better afterwards. Sometimes I watch the tape, usually I don’t.
“I have three reasons for telling you about this.  The obvious reason is I think you deserve to know and you need to know the truth, not guess at what’s going on.”  She hands me a folded piece of paper, but says, “Don’t read it yet.  Those are the phrases that your father uses to call out my alters.  It may come in handy to know what not to say at the wrong times.  Don’t ever do it in public.”    
She stops and bites her lip.  “I never worried about Emily knowing about my alters, but you’re a different matter. The second reason is I feel good after I’ve had sex with you, just like with your father.  Provided you don’t overdo it, you may call out one of my alters and fuck her silly.”  She looks at me, gauging my reaction.  “Is that OK with you?”
“Yeah, sure,” I say.  “Wow, that’s like an open invitation to fuck you, mom.  Well, it’s not like it.  It is an open invitation.  That’s cool.”
“I think you’ll change your mind about that after you’ve done it a few times.  It’s nothing like fucking me.  I won’t be there.  You’ve already done it twice with my alters.  It’s inevitable and frankly if you call out one of my alters and don’t satisfy her, it really messes me up.  I want to meet this head on and I don’t want you feeling guilty when it happens.  Now, the third reason is that Tina is driving me crazy.  You’ve had sex with Abby and Nancy.  Tina is feeling left out.”
I’m stunned.  I think she’s just told me I’m going to get to meet Tina, the teenage slut.  And that would mean I’m going to have some fun with Mom.  
“I’m going to my bedroom.  I’m going to put on a school uniform.  In five minutes, come up and call out Tina.”  She points at the paper in my hand as she stands.  “That will show you what to say to get Tina.”  With that, she leaves the room.  
That leaves no doubt.  I open the paper and read.  All the phrases start with “How’s…” For Doris, it’s ‘How’s Billy’s mom?’ Jeez, Emily was dead on with that.  I bring out Doris.  ‘How’s the mayor?’ is obviously for Eleanor.  ‘How’s my whore?’ I blush at what brings out Abby, though I know that other things do, too.  ‘How’s my 9th grader?’ is for Tina.  ‘How’s my 2nd grader?’ is for Nancy.  I laugh out loud at Mikey’s phrase.  ‘How’s my peeping Tom?”  Kind of gives me an idea of what Mikey is all about more so than the phrases Emily mentioned.  
When I get up to the bedroom, I discover that Tina was so eager to have sex with me that I don’t even need the key phrase.  She hands me a note that says, “Tina wrote a naughty note in class.”  She looks at me and says, “The note said I fucked the headmaster’s son.”
The whole setup takes my breath away.  It takes a couple of seconds to figure out what to do since it’s moving faster than I expect.  I walk around her, eying her from all angles as I decide what to do.  I don’t know if I’m supposed to switch her as warm up, or just take her.  Finally I say, “You’re a little liar.  You did no such thing.  But, we can fix that right now, can’t we?”
She grins.  It’s an odd expression on Mom’s face, but fits on Tina’s face.  Hey, I know it’s the same face, but I mean it’s not a Mom smile.  It’s a teenager grin.  It’s almost scary because it’s a teenager ‘I’m gonna eat you alive’ grin.  “Get your clothes off and get on your knees,” I say.  
The grin fades a bit as I take control.  She strips off her school uniform at a practiced pace, not fast, but not slow either.  Skirt, tie, and blouse just like she was preparing for a spanking with the headmaster.  She takes off her bra and slides down her panties.  She even leaves on the shoes and knee socks.  Then she kneels and waits impatiently with a look of anticipation.  
I take off my clothes as she fidgets.  “Show me that a Wayward Girl knows how to use her mouth,” I say when I’m naked.  My cock is already erect.  It’s pulsing and pointed right at her.  I realize I’m not a bit self-conscious.  I can’t even think of her as Mom.  Her mannerisms, expressions, and voice are all different.  Now I understand what she meant when she said she wouldn’t be here.  
She knee walks closer.  “I didn’t say I blew the headmaster’s son,” she says, but she takes my cock in her mouth anyway.   
“You didn’t say you did and you didn’t say you didn’t,” I tell her.  “We’ve got time and I can cum twice.  How many times can you cum?”
My cock is all the way down Tina’s throat.  She shrugs and holds up three and then four fingers without changing her rhythm at all.  The pretty much is my afternoon.  I cum in her mouth and her pussy.  She does indeed cum 4 times, twice from her own fingers and twice while I fuck her.  I think she might have been able to keep going, but I couldn’t.  
The only awkward moment is just as we finished.  I don’t know how to gracefully exit the bedroom after fucking my mom with her permission, but without her knowledge, if you know what I mean.  Not like I want her to wake up with me still hanging around.  So, I keep up the school girl routine and say, “No more writing naughty notes in class, Tina.”  Then I leave.  
Later Doris thanks me.  Seeing as she’s got a big smile on her face for the rest of the evening, I get it that she enjoys the aftermath of sex even when her mind has gone bye-bye during sex.  
Summer vacation is getting close.  Last summer Emily worked at city hall as a filing clerk and I know this year she’s doing the same thing, only she’s like the head filing clerk with two other Wayward Girls working for her.  My summer looks pretty open until Dad reminds me that the girls never leave the school during the summer.  They have no place else to go.  They do take a summer break like the rest of the schools in town and the local Wayward Girls have the summer off.  I never thought about what went on there during the summer, but I’m gonna find out because I just learned I have a summer job. 
I’ve never complained about working at the school before, but I was expecting a cool summer with my friends.  Then Dad explains my duties for the summer.  The top 10% of the girls, the good girls he calls them, get to go on a trip.  Again it’s all part of Christina Wayward’s endowment that has grown over the years.  It’s the reward part for the girls that did well.  This year they’re going to southern California for beaches, Disneyland, Sea World, and a list of things that makes me hope I’m gonna be a chaperone.  I’ll take that summer job.
The middle 80% of the girls hang around the school doing summer camp stuff.  They have “workshops,” like public speaking, art, and creative writing.  They have fun stuff like swimming, hiking, and picnics.  For ten weeks they have no classes, no tests, and no grades.  
So, I’m doing the math and there’s 10% of the girls not accounted for yet.  Dad drags it out, while I’m wondering what the bottom 10% do for the summer.  “Then there’s the bad girls,” he says.  “The bottom four in each grade get punishment.  Now mind you,” he points out, “every one of them is a stellar student, but we pick the four that are less stellar than the rest.  After a summer of punishment, we rarely have a girl repeat their poor performance, at least not for a year or two.”
Then he drops the bombshell.  I’m not going to California.  I’m not watching girls have fun in summer camp.  I’m on punishment detail.  Sweet.  For ten weeks, I’ll be in charge of one girl’s punishment, well, not all summer since they rotate.  I’ll have five different girls each for two weeks at a time.  OK, OK, that wasn’t the bombshell.  Here’s the bombshell.  “If you think character building is rough, we save some stuff for punishment detail.”
“Like what?” I ask.  
His first answer is to sit me in front of the computer in his office and show me a folder of pictures. “Every one of those is OK for punishment.”  He leaves me alone with them as I click through them.  They’re pictures of anime girls, lolicons, all tied up and in pain.  It’s definitely punishment. I’m glad he left me alone, cuz they get me pretty excited.  
His second answer is to give me a two day training session with Mr. Crawford again.  That Saturday and Sunday, I learn about knots, cuffs, gags, paddles, whips, vibrators, and more.  He explains the value of humiliation.  Most important, he stresses what I’m doing for the girl.  Like how important it is to punish her so she tries harder.  No breaks for the bad girls.  No moment of weakness on my part.  I’ll be doing them a disservice if I let them off easy.  Then on Sunday afternoon, a 7th grader shows up for live practice.  She doesn’t get the full treatment, cuz we don’t know who the bad girls are yet.  I just put her into positions that look impossible and then release her.  Over and over I make her helpless in many ways and then start over again.  At the end of two hours, she blows us both (thank heavens) and is dismissed.  
The next Saturday is graduation.  I’m kinda looking forward to graduating some day, but a Wayward Girl has extra reasons to be glad she’s done. Her character has been built as much as it can be and she’s got nothing but success ahead of her.  
After graduation, there’s a more private ceremony for the girls remaining behind.  Dad congratulates them on finishing another year and on advancing to the next grade.  The girls that were juniors are now the seniors with all the privileges that go with it.  Then he announces the “good girls,” naming 44 girls, 4 from each class.  When he’s done, they leave laughing and cheering.
As the last one leaves and the door shuts, the auditorium is quiet as a tomb.  Another 400 or so girls sit and wait, hoping their name doesn’t get called as Dad starts down the list of the “bad girls.”  He starts with the seniors and the third name on the list tightens his jaw.  “Emily Jackson,” he says and continues down the list.  Forty-four names called and the rest of the girls leave.  Only the bad girls remain.  I can see Emily sitting with her face buried in her hands, shamed that the headmaster’s daughter is among this group.  All of them sit in shocked silence as they realize their summer is going to be hell.  
The drive home after that is somber.  Emily sits tight lipped in the back seat, her eyes red from crying already.  The only words spoken are when Dad explains she will still work at city hall for 8 hours a day.  From 6 to 8 in the morning and from 6 to 8 in the evening, she’ll be punished.  It’s a lighter sentence because she works.  The younger girls will get 8 hours a day of punishment.  Their only bright spot is that there is no punishment on weekends.  
The idea of punishment strikes me hard when I realize that even Emily, who I know gets good grades, could fall at the bottom of the stellar students.  Every girl works hard. Somebody has to be at the top and somebody at the bottom.  But Mr. Crawford kept reminding me that it was a tried and true system of reward and punishment that made Wayward Girls special.  They were all so busy scrambling to not be on the bottom that they were all nearly perfect students.  
OK, OK, OK, there’s still another bombshell.  After dinner, Dad takes me to his office and tells me that he wants me to take Emily for the first two weeks.  He gives me that same talk as Mr. Crawford did about how important it is for Emily and says he knows I’ll do a good job.  I look back at him and earnestly reply.  “I’ll do my best for her, Dad.”
I get up and solemnly walk from the room, down the hall, into my room, and shut the door.  “Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes,” I do a little dance.  I run the pictures on Dad’s computer through my head again, but this time they have Emily’s face on them.  
I manage to get through the rest of the weekend without letting Emily find out, mainly because she’s locked in her room the whole time moping about her upcoming summer.  There was never a word from Dad or Mom to her about their disappointment or that she was getting what she deserves or anything.  Like me, they’re sure she got the message already.  Or will have gotten it by the end of the next ten weeks.  
Monday morning, I slip out of the house early, like at 5 am.  Emily is still showering and getting dressed.  The idea is that she’ll think I’m still asleep.  Dad doesn’t think he’ll get her to school if she knows what lies in store for her.  She knows what I’m doing this summer; she doesn’t know who I’m doing it with.  If I’m doing one of the younger girls, I don’t have to be at school until 8.  
Oh, man, did I miss the fireworks!  Emily came out of her room and opened the door to my room to check and blew her top when I wasn’t peacefully sleeping.  There’s 8 girls that are working for the summer and have their punishment start at 6.  She automatically assumed I was gone already preparing for her.  I’ll bet it was exciting for a while, but by the time she got to school she was resigned to her fate – like a true Wayward Girl.  
Her face is ashen as she enters the room.  “William, I am ready for my punishment,” she says calmly for the first of twenty times.  
For starters, I read her the rules for her summer and then get her to tell me again that she’s ready.  This time she says, “Master, this bad girl is ready for punishment.”  I grin at her.  I’m part of her punishment.  Saying those words to me, watching my amusement, and not being able to do a damn thing about it is part of her punishment.  
“Go back into the hall.  Stand in the middle of the hall.  Take off all your clothes.  Yell I am a bad girl.  Then fold your clothes and bring them to me.”  As she turns away, I say, “You understand what it means to yell and that your punishment will be worse if you don’t.”  Not really, she’s gonna get it all anyway, but she doesn’t know that.  
I watch from the doorway as she follows my instructions.  She yells loud and clear, blushing as soon as the words come out.  By the time she’s collected and folded her clothes, a dozen teachers have taken the time from punishing their own bad girl to step into the hall and clap their hands for her performance.  Perfect.  
“Get on your hands and knees,” I tell her.  I pick up attachments for her arms and start there.  The attachments are just a straight metal rod about 2 feet long with clamps in four places.  The clamps fit around her arm at the wrist, below the elbow, above the elbow, and near the shoulder.  Once they’re tightened, she can’t bend her arms.  Then I attach a leather cuff to each of her upper thighs and a leather cuff to her ankles.  I connect the cuffs, thigh to ankle, with a short clamp, 3 inches long.  Now she can’t straighten her legs, so she’s forced to walk on her hands and knees, literally balanced right on her kneecap.  I top it off with a collar and a bell, even ringing the cute little bell with my finger.  
She trembles, perhaps with anger, perhaps with frustration, as I stroke her bare back all the way down to her bare and available ass.  “An hour and a half to go, bad girl,” I tell her.  I straddle her back like I might sit down and ride her around.  Instead, I lean forward and cup her tits as they hang free.  My mouth is right by her ear as I say, “Two blow jobs a day.  One in the morning.  One in the evening.  For two weeks.”  She whimpers slightly, but if she speaks, the punishment gets worse.  OK, not really, but… I said that already
I pick up the rubber bone lying on the desk and wave it at her.  Then I toss it across the room, about 30 feet.  She watches it and then looks back at me.  I can tell she knows what’s coming as she waits in dreaded anticipation.  I count to ten.  “Fetch.”  Damn does she want to say something, but she bites it off.  Walking on her hands and knees, she goes to the rubber bone.  “In your mouth,” I add so she doesn’t try to carry in back in her hand.  
It makes me hard just to watch her ass wiggle away like that and then her sorry face come back with a bone in her mouth.  On the next toss, she chases after it (slowly chases) and I remove my pants.  She turns around to be greeted by the bulge in my briefs.  My sister is a beautiful girl.  She’s sexy and has a great body.  And she’s fetching a bone for me.  I amuse myself for 10 minutes playing fetch with her.  Five minutes into playing fetch I tell her to bark, wag her tail, and pant like a dog while she waits for me to throw it again.  
As I hear screams and wails fill the hallway, I know it’s time for Emily to feel the paddle.  I take the bone from her one last time and remove the braces on her arms, replacing them with leather wrist cuffs.  The wrist cuffs get clipped to rings low on one wall.  I unhook her ankles from her thighs only to clip her ankles to the legs of the desk.  It leaves her trapped between the wall and the desk, with her ass ready for her spanking.  Just for good measure, I tie a rope around her waist, pull it up through her slit, up the crack of her ass, and tie it to a ring high on the wall over her hands.  With the rope taut, she has no choice but to raise her ass, offering it me.  
“What’s coming?” I ask. 
“Master, the bad girl is going to be spanked.”
“Why?”
“Master, the bad girl was at the bottom of her… the bad girl’s class.”  She can’t even say because she had bad grades.  She only had one B. 
“Because the bad girl let 35 other girls be better than her,” I put it more accurately.  The paddle I use is a solid wooden paddle, circular about six inches in diameter with a short handle.  This one gives me the flexibility to swat her just about anywhere.  I start on her ass, giving her five, ten fifteen, twenties strokes firm and hard, just on her right cheek.  By the time I’m done with that, she’s screaming, kicking, and pulling, but she’s still in position, helplessly waiting for the other cheek to be tortured.  After twenty on her left cheek, her ass is flaming red and her voice is starting to get hoarse.  
With the short handle, I can reach under her and spank her thighs until she’s sobbing, her thighs as red as her ass.  I move up her tummy, turning it red, and then her tits.  Her first hour is up.  
Since I can’t wait any longer, I put a two inch ring gag in her mouth, forcing it between her teeth and leaving her incredibly wide open.  Then I pull out my cock and fuck her face.  Lacing my fingers in her hair, I tilt her head back.  “Eyes wide.  Look at me.”  She stares helplessly at my face as I unload.  Damn, I was so hot, it didn’t take long.  As I cum, I pull it out and shoot some on her face.  Some of it is in her mouth, white goo coating her tongue with my taste.  She can’t swallow, so it’s gonna sit there as long as I want.  I count to ten and take out the gag so that she can swallow. 
For the next 45 minutes, I keep her on edge, screaming from more swats and panting from the exertion of screaming in between swats.  Using a thin rod, I work the bottoms of her feet and leave red strips all over her back.  At work she’ll be wearing jeans and sneakers so the marks won’t show.  
I hadn’t planned on it, but I can’t deny that the second hour has been as erotic as the first.  Plunging my cock into her pussy from behind, I cum again quickly.  Then I unfasten her and remove the cuffs.  
“One more thing,” I tell her, reminding her that I am allowed to send her to work with one non-painful reminder of her status as a bad girl.  If she wonders what that means, the question is soon answered.  I pick up a double ball and push one ball into her ass.  The one in her ass has a single wire running from it to a battery pack.  The one on the outside has a rubber inflation tube running to it so the air can flow into the ball in her ass.  A few pumps on the pump and the inside ball is there until I remove it.  Then I remove the inflation tube so nothing dangles between her legs and turn on the vibrating ball.  I have to put my finger almost up her ass to make sure the silent vibrator is going.  The last step is to tape the battery pack to her inner thigh.  
“I’ll see the bad girl at precisely 6 pm,” I tell her.  “The bad girl is dismissed.”  She has an hour to clean herself up and dress.  
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So I spend my day hanging out around the house, playing video games and watching TV.  I can’t get the image out of my head of Emily trying to work with the vibrator stuck up her ass.  The batteries are supposed to last all day.  And there’s the little matter of the fact that she can’t poop no matter how bad she has to.  
She gets home a little after 5.  She’s worn the dang butt plug all day, so to be nice, I say, “You want me to take the, you know, out of your you know where?”
She turns and looks at me so I think I’m about to die.  Her eyes are little slits as she says to me in a most unpleasant, but soft voice, “Don’t you ever mention what’s going on at school this summer outside of school ever again.” 
Oh, man, I just slink away.  There’s nothing I could say that would be OK to say right now.  Yeah, I know the rule is what happens at school stays at school, but I was just offering to be nice.  It won’t even be fair to take it out on her when I got her for punishment at 6 tonight.  Besides, she’s gonna get the whole treatment no matter what she does.  Yeah, I know I said that, but it’s never gonna get old.  
Emily doesn’t eat much at dinner, probably thinking about what’s coming up right after dinner.  I don’t eat much either.  Don’t want to be so stuffed I can’t punish her properly.  It’s a quick dinner anyway since we don’t have a lot of time until the next punishment session.  
I guess I was expecting Dad to drive us to the school, but Emily has the car keys.  That somehow adds to her punishment in my mind.  She drives us to her own punishment and I have this image of the condemned man forced to build his own electric chair.  Whatever.  When she drives us straight to school it tells me that she’s not gonna fight her punishment for these two week or ever.  She’s really got no choice.  
We arrive at school a few minutes early and go separate ways, but precisely at 6 pm, she’s there saying, “This bad girl is ready for punishment, master.”  
I tell her to take off her clothes and then remove the vibrating butt plug.  It’s too bad this has to count as part of the two hours (probably why she didn’t want to do it at home), but it does.  “You have 10 minutes to use the toilet, clean up, and be back here.”  
I check my watch and she’s back at nine and half minutes.  That’s a total of 15 minutes gone already.  The plans for tonight involve the dungeon, so I cuff her hands behind her, put a collar around her neck, snap a leash to the collar, and lead her to her evening of torment.  
As we enter the room I have reserved, I can tell she notices the difference from the equipment that’s usually here for character building.  We’re in the room with the table that can be raised and lowered hydraulically.  Just that the table is gone, replaced by a six foot long, one foot high wedge of metal.  The pointy end of the wedge is at the top.  It’s not a real sharp point, kinda rounded about the same diameter as a broom stick.  The look on her face not only tells me she noticed the difference, but that she knows it’s not a good difference.  
“Stand over the horse,” I tell her, positioning her so she’s midway down the length of the horse with a foot on either side.  Then I start raising the horse up from the floor. I’m not even sure she knows what’s gonna happen, but she does start shifting nervously as it gets close to her pussy.  I bring it up to where it’s just nestled between her pussy lips, but not with a lot of pressure on her pussy yet.  She rises up on her toes to keep it from touching.  
Next I pull a rope down from the ceiling and tie it to her wrists.  Using the rope, I haul her arms up into the air, just high enough to make her bend forward slightly.  After that, I raise the horse another two inches.  She has to be on her toes now to keep the pressure from her pubic bone.  “The bad girl is gonna get a horsy ride,” I tell her.  If I did it right, it’s just uncomfortable now.  
I pop a ball gag in her mouth.  It has little holes in it so she can breathe through it, but it’s enough to muffle any sounds she might make.  I think that’s about it.  Perhaps she can imagine standing on her tiptoes until her legs ache and she has to lower herself to painful contact with the thin metal horse between her legs.  But I don’t give her even that option.  I raise it two more inches and watch as her long legs flail for a few seconds, searching for the floor that’s just out of reach.  “Damn that looks like it hurts,” I tell her to add frustration to her predicament.  
Just for good measure, I raise the horse another couple inches.  That takes away any hope she might have.  By pulling on the rope attached to her wrists, I can make her lean forward more, putting more pressure right below her pussy.  The last thing I do is say, “I’ll be back in a while,” and leave.  Just before I shut the door, I hear her scream into the gag, a scream of helpless horror.  
I don’t go far.  I mean she is in a dangerous position.  I’m just outside the door, watching her on a camera and listening on the microphone in the room.  She rages at the door for a few minutes and then stops.  It’s only about five minutes before she starts trying to shift her weight, but there’s really nothing she can do.  A little forward, a little back.  There’s no side to side movement possible.  A few more minutes and I can hear her moan.  After another few minutes, I am very aware of how hard my cock is.  Just watching her squirm, hearing her moan, and wondering what she’d do just for relief gets me hard.  
A few more minutes and even I can’t stand to watch her.  She's screaming into the gag with tears running down her cheeks.  It’s obvious that there is nothing she can do for even the slightest relief.  So I go into the room.  “Time’s up,” I tell her, knowing she has no idea how long it’s been.  I lower the horse so her toes are on the floor.  Her legs strain to ease the pressure and she sighs with relief.  “Your legs look so sexy when they’re stretched like that,” I observe.  
Five minutes later I take her gag out and say, “Would you beg for a spanking in exchange for lowering the horse all the way to the floor?”
She says nothing.  
“Would you beg for a spanking if the alternative is to raise the horse back up?”
“The bad girl would rather have the spanking, master,” she says.  
I give her a look of disappointment and raise the horse an inch.
She gets the message.  “Please, master, spank the bad girl.  Spank me all over like this morning.  Please, spank me, master,” she sobs at the humiliation. 
There’s still little less than an hour left in her two hour session as I lower the horse to the floor. With her arms still tied behind her, all I have to do is raise them a little higher and her ass is perfectly positioned for that spanking.   This time I use a wide paddle.  It covers more area, but it also spreads out the force of the blow.  I can spank her more, gradually reddening her ass and the back of her thighs.  Gradual though it may be, after a while her skin is burning red hot.  Incredibly enough, she stays silent for the entire time.  
With time starting to run out, I set the paddle aside and spend some time just fondling her tits. With five minutes left, I decide it’s time for the twice daily blow job.  Well, it’s long past time for that, but I lower her more so she’s kneeling down.  She even opens her mouth as I open my pants.  I’m sure she’s not even aware of what she just did, but it gives me an idea.  “You’ve got this and 18 more blow jobs to give me.  By the end of two weeks, I want you to be able to open your mouth to just the right sized O so that my cock fits in, lightly grazing your lips all the way.  I don’t want to have too much pressure and I don’t want any part of my cock to feel no lip.  That’s 9 more days to memorize my cock.”  She takes my emphasis just as I thought she might, blushing at the idea of knowing her little brother’s cock so well.  
That took up just a little time, so there’s four and a half minutes left.  I fill her mouth with 3 minutes left.  I’m finished.  That’s all I have planned.  But, you know, it just wouldn’t be fair to her to let her off 3 minutes early.  However, I can just humiliate her without pain.  So I put my fingers to her clit and starting rubbing her. She is wet, but not remarkably so.  She responds with, “Uhnn,” and a slight movement of her hips.  I can’t tell if that’s a don’t do it signal or what.
The idea is that making her cum at the end of the session against her will could be the perfect end to a marvelous punishment session.  As I finger her, she starts to move her hips more, resigned to or accepting the fact that I’m going to get in one last act.  The latter seems to be the case as she moves her hips more sensuously and starts to breathe heavy.  It’s then that I realize I don’t have time for this.  I stop quickly.  “Master?” she says, voicing her disappointment.  
“Sorry, out of time,” I say, truly sorry, but this seems to be better punishment than making her cum.  I quickly untie her wrists, but the knot is a tough one.  It takes all the remaining time and I barely get it done in time.  Two hours is two hours and I’m not supposed to start early or end late.  “That’s all the time we have,” I say.  
“Leave, please,” she says and I do, going out of the room and watching her masturbate on the TV screen outside the room. It kills the time while I wait for her to get ready and drive us home.  Then she comes out of the room.  “You horny little bastard,” she says and not in a nice way.  “I meant leave completely, not stand and watch outside the door.”  She huffs and walks out of the dungeon.  
“Oh,” I say as she brushes by.  OK, so I knew that.  “I’ll wait at the car now and every night, then.”  
On the drive home I ask, very carefully. “Can I ask a question about after the time was up?”
“No,” she doesn’t even take her eyes off the road.  However, just as we pull into the driveway, she does say, “Just to be clear.  I don’t get off on spanking, pain, being tied, or having that horse shoved up my…”  Which, I figure anyway, leaves only one thing that she did get off on…oh yeah, blowing me.
There’s no point in keeping up the ruse on the second morning, so she drives us to school again.  I start this session off by having her strip for me.  This day I’m planning on a focus on humiliation instead of pain.  Her gear is simply a leather cuff on each ankle and on each wrist.  Then I cuff wrists to ankles in front of her, so her legs are spread wide and her arms reach between them.  Her biceps nicely frame her tits, pushing them out.  I gag her.  
As she lies on her back, I play with her tits, making her nipples hard. “You do have nice tits and you show them off so nice for me,” I tell her, expecting the words to add to her embarrassment, but I suppose she can’t get much more embarrassed that she already is.  I make sure to touch every inch of her body.  When I play with her pussy, I say, “Just such a perfect pussy.  Make sure you hold your cunt wide open for me.”  I slide a finger deep as it will go.  “Juicy fuck hole.”  It’s not really, but she does coat my finger a little.  “Suck it for me,” I put the finger to her mouth.  
I get out a paddle and make sure she sees it.  It’s just there to make her worry.  Then I flip her onto her stomach, although her stomach doesn’t touch the ground.  She’s resting on her toes, knees, shoulders, and right cheek since she’s looking left.  Her ass is perfectly pushed into the air for a spanking and she knows it.  
For now I keep just touching her body, claiming it for myself.  She may like this, I don’t know.  But she definitely doesn’t like it when I say things like, “What a damn fine ass you have.  So round and ready and ripe.  I could just push anything I want up in there, couldn’t I.”  And I peek behind her and say, “Your pussy looks so different peeking between your helpless thighs, but it’s still sexy.”
To make good on my suggestion that I could poke things in her ass, I set a box beside her, to her right.  She turns her head to look, but her eyes are at floor level, so she can’t see what’s in there.  She’ll have to wait until I show her.  The first thing I pull out is a string of benwa balls, each an inch in diameter.  A sturdy string connects the six green balls.  When she sees them she makes a grunt of disapproval and says “Don’t …” Mumble mumble. “…ass.”  Can’t make out the middle part, but I get the important words.  
Lubing them up, I push one ball against her tight ass and watch her fight against it.  I swirl it around, like screwing it in, move it up and down, and then pop, it goes in, accompanied by another sound of disapproval.  “One down, five more to go.”  I can’t make out her next, very unhappy words, but I do know now that I’ve picked a good punishment.  The second one goes in like the first, a little spin, some wiggling back and forth, up and down, teasing open the tight pucker and then pop.  “That’s a cool sound,” I say about the faint squishy, popping noise.  Then she makes more noise.  This time I’m certain she’s not saying words, just raging in frustration.  
For the fifth ball, I just have to say it, because it’s true, “Oh, that one went in easier than the first four.”  She’s gone to making that frustrated screaming sound every time and accentuating it by bouncing up and down on her knees.  It’s a like a, “Aaaaaa, aaaaaaa, aaaaaaa,” accompanied by three bounces, knees hitting the floor on each aaaaaa.  I imagine she’d stop if she knew just how hot I think that is.  “Now come on and tighten up again.  See if you can keep this one out.”  The last ball rests against her sphincter and I push on it.  “C’mon, c’mon, I’m gonna win again, oh, oh, here it goes.”
“Aaaaaa, aaaaaaaa, aaaaaaaa,” she responds eloquently.  There’s nothing but a long string with a ring at the end dangling from her butt.  
Then I begin the process of retrieving the hard plastic balls.  “God, wouldn’t it be funny if this string breaks,” I say.  I pull on the string and the first one appears like a little green… you know.  Ball, ball, I remind myself.  Turd just takes the fun out of it.  
Her reaction is an interesting sound that makes me pause for a few seconds.  “MmmmMMM?” she says, the end of that going up in pitch, like ending a question.  Now what did that mean?  I pull out a second one, paying more attention to her sound that the way the ball almost magically appears.  “Mmmm, mmmmm,” she says this time.  It’s a statement of approval unless I miss my guess.  
I tease two more out of her with the sound going up in volume each time.  It’s only then that I think to check between her legs.  Dang, it’s one of the most basic things Mr. Crawford taught to keep track of a girl’s arousal and I’d forgotten to keep an eye on it.  “Jeez, Louise, Emily, if I did this a bunch of times would you cum?”
She doesn’t say yes or no. She doesn’t nod or shake her head.  A single sound comes out that sounds like the gagged version of, “Duh.”
“I’d like to see that.”
“Uh uh,” she shakes her head.  
Well that settles it.  I pull the fifth one out and push it back in, four, three, two, one, all gone. “Aaaaaa, aaaaaa, aaaaaa,” all the way home.  I pull them out again realizing that I’m fucking her in the ass, just reeeeaaaallll slow. The balls are stinky.  My hands smell like shit.  But I’m having the time of my life.  
It’s on the fourth extraction of the fourth ball that she gives a little shudder and her sound goes to a steady, “Mmmmmmmm.”  
I put my hand to her clit and start rubbing it hard and fast.  “Show me how you like it up the ass,” I say.  “Cum for me.  Shake your ass and cum.”  I pull out the fifth, still fingering her.  So hot to watch her.  I just know she’d give anything to stop shaking her ass just because I said it.  But, holy mother of God, she can’t.  Me fingering, that last ball popping clear, and she goes berserk.  Ahhh, the joys of teaching at Wayward School for Girls.  Any thought I might have had for a different career pale compared to getting my teaching credential.  
So I should probably say something to turn that into a humiliating moment for her, but I’m speechless.  Anything I can think of to say just sounds like praise and admiration.  There are 40 minutes left in her punishment session.  I have more things to put in her ass.  I mean, it was the focal point of my plans to humiliate her.  Now it only looks like I’d be rewarding her with the best orgasms of her life.  
I pull my pants down and sit in front of her.  “Open up,” I say.  She hasn’t forgotten her assignment and she makes an O with her mouth.  It’s just a little too big and I say so.  I’d have to say though that the blow job is passionately perfect.  
By the time that’s done I’ve regained my senses and know how to finish up the remaining time.  I can still use my plan of poking vibrators, dildos, and even the balls one more time.  I just have to make sure that I don’t take her over the edge like I did before.  And probably shouldn’t have in the first place.  
When the session ends and she’s free, she gets dressed and says, “So, how’s it feel to be owned?”
“Huh?”
“I owned you, didn’t I?  I made you make me cum,”
I chewed on my lip for a few seconds, trying to come up with a snappy retort.  I came up empty.  “Nice one, Emily,” I said.  “You can bet that won’t happen again.”
In the middle of the day, I have an epiphany… cool, now I can say that cuz dad made me look it up.  But it isn’t the kind that made sense.  The younger bad girls are getting punished so they’ll do better so that they won’t be at the bottom of their class and won’t get punished next year.  But Emily couldn’t get punished next year.  With no threat of punishment next summer, this 10 week summer of hell for her really is just punitive.  It has no rehabilitative factor involved at all.  
Not that I really care. I suppose some guys might have a wicked big sister that they’d love to torture and torment for 2 weeks.  Emily isn’t that kind of sister.  The only sin she’s committed against me was being sexy.  That and a B on her report card is enough for me.  
There’s another thing that is starting to make sense to me.  Dad always said the same thing any time I moped around and wished I was an adult.  Can’t drive.  Can’t drink.  Can’t vote.  Can’t do what I want.  You know what I mean.  He’d say, “The only good thing about being an adult is you always know your shoe size.”  I mean, I get what he means about shoe size never changing ever again, but I always though the best thing about being an adult is having all the sex you want.  Well, I’m 14, almost 15, and getting all the sex I want.  Guess I’ll start looking forward to knowing my shoe size.  
That evening, I start on Emily, returning to a painful theme instead of the humiliation one.  The position I put her in requires plenty of rope and some of those knots that I’d learned.  For starters, I put her foot against her ass and tie her thigh and calf together.  I do that for both legs.  I find that to be a really good start since it keeps her from walking or closing her legs.  Immobile and available.  Next, I tie her hands to a hook about two feet off the ground.  Her hands are in front of her with the rope passing on either side of her head as she now squats, facing away from the wall.  I tie her ankles together and then to a hook behind her and just off the floor.  The final rope goes around her waist, down the crack of her ass, up between her pussy lips, and to a hook on the ceiling.  The wrist and ankle ropes keep her from moving forward.  The crotch rope keeps her from moving back.  She is leaning slightly back, her pussy and tits so very vulnerable.  
The position itself is tortuous or will become so after a few minutes.  I place a tube over her left nipple and pump out the air, seal it, and remove the pump.  She moans with pain as her nipple is sucked into the tube that now points out from her tit like an enlarged nipple.  I put one on the other nipple, working silently, letting the pain do all I need.  She squirms as I put a smaller tube over her clit and suck that sensitive nub of skin out to play.  
“No, not the paddle, too,” she says as I picked it up.  It tells me what she thinks of this position already.  But yes, the paddle, too.  I start smacking her exposed inner thighs, bringing each of them, their entire length, to a rosy red.  
Slipping the paddle behind her, I start warming her ass.  I can’t get really good strokes in, but I settle for many medium strength ones and by her squirms I can tell that’s effective.  
With the punishment administered, I ask, “Why is this bad girl getting spanked again?”
“This bad girl was at the bottom of her class,” says Emily.  She moans and shifts her weight, trying to find a comfortable or less painful position.  
“You didn’t meet the standards of a Wayward Girl.”
“Yes, master, I didn’t meet the standards.”
I look at my watch.  Forty minutes have passed.  “Just 30 minutes gone,” I say, “you look like it hurts already.”
“Yes, master, it hurts.”
I stop and administer five more swats to each thigh and each ass cheek.  Then I give the crotch rope a tug, pulling it two more inches through the hook and raising her ass up.  She leans back more and moans louder. 
It occurs to me that I could keep her like this the whole 2 hours.  She’d be in screaming helpless agony by then.  There are, however, limits on what I can do and those limits are higher than what I want to do.  The sight of her squirming in pain makes me hard.  I take off my clothes and stand in front of her.  “What should I do with this?”
“Fuck me in the ass, in the pussy.  You’re gonna do my mouth.”  She shifts again, her eyes showing her pain. “Right now, master, I’d let you and all your friends fuck me in every hole if you just let me down.”
That gives me an idea.  It’s something that I truly cannot do, but saying it is not out of bounds.  “Cool.  I want you to promise to fuck six of my friends, take it in every hole, after this session, from 9 to 11.  Say it and I’ll let you down.  Say it and don’t do it, I’ll put you back in this position tomorrow morning and leave you for two hours.”
She gapes at my blackmail offer, wondering if I can and would do that.  I have to wonder if she realizes I can’t when she says, “I promise, master.”
“Promise what?”
“Promise to fuck six of your friends in every hole, master.”
I step between her legs and stand over her.  Stroking my cock, I feel my cum start to rise.  Like every other time when I’m taunting her in a painful position, it takes just seconds for me to shoot my cum on her.  Leaning back like that, she gets it on her tummy, tits, and face.  She can’t do a thing to get out of the way.  Then I untied her and gave her aching muscles a break.  
For the rest of the two hours, I put her in less painful positions, just using the paddle to remind her that she’d been a bad girl.  And I still have the energy for a blow job in her sweet mouth.  
At the end of the session, I say, “You know I didn’t keep up my end of the bargain.”
“Huh?”
“I didn’t release you right away.  I took the time to cum on you.”
“What’s that mean, master?”
“I mean you’re not going to fuck 6 of my friends tonight.”  It was my way of saving face.  The threat could still loom as a valid threat in future sessions.  Just that tonight I had a reason for not calling friends and sending them to her.
For the rest of the two weeks, I have a different, but painful position for my sister.  I spank her soundly each time.  She blows me at the end.  Then our two weeks are up.  
She suffers through two more weeks at the hands of another teacher.  Then I learn why seniors are punished.  It does have some room for rehabilitation.  After her evening session with me, Emily has locked herself away in her room.  She’s been studying and she tests out of 5 out of 6 college courses she’s been cramming for over the past four weeks.  I’m glad I got my shot at her, because now she doesn’t have to do the other six weeks of punishment.  
But, I’m getting ahead of myself.  For the two weeks after Emily, I will punish Dina, a 9 year old just going into 4th grade.  That’s gonna be a different kind of fun.  
Christina’s School for Wayward Girls
By Kenna
Chapter 14
(bg, bdsm, beast, anal, oral)
Before I even got started with the 10 weeks of summer, I got some good advice.  The advice was to figure out how to punish one girl for 10 different days and then do the same thing to five different girls.  That way, I didn’t have to come up with 50 different days of punishment.  I’d thought it would be boring to do the same thing over and over, but each girl reacted different.  Since I’d planned out 10 really hot days with 5 different girls, boring was a long way from how my summer went.  Lesson to me… every girl is different.  
And then I decided that if I’m gonna tell the story of my summer, it would be pretty boring to say here’s Emily’s 10 days and here’s Dina’s 10 days and here’s Camille’s 10 days… you get the idea.  And I’ll bet everybody wants to hear about all 5 of the naughty girls that I had to punish over the summer, so I figure you’ve heard about Emily’s first two days and now you’ll hear about Dina’s third and fourth days and then Camille’s fifth and sixth days… you get the idea again?  
Dina comes to me meekly on the third day just like she did on the first two days.  She’s already had a bad two weeks with another teacher and so she knows how to behave with me.  I don’t know if I’m harder or easier on her than what she got last week.  With me she’s already suffered through the same things that Emily did on her first two days.  “This bad girl is ready for punishment,” she says for the third time in three days.  Emily said it twice a day because there were breaks in her day.  Dina says it in the morning and then is majorly fucked all day long.  
By now she’s pretty well trained to what I expect.  “Clothes,” I say and watch her shed everything.  She’s a little dream with creamy smooth skin, pale nipples that are barely visible, a flat chest, no hips, no hair, and no idea how hot she is.  I think maybe it’s the way she takes them off. So quick that it looks like she doesn’t care, but she does care.  She’s just afraid to do it slow.  She was ready to do anything I asked on that first day.  Now on day three, she’d deny me nothing.  Not that she’s got a choice.  
For starters, I put black leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles.  Gotta love the way the black contrasts with her very pale skin.  They’re pretty standard (not that black leather cuffs are ever standard on a 9 year old girl… except at Wayward) with a metal loop on them.  I clip her wrists behind her.  Then I put a wide belt around her waist and snug it tight.  It’s got attachment points all around it.   She watches, probably wondering what it’s for.  For starters, I use it like a collar, clipping a leash to it and then leading her down to the dungeon.  
She’s not too fond of being in the dungeon, but who can blame her.  The summer sucks for her and sometimes it sucks and blows.  I chain her ankles to hooks in the floor using short chains so she can rise up on her tiptoes, but no farther.  For now she can also stand flatfooted.  Then I chain her arms up high over her head.  It’s a perfect position for a spanking or a whipping, but she’s not getting that today.  
I push a button and she hears a hiss that makes her look down between her legs.  There’s a pneumatic powered metal tube about the diameter of a broomstick coming out of the floor.  Emily got it up her cunt and her ass.  Dina’s pussy is too tight still, so she’s only going to get it up the ass.  I let it go up until it’s just pressed against her cute little butt.  
“I’m greasing it up so it can go in your ass,” I tell her.  She wasn’t too fond of the balls yesterday, so she makes cute little whiny noises.  “Up and down, in and out, over and over,” I add just to make her squirm and whine even more.  It’s a little more complicated than that, but she’ll find out.  “Move your hips forward a little,” I say, lining it up with her tight pucker.  Then I push the button again.  She rises up on her toes until she can’t go any higher and then pop, it slides smoothly up her butt.  
“Please, it hurts,” she squeals.  Silly thing for her to say.  That’s pretty much the point.  She’s got about 4 inches of slick steel up her ass and she’s straining on her tiptoes.  Fuck, it looks hot to see her slender young legs straining up, but still know that I managed to get up inside her.  I set it on stroke and it starts moving up and down about 3 inches so it never quite comes out.  
After a couple of minutes, I realize that she may not have liked the balls up her ass yesterday, but she’s getting aroused by the pole.  From the front I can see her pussy start to glisten.  The view from the front is even better than from behind.  Her legs are spread and she’s got her hips pushed forward, offering me her pink slit.  She’s blushing as I watch her.  So, I encourage the blush by finding her clit and rubbing it with a finger. “Such a slut.”
“Gahh,” she gasps and I watch the 9-year-old beg for my finger with her body.  It’s just a tease though and I stop after a minute.  “Please, can’t I cum just once,” she whines.  
Maybe I’m weak, but the sight of this little girl turned into a sexual creature and begging for release is way too tempting.  “You really want it?”
“Yeah, God, please.”  
I go on like that for several minutes.  Does she want it?  Yes, she does.  How bad?  Really bad.  Tease, tease, tease… and me hard as a rock.  Then, I rub her hard and fast, letting her jerk and spasm wildly, cumming while impaled on a stroking metal pole up her ass.  
Oh, well, I have plenty of time for the whole punishment and now she’s had her one cum of the day cuz she begged so nicely for it.  I slide the pole back down and put an attachment on it.  She may have missed the little detail of the screw threads right in the center of the top of the pole, but now she knows about them.  She looks down to watch me screw a conical shaped butt plug into it.  It’s four inches long and flares to an inch and a half diameter at the base, a little wider than the pole.  From her vantage point, it’s a spear and it’s aimed at her ass. 
This time when I raise the pole to her ass, she tries to avoid it again, but hey, she’s as successful at it as she was the first time. “Eeeeee,” she squeals as it penetrates.  I stop at about an inch inside her.  It’s barely in, but she’s way up on her toes.  She’s shaking and straining, wondering if I’m serious.  Then I send it the rest of the way and it forces her wider and wider until the base goes pop and her tight ass swallows it up.  This time when I set the pole on stroke, it stays right in place and she ends up flexing up and down from flatfooted to up on her toes, stretching those cute little legs up and down.  It’s not just Dina that I’m thinking about as she goes up and down.  I think about the little girl next door, my cousin, and the little sister of a friend.  Face it, any 9 year old naked is hot.  Add a butt plug and some sensual motion.  Hey, I’m hard.  Then she starts to beg to cum again.  She’s gonna make my cock explode and not in a good way.  
My response is to pick up a devilish little handheld device with a push button and two metal prongs.  Put the prongs to her ass.  Push the button.  “Eeeeaaaaaa,” she squeals as the shock bites her in the ass.  I keep doing that, earning a cock painfully hardening squeal with each shock.  Just like I was told, it doesn’t even leave a mark on her creamy white skin.  Hell, I could do this all day.  
For a little variety, I move around front of her and put it to a nipple.  She watches in horror and then squeals again.  I give her several shocks, slowly working my way down.  Then I look her in the eyes and say, “Where’s that little clit of yours.”
“No, no, no, God, no,” she pleads as I pull her lips apart and find her clit.  
I leave it poised there.  “Beg for my cock in your mouth, bad girl.”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” she says, her eyes lighting up.  “Let me suck you off.  You like a 9 year old mouth on your cock, huh?”  Yeah, I did mention that to her on Monday.  “I’ll do it.  I’ll suck it and swallow everything.”  She looks down her body and then at my crotch.  “You like little girls, huh?  You like watching.  C’mon, I’ll suck you. All the way.”
I pull the prongs away from her.  First I unchain her wrists, then a word of warning.  “I’m going to let the pole down.  You squat down with it so the plug stays in that hot little ass of yours.  I want you to suck me off with the plug in you, got it?”
“Uh huh, yeah,” she says, her voice desperate to please.  
Then I lower the pole and she does just what she was told, going down until her face is level with my crotch.  I pull out my cock and put it in her mouth.  Crap, she wasn’t the only one I’ve been teasing all morning.  Her lips wrap around my cock and it’s just a minute later when I explode (in a good way), sending a river of cum into her mouth.  She swallows hard, letting just a little bit leak out.  She has to swallow a couple more times before I’m done cumming.  Then, I raise the pole back up in the air and let it stroke her some more.  
I check my watch.  We’re doing just fine on time, but it’s time for the next little trick.  “I’m letting it go down again. This time when your feet go flat on the floor, lock your knees and the plug will pull out.  Got it?”
She nods.  “Gonna hurt,” I warn her.  Then I let it down.  There’s a moment when her asshole distends.  She screams and then it pops free.  I let it down far enough to unscrew the messy plug and put it away to clean later.  
She’s pretty wiped, so I let her just have 10 minutes, give her a drink, and a pat on her ass.  This being her 13th day, she probably knows that means we’re halfway through the morning though I’m sure nobody has given her any clue like that.  She’s supposed to lose track of time.  I give her another drink and then start up again.  
This time I screw another attachment onto the pole.  Compared to the previous one, this one looks pretty innocuous.  It’s just a hard rubber ball, no bigger than the diameter of the pole.  Then I raise the pole again, thinking of it as a drill press, drilling into her ass yet again.  She fights it less this time.  
I screw a ball pump into a hole near the top of the pole and give it two pumps.  This makes use of the fact that there’s a hole in the center of the screw threads where the ball on top is screwed in.  A couple of pumps and the ball in her ass expands.  “What?” she says, wiggling her ass deliciously.  Something feels funny, but she’s not quite sure what’s going on.  Two more pumps and she gets the answer to her question.  “Aaahhh,” she moans, getting nervous now.  
Two more pumps and I know the little ball is not so little anymore.  What she’s got in her ass is not coming out real easy.  I know from experimenting that the ball is now 3 inches in diameter.  I pump it two more times and she’s basically got a baseball in her ass.  OK, now it’s not coming out… ever… short of surgery.  I unchained her wrists for the blowjob and now chain them back up.  I slowly lower the pole until she’s flatfooted and then just 4 more inches until her wrist chain is taut.  
It’s a pretty embarrassing position.  She’s half squatting and looking like she’s trying to shit, but she probably doesn’t care how she looks right now.  With her legs only slightly bent it’s going to get uncomfortable soon.  She can support herself with her arms, legs, or both.  And so I wait.  
Being small and light, it takes her a while, like about 15 minutes before she finds it hard to find a comfortable position and by 30 minutes, she starts to moan.  This time when I play with her cunny, she’ll have none of it.  Not that she can stop me, but it doesn’t get her excited.  It does really irritate her though.  When she looks like she can’t take anymore, I say, “You gonna get any more B’s?”
The question takes her by surprise, reminding her of just why she’s squatting down, in pain, and so very exposed to me.  “No, master,” she says, shaking her head.  Tears come to her eyes as she remembers that this is all her fault.  
“Good, then we’re just about done with the morning.  I’m going to stand you up straight.  Then I’m going to do five more quick punishments.  I’m going to tell you what I’m going to do and then you will say, yes, please, this bad girl deserves it.  Five times, you got it?”
“Uh huh.”  She sighs with relief as I return her to a flatfooted position.  I deflate ball in her ass and slide the pole down.  After removing the ball from the pole, I let the pole go all the way back into the floor.  

I show her the electric shock box and hold it up to her nipple.  “I’m going to shock your nipple.”
“Yes, please, this ummm, bad girl deserves it.”  She grits her teeth.  “Eeeeee.”  We do the same for her other nipple.  Then I put it to her cunny, just inside her outer lips.  Her eyes open wide, but she agrees that she deserves it, jumps and squeals, and then there’s just two more.  
“I’m going to shock your tongue.”  She gives me the required response.  “Stick out your tongue,” I tell her.  
She pushes it out, grimacing in anticipation.  “Aahhhh.”
“Now your clit.”
“I knew it,” she whines. “I blew you for nothing.”
I put the prongs to her clit.  “Say it or…”
“Yes, please, this bad girl deserves it.”  So I gave her what she deserves.  
“Now, you blew me so you only got that once, so don’t be ungrateful.”
“Yes, master,” she says. 
I look at my watch and say, “Now there’s just enough time for my end of the morning blow job.  So wrap those precious lips around my cock again and take it all.”
She’s not happy, but she knows the first one was part of a deal and didn’t mean I wasn’t still getting my end of the morning and end of the day blow jobs.  She’s not happy, but she is damned good.  
Emily only had a couple of hours at a time.  Dina gets four in the morning, lunch, and then four in the afternoon.  I take off the belt and let her get dressed, leaving the cuffs on her wrists and ankles.  It’s easier that way for the afternoon.  She goes to lunch and then she meets me half an hour later, ready for the afternoon.  
For the afternoon, Mr. Crawford and I are going to get our girls together.  When we did it before, I had Emily and he had a 2nd grader.  Now I’ve got a 4th grader and he’s got an 8th grader, Lori.  Makes for an interesting pairing.  We’re in his classroom just because.  
Mr. Crawford has a cool double gag that we’re going to use.  Each girl gets a hard plastic ring in her mouth that props her mouth open.  There’s a leather band that wraps around her head and holds it in place.  What’s different about this is there’s a six inch clear plastic tube that runs from one ring to another.  Basically they’re connected at the mouths by a tube between them.  They don’t see the significance of that at first.  I was surprised when Emily and Miranda didn’t see what was going to happen, but this time I’m not.  What they do notice is they can’t breathe through their mouth because there’s another mouth at the other end.  
Just to make it more embarrassing, we run an elastic cord from the back of their head where the gag ties, up over their head, and to their nose where we hook a two pronged hook in their nose.  It turns their nose up, looking like a pig and it’s uncomfortable, too.  I think it’s silly, but since the girls don’t, it’s effective.  
Mr. Crawford ties a rope above and below Lori’s tits, accentuating them.  Just to be fair, I do the same to Dina.  It kind of makes them push out and gives her the illusion of little titties.  Even Mr. Crawford’s 2nd grader two weeks ago looked like she had some.  
We start with Dina hanging by her wrists from ropes suspended from the ceiling.  That puts her looking down on the older girl, who just has to stand, her face six inches from Dina and slightly lower.  For the record, Lori’s got her hands cuffed behind her.  
It’s gonna take a little while, not long, for this gag to start to work, so we start with a little spanking.  Using a wooden paddle, I start warming Dina’s ass.  I just take my time with lots of moderate swats until her ass is red.  By then, each moderate swat burns and she squirms helplessly as I keep going. The sight of her creamy ass getting red is pretty hot.  
The spanking takes their minds off the gags, but after about 10 minutes I hear Lori’s voice go up in pitch.  Sure enough, I look at her and she’s looking cross-eyed at the tube between her and Dina.  Dina’s drooling (and so is Lori), but Dina’s drool is running down the tube.  Already it’s most of the way to Lori’s wide open mouth.  
There’s a little hole at the top of the tube right in front of each girl’s mouth.  Mr. Crawford pokes a tube attached to a syringe in through the top of the tube by Lori’s mouth and sucks out her mouthful of her own spit.  Don’t want her choking.  
You can see both their tongues in the ring gags, but then Lori’s retreats, trying to stay away from the spit that’s running her way.  “Kind of like kissing,” I observe, though they probably don’t see it that way.  “At least it’s swapping spit.”
There comes a point, like when the spit is an inch from Lori’s mouth, that Lori can’t see its progress anymore.  It’s pretty cool to watch her cross her eyes and try to watch.  She looks up at Dina and then realizes Dina’s gonna let her know when it happens.  Dina’s eyes are wide, watching the drool slowly make its way down. Then she blinks and looks up from the tube into Lori’s eyes.  Lori makes a sick kind of face as she knows Dina’s drool has reached her.  
After that, we just let the drool flow to Lori for another five minutes.  Once it reached her, it flowed pretty fast.  When Lori’s turn is over, we switch positions.  First Mr. Crawford suctions the spit from Lori’s mouth again and then we hang Lori and get Dina down.  Dina knows what’s going on this time, so she has the unpleasant experience of watching the flow from the very beginning as Lori drools into her mouth.  Not like it’s a different color, but Dina can tell the front of Lori’s spit as it runs down the tube.
It’s only effective as a punishment the first time.  After that the girls pretty much accept their fate, so we only do it once.  There’s more to do anyway.  The afternoon is time to play with their mouths.  There’s just more than one way to do that.  
For phase two, we take the tube out from between their mouths, but leave in the ring gag.  I pop an ice cube into Dina’s mouth and put a plug in the ring so the ice cube stays there.  Lori gets one from Mr. Crawford.  Then we wait for the light to dawn in their eyes.  Of course they think the trick to this one is that they just have to move the ice cube around to keep from freezing any part of their mouth.  I can see Dina’s cheek bulge on one side and then the other as she moves it around.  
Dina gets the look of surprise in her eyes first as she finds that the center of the ice cube is my cum.  Without blowing me, she’s got the taste of cum.  I wonder if she’s discerning enough to know that it is mine or if she just makes that assumption.  
Lori’s eyes narrow, a puzzled look on her face.  It’s clear that something just happened to Dina, but she’s not sure what.  What’s cool is that she understands she’s gonna get the same surprise.  It’s another 20 seconds before she gives the gagged equivalent of, “Oh, shit.”
Hey, a ring gag on a helpless girl can be a lot of fun.  I could put anything in Dina’s mouth and she had to deal with it.  That kind of fun punishment keeps us busy for most of the afternoon.  Towards the end of the afternoon, we take the gags out and let them lick each other’s pussies.  They’ve tasted pussy before and they will again, so the only thing special about that is letting them tease each other in a 69 and then stopping them before they cum.  
The coup de grace for the afternoon is when Dina gives me the end of day blow job with a warning from me, “Don’t swallow it.”  When I cum in her mouth, she kneels in front of me with a look of disgust on her face as she holds a mouthful of cum.  
“Kiss her,” Mr. Crawford tells Lori.  “Push the cum into her mouth,” he adds to Dina.  
Lori makes a face, but kisses the younger girl, getting a mouthful of cum.  She gets told the same as Dina, “Don’t swallow.”
That’s followed by me telling Dina to lie down on her back and open her mouth.  Then Lori dribbles the cum from her mouth back to Dina who, mercifully, is allowed to swallow.  
Then Lori blows Mr. Crawford and the girls trade his cum back and forth before Lori gets to swallow it.  
“This bad girl is ready for punishment,” announces Dina the next morning, starting the ritual.  Maybe she is and maybe she isn’t.  I’m not even sure if I’m ready for today.  Seemed like a good idea when I first thought of it, but to tell the truth, I couldn’t go through with it with Emily.  I figured she’s my sister and I have to live with what I do to her.  Lots of things can be lumped into punishment.  Oh well, I don’t want to ruin the surprise.  What wouldn’t you do to your sister?  
“Clothes,” I say.  When Dina’s naked, I put a collar around her neck and clip a leash to the collar.  Then I start to walk her around.  We go out into the hall and even outside into a private area where she can feel the breeze and see the sun, but not be seen by anyone who might happen to look at the school as they walk by.  It’s nice to walk a naked young girl around on a leash, but it’s hardly punishment for her.  
When I take her back inside, I walk her down to a different room and this is where it gets interesting.  One of the female teachers has a couple of specially trained dogs that she brings in to the school for special summer punishment.  I don’t even want to know what she does with the dogs when it’s not summer.  There’s a big male Doberman waiting there, lying down obediently.  I’ve spent some time with Max, learning how to control him.  He rises as we approach and I clip a leash to his collar.  
“Get on your hands and knees,” I say and Dina does.  I put their leashes in my left hand and walk them side by side.  Max, the Doberman, walks nicely, brushing up against Dina as they walk.  They’re an odd looking pair of dogs, but the point is for Dina to get the comparison.  She’s a dog just like Max.  
Of course it’s slow going back to my punishment room, but we make it.  “Max, check,” I say in a command voice once the door is closed.  Max breaks from standing beside Dina and circles in front of her and then behind her.  From behind, he puts his cold little nose to her butt and sniffs her.  Dina looks back at him and then at me, getting nervous.  “Max, tongue.”  She stiffens and starts to move forward when he licks her cunny.  
This is the point where Emily looked at me and said, “William, think very carefully about what you’re going to do to your sister.”  Me and Emily stopped then and there and she just got spanked a bunch.  
Dina makes so such objection, but I think she’s guessed what’s coming soon.  More correctly, she’s probably hoping that she’s wrong right about now.  She squirms nervously as Max keeps licking.  It feels good, but she doesn’t want a dog to be licking her.  Max’s tail starts to wag after a couple of minutes.  He’s trained to do that when she starts getting juicy.  Now she can’t deny that it feels good.  
“Want to cum for your doggie lover?” I ask.
“No, please,” she says.  “This is creepy.  Make him stop.”
“Are you going to cum if he keeps it up?”
“Ummm, I think so.  Make him stop.”
“You’re a bad girl,” I remind her.  “This is better than you deserve.  Besides, you came yesterday and enjoyed it.”
“Uh… uh huh,” she says.  
“Max is having a good time.”  His cock is starting to slide out of its sheath.  I can see the pink tip.  “He might get upset if I stopped him now.”  Not really, but she doesn’t know that.  
“Oh, God,” she moans.  She’s got a dog known as a vicious guard dog lapping at her pussy and she doesn’t want to piss him off.  I smile and then she proves me wrong.  That’s not what the, ‘Oh God,’ was for.  “Oh, God, I’m gonna.”  She starts rocking back and forth.  

It’s an incredibly erotic sight as she’s wiggling her butt from the pure pleasure and Max is wagging his stubby little tail hard enough to wiggle his butt.  If I stuck his tail up her ass, he’d vibrate her to an orgasm. I was only kidding about Max having a good time, but Max isn’t kidding.  
“Oh, God, yes,” moans Dina.  She pushes back and her whole body tenses as she cums.  I’m not sure if this was any kind of punishment for her.  
Max knows he’s done good and he stops without command.  He sits, licking his chops and cleaning up the little girl juices that he’s slopped around.  The horny stud looks at me and cocks his head.  If he was a guy, I’d swear he was saying it was his turn.
“Max, display.”  He moves to beside Dina and lies down on his back, raising his upper hind leg.  
“His turn,” I tell Dina.  “He’s gonna put his cock in your ass, so you need to lick it and make it ready.”
She’s panting a little and has a smile on her face. Despite how she achieved orgasm, she did enjoy it.  The smile goes away as I lay out the main event of the morning.  She surprises me by saying, “Yes, please, this bad girl deserves it.”  I dismiss it as just being a conditioned response.  Not that I know Freud or Skinner, but she did it yesterday. 
She bends over Max and looks at his cock.  It’s gone back into its sheath now, so she’s not too sure what to do with it.  
OK, forget I said this.  I’ll deny it if you repeat it.  As a condition of borrowing Max, I had to learn how to get him to respond in the display position.  I reach down and stroke his sheath.  “Like this,” I tell her.  “Don’t touch his belly.”  Or else he starts doing that doggie leg moving thing and can’t stop it.  It kills the mood for him.  
I take my hand away and let her start rubbing his cock.  It starts to show itself.  “Doing good,” I say.  When there’s a couple of inches showing, I tell her to start licking it.  She bends down and licks it and sucks it.  From there it goes pretty fast until his doggie dick and knot are showing.  
“Get on your hands and knees.”  I grab his slimy, hard cock as she gets in position.  Hey, William is not my real name.  You tell anybody I touched Max like I’m touching Max… “Max, fuck.”  He gets up quick and gets over her.  My job is to make sure he finds the right hole.  He’s already humping as I line it up with her asshole, so he shoves it right in.  
It takes my breath away to watch this big dog atop the little girl humping away for all he’s worth.  She’s really getting it.  It’s a nasty kind of punishment, I know, but it’s hot.  And I’ll bet it will be unforgettable for her.  
As I watch with my cock filling my pants, I’m still kneeling beside them, watching to make sure his cock stays where it is.  Her pussy is off limits to man and beast.  When I’m satisfied that he’s not gonna be searching for a new place to put it, I get up and walk around behind them and to the other side and finally in front of her.  
So, hey, I’m just about to remind her about being a bad girl and deserving this when I notice she’s huffing and puffing with a huge smile on her face.  I should have known.  She was already moaning like she did when the pole was stroking up and down in her ass yesterday.  Or even more so.  I was thinking about calling it off and switching to something that was really punishment for her… but, c’mon, would you?  I’d have sooner taken my turn with Max in my butt rather than stop what was about the most erotic thing I could imagine.  
Her body tenses and shudders. I could swear she’s just cum even though she’s always announced it before. For a moment she looks up at me and then back down.  Little liar.  “I know you came,” I tell her.  “Do it some more.  Do it all you want.  I’m not g…”
“JESUSFUCKINGCHRISTGODALMIGHTILOVEHIM,” she said.
I sat down and pulled out my cock and jacked off watching her and Max.  She said things I didn’t think a 9 year old would know.  Max came and quit, came and quit, came and quit.  She wore the damned dog out.  Hell, she didn’t blow me that morning.  She wore me out.  
I did manage to put a positive spin on it as she dressed for lunch.  “You show me every straight A report card you get and I will personally make sure Max rewards you.”  If she ever shows up with less than straight A’s, I’d be surprised.  
Just for the record, Camille, Kylie, and Irene hated the dog.  
The little bitch bounced back to her punishment session for the afternoon.  I wiped the smile off her face by saying.  “One time good deal, bad girl.  Now it’s payback time.”
The fourth afternoon was simple torture by spanking, not unlike the first day.  The only difference was the position.  I cuffed her wrists to her ankles and put her on her front.  That put her white… no wait… pink… no wait… red… ok… very red… hmmm… is angry red even hotter… ass up in the air.  
After that the plan was to fuck her in the ass.  I did it to Emily, Camille, Kylie, and Irene.  Shit, I just didn’t want to find out if Max was better than me.  
So, instead, I rolled her to her back and turned her chest from white to pink to… yeah, you got it… angry red.  Her pussy followed suit.  When I rolled her to her front, I discovered her ass wasn’t angry anymore, so me and my paddle did battle with it until it was.  She cooperated by holding still.  Yeah, I know, a 9 year old girl screaming at the top of her lungs isn’t really cooperating.  
It was, however, a remarkable blow job at the end of that afternoon.  She was, no doubt, thanking me for the morning, cuz she sure wasn’t happy about the afternoon.  
She was still in the same position, cuffed with her ass up in the air, and I had the smile on my face as she swallowed my cum, when I said, “I’m going to swat you one more time.”
“Yes, please, this bad girl deserves it.”  Considering all I had to work with was her ass and mouth, it was freaking hard to keep the smile off her face for the rest of the two weeks.  
Christina’s School for Wayward Girls
By Kenna
Chapter 15
(mg, bdsm, spank, oral, anal, humil)
After two weeks with Dina, that’s when I find out that Emily is off the hook for the rest of the summer.  Not like she’s grateful or anything and I don’t ask what my reward is for helping her.  I think I had two weeks of reward during her two weeks of punishment.  I get the weekend off before I start up on 12 year old Camille.  She’s fresh out of 6th grade and, like all the Wayward Girls, cute as hell.  
Fast forward through the first four days since she just got the same thing Emily and Dina did.   It was mostly the same, not to be confused with boring of course. So far she’d hated everything that I did to her, especially Max.  Not like I was looking for something that she’d enjoy, but Emily and Dina both had one nice session with me.  
Cammy has one of those perfect little half girl, half woman bodies that Mr. Crawford likes.  She’s got long brown hair and big brown eyes.  Her small breasts are mounds, not cones, and topped with dark nipples barely the size of a dime.  There’s just a hint of fur on her pussy and just a hint of flare to her hips.  And seconds after coming to me on Friday, she’s wearing nothing but her panties and wondering why she got to keep them on.  
She gets to keep them because Friday morning is group activity day.  She’ll lose her panties soon enough, but I take her down to the gym where there’s 39 other bad girls wearing nothing but panties, ranging from 2nd graders to juniors.  All the seniors tested out of their last six weeks of punishment.    
This being a group activity and the same group activity every other Friday, the girls already know what’s going to happen.  They’ve even got strategies on how to play the game, mostly if something worked well for them, they try it again.  If they lost early, then they try something different.  In the end, it’s not much more than random chance, but they try hard.  
The game starts with them counting off by twos so we’ve got odds and evens.  The 20 “odd” girls get blue blindfolds and the 20 “even” girls get red blindfolds, color coded only so we can tell who’s in which group.  Once she’s blindfolded, I take Cammy into the playing field, a roped off area where the forty girls start.  Each of the teachers takes his or her girl in, makes sure she’s not close to other girls, and spins her around a couple of times.  
After that, the blue blindfolds get 30 seconds to wander around, trying to touch red blindfolds.  The red blindfolds don’t get to move.  Once touched, the red blindfold takes off her blindfold, takes off her panties, hands them to the girl that touched her, and leaves the field.  After 30 seconds, three’s six red blindfolds out of the game.  Then the positions reverse and the surviving red blindfolds go on the blind hunt for blue blindfolds.  Eight blue blindfolds get eliminated.  Then the playing field shrinks as we move the ropes closer.  The game goes on with the space getting smaller and smaller until only one girl remains.  The girl with the most panties wins.  
As usual it’s a tie with two girls having 5 each.  As usual, the winners are younger girls since being small is an advantage.  Their only reward is a red circle drawn around their nipples marking their nipples as off limits for punishment for the morning.  Cammy is not a winner, but then neither was Emily or Dina.  
What comes after the game is over was pretty amazing the first Friday, but now I’m used to it.  The gym has 40 sets of stocks in it of varying heights.  I find one that’s right for the 5 foot tall Cammy and she sticks her head and hands in the holes without question while I close the stocks and lock them.  “Three and a half hours of fun,” I tell her.  
The best way to describe the morning is it’s an orgy.  The teachers are or soon will be all naked.  The female teachers have toys.  The male teachers mostly use their cocks.  The girls get paddled, fucked in pussy and ass, suck and lick whatever is in their faces, and get paddled some more.  I’m not always with the same girl, but I do start with Cammy.  
Since Cammy wasn’t a winner, I make a point of attaching weighted clips to her nipples.  Then I start spanking her, watching the weights bob and swing, pulling painfully on her tender little nipples.  In just a few minutes, the gym is filled with sobbing, sorry girls.  Some of the teachers stop spanking, but I keep Cammy’s ass warm for a few more minutes.  She’s got such a pert, round, spankable ass.  I spend more time on it than I did my other girls.  
When I’m ready, I spread Cammy’s legs and slide my hard cock into her pussy.  She’s tight and dry, making it hard to penetrate.  She fights a little, but the stocks are a dang vulnerable position and she gives up quick.  Eventually I find her inner wetness and it gets easier to fuck her.  “Fucking my bad girl,” I say as I stroke in and out.  I’m not sure the words really add anything to how she feels about what’s going on.  
Beside me a 6th grader is making a lot of unhappy sounds.  One of the teachers has the girl’s legs clear off the ground, with her body nearly horizontal.  That position gives the teacher clear access to her cunny with a huge strap on and makes the girl practically hang by her head and hands.  
What I find really hot about this setup is that Cammy not only can’t stop me, she can’t watch me.  Yet, it’s not like she’s blindfolded.  She’s got plenty of other girls to watch since the stocks are arranged in a circle with their heads toward the middle.  She can look across the circle or anywhere around it, maybe at a friend, or maybe at some girl who’s getting it worse than she is.  Even better, she knows that any of the girls can watch her.  
I take my time, letting her feel well and thoroughly fucked before I cum in her.  After I cum, I pat her cute little ass and raise the flag on her stocks.  That marks her as available.  Oh yeah, I almost forgot the absolute best part, at least as far as I’m concerned.  For the next 3 hours or so, she’ll have no idea who is taking advantage of her.  And I can just walk around the outside of the circle and stop behind a girl and she has no idea who’s behind her.  
There’s a cute little 7 year old free as I walk around, so I stop and spank her a few times bare handed.  Her ass is barely bigger than my hand and it’s pink already.  So cute, I have to just swat her and then squeeze her little girl ass.  Swat and squeeze, over and over.  She’s squirms nicely and she’s gonna get more than just a few swats.  
I run my hands all over her body, enjoying her soft skin more than she’d like me to.  But, she’s a bad girl and she’s getting what she deserves.  On past Friday’s I’ve managed to get around to 4-5 girls each morning, but haven’t spent time with this one yet.  When I’m done teasing her, I walk around front and offer her my cock.  She’s got long blond hair and dazzling blue eyes, the face of an angel. The little angel opens her mouth and my cock slides right in and down her throat.  First graders learn to suck cock toward the end of their first year, but they learn it quick.  
Taking my time, I make my way around the circle.  I never have to wait; there’s always at least one girl free and I’m not picky.  I get a junior, a freshman, and end the morning with a 2nd grader.  Since she’s the last one of the morning, I spread her ass cheeks and fuck the tight little thing.  
All around me are girls getting it from male and female teachers alike.  I have to make sure to focus on the girl I’m punishing. The female teachers get a little upset when I stare at them, so best I can do is quick glances.  Some of them are pretty hot, but for now I’m pretty much a fan of little girls.  
After lunch, I’m back to a pretty basic kind of punishment, but she’s gonna look sexy, too.  It looked hot on the other two, but I think it’ll be best on Cammy, mainly because her tits are just little mounds.  Anyway this is gonna make them look hot… her hot… especially her tits.  
Once she’s naked, I show her what she’ll be wearing for the afternoon.  At first glance, it’s just a tangle of straps, but she knows it’s not gonna be fun.  First I hand her a leather harness and help her get it on right.  The first strap goes under her tits and buckles tight behind her back.  Then a strap goes up between her tits and to a collar around her neck.  More straps come from that center strap over the top of her tits and buckle to the bottom strap.  Now she looks like she’s wearing a leather bra with no cups.  Just like I thought, it accentuates those little beauties nicely.  
There’s also a pair of leather panties, kind of.  It’s a strap around her waist and one down through her pussy and back up the crack of her ass.  The buckles on the bra and panties let me snug them both down real tight.  
One more part, the important part, is cuffs.  I pull her arms up behind her back with her forearms parallel to the floor and put a cuff around each forearm.  The cuffs attach to her bra strap and panties, trapping her arms up high on her back.  
Her titties are irresistibly framed and offered to me, so I start to play with them.  It’s all in the plan.  Emily liked it.  Dina thought it was silly and later irritating when I spent too much time on her nipples.  Cammy’s been with me for five days now.  She’s gonna hate this… I got her number.  Yeah, I didn’t mention that she’s lesbian through and through, did I?  
Now being a lesbian at Wayward School isn’t half bad.  Most of her punishment is done by women.  Being straight is probably worse for the majority of the girls.  It’s just making her two weeks with me pretty miserable, but then it’s supposed to be punishment, right?
It’s not just her tits that she’s gonna hate about this.  I kiss her face softly.  “So beautiful,” I say and she blushes crimson.  I spend time making out with a pretty girl who hates every minute of it, but she doesn’t fight it either.  She’s a damn good kisser, making it hard to leave her sweet lips and move down to her tits.  She squirms deliciously as I play with her tits.  What a contradiction for her.  She likes the touch, but she’d be happier if I was a pretty girl.  She’d be happier if I wasn’t a guy getting all excited about her helpless body and gonna make her satisfy me when I want.  
Once I’ve got her all flustered, I attach a rope to her arms and pull it up in the air.  That bends her forward and she already starts shuffling nervously.  She’s right about what it looks like when she bends forward and sticks her ass out.  That little black leather strap down the crack of ass just frames her pale white ass cheeks perfect for some punishment.  I’m using a flogger on her this afternoon.  
As I start whipping her, she just stands there with her round, little ass pushed out for it.  She’s positioned in such a way that she could turn around and keep her ass from me, but she knows that’s not allowed even if she can.  I think that’s pretty hot because it almost makes her a party to her own spanking.   You know, like she wants it.  
When I got started with the flogger, I still had three hours to go.  So I just take my time.  Giving her a stroke even 15 seconds, I warm her up over about 15 minutes.  By then her ass is red and she’s sobbing.  It’s not fancy, but I keep her going like this for a couple of hours, keeping her in agony.  There’s so many other places I can flog her, but this afternoon I just work on her ass.  
Then, when I can’t stand it anymore, I let her down and have her kneel.  She opens her mouth without even being told to.  Just the perfect little O formed by her red lips as she waits for me.  I slide it slowly into my little lezzie bad girl’s mouth.  She does it so well even as she hates it so much.  
Close to the end of the afternoon, I remove the straps and harnesses.  She gets the weekend off, but I’ve left her with something that will last through most of the weekend.  Her ass is hot to the touch, burning bright red while the rest of her body is like alabaster.  I’m not allowed to talk to Emily about what happens at school, but I did notice that she didn’t sit down until Sunday on the weekend that I did this to her.  
As I start the second week with Cammy, I’m not surprised at her attitude.  I mean, I was surprised at Emily.  I was less surprised at Dina.  Cammy’s the third girl that came for her punishment at the start of the second week with a different attitude.  It’s not real obvious, but it reminds me of how I feel on the last week of school.  Almost done.  You know what I mean?  That first week they dreaded every moment as they worked their way through it.  Then bingo!  On that second Monday, all three of them looked like it wasn’t such a big deal anymore.  Worse, Cammy wasn’t just halfway through her time with me… she was halfway through her ten weeks of hell.  She really had this ‘I’m on the downhill leg’ in her eyes.  
I didn’t know what to do with Emily as she seemed to think she could take whatever punishment I had to give her standing on her head.  It was still punishment, but she was on her way out.  Like a convicted felon on his last week.  When Dina did the same thing, I saw the pattern, but still didn’t know what to do until the next day.  When she came in Tuesday morning, I told her what I’m about to tell Cammy.  Now that I know what’s going on, I’m not letting Cammy have the satisfaction of thinking she’s almost done.  
Just by the way she walks in and stands a little relaxed, I can tell Cammy’s got that same thought.  Not much time left with me.  Hah.  “Guess what?  Good news,” I tell her as she waits for her first command.  
“What?” she asks warily, figuring that my good news is not good news for her.  
“Change of plans.  I get you for another two weeks after this.”  
Her eyes search my face for a second and her body’s already stiffening.  The signs are barely noticeable, but in just seconds I can tell that this week isn’t going to be as easy for her as she thought it would be.  It’s all in the attitude.  Cool.  
“Why?” she asks.  
“Because this is punishment and I think you really hate being punished by me.  Maybe next year and the year after and the year after that you’ll pay more attention to your school work.  That’s what we’re here for.  Remember?  You’re a bad girl and this is what you deserve.”
“Yes, sir,” she says, not the least bit happy with her fate.  Now she eyes the addition to the room with a healthy respect.  
The new addition is a heavy wooden chair.  To do this, I’d had to bring the chair into the room myself.  I needed a hand truck.  Now that it’s there, it might as well be bolted to the floor.  The size is intimidating.  It’s thick in every dimension.  Short, thick legs lead up to a thick seat.  The back is not only as thick, but tall too, the height accentuated by the short legs.  The seat and back are highly polished.  Suitable for a naked girl sitting on the smooth surface, squirming and wriggling without getting a splinter.  There’s an array of straps that make sure squirming and wriggling is the most movement she’ll be able to do all morning.
“I thought we’d start the week off right,” I tell her as she looks at the chair.  “Take off your clothes.  I want the bad girl naked as the day she was born.”  
To my surprise, she peels off her clothes rather quickly, perhaps thinking that obedience will cut her a break.  It’s not going to, but I’ll let her think that.  Once her pretty little body is exposed, I tell her to sit down.  Then I start strapping her down.  Straps hold her ankles to the front legs of the chair and her wrists to the sides of the chair.  Two straps go across her thighs, one just above the knees and one just below her pussy.  There’s a strap connecting them so the one by her knees doesn’t slip down over her knees and off.  I put a strap around her waist that pulls her to the back of the chair.  From the waist up there are no straps to hide her budding, young form.  
When I pulled the cover off the power pack four weeks ago, Emily tried to bargain with me.  “For God’s sake, I’m your sister,” she reminded me.  
To which I replied that meant I cared about her more and was deeply disappointed that she’d fallen to the bottom of her class.  She shut up after that.  I know my grades don’t compare to the Wayward Girls’ grades, but I was never in the bottom of my class.  
Cammy tries no such bargaining.  She just watches helplessly as I use alligator clips to attach electric wires to various sensitive parts of her body.  I don’t do anything above the neck.  When I’m almost done, she’s got clips on her nipples, pussy lips, fingers, toes, and tummy.  I think it looks pretty hot to have her sitting there like a lab experiment gone wrong.  
Then I put a ring gag on her mouth, propping it wide.  After that I put a heavy clip on her tongue so she can’t pull it back in and start hooking wires to her ears, eyebrows, and scalp.  Now she’s not just a lab experiment gone wrong, she’s scared and starting to cry.  And I haven’t even started.  She’ll learn soon enough that nothing above the neck actually delivers a shock.  For now it’s the thought that counts.  
“Here’s what we’re doing today,” I start.  “You’re gonna take a test.  It’s a test of questions that my bad girl missed last year that got her in this position.  You get it right in the allotted time, we move on.  You get it wrong, you get a shock.   We’ll do it until you get them all correct.”
It’s a multiple choice test, so all she has to do is grunt once for A, twice for B, three times for C, and four for D.  The first question is math.  She’s got to solve an algebra problem with no pencil and paper.  She looks hopelessly at me and then starts figuring in her head.  Just before time runs out, she grunts twice.
“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” I say.  “It was C.”  I make her wait as I work the problem on the board in front of her.  Then without warning I press the button for a second. 
She tenses and gives a choked scream as the first jolt goes to her toes.  The little jump makes her small mounds jiggle.  Damn, it makes me hot to watch her.  It takes some restraint to keep from doing it again. I step to the power station and click the dial so the next shock goes to her fingers.  
“The next problem is the same kind, but with different numbers.  If you miss it this time, I’ll double the length of the shock.  If you get it right, you have to do another so I know it wasn’t a lucky guess.”  Who is she to argue with the rules, right?
I show her the next problem.  I can see her head and eyes move as she imagines writing on the board.  The pressure’s got to be intense as she struggles to solve the problem with the clock ticking and electric wires hooked to her.  Emily had played it pretty cool, but Dina got all flustered one time and couldn’t even think straight.  I shocked her one second, two seconds, four seconds, and then eight seconds.  Finally I had to give her a break and move on.  When we came back to the question she finally got it.  
Cammy grunts three times and I sadly shake my head.  “It was A,” I tell her and work the problem again.  This time I can see how she got her answer.  “You must have added 3 instead of subtracting it.”
I push the button for two seconds and watch her preteen body jump and squirm.  She gets the third and fourth questions right so we can move on.  She didn’t miss all that many questions in all of last year, but it takes half an hour to get through them.  Half an hour of her naked and tortured little body showing off for me.  I never got to go above two seconds with her.  
As we finish, she has a momentary look of relief.  “Now we’re going to do some 7th grade problems,” I tell her.  “A little prep for next year.”  
She tries to say something, but her tongue is weighted down and tired by now.  I can take a pretty good guess that she’s not happy about this twist in the rules.  
“You can thank me later,” I say and we start.  The questions aren’t really all that hard, you know, stuff you can pick up reading without actually going to class.  It’s kind of like playing Who Wants to Be a Millionaire, but she can’t quit.  So, it’s more like Who Wants to Keep from Screaming.  The rules do change a little in her favor.  She only has to get it right once, so she can get away with a lucky guess now and then.  And, if she doesn’t get it after the third one, we move on without penalty. After all, it is a grade above her ability.  Fair is fair. 
Still, I find I’m looking forward to that third miss in a row.  The first time I get to shock her four seconds, the dial is set for her tits.  When I press the button, she strains against the straps, shaking her tits back and forth as she tries to rid herself of the clips.  She screams and her poor nipples harden from the shock.  She gets the four second treatment a couple more times, but her tits were the best.  
Mid-morning I get her out of the chair and give her a drink.  We move to a more frustrating version of the shock game.  This time she’s not tied at all.  She’s standing in front of me with wires on various parts of her body.  I roll a die and that’s the number of seconds she gets shocked, except that 4, 5, and 6, get her 1, 2, and 3 seconds.  The frustrating part for her is she has the button.  She has to shock herself.  
When she hears that part of the rules, she just stares in disbelief.  I can tell what’s going through her head.  She’s wondering why she would do something like that.  She’ll do it because if she doesn’t do it right, then I get to do it for double the time.  Different girls think different, huh?  Emily and Dina didn’t like it, but Cammy looks like this is the worst possible thing I could do to her.  
Hell, I thought doing it to her in the chair was hot.  Watching her do herself while she’s free to dance around in self-induced pain is wild.  She never fails, so I never get to do it double.  I don’t care.  It’s perfect this way.  
I can’t take it any more, so I get my end of the morning blow job half an hour early.  Then I give her the 7th grade geography book and make her read for half an hour.  It’s the only thing I can think of to occupy her for the remaining time that looks remotely like punishment.  I mean, fair is fair.  The end of the morning blow job comes at the end of the morning punishment, but I also can’t send her off to lunch early.  
For the afternoon, I tone it down.  Heck, the morning was pretty dang intense.  After lunch is just humiliation, almost no pain.  It involves “borrowing” one of the good girls from summer camp for the afternoon.  A particular good girl.  Julie is another 7th grader… Cammy’s best friend.  They both show up after lunch in their cute little school uniforms.  Julie’s got a script to follow and understands that if she doesn’t do it right, then Cammy has a much worse afternoon.  
“Take off your bra, panties, and skirt,” says Julie.  “So, take off your blouse and bra, but put the blouse back on.  Don’t button it up.”
Cammy follows the odd instructions and a minute later is wearing her school blouse, tie, shoes, and socks with the blouse open in front.  Julie spreads Cammy’s blouse open so her tits are showing.  She puts a clip on Cammy’s right nipple.  It’s a rather attractive little clip that pinches her nipple tight with a cute little heart dangling from it.  She has another one for Cammy’s other nipple and then a double clip with a little pink heart that attached to her pussy lips, a clip for each lip with the heart dangling between them.  
The clips are the little bit of pain for this session.  It’s surprising just how humiliating Cammy finds it to be standing and taking her punishment at the hands of Julie.  She blushes and looks down, unable to look at Julie.  When she does look up it’s to look at me plaintively.  She’s wondering how I knew just how to make her most embarrassed.  The answer is… I didn’t know.  This was a suggestion from one of the other teachers.  
“Put this on her, please,” Julie asks as she hands me a collar and blindfold.  It’s actually more complicated than that.  The collar goes around her neck and the blindfold over her eyes.  Straps run from the collar up over her cheeks to where the blindfold sits over her nose.  Another strap runs from her nose up over the back of her head.  Cute little kitty ears perch on top of her head, held in place by more straps.  
Julie steps in front of Cammy and says, “Put out your hands.”  She puts cuffs on her best friend’s wrists and attaches a six inch bar between them.  Then she puts ankle cuffs on Cammy and adds a six inch bar there, too.  “Down on your hands and knees.”  She helps the blind kitty get down and then clips a leash to her collar.  
With a little tug on the leash, Julie leads Cammy off for a walk.  Once we get outside, Cammy’s on soft green grass.  Julie sits on a bench.  “Don’t go too far now,” she says.  The command lets Cammy know she’s got some freedom, but the 10 foot leash makes the words superfluous.  
I watch the whole time, admiring Cammy’s tight, white ass and the way her pussy peeks between her thighs from behind.  Julie seems interested in the sight of her friend crawling on her hands and knees in front of her.  The open blouse draws attention to her tits.  Her missing panties and skirt do the same for her pussy and ass.  Little pink hearts dangle from sensitive places.  I can see how a little bit of clothing can be even more erotic than completely naked.  
I assume that Cammy knows she’s in a safe place outside.  Nobody can see her but me and Julie.  Wouldn’t do to have her out of public display.  As she gets comfortable with her surroundings, I notice her pussy getting a little moist.  The little lesbian is on display for her best friend and I have to wonder if Julie is one, too.  Have they fooled around?  Does Julie even know Cammy’s inclination?  
An hour into the session, it’s clear that Cammy’s initial humiliation has passed and she’s taking advantage of her nudity to arouse herself by displaying for Julie.  It’s tempting to invite Julie to partake of Cammy’s charms, but I’m not sure how Julie would respond, it’s not her punishment, and it certainly wouldn’t be punishment for Cammy.  Instead, I tell Julie she can go back to her camp activities.  
At the sound of Julie’s receding footsteps on the sidewalk, Cammy stops preening.  Too bad.  It was pretty arousing to watch.  I approach her as silently as I can and lay a hand on her ass.  She tenses as I rub her pert bottom.  Reaching between her legs, I flick the heart dangling there.  The position of the double clip effectively makes her pussy unavailable, but that could be easily changed and her other two holes are unobstructed.  I can and do slide a finger up her slit and feel her wetness.  Then I offer my finger to Cammy, pushing it into her mouth.  “Did you get all hot for Julie?” I ask and she blushes.  
“I guess,” she says, having tasted the evidence. 
“All hot and nothing but a cock around now, huh?”
“Yeah, I suppose.”  Her voice is dejected.
“Want some of it?”
“Does it matter?”
Zip!  I open my fly.  The noise surprises me, sounding loud in the secluded spot.  She reacts with a start.  “Ever been fucked outside?” I ask.  
“Ummm, no.”
I kneel over her from behind with my cock resting in the crack of her ass.  Then I just run my hands over her soft, naked body for a few minutes.  She can feel my cock harden against her as I take advantage of her position.  She’d have to submit to anything I choose as punishment and with her wrists and ankles bound, she’s even more at my mercy.  
When I’m ready, I take off the clip that holds her pussy lips together and slide my cock slowly into her, all the way in with one long, slow stroke.  She grinds her ass back at me with an almost inaudible purr.  The sound of contentment is out of character for her.  No kidding she’d gotten hot for Julie.  Now she was even willing to accept a cock as the instrument of her climax.  For a moment I entertained a cruel thought to tease her, but then I took her hard and fast on the grass like I’d planned.  She confused me by beating me to an orgasm. 
Afterwards, she asks, “Can I say something?’
“Sure, yeah.”
“I promise I won’t ever get another B.  That was just the worst ever,” she says.  The words come out sad and pitiful and by the time she’s halfway through there’s a tear sneaking out from under the blindfold.  
Heck I thought she’d enjoyed it, but we’re on different wavelengths as I quickly find out.  
She starts to sob uncontrollably.  “See… hee… ing, J...hoolie,” she sobs.  “Re… reminded… meeee.  She… she… she’s ha… sniff…ving f-fun with… sniff… without me.  She… she… does… doesn’t… want to e-even sp-speak to me.”
Well, tear my heart out.  I can whip her, shock her, hang her, fuck her, and even fuck her with a dog, but I can’t take this.  “Cammy,” I say, holding her as she sobs on my shoulder.  “Cammy, she wasn’t allowed to speak to you.”
“Really?” she asks, turning her unseeing face up to me.  
“Really.  She just did what she was told to do.  She’s still your friend.”  When that seems to cheer her up more than I expected, I remind her, “But they’re all having fun while you’re doing this.  Just make sure next summer you’re not in the bottom of your class.”
I take her back inside and spank her a while and get my end of the day blow job.  Somehow we both feel better after that.  It was like involving Julie was cruel and unusual punishment and the rest is the expected level of punishment.  
I finish up my second week with Cammy and then tell her she’s not really stuck with me for another two weeks.  
She calls me an asshole.  Like what?  There’s something more I could do to her that I haven’t done the past two weeks. “Yeah, you can thank me later.”
The next two weeks are with Sierra.  I had her for character building once already.  The thought of punishing her is incredible.  I’ve known her since school started and me and her brother Mike are friends.  And she’s got those wonderful puffy nipples. 
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When she came back for her second Monday, Sierra did not have that same look on her face that all the other girls had.  You know, the one that says she’s halfway through with her punishment with me.  She was the only one that still looked like five days of hell lay in front of her inside of five days of downhill.  She was not liking it a bit that I was punishing her.  I didn’t need to pretend she was mine for another two weeks.  
“Master, this bad girl is ready for punishment,” she says on Tuesday.  
“I’ll bet Mike’s little sister is wishing she had better grades now,” I say as I’ve said every morning.  Wonder why she hates getting punished by me.  “We’re going to the dungeon today, so off with the clothes.” I hadn’t seen Mike all summer since I’d been too busy.  But I was seeing plenty of his sister and she was seeing plenty of me.  
I’d had Sierra for character building early on in my brief tenure with Wayward School and I’d noticed her nipples right off the bat.  They’re pretty hard to miss.  If she had twins, they could share a nipple without being crowded.  She could probably handle quintuplets.  Not that her tits are big, just the nipples are way huge and puffy.  Now that I’ve seen a lot more girls, I know that nipples like this are pretty rare… like she’s the only one at Wayward.  
“Hold still,” I tell her and she sighs in resignation as I step behind her.  Reaching around, I cup her tits from underneath and slowly bring my hands up to palm her nipples.  They’re pretty sensitive and start to harden as I rub them.  When I tweak them with my thumb and forefinger, they peak hard and pointy.  “I love playing with your tits, bad girl.  Wish I could share them with the bad girl’s brother, but you’re pretty good at keeping what going on at school just between us.”
Since her run in with the rules when she almost spilled the beans to her brother, she’s been particularly careful about what she says.  Just before the summer when I was over at Mike’s, she’d had to pretend that nothing had happened.  Of course, I’d had to pretend the same thing.  I couldn’t tease her and she couldn’t ignore me.  Now that I had her for two weeks all to myself, I could tease and she still couldn’t ignore me.  
Maybe she knows she’s getting off a little bit easy because of those hot nipples.  I didn’t do this every day with the other girls like I do with Sierra, so she gets less of whatever is planned for the day.  Today I don’t spend as much time with them since there’s something special planned in the dungeon.    
When I get her to the dungeon, I put cuffs on her wrists and ankles.  Then I tie ropes to her wrists and pull them into the air.  So far it’s nothing she hasn’t seen before.  Her back is close to the wall, so it’s not a great position for spanking.  For starters I leave her flat footed on the floor.  Then I put a ball gag in her mouth.  Next, I tie a rope to the cuff on her right ankle and start pulling it into the air.  As I keep pulling, she starts to get nervous as her ankle gets waist high.  Her leg is straight out in front of her.  
“Mmmph, uhhhh,” she groans as I keep pulling.  Finally I have her right foot nearly as high as her hands.  She’s standing on one leg and the other leg is almost vertical in the air.   
The gash between her legs is spread open.  I run a finger through her pussy and tell her it’s, “So fuckable.”  That’s just not part of the plan today.  I put a cuff on her right knee and a collar around her neck.  Then I attach a short chain between her knee and her collar.  As the final preparation, I pull her arms up higher until she’s perched on the toes of her left foot and tie the rope to a cleat on the wall.  Not even the ball of her left foot is touching, so she’s hanging by her arms and using her toe for little more than balance. 
She’s ready for the real fun.  Right behind her is an eight inch metal rod sticking up out of the wall at a 60 degree angle.  I adjust it so the rounded tip of the rod is an inch higher than her asshole and then I grease it up.  For the moment she’s hardly concerned about what I’m doing behind her.  
I push her back against the rod and she feels it poke in the crack of her tight ass.  Now she’s concerned.  I lift her just a little and set her down, letting the rod enter her ass. It’s properly positioned so it definitely enters, but just barely.  
Then I untie the rope holding her up on her toes and let and inch out.  She tries to stay up on her toe, but she has to drop to the ball of her foot for any kind of support.  Her eyes open wide as the rod shoves an inch deeper in her ass.  
“Your choice,” I tell her.  “You can stay on your toes or take it in the ass.”  Heck, I know it’s not really a choice. It does give her the impression that she’s doing it to herself and that’s what I want.  
She could probably pull herself up by her arms and free of the rod, so I lower her a bit more before she can think of that.  “Mmmmphf, gaahhhh,” she gasps as the rod penetrates another two inches.  Her heel isn’t touching the floor yet and she’s got half the rod inside her.  
I stop pulling and loosely hold the rope.  All the other girls tried the same thing, so I’m ready when she pulls up with her arms to try to free herself.  I’m not holding on hard enough for her to pull against it, so the result is the rope slips through my hand and she drops to stand flat footed on the floor, now with 6 inches of cold, hard steel up her ass.  “Gaahhh,” she gasps.  
“If you insist,” I say.  “You can have it all.”
She glares at me as we both know she doesn’t want it where it is.  Now when I just let the rope go slack and untie it from her wrists, she’s impaled with 6 inches up her ass and no way to rise up and off of it.  I click her cuffs together behind her back and step away to admire her position.  
Her butt is firmly pressed against the wall with just a little of the rod visible pressing up between her ass cheeks.  With her right leg way up in the air, the entry point is exposed so I can see her pucker gripping the metal rod.  Her left leg is firmly on the ground and locked at the knee.  No way is she bending that knee or else she takes more in her already well violated ass.  Her hands are scrunched between the wall and her back.  Her puffies point out at me, begging for more attention.  They’ll get that in a bit.  Her face as a look of embarrassed discomfort as she wiggles her butt just a little like she could possibly make it more comfortable.  
I let her stew for about ten minutes.  It’s enough to tire her left leg so it’s not much use to her.  Then I lower her right leg so she’s standing on both feet.  Then I start to tease her just with body language.  I make like I’ve got something up my ass and rise up on my toes, trying to get it out.  She mimics the motion, but can’t get any higher than the balls of her feet.  Defeated, she lowers herself back down with a moan.  
“Oh, yeah, fuck yourself while I watch,” I say.  “Keep doing that.”  That thought hadn’t occurred to me for Emily, but when Dina actually did start fucking her own ass, I had to pull her right leg back into the air.  Cammy had refused the suggestion.  
“Mfffer?” asks Sierra.  I have no idea what she said, but it was definitely a question. 
“Yeah,” I say.
Holy crap, she starts sliding up and down.  I watch her take it a few times and say, “Feels good, huh?”
She colors and shakes her head no.  She doesn’t stop though.  Sweet.  I pull out my hard cock.  Sometimes a session with a girl is like torturing myself. I spend so much time hard and force myself to wait.  This is just too good to pass up.  I put my cock at the entrance to her pussy as she goes up and when she comes down, it slides right in.  Now she’s got the rod in back and me in front.  
From my perspective, I don’t think I really ordered her to fuck herself.  It was a suggestion.  At best, I tricked her.  It just makes it better to know that she doesn’t really have to rise up on her toes and slide back down again.  She doesn’t have to do it over and over.  She doesn’t have to use her cunt and ass muscles to rub my cock against a steel rod padded with her soft insides.  She doesn’t have to rub her puffy nipples against my chest.  I’m not gonna tell her any of that.  
After a few minutes, I take the lead and start thrusting faster.  She just had a nice slow pace that was driving me crazy, so once I get serious I fill her with cum pretty fast.  When I pull out my cum runs down her thighs.  “You can stop now.”  Until then she’d still kept up that slow up and down motion.  Now she stops and relaxes.  
I take a couple of minutes to put her back in the original position, hanging by her hands with her right leg way up in the air and balanced on the ball of her foot.  It leaves her straining her arms and legs, but at least she doesn’t have much in her ass now.  Then I just walk out.  
Outside I watch her on camera as the time ticks by.  She’s instantly scared at being alone in such a precarious position.  As it gets painful, she gets frustrated and angry.  After about fifteen minutes she calms down.  Now there’s no sense in yelling in her gag as she just hangs there in ever increasing pain.  When she starts to sob lightly, I go back in.  
She looks relieved as I come in, but all I do is take out her gag.  “What’s 3 cubed?’
“27.”
“What’s 4 time 3 times 5?” I ask in rapid fire.  
“60.”
“7x = 49y.”
“x=7y.”
“What’s the capital of Norway?”
“Oslo.”
I take hold of the rope and untie it from the cleat.  “Pretty impressive,” I tell her as I lower her down, “to be able to do that when it hurts so much.  Now you just need to do it when you’re sitting in class… before it hurts so much.”
“Yes, master William,” she says.  
After a water break, I put her back in the air.  This time I suspend her by her hands and feet so her whole body is about 3 feet off the ground.  She’s facing up, so her pretty little ass is hanging down for a spanking.  I use a wooden paddle on her ass for a while, maybe fifteen minutes.  Then I use a light whip on her stomach and back.  It makes a vicious whistling sound as it wraps around her torso, leaving a red stripe almost all the way around her body.  I spend the rest of the morning just making red marks on her body and listening to her scream.  Then it’s blow job and lunch time.  
After lunch I have a less strenuous position for Sierra.  It starts by simply putting a black leather collar around her neck.  It’s a simple, but demeaning bit of leather than she accepts without hesitation.  By the 8th grade, Wayward Girls are pretty used to several bondage positions.  They get character building several times a year and there’s only so many positions.  This one seems familiar to her as I put her heels to her butt cheeks and then a leather sleeve around her thighs and calves to pin them there.  I tighten down the straps with her legs bent under her, so she’s left kneeling on the floor.  
For her arms, I have a long glove for each of them.  I pull the glove up her left arm and fasten it tight with straps around her bicep and forearm.  The glove ends in a point with a ring at the end, trapping her hand inside.  I add a glove to her right hand.  Then I hook the rings at the ends of her gloves to a ring on the front of her collar.  I like the look of a girl with her hands behind her, but for this afternoon she gets them in front.  Just for a chance of pace.  The final accoutrement is a bit gag.
The position is as vulnerable as anything I’ve put her in the whole two weeks.  With her kneeling and looking up at me, she adds pitiful to her description.  She still bears the marks of the spanking and whipping from the morning on her soft, white skin.  
I take off my clothes, too, and start to caress every inch of her body, using my lips, hands, feet, cock, and any other part of my body I choose to rub against her.  She’s allowed to enjoy it, but it’s still clearly me taking advantage of her, touching her wherever I want without her permission.  Of course, she’s covered from her shoulders to her hands and her hips to her feet, but that leaves the good stuff to fondle.  
Just to spice it up, I change her position to put her on her back for a while, then perched on her elbows and knees, then on her side, and back to kneeling.  She’s like my warm, naked puppet to play with.  Once she gets the idea of what’s going on, she even starts to enjoy it.  It’s fun when she hates it, but it’s also fun when she makes soft cooing sounds when I touch special places.  
On her back gives me the best access to her tits and I rub my cock through the slit of her pussy.  On her knees and elbows looks pretty uncomfortable and tones down those nice noises she makes, but it’s the best access to her butt.  Kneeling upright is perfect for rubbing my cock all over her face, smearing precum on her cheeks.  
As I go through the positions a second time, I’ve got her on her back and start rubbing my cock in her slit.  I’m not planning on actually fucking her, just taking serious liberties with her hot pussy.  To my surprise, she humps her hips up at me a couple of times, taking the opportunity to rub me back.  
“Want me to fuck you?” I ask as the rather enticing move suggests.   
“Ummm,” she says into the gag and then nods shyly  
The request makes me think.  Emily had a nice day.  Dina had a nice one every time I attended to her ass.  Cammy never did have a good day with me.  Who am I to deny Sierra one pleasure amongst the torment?  I keep rubbing my cock in her slit, using her juices to lubricate me.  And I keep my hands busy on her tits to the point that she’s probably thinking I’m not going to do it.  
As I start to enter her, the corners of her mouth turn up in a smile behind the gag.  “I’ll do it if you promise to cum,” I say.  
Her head bobs up and down quick for a couple of seconds.  
So I slide into my little bound bad girl and we start to move together.  Apparently when I thought I was embarrassing her by touching her everywhere, she was getting excited by the gentle caresses.  She’s already wet and wants to fuck with a passion that I’m just not ready for.  I mean, I’m hard and ready, but not close to cumming.  Her hips push up fast and eager, so I meet the thrusts, fucking her hard.  
Her breathing picks up right away and it looks like she’s gonna cum and we just started.  “You gonna cum?” I ask.  
“Uh huh,” she nods.  
“You gonna cum?” I ask more insistently.  
“Uh huh,” she nods with that same insistence.
“You gonna cum?  You gonna cum?  Then cum for me, honey.”  Shit, I don’t know where that came from.  It just slips out.  I don’t mean to call her honey.  It just fucking slips out.  
But she hears it and it comes out just as she starts to cum.  She goes all wild under me, humping back and I have to keep fucking her hard now so she had a nice cum.  She cums long and hard and longer, too.  And longer.  Her whole body spasms and it looks painful except for her eyes.  I hadn’t thought I was close, but suddenly I cum, too and she’s still cumming.  
Her body finally relaxes as much as her bondage will let her relax as I finish cumming.  It’s my third cum of the day, but I think I pumped a gallon inside her.  I take off her gag and kiss her and hold her for a few minutes.  I’m wondering what the hell just happened and maybe she is, too.  
When I finally tell her that she looked like she enjoyed herself, she says, “I came four times.  All… like it was just one, but no… it was four.  I couldn’t stop.  I didn’t want to stop.”  She looks at me with big doe eyes.  “Thanks, you didn’t have to do that.”
Yeah, I suppose not, but I wouldn’t have missed it for the world.  To turn this back into the focused punishment session it’s supposed to be, I put the gag back in and return to the gentle caresses all over.  This time I know it’s not embarrassing her, but I have a different motive.  I keep that up for another hour and she’s humping at me again.  I keep it up for another hour and she spends that second hour whining in frustration.  
At the end of the day, I untie her, let her get dressed, pat her on the butt, and say, “See you tomorrow, bad girl.”  She staggers off more like I’ve been beating her for hours instead of caressing her.  
After she’s gone I realize I didn’t get my end of day blow job.  I’m not sure who was more flustered over the whole afternoon, me or her.
That evening I have some time to think about the afternoon and about Sierra.  I’ve known her almost all my life, from before I could slap the label of Wayward Girl on her.  I’d go   over to Mike’s house to play and hang out, so it’s inevitable that she’d join us and I’d get to know her.  At the start of the two weeks being friends had made the sessions better for both of us.  Being punished by me was extra bad for her and punishing her was extra good for me.  The intimacy of this afternoon changed that, so I know I have to work hard to keep from taking it easy on her.  She still needs to learn her lesson.  
Wednesday starts just like Tuesday did with her stripping and following me to the dungeon.  Her position is going to be different than yesterday.  In fact, I’ve learned from doing this three times already that this is the most time consuming set up that I’ll do for the whole two weeks with her.  I’d had to try three different times with Emily before I got it right.  The first time the ropes were too tight and the second time too loose.  
The start is pretty simple with her standing and me tying ropes around her torso.  There’s a rope above her tits, one below her tits, and three spaced across her belly.  Behind her back, I tie a single rope to all five of them to pull them all together.  The five loops have to be a little loose around the body so that when I join them in back they pull tight.  To finish off this set of ropes, I tie one from the bottom loop through her pussy and ass and up to the central knot at the middle of her back.  That ones just a little loose for now.  
She watches the whole process in silence, wondering what this is leading to. 
The next set of ropes is around her arms.  With her arms behind her back, I tie a loop around her wrists, her forearms, her elbows, and her biceps.  She’s tied with her arms straight and her elbows touching.  I follow that by tying her legs together with nine loops altogether, four around her thighs, four around her calves, and one around her ankles. 
She’s standing completely immobile and then I lay her down on her belly.  Now I pull her ankles up to her wrists and tie them together so she’s in a classic hogtie.  Now she’s resting on her front with her hips, shoulders, and everything in between on the floor.   I pull her hair into pigtails and use ropes to tie the base of the pigtails.  When I pull those ropes to her ankles, it pulls her head back and her ankles even higher up her back and leaves her with just her tummy on the floor.  She moans in fear and frustration at her helpless predicament.   
The final touch of her bondage is to tie a rope to the knot holding her torso ropes together, a rope to her ankles, and a rope to her wrists.  Those three ropes all get tied to a chain that I lower from the ceiling.  As I turn the crank on a winch to pull the chain into the air, the ropes around her torso and thighs act like a sling. The ropes at her ankles, wrists, and hair combine with the sling to pull her up off the ground.  Her whole body is bent into a circle from her ankles to her knees, hips, shoulders, and back to where her wrists meet her ankles.  Even her head is pulled back so she’s almost staring at the ceiling.  
As she lifts up off the ground, she shrieks in fear.  I know it’s not pain because the sound is different than when I’ve spanked her. It will hurt soon enough though.  I keep cranking the winch until she’s three feet off the ground.  Her shrieks quiet down to just heavy panting as she tried to stay calm.  
Then I give her a push.  “Master, noooo,” she squeals as she becomes a human pendulum. She discovers she’s just my toy for a while as I swing her screaming, helpless body.  Then I spin her around, winding up the chain.  When I release her, she spins wildly in the other direction, unwinding the chain. Dang, it sure makes me hard to have such control over her.  
An hour’s already gone by, but it was an hour well spent since I didn’t have to do it over again.  I spin her and swing her some more.  When I tire of that, I get a leather paddle.  “Which would you rather do?  Spin or get spanked?”
Bad as the spinning was, she still says, “Spin.”
Smack, I hit her available ass.  It’s on the inside of the circle of her body, but I can still get a pretty good shot at it.  I spank her for a few minutes, reddening both ass cheeks as she screams in pain.  
When I stop spanking, I put weighted clips on her nipples to stretch them out.  Then I move to her tummy and spank her there.  It’s so hot to watch the weights jump as I swat her tummy from underneath.  I work her thighs, front and rear, and then return to her cute ass.  By now tears are streaming down her cheeks.
Her main concern is her sore butt, stomach, and legs.  Just like yesterday I leave the room and watch her on TV.  Her concern gradually shifts to the strain on her arms and legs.  It took me an hour just to get her fixed up.  With the time for swinging, spinning, and spanking included, I let her hang for an hour.  
When I go back in, she begs, “Please, master, it hurts.  I can’t take it anymore.”
I hold up a water bottle with a straw and give her a drink.  It is time for a water break after all and she sucks down the water quickly.  There’s an obvious message here and she doesn’t miss it.  This is the first time she’s had a water break while still tied, so she’s only getting water, not a break from the painful position.  “Please, no more,” she whines.  
I’m just messing with her mind because after I spin her once for effect, I lower her down to the floor and start the process of untying everything.  It goes quicker than the tying did, but it still eats up half an hour.  
After some stretching, I tie her again in a simple hogtie, just her wrists and ankles tied.  Then I start masturbating her.  I switch between pushing a finger in her cunt to diddling her clit, but never letting her cum.  I’ve tormented her with pain; now I’m teasing her with pleasure.  
I only stop when it’s time for my end of morning blow job and then lunch.  She leaves for lunch frustrated as hell.  She doesn’t know that I’m going to let her cum after lunch.  
For the afternoon she finds she’s paired with another 8th grader, Taylor.  She’s a cute little Oriental girl with a slender figure and barely any tits at all.  We go down to Ms. Morrison’s room where she’s waiting with Taylor.  For a change of pace, we have them undress each other, but it doesn’t seem to bother them a bit.  
Ms. Morrison and I start to fix up the two girls identically.  I put long stockings on Sierra with elastic tops that hug her upper thighs.  Then she gets a single sleeve glove on her arms behind her back.  I put cuffs on her ankles with a short chain between them.  
As we work, Ms. Morrison and I keep an eye on each other so we work at the same pace.  Now that the girls are suitably attired, we each put a vibrator in our girl’s pussy.  The vibrator slips in easy and then pumps up with a hand pump to seat it firmly in place.  The two girls each get a vibrator in their ass.  Then we turn them on.  
“Mmmmm,” says Sierra as her little friends start to hum inside her.  Her hips give a sensuous wiggle.  
“You gonna cum for us?” I ask her.  
“Yeah,” she says.  “Pretty soon, master.”
We put the girls face to face.  “Kiss each other,” says Ms. Morrison.  The girls probably saw that coming and there’s no hesitation as they put their lips together and share a deep kiss.  At Ms. Morrison’s guidance, they let their tongues play together and then take turns sucking each other’s tits.  
Sierra is the first one to cum, shuddering to a quiet little orgasm as Taylor sucks on her nipples.  The girls look pretty comfortable making out with each other. It isn’t long before Taylor cums, too.  Then we turn off the vibrators and change tactics.  
Ms. Morrison and I strip.  She’s in her thirties and has a really great body.  Best of all, she told me as we were setting this up at the beginning of the summer that she didn’t mind me staring at her.  While I prefer the look of the younger girls, I do some staring at the teacher.  
We swap girls to the apparent disappointment of them both.  Cammy and Irene had rather liked the switch.  The other girls hadn’t shown much preference either way.  
Sitting down in a chair, I motion Taylor to kneel between my legs.  Then I raise and spread my legs. “Lick my asshole.”
She makes a little face as she realizes she’s going to pay for her orgasm more than she expected.  However, she does spread my cheeks with her hands and delve into the crack of my ass.  I feel her tongue swirl around my sphincter.  Her eyes are glued to my ass as she concentrates on doing a very good job of rimming me.  
Right next to me, I can look over and see Sierra rimming Ms. Morrison.  It’s cool to watch the teacher unabashedly spread and getting rimmed by a young girl.  She’s busy looking at me and my hard cock resting inches from Taylor’s busy tongue.  Like I said, I like the younger girls, so I spend most of my time watching the two of them please us with their tongues in our asses.  
“Suck me off,” I tell Taylor when I’m ready.  She rises up slightly and engulfs my cock.  Her dark eyes watch my face as my cock disappears to the hilt in her small mouth.  A few seconds later, Sierra shifts positions to eat pussy.  
Reaching down, I take control of Taylor’s head.  For starters, I want to make sure that she goes nice and slow so she has to suck me for a while.  I’m not going to make it easy on her.  With my fingers laced in her hair, I guide her up and down so she takes the whole thing.  I use her mouth to tease myself for several minutes before I let go of her head and let her finish me.  
After we’ve both cum, Ms. Morrison and I get down to the real punishment of the day.  It will have its rewards for the girls, but they have to work for it.  We have them face each other on their knees and remove the vibrators.  There’s a ring at the end of the single sleeve glove and I clip Sierra’s ring to a chain.  Across from her, Taylor gets the same.  
“Oh,” says Sierra simply as she sees what’s next.  It’s a ball gag with a dildo sticking out the front.  I seat the ball in her mouth and lock it in place with a strap behind her head.  She’s got a six inch dildo sticking out of her face, matching the one that Taylor has, too.  
“Make each other cum,” I tell them.  With their hands and mouths unavailable, the only way they can do that is with the dildo.  
Sierra grunts something and then moves to poke Taylor first.  Taylor lies on her back with her legs spread, inviting Sierra to do the deed.  Sierra leans forward and discovers the trick to making Taylor cum.  With her hands chained to the desk behind her, she can’t quite reach.  Taylor’s hands are chained to the wall, so she can’t move much either.  
They’re going to have to stretch uncomfortably to close the distance so Sierra can poke her face cock in Taylor’s pussy.  For a moment they lie and stare at their predicament.  They each give a little stretch, but that only results in Sierra touching the tip of the cock to Taylor’s pussy lips.  
When they stop to think, the two of us start spanking them.  Taylor rolls her eyes.  Sierra stares at me.  Then they stretch farther.  The previous stretch was the limit of comfort.  This stretch means they have to pull their arms up uncomfortably far.  When the cock slides four inches inside Taylor, they both give another pull on their chains, tugging their arms up even higher.  Straining to reach, Sierra finally starts sliding the cock in and out of Taylor’s pussy.  Her face is nearly pressed to Taylor’s crotch with each thrust in. 
It’s quite the workout for the two of them.  Taylor doesn’t have to do much work except to stretch, but Sierra is pumping her body forward and back to fuck her friend.  It takes ten minutes of Sierra working hard to get Taylor to finally cum.  I was beginning to think that it wasn’t going to happen.  
“Take a break,” says Ms. Morrison.  Time to let their sore arms relax a little.  We’d given the other pairs of girls ten minutes to recover.  
“Uh uh,” says Sierra, shaking her head.  She turns around and spreads to show off her sopping wet pussy.  We’d been so busy watching Taylor that neither of us had noticed that Sierra was getting excited.  I can see her logic.  A rest break will only make her eventual orgasm take long.  
Taylor can see the point, too, and moves into position quickly.  She stretches and strains forward to plunge her cock into Sierra with a squishing noise.  “Jeez,” I say.  “You really liked fucking her.’
Sierra blushes.  She hadn’t shown any signs of being a lesbian or even bi before so I have to think about what’s going on.  Then I lean forward into her line of vision. “You really liked doing that while I watched.”
The shade of red on her face deepened.  “You gonna cum just for me?” I ask her like I started yesterday afternoon, you know, soft and questioning. She shifts nervously.  “You’re gonna cum for me, aren’t you?” I say more insistent.  
She nods frantically.  
I look over at Ms. Morrison.  I think I’m breaking the rules, but she doesn’t seem to mind what I’m doing.  “Cum for me.  Cum for me.  Right in front of me.  Do it now.”  Sierra starts squirming.  Her body shakes with frustration.  I can tell she wants to, but she’s just not ready yet.  I’m rushing her. She’s close, but not there.  “Cum for me.”  She takes a big deep breath through her nose.  “Cum for me, honey,” I say.  Yesterday had been an accident of timing.  This time I did it on purpose right as she started to cum.  
She cums with a rush and a shudder.  It might have been as good as yesterday, but Taylor gives up on her.  They were stretched and in pain and the game was just to make Sierra cum, so Taylor pulls out and retreats to a comfortable position, leaving Sierra to wind down rather abruptly.  
That punishment is over sooner than expected.  Not by much, but Sierra was pretty quick.  We spend a while spanking the girls.  Sometimes I spank Sierra and sometimes it’s Taylor.  Sierra squeals and whines.  Taylor mostly just cries.  
There’s still nearly an hour left in the afternoon when Ms. Morrison says, “Let’s stop early today.  Get them unwrapped and dressed.”  
I’m thinking about missing my end of day blowjob as I remove Sierra’s bondage and then let her get dressed.  Not a big deal. I’ve missed it before, but I have to wonder what’s up.  Why did she call it quits this early?
Ms. Morrison sends the girls down to my room to wait for us.  After they’re gone, she asks, “You want to switch girls for the last two days, William?”
“No,” I say quickly.  
“Don’t think you’re too personally involved with her?”
I’d explained at lunch what my relationship was with Sierra.  She’s the little sister of a friend.  I’d even admitted my epiphany from last night – that she’s a friend, too.  “I’ve gone this far with her,” I said.  “I can finish up the last two days.”
She stares at me, pondering what to do.  I wonder for a moment if she’s going to insist and just how could I respond if she does.  “Do not be nice to her,” she says.  “This is punishment, remember?”  She waits for me to nod.  “I want to have lunch with you tomorrow and Friday to see how you’re doing.”  Then she makes me explain what I have planned for the next two days.  
“Do not let her cum again and do not call her honey,” she says firmly.  
“OK,” I agree.  See, I had been breaking the rules.  She just didn’t say it at the time.  
The next two days go smooth.  I follow Ms. Morrison’s instructions and finish up Sierra’s punishment without letting her cum again.  
That Friday afternoon, I work Sierra right up to 4:50, get my end of day blow job, and let her get dressed.  One thing I’ve always managed is to get my bad girls out on time.  It’s only fair.  So, precisely at 5:00 I say, “You can go now.  Make sure you get perfect grades next year.”
“Thank you, William,” she says and turns to go.  
She takes two steps and I say, “Can I ask you something, Sierra?”  It’s the first time in the two weeks that I’ve used her name instead of bad girl.
“Yeah, sure,” she turns back to me.
“Can we go out tomorrow, like on a date?’
She brightens up, filling the room with her smile.  “Yeah, I’d like that.  I gotta go.  Mom’s waiting.  Give me a call tonight.”  She waves and leaves just like that. 
That’s what I like about Wayward Girls and Christina’s School for Wayward Girls in general.  She knew I was just doing my job.  None of the girls ever hold a grudge for what I’m required to do for them.  I’d just finished two weeks of brutal torture and humiliation with her and we were going on a date tomorrow.  Kewl.  
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So, me and Sierra had a nice date.  What happened on it?  Hey, I’m not one to kiss and tell.  Sure, I’ll tease, torment, torture, and tell, but not kiss and tell.  Besides, nothing happened worth talking about it.  I suppose it was remarkable in the fact that nothing did happen that ought not to have happened on a first date.
Sunday I didn’t see her and then the week started and we were both busy.  I dropped by her house a couple times in the evening to chat.  She didn’t need consoling despite having her summer vacation ruined on a daily basis.  I did help her study.  She was already on her second pass through the 8th grade textbooks.  But, then you all know she had some serious motivation.  
The time really flew by.  It seemed like summer had just started and then suddenly I’m on the last two days of punishment.  The girl du jour is Irene.  She’s going into 5th grade.  Since this is her last two days of the ten weeks of punishment, that means she’s starting 5th grade next Monday.  And I start 10th grade Monday.  She’s really got this attitude that it’s almost over and she’s cruising through the last two days.  There’s nothing I can say to her to get her to shake that.  
She announces that the bad girl is ready for punishment at the start of Thursday, her ninth day with me.  As usual, I start her off with an order to strip.  This girl looks like she never even saw the sun.  Her skin is creamy white with no tan lines.  She’s just 10 so she has nothing up top except pale pink nipples that you’d almost miss.  She’s kinda skinny with slender legs, narrow hips, and a little round butt.  
This morning is a latex morning.  I didn’t think I’d like it all that much, but it has its good points.  When I picked out this outfit, I thought I’d picked an easy one, but it turns out that tight latex isn’t all that easy to work with.  All the outfit has is two long gloves, two long stockings, and a hood.  Took me an hour to get Emily in it.  Of course, she was the biggest girl I did, so it was the tightest.  
Even on skinny little Irene, it’s a tight fit, so you can guess how it was with Emily.  It stretches, but it’s still tight.  I start by putting Irene’s foot in one of the stockings and then rolling the stocking up her legs.  It reaches nearly to her bare pussy.  Then I do the second one.  Next comes the gloves.  The fingers are a bitch, but if you put baby powder in them, it goes easier.  Half an hour passes just getting her arms and legs covered in black latex.  
So here’s the good part of black latex on a super white girl.  It’s what it doesn’t hide and how it accentuates the parts that aren’t hidden.  I mean, if you turn down the lights and put her against a black background, she looks like a naked quadruple amputee.  Trust me, I do and she does.  
Then I put on the hood.  It covers everything from her neck up, just exposing her mouth and nose.  She’s blind and nearly deaf.  I pull her arms up behind her and tie her forearms together. Then I run ropes behind her around her upper arms to tie them together and around front above and below her nipples.  
The finishing touch is a ring on her nose.  The picture I found that looked like this had an actual ring in the girl’s nose, but that’s out of bounds, even for punishing a Wayward Girl.  So, I settle for a clip that pinches her nose shut with a ring attached.  Looks almost like her nose is pierced and has the same effect for her.  I can lead her around by the ring in her nose.  
For the final position, I have her kneel down.  Push her forward so her face is nearly to the floor and then I attach a 3 inch chain from her nose ring to a ring in the floor.  I stand back to admire the view.  She’s trapped with her face nearly to the floor and her ass sticking up in the air.  
I know I’ve got an unusual position for a Wayward Girl, one they’ve never been in before.  Not to mention embarrassing and frightening.  I know it is because this is the one position I used for the two weeks where all the girls make whiny, scared noises and squirm around to try to get free.  It took nearly an hour to get her like this, but it’s worth it.  
So I pick up a paddle and start swatting on the obvious target.  She’s used to spankings, so it’s not surprising that she calms down when I start to warm her ass.  Sure she starts squirming, crying, and eventually screaming as I redden her completely.  But, she knows what to expect now.  Spankings she can deal with mentally. 
I set down the paddle and sit back to watch.  It takes a few minutes, but without any stimulus from me, she starts to get anxious.  Like I said, she’s blind and deaf.  Being that and in such a helpless position, she starts to make those whiny noises again.  She calls out, trying to get me to respond.  She has no idea if I’m there or not.  
While I could leave her alone for a while, I stay to make sure she doesn’t hurt herself and to enjoy the view.  I walk around her, taking it in from all angles.  After a few more minutes, when she’s stopped calling out and tries to pull the ring off her nose, I lightly stroke her ass and she calms quickly.  I caress her ass and run a finger right up the slit between her plump pussy lips.  She’s totally under my control and what I think ought to bother her, namely me fondling her, actually calms her.  
I spank her some more and then sit quietly for 10 minutes.  She deals with the isolation better this time.  Again I caress her when the time is right.  Then I pull out my cock and fuck her in the ass.  She is only 10 and I haven’t used her pussy the whole two weeks.  It’s inviting, but I don’t want to damage her.  
I undo her nose chain and help her up.  When I give her a water break, I know she’s surprised that we’re only halfway through the morning.  
After the water break, it’s time to mess with her mind.  I lead her by the nose out of the room, down the hall, and around in circles some.  Still blindfolded, she has to trust me as I walk her faster than she likes.  Then I lead her around some more and we eventually end up in the room where we started, just her and me.  Then I start talking loud, but not to her.  “OK,” I call out.  “Look who I’ve brought to show off.  She’s been a bad girl and part of her punishment is to let you all see her like this.”  I turn her around.  “Look how red her ass is.”
Irene shivers and cocks her head, listening for other voices.  “Who’s there?” she asks me, probably louder than she thinks. “Where are we?”
I touch her shoulder so she knows I’m talking to her.  “Quiet, bad girl.” 
Turning her to face the “audience,” I move behind her and reach around to cup her flat chest into little mounds.  I play with her nipples to make them hard.  I finger her pussy until she’s squirming.  As much as she doesn’t want to be out on display, it takes a while to get her going, but she finally does squirm and moan with arousal. 
“Now it’s time to guess who’s under the hood,” I shout out.
She stiffens as any assumption of anonymity is about to be stripped away.  
“Nope, not her,” I yell.  “OK, yeah, she’s right.  It is Irene.”  I can see Irene’s white body turn pink in a hot blush from her nipples to her face.  
“Well, that’s all for now,” I yell.  “Got to take her back.”  I start to lead her away.  “What?  You want to see her what?”  I pause.  “Well, OK, but then we have to go.”
I remove the clip on her nose so she can breathe while she blows me.  I push her to her knees and pull out my cock.  She feels it brush against her lips.  Quivering with humiliation, she takes my cock into her mouth and sucks on it.  I feed her my entire cock, taking long, slow strokes.  Not much use in trying to tease myself.  It takes just a couple of minutes to cum in her mouth.  She swallows it for me.  
Then, I pull her to her feet.  Without moving, I roll the hood up over her chin, over her face, and then all the way off.  There’s a brief moment of disorientation as her eyes adjust to the light and she sees we’re alone in my room.  She starts to cry with relief.  
So, I figure it’s a good punishment cuz she really suffers through it, but there’s also no sense in sending her back to school where she’ll likely find out it never happened that way at all.  Worse, she may never find out that she didn’t really suck my cock for an audience.  A spanking doesn’t last forever, so why should public humiliation?  
It takes a while to get her out of the outfit.  Not as much time as it did to get her in, but it’s close to lunch time by the time she’s out and dressed.  I send her off early.  It’s hard to fill exactly four hours.  
Thursday afternoon I take a break from wielding a paddle to punish Irene a little different.  I get her all tied up on her back with her hands together and tied to the wall. Her feet are tied separately to the same wall.  The position puts her resting mostly on her shoulders with her ass way up in the air and she’s expecting a spanking in that position. What I can see from my vantage point that she can’t is that her pink, puckered asshole is pointed straight up. Perfect for what I have planned.  
I have a pack of long taper candles and I put the end of one a couple of inches into her ass.  Then I light the other end, sticking 8 inches out of her butt.  She being a virgin, I can’t do the same with her pussy, but Emily, Cammy, and Sierra got a candle there, too.  It’s just a matter of waiting now for the flame and gravity to do the rest.  
Before too long a rivulet of molten wax runs down the length of the candle and settles at the base. Unfortunately for Irene, the base is her tender asshole. She screams.  One thing I noticed about this particular punishment is that it’s not like spanking.  I don’t have to warm her up with a few swats before it gets painful.  That first one burns her butt.  Within minutes there are regular drips of hot wax forming a puddle the crack of her ass.  When that overflows, it runs down around her pussy lips and down her back.  That wax cools pretty fast as it flows, so it is less painful.  
So, like I said, the older girls got this double barreled and I’m not gonna let the younger girls off easier, so I light up a candle and just hold it over her.  Her eyes get real big as I squat down beside her and start dripping wax on her tummy.  She squirms like maybe she can affect my aim, but I’m not aiming for anything in particular.  It’s kinda hard to tell where the next drip is gonna fall exactly, but I do get a few nipple shots.  
This has got to be one of the best punishment’s I’ve come up with.  Face it, the wax hits scalding hot – instant pain and brief scream.  The wax cools fast, so there’s no permanent mark, so I can do it over and over.  When the wax has formed a sizeable puddle around her anus, it’s no longer effective.  The candle is half burned, but now the wax runs over old wax and either piles up there or arrives at her skin too cool to matter.  So, I pull out the candle.  On a cool side note, the shape of the hunk of wax that detaches from her ass is interesting.  If somebody told you where it was from, you’d say, “Oh yeah.”  If you had to try to figure out what the wax cast was of… would you guess a 10 year old’s butt crack?
I push another candle in her butt and light it.  With one still in my hand I light another for my other hand.  “Close your eyes,” I tell her.  She scrunches them tighter than tight, terrified that I’m about to drip on her face and she’s being given the chance to save her eyes.  Hey, it’s punishment, not maiming.  I only want her to not be able to tell where the next drips are coming.  I point one candle at her tummy, now covered with red splotches of wax and point the other at the back of her thighs.  Just when she suspects I’m working on one thigh, I move to the other.  From her tummy I move to her arm, back to tummy, and to the other arm. 
It’s an interesting punishment.  With a spanking she’s often screaming non-stop.  With this, it’s scream… silence… silence… silence… scream… silence… on and on.  Brief little explosions of pain, then longer periods of where’s the pain?  Not that she’d like more of it, but the not knowing where or when it will fall is killing her.  
Just when she thinks it can’t get any worse, I say, “Open your mouth.”  She opens and I put a candle there.  “Bite down.”  She bites and feels her teeth grip the waxy base of a candle.  Yo, you don’t really think I’d light it, do you?  But she does.  Damn, does she ever.  You can squeeze a lot of emotions from a little 10-year-old who is totally at your mercy.  Is mortification something you’ve ever seen before? I mean, deep down inside she knows I won’t.  But even deeper she thinks I might.  After ten seconds, she peeks from those scrunched up eyes.  It’s not lit.  I take it out and put it sideways in her mouth like a bit gag.  She holds it for me, remembering she’s being punished, not tortured.  OK, I think she’s being tortured, but she doesn’t. The headmaster of the school himself identified her as a bad girl.  The ultimate authority in her life labeled her as such and who is she to disagree?  She knows she deserves this.  
 This is kind of like an intelligence test.  I hadn’t thought of it that way for Emily or Dina, but it is. With Cammy and Sierra, I got that impression. There comes a moment when the bad girl realizes that the intense but brief pain of the molten wax isn’t even worth an ow.  It drips.  It hurts. It stops hurting almost immediately.  The surprise factor is gone.  Not to say that Irene is the dumbest of the five, but it does take her the longest to calm down and just take it.  
I blow out the candles and remove the second wax mold of her asshole.  She can flake of the cooled wax from the rest of her body later. I think this is what being a Wayward Girl is all about.  She learned she can take shit and survive.  You ever meet a girl from Christina’s School for Wayward Girls, you better know what you’ve gotten into.  
There’s about two hours left in the session, but this one I’ve ended early every time.  I untie her, get my end of day blow job, and let her get dressed.  “You just can’t leave yet,” I tell her.  “Don’t want them to think I was easy on you.”
She nods in understanding and we talk a bit. It’s another one of those cartoonish moments.  You know the one where the coyote and sheepdog are really friends, but the minute they clock in the sheepdog beats the crap out of the coyote every time.  Well, I’m the sheepdog, she’s the coyote, and we just clocked out.  
“Can I ask you something stupid?” she says.  
“Teacher last year said the only stupid question is the one you don’t ask,” I replied.
That encouragement didn’t seem to make it a heck of a lot easier for her to ask the question.  She looks down at the floor.  “I never saw a boy pee.   Can I watch you?”
“Pee?  Watch me pee?”
“Yeah.”
So we go to the men’s room and I pull out my cock and point it into a urinal.  It’s this point and shoot kind of thing that I know girls can’t do.  I pee.  “Watch me write my name,” I say proudly.  I swirl my ultra-talented dick and write W… i… l… l… i… and then it just drops off.  Maybe I should have written Billy.  
She giggles.  “Wanna watch me?”
“No, thanks,” I say.  Not gonna tell the audacious little thing that I’m gonna watch her tomorrow and she won’t like it a bit.  
Nearing the four hour point she says, “I’m not a virgin.”
It’s an interesting remark coming from her for a couple of reasons.  First, she’s a 10-year-old girl in an all girls’ school in which all the male teachers are dedicated to preserving her virginity until sometime in the 5th grade.  I don’t know the details.  Second, she just offered herself to me.  There is no doubt about that.  “That’s not what I was told,” I respond.  
“Hot dog,” she says simply.  She mimes the act of holding the very tip end of a hot dog between her thumb and index finger, then pushing said imaginary hot dog up into her pussy until nothing but her fingers remain outside of said pussy.  Actually it’s right up to her white cotton panties that she lets me see as she teases me. Then she moves the hot dog in and out.  It’s precisely 4 hours into the session.  I did mention watching out for the Wayward Girls, didn’t I?
“Time’s up,” she says and strolls out of the room.  
“You can go now,” I say to her departing back… wiggling ass.  She was just 10, wasn’t she?
So that night, there’s a slight change of plans.  I did fuck Emily, Cammy, and Sierra on Friday.  Not Dina.  Hadn’t planned on Irene.  Hence, the change of plans. I did pull down Webster’s just to check.  She is technically a virgin.  It requires a warm, live cock to enter her.  Lack of a hymen is not in Webster’s.  I just didn’t know if I’d get caught and what would happen if I did.   Then I told Dad what Irene said.  
Dad smiled and said, “Give her what she wants.  Fuck her at least four times tomorrow.  That will teach her to dare a teacher.”
Well, if he insists, then I guess I will.  “Is that gonna hurt her?”
“That many times on her first day, yeah.  It’s a suitable punishment, but won’t permanently hurt her if that’s what you mean.”
That’s what I meant, but then I suppose dad wouldn’t ever suggest anything that would permanently hurt her. I’m just not sure if I trust dad to consider the damage to her emotionally.  I don’t want leave hidden permanent scars either. The whole Christina’s School for Wayward Girls thing has this “What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger” approach to preparing girls for the demands of the world.  Just doesn’t require me to be mean about it.  
“Master, this bad girl is ready for punishment,” says Irene on her and my last day of summer vacation.  She’s good. There is not a trace in her demeanor that expects anything but punishment.  There’s more than a trace that she can skate right through it, but she knows she’s getting it.  
“Clothes,” I say and point at the floor. 
She quickly puts all her clothes where I pointed. I put my finger on her nose.  I hadn’t done that with any of the other girls, but I want to make sure who’s in charge.  Damn it, I did mention the part about watching out for Wayward Girls, so I am letting her know who’s in charge.  “Keep your nose right there,” I tell her.  Then we walk out of the room and down the hall.  I even weave so she has to work to follow my finger and she doesn’t miss a beat.  I lead her into the dungeon and stop her in front of the exam table.  
I’m told this is a GYN exam table.  The first time Mr. Crawford said that, I laughed.  I mean, does a woman really put her feet in stirrups?  Even for a doctor?  To look where?  She does?   He does what?  That takes all the fun out of it except for the fact that I’m not a doctor.  Being a doctor and putting her there… boring.  Being me… woo hoo!  
The table is cold hard metal with a semi-circle cut out at the end of it, so her ass and pussy are kinda like hanging out in mid-air.  She sits up on the table, experienced enough to know where to sit in a half reclining position, and puts her feet into the stirrups.  I tie her calves to the stirrups so she stays spread really wide.  Then I tie her upper body to the upper end of the table, wrapping ropes above and below her nipples and securing her arms to the table.  

Being just 10, she doesn’t have any hair to speak of below the neck. Once I got Emily in this position, I shaved her pussy.  After all I’d done to her the previous nine days, the mere act of shaving her seemed to violate some rule. She argued, but when the blade touched her sensitive skin, she held still.  All she could do was glare as I removed every bit to leave her smooth as Irene.  I shaved Cammy and Sierra, too, but they didn’t complain near as much as Emily did.  
After shaving the three shaveable girls, I put baby lotion on their newly exposed privates.  I did that to Dina and do that to Irene now.  I strip down and put some of the lotion on my hard cock to lube it up for her. She gets a little nervous with her naked and vulnerable and me naked and pointing right at her choice vulnerability.  “Got a little cocky yesterday afternoon,” I tell her.  “I think you were asking just for what’s about to happen.”
“Are you serious?” she asks.
“Serious,” I say, rubbing the head of my cock between her rubbery little lips and finding the hole.  I’m hard as can be and start to push in.  It’s pretty tight and I have to work in slowly.  I have this mental image of blowing up one of those long, skinny balloons that clowns use to make balloon animals with.  It goes from a rubber tube barely bigger around than a pencil to an inflated balloon in just one long breath.  It just doesn’t hurt the balloon, so I inflate her slowly.  
“It’s bigger than a hot dog,” she observes.  I will agree it’s bigger around than a hot dog.  If she’s stretched herself to hot dog diameter, she’s got some more stretching to do.  She grunts and moans as I work my way in against the tight resistance of her virgin muscles. Her eyes water a little as the new experience brings tears to her eyes.  It takes a couple of minutes of push in an inch, pull back half an inch, push in an inch, pull back half an inch, working my way in.  She is the tightest thing I’ve ever felt around my cock and once I get all the way in I leave it in, feeling the vise grip.  . 
“It feels funny,” she says. “Like I didn’t think I was really that deep in there.”
She doesn’t look that deep from the outside either, but we both agree that she is.  I pull back almost all the way out and push back in, setting up a slow rhythm to get her to relax.  She’s tied in position and I put my hands on her slender hips to steady her so the thrusts don’t pull on the ropes.  At first she grunts with each thrust in, so I know it’s uncomfortable.  As I pick up speed after a couple more minutes, she quiets down and then lets out little gasps that sound more like she’s surprised that it feels good.  
Irene is my first virgin, though I assume she won’t be my last.  It’s exciting to know I’m the first, not to mention the idea of watching her barely developed body take my cock over and over.  She looks sexy in a little girl way as she squirms ever so slightly making gasps that now sound like she’s enjoying it.  The whole idea is hot enough that I cum pretty quick once I’m done making sure she’s not hurting.  
“Wow,” she says.  “I felt you… have an orgasm in me.”  As I pull out, cum leaks out.  “Yuck, you made mess in me.”
I suppose so and given the angle she’s at, a little bit does dribble out.  “Some of that is your juices,” I tell her. “You got messy without me.”
She makes a face. “Yeah, I remember. ‘Cause it felt good.  Wasn’t I supposed to have an orgasm, too?”
“If I do it right,” I tell her.  “This is punishment, remember?”
She gives a little snort of displeasure. “So, you’re just gonna leave me to wonder?”
“Pretty much,” I say.  I figured I’d let her cum in the afternoon on the fourth time, but not sooner.  I have other things to take care of between now and the three more fucks that I have planned.  I do take the time to clean her up.  Not that I did that with any of the other girls, so I’m not even sure why I did it.  
Now the real punishment begins as I pick up a flogger and start whipping her right on her fully exposed pussy.  I don’t have to hit very hard.  Barely doing more than dragging it across her sensitive vulva, I let the weight of the thongs do most of the work.  It apparently hurts more than it looks, so I take it easy on her. Emily didn’t appreciate much being the example when I thought I had to use it harder.  From her I learned that flogging a pussy is an art.  Easy doesn’t mean that it doesn’t hurt like hell.  Her position means I’m delivering the swats to her red pussy while she has a front row seat.  She screams, squirms, and cries to no avail.  By the time I’m done with Irene’s first round, you’d think I hadn’t been taking it easy.  
To give her pussy a chance to recover, I put down the flogger and just start tickling the soles of her very helpless feet.  In my younger days, I’d thought of tickling as just naughty without any sexual connotations.  It can be pretty sexual.  Tickling a naked, bound 10-year-old is off the scale sexy.  For the third time this morning using the third different method, she’s got tears, this time from laughing. 
I explore her body to find all the ticklish spots.  Feet and sides are pretty standard.  She’s ticklish around her neck, too.  Of course once I get her going, I don’t even have to touch her.  The threat of being touched in those super sensitive places brings out a fit of giggles. I’m not sure she’s having fun, but this being my last day of the summer, I’m having a great time.  
By the time I’ve made her squirm for two hours, I’m hard as a rock.  I almost forget the most important part of the second half of the morning.  I give her a water break and make her drink two liters of water.  She tries to argue, but I assure her that she’s going to need the extra water.  Leaves her wondering what’s planned for later. 
With the water break over, I put some more oil on my cock and step back between her legs with my cock pointed at her pussy.  “Again?” she says simply.
I don’t even answer.  I just slide into her.  She hasn’t tightened up since the last fuck less than two hours ago.  That just means I’m starting where I left off; I didn’t have to fight to get in, but she’s still pretty damn tight.  
“This is because of what I said yesterday, isn’t it,” she says. “You’re adding to my punishment.”
“That’s right.  The bad girl is getting a lesson on why she shouldn’t tease a man.” I fuck her slow and methodical as I lecture her.  “A Wayward Girl needs to learn control.  Letting on to a man that you want to be fucked gives him some control.”
She makes a face when I used the word fucked.  “I was just curious is all.  I’ve never done it before and…” She just lets it end there.  
Half a minute later she says, “You couldn’t just tell me not to tease you?  No warning at all.  Just you been a bad girl again.  How was I supposed to know?  Now my first time is punishment because I was curious?”  I pause, thinking maybe she’s right. “You’re not even doing it right, are you?  You making sure I don’t enjoy it.  I didn’t know you could do that.  You know, have intercourse with me and enjoy it, but make sure I don’t.”
She pretty much takes the fun out of it.  I have to give her points for an excellent guilt trip.  “You’ll enjoy it this afternoon,” I tell her as I pull out.  I had planned on getting her to cum at the end of the day, but if I’m hurting her inside already that part of the plan may never work out.  
Picking up the flogger, I go back to work on her pussy, turning it red on the outside.  She deals well with that kind of pain.  It’s much more intense than anything I could have been doing to her tight little tunnel.  I get her screaming and squirming, but she doesn’t try to talk me out of a flogging. It’s a familiar kind of punishment unlike fucking.  
When I’ve worn out her pussy lips, I move to whip her flat chest and tummy.  They’re equally vulnerable and a bigger target so I can spend more time.  I work there for a while and move to her thighs. When I put down the flogger, I spank her pussy with my bare hand.  It’s not as effective, but it’s very personal and after the flogging it is painful.  
I think it’s me that has to cry uncle this time when my cock is so hard it feels like it’s going to burst.  I quick poke it in her pussy for a couple of strokes.  Dad told me to fuck her four times.  He didn’t say for how long.  This is number three and in the afternoon she’ll enjoy number four.  
Then it’s time for some tickling and I work all her ticklish spots. It may not be painful, but I can run her right out of breath, making it definitely scary.  Tickling makes her more animated than anything.  She squirmed a little during the flogging as she tried to relieve the pain in one area or another.  During a tickling session, she’s a wild little bundle of naked preteen.
“Stop, stop, stop,” she cries out, suddenly adamant about it.  When I do, she says, “I’m gonna pee myself.”  
I put a bucket down between her legs and go back to tickling.  She gets the picture even before I start tickling.  Two liters of water.  Bucket in place.  Tickling even after she announced she was about to pee herself.  “Oh, my God,” she says just before she descends into uncontrolled peals of laughter.  Twenty seconds later, a little yellow fountain erupts between her legs as she loses control of her bladder completely.  She blushes brilliantly, but can’t stop herself.  I make a point of watching her pee.  It’s way different than letting her sit on a toilet or even squat down.  Spread wide like she is, she’s really putting on a show and mostly missing the bucket.  
As the stream of pee slows and then stops, I wash her up and untie her.  Her clothes are right where she took them off, well clear of the mess.  “Get dressed and go to lunch.”  I stay behind and clean up the mess.  
After lunch, the position is not much different from the morning.  I tie her wrists about shoulder width apart to a straight metal bar.  Then I tie her ankles just outside her wrists.  Putting her arms in front of her makes her chest and tummy less accessible than the morning, but it does make her ass available for spanking.  For the next two hours I switch between spanking her ass, flogging her pussy, and tickling her.  The other girls all got more of the same in the last two hours, too.  Plus they got fucked in either the ass or the pussy.  
For Irene, I untie her after two hours and give her a hug. “Punishment’s over, sweetheart,” I say.  “You can’t go yet.  I can’t let you go thinking that sex hurts.  It’s time for you to get to cum.” She feels so small and vulnerable in my arms.  
She looks up at me with big brown eyes, still watery from the most recent tickling session.  “I’d like that.”
“We’re not gonna rush.  We’ve got plenty of time.”  I lean in and give her a kiss, but she doesn’t open her mouth. “You’ve got to open your lips and let my tongue in.  You can put your tongue in my mouth, too.”  
She has a skeptical look on her face, but the next time I kiss her, she closes her eyes and opens her mouth for me and I push my tongue in.  Her eyes open in surprise and then soften as she gets used to the new feeling.  A minute later she’s kissing me back and doing a darn good job of it.  
When we break the kiss, she looks down at my erection.  “Just from kissing me?” she asks.  
“What?  You thought it only did that when I whipped and tickled you?”
“Well, no, but I didn’t know it would get hard just from kissing.”
“It gets hard whenever I look at or hold a sexy girl,” I tell her.  
She says nothing in return, a bit too flustered to reply. Her face says enough.  That skeptical look is gone, replaced by a look of wonder and desire.  Then I lay her down on the couch and kiss her all over.  She is sexy and I silently tell her over and over with my lips and my hands. Occasionally I dip a finger between her legs to check if she’s ready.  Even after I think she’s wet enough, I take more time to lavish attention on her body.  
Finally, I ask her if she’s ready.  
“Oh, yeah,” she says with confidence.  
She’s ready in more ways than one.  My cock enters her easily and she coos with excitement just at the feel of me inside her.  What had hurt in the morning feels much better to her now.   While I’d been kissing her, her hands had caressed my head, about all she could reach.  Now her tiny hands rub my chest softly as she makes little noises of pleasure.  
After a few minutes, her face takes on a look of concentration and her hands drop to her side, clutching at the fabric of the couch.  Her hips move in time to my thrusts, encouraging me.  She starts to pant and says, “Are you doing it right now?  I… I’m ready to cum, but it just won’t…”
Oh, she’s farther along than I thought.  Farther along than me.  I pick up the pace, fucking her harder and faster.  Then her body shudders and she lets out a long, “Aaahhhhh.” The sight of her cumming is hot and I can feel my orgasm approaching, so I keep fucking her just like that.  She relaxes for a second and then her eyes open wide and I swear she has another orgasm as I cum inside her.  This time I can feel her muscles tense around my thrusting cock, squeezing out all my cum.  
I collapse on the couch, half on her and half on the couch, holding her as we both come down from that wonderful high.  I even give her a few kisses, wanting to make sure she remembers an enjoyable experience for her first time.  
Once we’re both breathing normal again, she asks, “You said you planned to make sure I enjoyed it.  Did you always plan to untie me, kiss me, and make love to me like you just did?  Or did you plan to keep me tied and just make sure I came.”
“The plan was to leave you tied, but then it just seemed right to untie you and do it this way for your first time.”
She rolls over and lies on top of me, her warm body pressed against me from her toes to her chest.  Looking me right in the eye, she asks, “So, if I get punished for not having control, do I get extra points for manipulating you into making love to me without you even knowing it?”
I have to mull that one over.  I had changed the plan during the day, but I’d thought it was my idea to change the plan. The plan changed from making her cum to letting her cum, a big difference in how the end of the afternoon went.  It didn’t take much thought to see she’d made subtle inputs along the way that resulted in the change.  Still, it was hard to believe that she’d done it on purpose.  Those Wayward Girls will get you every time.  
Christina’s School for Wayward Girls
By Kenna
Chapter 18
(ff, fm, oral, bdsm, spank)
It was two weeks into the new school year. I’m back in school and Wayward School is back in session, too. I really do miss spending so much time with the girls, but I still get to sweep the floors and help the teachers after school and I still do Saturday sessions with a different girl each week. They still haven’t shown me what’s special about Saturday school for seniors, so there’s not a chance I’ll get to build Emily’s character just a little bit more. 
On Sunday night, Emily grabs my arm and steers me into her room. That doesn’t happen very often, so it gets my attention. After she shuts the door, she asks me, “Billy, have you ever heard anything about unregistered students?”
“At Wayward?”
“Yes, at Wayward, of course,” she says impatiently. 
“What’s an unregistered student?” It’s the obvious question. They’re registered for classes or they’re not at Wayward. 
“I don’t know,” shrugs Emily. “Maybe just a rumor, a story for the girls to pass down from year to year.”
“So you’ve heard of them?”
“Well, yeah, since I was in first grade, but nobody knows what it means to be unregistered, so I’ve always assumed it was just a story. Kind of like telling a scary story about the campfire, but it’s a pretty quick story. Like… be good or they’ll make you unregistered. And unregistered means nobody cares or knows about you, so you just disappear.”
“Magically disappear?”
“No,” she says, sounding deadly serious. “Somebody comes and takes you away.” She caught herself and added, “Not that I really believe it, but I did when I was younger. And nobody has actually disappeared, but then nobody dares to be bad either.”
“Kind of sounds like the boogey man will get you if you’re not good,” I say with a laugh. The whole idea sounds ridiculous to me. 
She doesn’t laugh. “So you haven’t heard the term before? Unregistered student? Not from dad or a teacher?”
“No,” I say and she opens the door and waves me out. 
I go straight to dad. “Emily just asked me about unregistered students. The girls really scare each other with that?”
Dad half smiles. “William, that rumor just won’t die. The more we deny it, the more they believe it.” The smile goes away as he adds, “And, I think some of the teachers use it to scare girls. They’re not supposed to, but I’m pretty sure some do.”
So, I nod and agree it sounds pretty silly, but just thought I’d ask. Then I go back to my room. I fall asleep trying to figure out what it would me to be an unregistered girl at Wayward. 
When I get to Wayward the next afternoon, Dad is outside and tells me to ride my bike around back to the loading dock. He goes back inside and then comes out the door by the loading dock where I’m waiting. “Wanted to show you something,” he tells me. “Just leave your bike right there and come with me.”
He takes me down a hall I haven’t been down before. We’re at the back end of the school where there aren’t any classrooms. My question about unregistered girls jumps right into my mind. I asked it last night and now I’m getting this mysterious treatment. I don’t hear anything, but then he leads me toward a solid wall and then we’re on the other side. I’m sure there was a door there, but I just didn’t notice. I’m on the other side of the solid wall, at the top of a flight of stairs. “Unregistered girls,” he says. “Well, if you’re to be headmaster someday, you should see what it’s all about. They’re girls, orphans that arrive without papers. They don’t get registered in school because they’re untraceable. We keep them down here.” 
I follow him down the stairs. At the base of the stairs, he unlocks a heavy, solid wood door and pushes it open. I hear the sound of scurrying feet. It’s lots of bare feet on cement, but it doesn’t last very long. Like a lot of people just ran a short distance. It’s over before dad gets through the door and I’m behind him. 
Looking down a central hallway, I see bars, like prison cells, lining both sides of the hall. Dad’s already walking down the hall and I hurry to follow. I can’t help but look at the contents of the cells. There’s two buck naked girls in each one. They’re kneeling with their legs spread as wide as they can, sitting on their haunches with their backs ramrod straight. Most of them look down at the floor, focused on a point two feet in front of them though I see a few frightened faces. One girl glances up and then back down quickly. 
He stops in front of one of the cells and faces it. The two girls in the cell rise up and stand with their eyes still focused on the ground. I notice that where they’re knees were there are two circles painted on the floor. There’s one under their feet, too. Three circles to show them where to put their toes and knees in a three point stance. 
One girl is around 10 and then other 12. In fact, all the cells have two girls about 2-3 years apart in age. “What would you like to do?” dad asks the girls. 
The older one responds. “Stinky would like to suck cock.” With a nod to the smaller girl, she says, “Slutbutt would like to suck cock.”
“I’ll bet you would,” says dad. I’m just watching in amazement. Here’s a whole new set of Wayward Girls only they’re not getting schooled for the real world. They’re getting trained as slaves. 
Dad claps his hands together once and again I hear movement from every cell. Right in front of us, the older girl simply spreads her legs and the younger one gets between them and starts eating her out. The 12 year old’s hand are on her head, legs spread as she watches the other. The 10 year old’s palms are on her own ass, so she’s just trying to make the older girl cum with her tongue. 
Curious, I walk back down the hall and note that in every cage, the younger girl is servicing the older girl. The basement is silent save for the sounds of slurping. Though I can tell the older girls are getting excited, not a one of them makes a sound. One by one they cum and quickly return to a kneeling position right on the circles. 
Dad watches carefully, eventually wandering down to the last pair still standing. When the older girl cums, dad says, “Too slow.” He retrieves a wooden paddle, 4 inches wide by 18 inches long and hands it through the bars. 
Quick as she can, the older one starts spanking the younger one. “One, thank you, master, two, thank you, master, three, thank you master, four, thank you master, five, thank you, master, six, thank you, master, seven, thank you, master, eight, thank you master, nine, thank you, master, ten, thank you master,” rattles off the younger one. She then takes the paddle and does the same to her partner as she counts off ten swats. 
A woman I’ve never seen before walks past us and stops at a cage. She goes to one of the girls and clips a chain to rings in the girl’s nipples. Then she tugs on the chain and the girl, about 14 years old, obediently follows. They stop at the cage door and the girl bends down to put shoes on. Well they go on her feet, but don’t look all that much like shoes. The heel is like 6 inches long and when she gets them on, the toes are flat so she’s walking on her toes. The woman leads her out of the cell and towards the far end of the hall. Talk about sexy looking. The girl looks like she’s all leg. She takes tiny little steps with the toes going, click, click, click, click, down the hall behind the woman. I watch until they disappear in the distance.
“Oh, yeah, I love that,” says dad. He turns back to me. “Pick one and stand in front of her. She’ll blow you through the bars.”
“What’s going on, dad?”
He frowns at me, “Seen enough?” He walks over to me. “We train these girls as sex slaves and then we sell them. It’s one of our major sources of income to keep the school going. They come from all over the country, like I said they’re orphans that nobody will miss.” 
So they are orphaned girls being turned into slaves. And by the way, they are Wayward level of beautiful girls. I find it hard to believe that pretty girls like this just happen to arrive at Wayward without papers without any help from some shady source. 
“This is sick, dad,” I say. He’s been prepping me to run the school. I’ve been learning and accepting the idea that we’re doing things to improve the girls in every way. This is not for these girls’ benefit. It turns my stomach to see it and to know that dad so callously supports it. 
“William, I know it’s a lot to take in at once. How do you think we manage to keep up the high standards of the school? A few girls suffer so that we can provide the best equipment, the best books, the best teachers, and the best opportunities for our girls. It’s been this way since Christina Wayward founded the school. Well, I suppose it started when she died and her son became headmaster,” he acceded. 
“I can’t believe you’re condoning this, dad,” I say. “This is not what the school is all about. It’s got to stop. Now or I’ll stop it when I’m headmaster.”
“William, along the way the fortune that Christina Wayward left behind was squandered. This is all that keeps the school going. It can’t stop or a century of tradition is lost. We’re known for turning out the most successful women in the country. You can’t just shut down the school.”
“You can’t just train girls as sex slaves,” I counter. 
“I suppose I can’t change your mind on that?”
“No!” I’ve never stood up to my father before. I’ve put up with the knowledge that he’s a pedophile living in a pedophile’s dream world. I’ve put up with learning what he did to Emily. I’ve put up with what it did to mom. Just that this is outrageous. 
“Come along then. We’ll see what we can do,” he looks sad as he says that. “Hate to see this happen.” Then I’m left alone, wondering what’s next. The door opens and two huge guys come through it. So… I’m staying? That doesn’t make sense. 
The two guys advance down the hall without letting me past. The end result is I’m pushed back a few steps before I turn and walk in the same direction. “Hey, stop,” I say. “I’m trying to get out.”
“Yeah, you and all of them, too,” says one of them. They stop in front of an empty cell and open the door. This time they don’t push me, they drag me in. Once I’m in, they each grab an arm, pull it behind my back, and lift up. I’ve done this to many girls and it’s effective to put me on my knees. Painfully down on my knees. There’s no room to struggle with them. 
“What the fuck are you doing?” I demand. One of them takes control of my arms, leaning me all the way down so my face is to the floor. The other starts lashing my wrists with my palms together. When he’s done with that, he winds a rope all the way up my arms until my elbows are touching and then he ties that one off. I’m pissed, but there’s nothing I can do. I’m pissed and sore. It freaking hurts to have my elbows touching behind my back. Not to mention humiliating. 
Then they pick me up and set me on my feet. I’m starting to get the idea that dad’s trying to scare me and it’s working really good. One of them is behind me and the other in front of me. I look him in the eye and say, “What…” He slaps me hard open handed across the face. 
“Next time you use the work fuck in front of me, it better be to ask me to fuck you in the ass, boytoy.” He takes out a knife and cuts my clothes off. I hold really still for that part, not out of cooperation, but out of respect for a really sharp knife that’s so close to me. 
Then they leave me alone. I’m standing naked in a prison cell with my hands behind my back. The girls are watching me without saying a word. None of them think this is funny which is good, because I sure don’t. I back up to the door and try it. Of course it’s locked. I’m feeling pretty vulnerable with my cock hanging out and my hands tied behind me. 
The two guys come back with some stuff and I back up against the back wall. “Feet on the circle,” says one, pointing at the circle where the girls all put their feet. 
I shake my head, but his hand comes out and grabs my cock and balls. So, I step on the circle because my cock and balls are about an inch in front of the circle. That’s where he put them. Then he lets go. The other guy grabs my cock more gently and puts a big tube around it. He pumps it a couple of times and the vacuum surprisingly sucks my cock erect. Then he puts a ring around it and slides that to the base. Permanent hard on. 
They tie a cord around the base of my cock and balls, pull it through my legs, run it up the crack of my ass and put it through a hook on the ceiling. A little pulling and they tie it off with me on my tiptoes. I can’t believe this is happening. The other guy has a pair of high heel shoes, about 3 inch heels that he puts on my feet so now I can stand normal, if you call being a guy in high heels normal. 
As they start to go, I say, “OK, I’ve got the idea. I won’t say anything.” They keep walking out. “I’m ready to get down now.” Clang. The door shuts.  
I’m there about ten minutes before they bring back a girl. She looks like she’s 17 or 18. They open the door and she steps in with me. I don’t miss the fact that her age makes me the younger of us. I wonder if somebody claps their hands just once what am I supposed to do?
There’s not much time to wonder that as she steps right in front of me. I’m still standing on the circle with absolutely no way of moving. “Tittoy is a slave. Boytoy is a slave. If boytoy screws up, tittoy and boytoy both get punished. If tittoy gets punished because of what boytoy does, then when tittoy and boytoy are alone, tittoy will punish boytoy’s sorry ass all over again.”
“I’m not a slave,” I say. Though I decide not to add that I’m the headmaster’s son. Kind of like what happens to a cop in prison? 
She rolls her eyes at me. “Yeah, tittoy remembers those days. Every one of the slaves said that at first. Guess what. The sooner boytoy figures it out, the better it is.” She walks around me. “Hmmm, boytoy is not going anywhere, huh, boytoy?”
“I’m William.”
She stops in front of me and rolls her eyes again. “Yeah, right. Tittoy hasn’t always been tittoy, but tittoy is now. Boytoy is boytoy. The slaves all heard the master call boytoy that.” She hooks her thumbs in the rings in her nipples. “Tittoy,” she says again and pulls on them until her nipples are out a couple of inches. “God damn does tittoy love it when they play with tittoy’s tits.” She’s obviously in pain, but also obviously aroused. 
Then she steps real close, rises up on her toes, slides my cock in her pussy, and starts fucking herself on my permanent hard on. I’ve got a really sexy girl fucking herself on me and rubbing her body up and down against me. She’s good. It’s like she’s lifted weights with her pussy muscles because she can squeeze me tight. Up and down she goes, faster and faster until I feel like I’m ready to explode. Only I don’t. She cums, but she keeps going. As she keeps it up, my cock starts to hurt. It’s too engorged and it’s painful. I need to cum, but I can’t. 
She cums a second time and I says, “Stop. You’re hurting me.”
“That’s tittoy’s orders,” she says casually as she keeps humping on me. “Tittoy is supposed to make boytoy beg. Say please.”
“Please, stop.”
“Say pretty please.”
“Pretty please, stop.”
“Say pretty please with sugar on top.”
I moan in pain. “Pretty please with sugar on top.”
She smiles. “Boytoy knows that’s not really begging. So do some of boytoy’s own.” All the while she just keeps rising up and down, making my cock want her and just making it hurt more and more. 
“For God’s sake, stop, please, it’s really hurting me. Please, please, please, I’m begging you. Aaahhhggg. How about you cum one more time and then stop?” She shakes her head. “How about I do something else for you. You stop and I’ll eat your pussy.”  It’s like a nightmare that just won’t stop. She’s controlling me with my cock and making it hurt at the same time. Pain and pleasure and I just have to take it. 


“Tittoy is already cumming,” she says. “Why would tittoy want that? Will boytoy let tittoy spank boytoy?”
“No… ummm, yeah, OK,” I moan. 
“Tittoy can already spank boytoy. What’s boytoy gonna do about it?” Sure enough she swats my ass with her palm. It’s not hard, but she proved she can spank me. 
“I’ll pull on your nipples rings.”
Her eyes flash with delight at that. “With what?”
“My teeth, for God’s sake, please stop.”
“Say it higher, like a girl.”
“Please, for God’s sake, please stop,” I say, raising my voice an octave. 
“What’s boytoy’s name?”
“Boytoy?”
“High like a girl and loud so all the slaves hear.”
“Boytoy,” I shriek. 
She cums again and doesn’t stop. “So big and hard, feels like boytoy is gonna explode in tittoy. Come on, do it.”
“Stop it, stop it.”
“Boytoy is demanding, not begging.”
“Please, will you please stop hurting me?”
She reaches down and grabs my balls and squeezes them. “Up another octave, boytoy.”
“Holy shit, I’m begging you. It hurts so bad.” I am up at least another octave. 
“OK, that was good,” she says. “Tittoy will cum once more and then stop.”  She bounces up and down, real hard and real fast. As if it didn’t hurt enough already, that just makes it worse. Finally she cums and stops. 
“Tittoy has a secret,” she says with a smile. “It won’t stop hurting just because tittoy stopped.” She rises up and off and steps back. 
Hell and damnation, she’s right. I stand there with this huge, purple hard on that aches just to look at. It takes fifteen minutes or so before it fades to just a normal hard on. It leaves me with a little ache of unsatisfied lust, but not the incredible pain anymore. 
After a while I’m not in pain anymore and she rubs up against me again. I think she’s gonna get started again, but she says, “So, no shit, tittoy and boytoy are cage mates. Boytoy messes up, tittoy and boytoy both get punished. Sorry, but tittoy had tittoy’s orders. If tittoy didn’t do what tittoy just did, tittoy and boytoy would both be punished. And don’t go thinking that was punishment what tittoy just did.” 
She unties the string from the cleat on the wall and lets me down. “Put the shoes by the door. If somebody takes boytoy out, put them on.” She takes off the cock ring. “Tittoy’s orders only go that far, so now tittoy and boytoy are best friends, boytoy, got it?”
“I got it, tittoy, I guess.” It’s not much different than me with a girl for character building. I build her character and when the time is up, there’s no hard feelings. I look around. “Lookit, I don’t think I’m gonna be here for long. I gotta get home for dinner.”
She and every girl in earshot starts to laugh. “Sorry,” she says. “There’s 41 girls and boytoy down here. Boytoy doesn’t think everyone of the slaves thought this was temporary? Does boytoy think tittoy used to like having tittoy’s tits tortured? Does boytoy think tittoy walks up and fucks strange boys for no reason? Does boytoy think tittoy liked being called tittoy at first?” She swallows and has a look of disgust on her face. “Tittoy can remember the outside before this. But tittoy is a slave now. Tittoy does what tittoy is told. If tittoy can figure out what the masters and mistresses want before the masters and mistresses tell tittoy, tittoy does it. Tittoy couldn’t say no to the masters and mistresses if tittoy wanted to.”
She looks up and down the hallway. “It is getting close to dinner. Tittoy is the oldest. Tittoy gets first turn. Boytoy gets what’s left. Don’t worry. Tittoy will be fair.” She softens a little. “Tittoy knows this is tough. Nothing is expected of boytoy that boytoy hasn’t been told. So, I’m telling boytoy. When a master or mistress comes in, boytoy kneels. Feet and knees on the circles. Now boytoy has no excuse for not doing it.  Boytoy calls the men master and the women mistress. Somebody claps, boytoy eats tittoy until tittoy cums. Somebody claps twice, tittoy does boytoy. Somebody claps three times, boytoy licks tittoy’s ass.”
“What about four times?”
“Tittoy doesn’t lick boytoy’s, little boy.” She smiles and pats my cheek. “Be good and someday boytoy will have a little girl in the cell with boytoy. Be bad and boytoy will be the little boy until boytoy learns to be good.” 
“I don’t belong here,” I insist.
“Yeah, actually boytoy may belong here more than the rest of the slaves. Boytoy is the stupidest person on the face of the earth. Boytoy’s dad was showing boytoy the headmaster’s collection. The tradition that boytoy would inherit. Boytoy threw it back at the headmaster. Boytoy is here to shut boytoy up.”
OK, so everybody knows I’m the headmaster’s son. Of course, they knew who he was and I did call him dad. “You don’t think he’s just teaching me a lesson.”
“Boytoy doesn’t know boytoy’s own dad very well, does boytoy?” she says with a snort. “The headmaster is the meanest of all the masters. The headmaster just wrote boytoy off. The headmaster is telling boytoy’s mom that boytoy has disappeared and the headmaster doesn’t know where. The headmaster is not giving this up even for boytoy.” She gives me a half smile. “Maybe the slaves are the only ones that see the real headmaster.”
There had been men and women moving up and down the aisle, taking and returning girls all the while we’d been fucking and talking. “So why aren’t we kneeling now?” I nod toward a mistress as she walks by. 
“Those masters and mistresses are handlers, taking the slaves out for training, discipline, or punishment. Those masters and mistresses are here all the time, so the slaves don’t kneel otherwise the slaves would be kneeling all the time. Red shirts are handlers. Anybody else, boytoy gets on boytoy’s knees as fast as boytoy can.”
The two big guys come back and now I notice they’re wearing red shirts. They open the cage door and one of them comes in right up to me. For a second he dares me to do anything, but then he puts a collar around my neck and tugs on the leash. 
“Don’t forget boytoy’s shoes,” says tittoy. “Don’t say anything unless the master talks to boytoy. Take little steps.”
Damn her. I realize she’s been sent to help train me. I wouldn’t have to stay quiet or take little steps except that she told me. She said it right in front of them. I may be the stupidest person in the world, but I take little steps, clicking down the hallway without saying a word. 
I end up in a small room. I take one look at the table in the room and try to back out. It looks just like the gynecology table I’d used on the last day of summer punishment for the bad girls. Not just like, it is one. The guy behind me makes sure I stay in the room. Next thing I know I’m tied to the table. My feet are in the stirrups, my hands are tied over my head, and there’s ropes around my chest pinning me to the table. 
One of them holds up two little gold rings. “This is gonna hurt,” he says. “It hurts more if boytoy moves.” He casually grabs my balls and tightens his grip. “We’re not going to pierce boytoy’s nipples and stick these in them until boytoy asks us to.”
OK, so I just won’t ask. He tightens his grip on my balls. I grimace, but keep my mouth shut. A little tighter and I figure out that I’m going to ask to have my nipples pierced. “Can I talk to my dad?” I croak out. The answer to that is apparently no, because the next words out of my mouth are, “Will you pierce my nipples?” His grip stays tight and I say, “Will master pierce boytoy’s nipples?” I gasp with relief as he lets go.
I wonder if every girl gets this on her first day, because this looks pretty permanent to me. Once I’m pierced, I’m marked. So is this just dad’s way of making sure I understand I’m not going home for dinner?
The one with the needle plays with my nipples to make them hard. I’m hoping they won’t be a big enough target, but he reads my mind. “It’s the six year olds with almost no nipple that are tough to do. Boytoy is about like a 10 year old girl. Piece of cake.”
I’m not a happy piece of cake. I scream as he pushes the needle through. “Yep,” he chuckles, “just like a little girl.” A couple of minutes later, I’ve got pretty little rings in my very sore nipples. 
After that, the other guy pulls out a syringe and aims it at my butt. Just before he sticks me, I say, “Shouldn’t master swab that with alcohol?’ 
He stops and not in a good way. “I heard tittoy tell boytoy not to talk.” He looks at the other guy. “Didn’t you hear tittoy tell boytoy not to talk?”
“Yeah, I heard that,” agrees the other. 
Well, I was there. I heard it, too, but… He pokes the needle in my thigh, and again, and the other thigh, and again. He walks around and pokes it in my arm a couple of times. “I suppose I should have swabbed all those, huh?” He glares at me. 
I don’t say anything. He pokes me in the arm again. “I did ask a question, so now boytoy has to answer.”
“No, no, you doesn’t have to swab them,” I agree. 
“I didn’t hear tittoy tell boytoy to call us master, but if tittoy didn’t, tittoy’s in big trouble.” He looks at me. “Is tittoy in big trouble?”
“No, master, she’s not.”
He goes back to my butt and shoves the needle in and depresses the plunger fast. I scream as the cold whatever shoots in and forms a knot. That hurt, but I don’t dare say a word. 
“I suppose that will go down in about three days,” he advises me as he feels the bump under my skin. “In the meantime, boytoy ought to be really good, because a spanking is gonna hurt like hell.”
It wasn’t a question, so I don’t say anything. Looks like I’m learning.  Yet, he asks, “Wanna say something?’
“No, master.”
“Ask a question?”
“No, master.”
“I just gave you an injection. You don’t care what it is?’
“Yes, master. What was it, master?”
“Hormones,” he says with a smile. “Girl hormones. A couple of weeks of those and you’ll start to grow tits.”
He was just dying to tell me that. 
They untie my arms and upper body and then tie my arms behind my back again. Then, they untie my legs and stand me up. One of them clips chains to my nipple rings and he leads me out by that. I go clicking down the hall with my nipples slightly extended since I can’t quite go fast enough. My cock is shriveled up, my butt and nipples are sore, my arms hurt with my elbows touching, and I’m having a really bad day. He walks me all the way down the aisle to the door that leads out and then back to my cell. I guess he just wanted to make sure all the girls got to see what happened to me. Or, he wanted to embarrass the hell out of me by showing me off. 
A couple of minutes later, a girl in a red shirt appears in front of our cell. “Hi, boytoy,” says Emily. “I’m your new handler.” I’ve got a bad feeling about this. I ignore the bad feeling and take a chance for freedom. “Emily! You have to get me out of here!” I say with relief. 
She gives me a smile that makes that feeling of relief vanish. “I was hoping boytoy would say something like that.” She leans close to the bars. “The tradition is that the oldest son of the headmaster gets to become headmaster. Dad let me in on this secret about six weeks ago, but just to be a handler, not to be the headmaster someday. So, I just let it slip to boytoy about unregistered girls because I know what makes boytoy tick. Boytoy wanted to be noble. So guess what. When dad retires, Wayward School gets its first female headmaster… me. Because I promised to keep training slaves for sale.”
I hate the smug smile on her face as she rubs it in and she’s not finished. “I just completed my training to be a handler. I was supposed to get one of the new girls, but I asked especially for boytoy. So now, does boytoy want to call me Emily again?”
I stare at her for a few seconds, weighing options. There’s still a big part of me that wants this to be just a lesson, a temporary display of what happens when William doesn’t cooperate with the school’s interests. Yet, I suppose I better call her mistress even if it’s just temporary. After all, she called me master for two weeks this summer. “No, mistress.”
“That’s better, but we’re still going to have to deal with boytoy calling me Emily once. And we’re going to have to deal with boytoy’s attitude. Boytoy doesn’t get to stop and think about what to call me. Boytoy doesn’t get 10 seconds to ponder. Boytoy has about one second to open boytoy’s mouth and answer. Does boytoy understand?”
“Yes, mistress,” I say quickly. I hate that she calls me boytoy, boytoy, boytoy with never a pronoun or Billy thrown in. It was how tittoy is trained and I don’t want to have to do that. 
She makes it pretty plain that’s what I’m to expect though when she promptly says, “You will never refer to yourself as anything but boytoy. There’s no I, Billy, William, me, or mine. So when I ask if you understand, I want to hear, yes, mistress, boytoy understands. Does boytoy understand?”
Well, I suppose I do. I don’t like it, but I understand it. “Yes, mistress, boytoy understands.”
“Too long, boytoy. Boytoy answers quick or boytoy might as well ask to be punished. Does boytoy understand?”
“Yes, mistress, boytoy understands.”
“There is no Emily, you, your, them, they, theirs. Everytime a pronoun comes out of boytoy’s mouth, boytoy will earn a swat. That may not seem like much, but they can add up. Does boytoy understand?”
“Yes, mistress, boytoy understands.”
“Now, let’s get one thing straight. The two weeks boytoy spent with me for the summer was my punishment. There was nothing I could do to earn good treatment. Boytoy piled the worst shit boytoy could imagine on me. *This* is not the same. Boytoy can get good treatment. I will not pile shit on boytoy for no reason.” Again she gives me a chilling smile. “I’ll get to pile shit on boytoy because boytoy will give me reason.”
“No, mistress.”
“Well, yes, boytoy,” she says. “Boytoy will be sloppy, lazy, disobedient, and ornery. It’s in boytoy’s nature. Already I get to punish boytoy for calling me Emily when tittoy told boytoy I’m mistress. Just now boytoy spoke when there was no question asked.” 
She gives me that smile again and says, “Come up to the bars, boytoy.” She even shows me two clothespins like I like to put on girls’ nipples. Shit, mine are recently pierced and sore already. I hesitate and she smiles. “See. More shit for boytoy.  Come here now, boytoy. The clock is ticking.”
Somehow there’s a string tied to my nipple rings and she just reels me in until I’m pressed against the front of the cage. She snaps the clothespins at my nipples. 
Holy shit! I wake up in a cold sweat just in time to save my nipples. I grab at my nipples to make sure they're not really pierced. Man, that was some nightmare. I lie in bed too scared to move for a while. I curl up in a fetal position. It takes half an hour or so for the shakes to go away. 
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When I get to school to work that afternoon, there are no girls waiting outside dad’s office. That’s a little disappointing considering it’s never happened before. I figure it must just have been a slow day. None of the girls were naughty toward the end of the day. I start to go to get my broom. At least I can sweep halls and wait for one of the teachers to need me. Then, dad’s secretary says, “Master William, your father would like to see you in his office.”
I knock on the door and dad comes out rather than me go in. As I follow him out, he says, “Need to show you something, William. A little something special that goes on at Wayward.” I immediately wonder if part of my dream is true. I know the second part won’t be, because if there really are unregistered girls, I’m all for it. Better them than me. 
Dad leads me down the hallway to the back of the school to the freight elevator. Then he gets in, inserts a key, pushes B for basement, and then presses B, door open, door close, and alarm all at the same time. He needs both hands to do that. The elevator starts with a bump and goes down. I watch the basement go by and we go down another level. When the door opens, I’m looking down a long hallway lines with doors. “This is where we keep the unregistered girl,” he tells me. 
Hmmm, individual rooms instead of prison cells with bars. Aside from that, it’s a lot like my dream. I stop and pinch myself. Then I follow dad. He stops at the first door, opens it, and leads me in. There’s a naked girl strapped to the wall. She’s spread-eagle, a big X on the wall with her feet about a foot off the ground. There are straps around her ankles, below her knees, above her knees, at the top of the thighs, around her waist, below her tits, above her tits, around her upper arms, below her elbows, and around her wrists. She’s blindfolded with a ball gag in her mouth. I appraise her, noting that she has small tits like half a lemon topped with little brown nipples accented with nipple rings, no pussy hair, and no options. How interesting. A 12-year-old strapped to the wall. An unregistered 12-year-old strapped to the wall. 
Dad explains in terms that sound like a dream I just had. A 12-year-old unregistered sex slave strapped to the wall. Let’s just say the nightmare prepared me for this moment. “That’s cool with me, dad,” I say, wondering just what would really happen if I argued with him. 
“Good,” says dad. “Her name is tittoy.” He takes her gag out and blots her chest and stomach with a towel as he speaks. Four hours of drool had decorated her. “She is fully trained and due for sale in a couple of weeks. I’d like you spend some time with her. Since you’ll be headmaster someday, you need to know a little bit about every job in the school, including training the unregistered girls. For the next two weeks, tittoy is going to train you, so to speak. Tittoy knows all the rules and will show you just what it means to be an unregistered girl. That’s tittoy’s assignment for the next two weeks. Tittoy is very reliable, very obedient, very well trained, very screwed, and very happy about it. Tittoy will never give you reason to punish tittoy ever. Tittoy will however, enjoy any number of punishments just for your pleasure.” 
To prove it, he walks up to her, grabs a nipple ring and pulls it hard, just like in my dream. Except at the same time he rubs her clit, fast and hard. In 15 seconds tops, she cums. Tittoy didn’t break a sweat or even break the rhythm of her breathing. “Thank you, master,” she says immediately afterwards. 
“Tittoy, I brought the new master we discussed.”
“Hello, new Master,” she says cheerfully. “Tittoy and Master are going to have fun.”
Dad slides a wooden platform under her feet. Then he and I unstrap her from the wall. As we do, I ask, “How long was tittoy strapped to the wall?”
“This time?” answers tittoy. I had been speaking to dad, so she surprises me. Tittoy is blindfolded, so she couldn’t tell to whom I was speaking. “Since lunch. Four hours, tittoy guesses, Master.” She’s just as cheerful as when she greeted me. 
“Why is tittoy strapped to the wall when tittoy is not in use?” asks dad. 
“Cuz then tittoy is super happy when Master comes for tittoy,” she says. “Tittoy would do anything not to be strapped to the wall, Master. Anything.” I’ve heard Wayward Girls say that word before in exchange for better treatment, but she stretches it out, punctuates it with a shake of her tits, and makes me think beyond the anything I’d ever imagined before. 
Tittoy adds, “Master is to strap tittoy to the wall whenever tittoy is not in use. Tittoy sleeps there. Tittoy eats, drinks, pees and poops there if Master leaves tittoy.” She giggles. “Tittoy can’t eat or drink without Master, of course.”
“Don’t exaggerate, tittoy,” says dad.
She smiles. “Tittoy is fed three times a day by the staff unless Master says not to. Tittoy can eat or drink without Master, but tittoy meant Master can leave tittoy on the wall and then tittoy can’t eat or drink without Master. Tittoy gets to use the bathroom three times a day unless Master says not to. Tittoy has spent 48 hours on the wall before. Pretty much makes a stuck up bitch wanna be a tittoy,” she observes, still cheerful.
We get her unstrapped and she’s standing on the platform now, which explains how she was strapped a foot off the floor. Dad removes her blindfold. “Ooooo, Master is handsome.” She stretches it out, punctuates it with a shake of her tits, and generally makes me feel like the best looking guy in the world. 
“Is tittoy allowed to speak without permission?” I ask. She wasn’t allowed to in my dream. 
Tittoy looks like she’s been caught being naughty, but then she adds, “It’s tittoy’s orders to teach Master, so tittoy has permission to speak…” She giggles “… without permission.” I guess that did sound kind of funny. I smile back. 
“What are tittoy’s first instructions?” asks dad. 
“Tittoy must inform Master that tittoy is not allowed out of the basement. Tittoy belongs to Master. Tittoy will teach Master the rules. Tittoy will have fun.” She stretches it out, punctuates it with a shake of her tits, and makes Disney World, skydiving, and going to the moon seem boring. Damn, I need to get me one of these. Oh, yeah, I have one now. 
“Kneel,” says dad. Tittoy drops smoothly to a three point stance, just like in my dream. Just no circles. Her knees are as wide as possible, arms crossed behind her, and her back is ramrod straight. Dad takes me out of the room. 
“There’s 22 girls here, not including tittoy. You may use any of them, but you must have tittoy with you at all times. That’s my rule. Tittoy will keep you in line. Tittoy is required to correct you if you make a mistake. Tittoy will enjoy just about anything, but there are still punishments reserved for if tittoy fails to correct you. Don’t get pissed at tittoy and punish tittoy for correcting you.” He makes sure I nod. 
Then he continues, “The elevator does not go up. It only comes down.” He tells me how to make it come down, which I’d already noticed. “There’s a phone in the elevator. To go up, pick up the phone. Look at the camera above the buttons, state your name, which is Master William for this purpose, and say tittoy, tittoy, tittoy. We’ll get you a different password and a key to get down tomorrow. Be home by 6.” Then he gets in the elevator and picks up the phone.
I go back to tittoy. I know it’s not that tittoy, but tittoy did make me suffer in my dream, so first order of business is to try her out. “I’ll need a paddle and a place to hang tittoy by her wrists.”
“Yeah, wow!” she says excitely. “Follow tittoy.” Then she stops. “Master said hang tittoy by her wrists, but Master should say hang tittoy by tittoy’s wrists.” Tittoy takes off down the hall on her toes, just as erotically as I’d seen a girl in my dreams go down the hall in six inch heels. Little steps, too. Just the same except she isn’t clicking in her bare feet. I follow the long, long legs and wiggling ass of the hot 12-year-old sex slave.
We head through a door and she stops. “Master’s choice. Private room or dungeon?”
“Let’s go to the dungeon,” I say. I’d like to check that out. 
“Yeah, wow! Tittoy loves the dungeon.” Yeah, you got it. No dungeon ever sounded better. 
The first thing I noticed about the dungeon is it’s huge. Like two gymnasiums put together. Support posts are lined up across the open space. Equipment is scattered randomly in some places and neatly lined up in others. There are 8 girls already there and only two trainers. Six girls are apparently just parked there for a while. “Show me what’s here,” I say. 
The girls are apparently “whats” not “whos” because she starts with them. She leads me up to little girl. “Pusspuss is 8 years old. Pusspuss has been here just a month. Pusspuss is not happy yet.” Looks to me like pusspuss is not happy because pusspuss is astride a wooden horse with pusspuss’s feet inches off the ground. But what tittoy means is one day soon pusspuss will be happy riding the wooden horse just like tittoy. A ring gag keeps her mouth wide open. “Master is not allowed to interfere with pusspuss’s training,” says tittoy, despite the fact that dad said I could have any of them. She runs her hand lightly down the leash that runs from pusspuss’s collar to a hook on the front of the horse. “Leashed means pusspuss is off limits.” She points at the paddle hanging on the front of the horse in plain sight to pusspuss. The paddle is a flexible strip of wood about an inch wide and quarter an inch thick. Looks like it will hurt a lot. “Pusspuss is waiting for punishment. Pusspuss’s Mistress left the paddle for pusspuss to know that and other Masters, too. Master cannot touch pusspuss when punishment is pending.”
Pusspuss objects to that, looking at me with big blue eyes and saying, “Ussuss us-nn ah.” I have no idea what she said. 
Tittoy says, “You were, too, pusspuss.” Then to me she says, “Master must tell pusspuss’s Mistress that pusspuss spoke.” She looks down at her fellow slave and giggles. “Pusspuss gets more spanking.” OK, it’s not that she punctuates those words with a shake of her tits. This time it looks more like a shiver of delight. She adds to the distraught 8-year-old. “Tittoy’s getting spanked soon, too. Just for fun.”
Tittoy takes me to a very little girl who is hanging upside down by her ankles. Her hands and arms are severely bound behind her and her ass is bright red. “Smackme is 6-years-old,” says tittoy. “Smackme has been here for three months and will never be all the way happy. Smackme is not being trained to be a pain slut, so smackme will never like that.” She does a quick scan. There is no leash on smackme’s collar, so she says, “Smackme is just hanging around, so Master may do what Master wants with smackme.”
Intrigued by tittoy’s comment that smackme will never be all the way happy, I ask, “Is smackme happy sometimes?”
The little girl answers, “Smackme is happy when smackme is sucking cock, eating pussy, being fucked in the ass, being a dog, or strapped to the wall.” Basically she’s happy when she’s servicing someone or when she’s waiting to service someone. I think I like that idea better than tittoy. 
So much to see I decide not to play with smackme. Next is another little girl who has her ankles in a spreader bar and is standing on her tiptoes. A rope through her crotch attached to the ceiling keeps her up on her toes. Her hands are tied high up on her back, she has a bit gag, and she’s blindfolded. “My cunt is seven. My cunt has been here two months. My cunt is only happy when my cunt is in pain.”
Judging by the way my cunt’s exhausted legs tremble, my cunt is happy. I wonder how long my cunt has been on her toes. I notice she’s also got a battery pack strapped to her leg that runs to a clit tickler. The poor girl appears to be aroused to the max, but not cumming. Noticing my cunt is not leashed, I say, “My cunt is allowed to cum.”
My cunt shivers with delight. Despite the obvious pain and exhaustion, she bounces on strained and tired toes, “Aahhh, aahhh, aahhh,” behind the gag she moans in pleasure. 
Tittoy looks at me in awe. “Master is wicked.” Which sounds like a good thing. I do understand that my cunt’s incentive for enjoying pain is an occasional orgasm while in total, exquisite pain. Maybe I was wicked because I really wasn’t doing her any favors by letting her cum. I was just helping with her training. 
My sexy, naked escort is taking me around the dungeon in order and the next girl has a trainer with her. I’m looking at the girl from behind as we approach. She’s wearing five inch heels giving her that sexy, long legged look that tittoy manages just by walking on her toes. Unlike all the other girls, this one is dressed. She has black nylons, a short skirt, and  a tank top. Her arms are tied behind her, palms together and elbows touching. Her hair, probably shoulder length, is in a pony tail. 
Tittoy is silent and I look at the trainer for the first time. I almost say Emily’s name, but then I remember our place and say, “Mistress Emily!” Is this what she’s been doing with the rest of her summer? And now her afternoons?
“Master William,” she smiles in amusement. “So busy with the slaves, you didn’t see the trainer?”
“I guess not,” I admit. I look her over. She’s wearing all black leather and looking pretty sexy herself. It reminds me that I’m still in my school clothes. I have to get some master looking clothes if I’m going to be doing this. 
She tells her slave, “Choose your words very carefully, little bitch. Introduce yourself.”
The instructions seem odd, but as soon as she starts to speak, it’s clear she’s been told what to say. There’s a flash of recognition in her eyes, but I’m not sure I’ve seen her before. “I’m a little girly-girl. Squeeze me. Poke me. Use the naughty bitch.” I notice the unusual use of pronouns by this slave. Thus invited, I do squeeze the naughty bitch’s tits. I’m guessing she’s around 12 or 13, but her tits are about a D cup. Pretty big for the little girl.
As I feel her up, she says, “I love cock in my mouth and cock in my ass, but never had a cock in my cunt. Master William, I’m a girly-girl with a naughty boy part.”
For a second I wonder what that means and then I remember my nightmare. I let go of the tits I’m squeezing rather quickly and lift up “her” skirt in front. There’s a cock there just like “she” said. It’s got a strap around the base, around the middle, and around the tip. A strap around “her” waist holds it against “her” tummy. A two inch scrotum stretcher makes “her” balls hang low. 
Emily chuckles beside me. “This is boytoy,” she says. “Boytoy has been here five months. You may remember boytoy as Tommy Miller. Boytoy was caught sneaking around the school and saw things boytoy shouldn’t have seen. So, boytoy got to be one of the girls.”
Yeah I remember Tommy Miller and his disappearance. It was on the news for a couple of days and then nothing more was said. Everybody assumed he ran away. 
Damn sexy looking girl, too, except for that naughty boy part. I grab the hem of his tank top and look at Emily for permission. She nods, so I pull up his shirt to expose his big tits, courtesy of some special injections I assume. They’re every bit as nice as any girl’s tits with big nipples on them. Gold rings dangle from his nipples. It’s my nightmare come true, except I’m thinking better Tommy Miller than me. 
I’m really glad it’s not me because then Emily picks up a cattle prod. I don’t know what she was doing with him before my arrival, but she appears to have been waiting for me to show off. She lifts up boytoy’s skirt and tucks it in so his cock and balls are very accessible. Putting the cattle prod to his dangling balls, she pushes the button. Boytoy screams like a girl. “Thank you, mistress,” he says. “Boytoy’s got a naughty boy part.” He stretches it out, shakes his tits, and makes a cock sound like evil incarnate. 
“That’s right,” says Emily. She fondles his tits which I conveniently left exposed. “But, boytoy’s got nice girly-girl tits and boytoy likes showing them off.”
After a cattle prod to the balls, I have to wonder, “Do those things even work anymore?”
“Yes, of course,” says Emily. “Boytoy is being sold to a woman who really hates men, so she wants all of boytoy’s parts in working order. Just that… well, you wanna see boytoy cum?”
Not really, but a look of fright crosses boytoy’s face, so with morbid curiousity I nod. 
“Tittoy, help out boytoy,” says Emily. Then to me she says “Tittoy’s done this before. Watch.”
“Yeah, wow,” says tittoy eagerly. Tittoy goes to a box on the floor and pulls out a pair of clips which she uses to clip her nipple rings and his nipple rings together. She also has a double ended dildo. She takes the short end in her mouth and then shoves six inches of plastic cock down his throat. Tit to tit, nipple to nipple, face to face, and crotch to crotch. She starts fingering her pussy while rubbing against boytoy and fucking his mouth. Emily goes behind boytoy and undoes the strap holding his cock in place and undoes the straps around the shriveled cock. It promptly responds by lengthening and hardening. 
Boytoy moans in horror and pain at the undeniable arousal. He takes his cock in hand and starts stroking it slowly. All the while he appears to be in serious pain. Emily reaches down and unfastens the scrotum stretcher. Totally unfettered, he strokes the naughty boy part hard and fast, whimpering as he does. 
“That’s good, tittoy,” says Emily. She unhooks their nipples and tittoy steps away leaving boytoy just stroking his cock for all of us. Now I wouldn’t be all that interested in watching another guy wanking, but he is in tortuous pain, conditioned to hate his boy part. He doesn’t want to be playing with himself, but he is. I wouldn’t say it’s too humiliating for him. It’s too painful. When he cums, an arc of cum shoots out, accompanied by a sob of despair. He is still cumming when Emily puts the cattle prod to his balls and pushes the button. More cum shoots out in response to the electrical stimulation. She uses it like she’s milking it out and he screams the whole time. When he’s finally done, he gets on his hands and knees and cleans his cum off the floor. 
I have a hard on from watching. It was incredibly erotic to watch boytoy torture himself and then for Emily, smiling as she did it, provide the negative reinforcement at the end. I leave him with Emily. Only so much of that I can take. Torture the boy part and pleasure the girl parts. I’m sure boytoy likes the new tits and being a girly-girl. 
“Isn’t boytoy lucky?” says tittoy as we walk away. Yeah, right at the top of my list of luckiest guys in the world. Gender reassignment without the surgery. 
Tittoy continues the tour by taking me to a girl in her teens. “This is stupid,” says tittoy. For a second I think she’s commenting on the tour of the dungeon, but the girl looks at us and I realize that stupid is her name. 
“Oh, gay a-uh-uh aaa-oh,” says stupid.
“Stupid!” says tittoy. I didn’t get a word of that, but apparently tittoy speaks gagged. I’m reminded of Dory in Finding Nemo speaking whale. “That’s why stupid is named stupid. Stupid has been here 2 weeks and still hasn’t learned a thing. Stupid just called Master an asshole.”
Stupid glares at tittoy, betrayed by her fellow slave. She is, like all the other unregistered Wayward girls, naked with a body to die for. I’d guess her around 16 with full tits, a shaven pussy, and long blond hair. Like all the other girls (and even boytoy) she’s gorgeous. Stupid is “standing” on the flat end of a metal cylinder about three inches in diameter and 6 inches high. Hanging from the ceiling by her sore and tired arms, she struggles to keep the toes of both feet on the narrow little cylinder. 
I go to the box of stuff near stupid and find nipple clamps and weights. She squirms around, trying to avoid them, but I’ve been doing this for a while, so pretty soon she’s wearing a clamp and several ounces of weight on each tit. Then I move the metal cylinder back two inches so she’s leaning a little forward. Still struggling to keep her feet on it, she makes the little weights bob nicely. Not knowing exactly what’s she’s being trained to do, I figure I won’t do any more than that. 
The next girl tittoy introduces as doggie as we approach. Doggie has a trainer with her. True to her name, doggie is collared, leashed, and sporting dog ears, nose, paws, and tail. Doggie’s trainer is leading the little bitch around, practicing hand and voice commands. 
We stand back and watch. “Doggie is about ready to leave,” says tittoy. “Doggie is well trained. She’s 10 and such a cute puppy.” The girl doggie moves fluidly on her hands and knees, not the least bit awkward. She sits, stays, rolls over, speaks, and everything else you’d expect from a dog. The proportions aren’t quite right, but she makes a damn good dog. 
Her trainer walks doggie up to us and says, “Sit.” Doggie sits like a dog, rear legs forward with front legs on the floor between them. She pants, her cute little tongue hanging out. Big brown eyes stare up at me. The trainer scratches doggie behind her ears. “I’m Master Lou,” he introduces himself. “Doggie, this is Master William.” 
“Arf, arf,” says doggie. She doesn’t sound like a little girl barking. She sounds like a dog. When Lou scratches his cheek, doggie scratches behind her own ear with her right foot. I’m amazed at the contortion it takes to do that. Lou chuckles and scratches his other cheek. Doggie demonstrates that she can scratch with the other foot just as well. The thing is, doggie doesn’t look like that was anything special or like it took any extra effort at all. 
“Nice doggie,” I say. 
“A very good doggie,” says Lou. “Doggie eats from a dog dish. Doggie hasn’t spoken a word in three months. We keep doggie and fido with the Dobermans so they live like dogs. One of the males gets horny? Fido or doggie gets mounted. She’s also able to take a man’s cock front and rear.” When I look at her, doggie just seems vacant. Like a dog. Tittoy has a personality and is enjoying life in her own trained, twisted way. Doggie has gone bye-bye. It’s pretty sad, but it shows the power of the training they can do here. 
Just as I’m ready to leave, Lou pats his mouth. It’s hard to explain what doggie does except to say if you’ve ever seen a dog lick her own crotch, that’s what doggie does. I didn’t even think a human body would bend that way. So much for the show. As I leave, Lou suggests I drop by the dog pens sometime. I write off Lou as being the extreme trainer, which, as it turns out, is accurate. 
We meander over to a headless body on our side of a set of stocks. Just in case, I check between her legs and she is a girl. Without seeing more than her body, tittoy announces, “This is baldy. Baldy is 12. Baldy must shave baldy’s whole body every day. Baldy can’t hear us or see us,” she adds and I wonder what they’ve done to the poor girl. I go around the stocks and see her head is encased in black shiny latex. Her mouth has a ring gag that’s built into the latex and there’s a slit under her nose. A puddle of drool is under her that says she’s been like this for hours. Aside from that, the object on this side of the stocks is an oversized head shaped blob. There’s a black blob on either side of her head where her hands are. Dangling from a string under baldy is an 8 inch dildo. Handy to stick through the ring gag, but again I’m not sure about her training, so I leave that. 
Tittoy acts coy and toes a paddle lying on the floor. “Baldy doesn’t know we’re here. She hates surprises.”
“How about I give tittoy the same number of swats I give baldy,” I threaten. “Just for suggesting I spank her.”
“Really?” says tittoy with delighted surprise. “Give baldy a hundred.”  Well, I was told that tittoy likes pain. 
“I’ll give you more than baldy,” I say. “I think the perfect number is just one. Then baldy will be wondering when the next one is coming.”
Tittoy smiles and nods. “Master William called me you again. Tittoy is always tittoy.”
“OK, I’ll give a pain slut more than I give baldy,” I say.  
“Yeah, wow,” says tittoy. I figured she likes being called a pain slut. 
I give baldy one hard swat. There’s not a sound from baldy or any sign of a reaction for that matter. Baldy could be a mannequin or dead for all I know. I almost check for a heartbeat. “Don’t touch!” says tittoy quickly. “Sorry, Master, nobody ever touches baldy.”
I wonder what the point of that is. Surely someone must touch her or she must touch someone. I do notice that her skin is perfect, pure white. She hasn’t been in the sun for a long time. I wonder if she spends all her time like this.  
“Pusspuss,” says tittoy as she scampers toward the girl astride the wooden horse. 
“Get back here and follow me, tittoy,” I say. She stops and slinks back behind me. Tittoy has drawn my attention to pusspuss because her Mistress is back and I have to tell on pusspuss. Tittoy just seems excited about adding to pusspuss’s punishment. 
“Master William,” nods the woman who’s come to punish pusspuss. Apparently everybody knows me. “I’m Mistress Jane.” We both look at pusspuss who is in considerable torment by now. 
“Pusspuss spoke to me without permission,” I tell Jane. 
“What did pusspuss say?”
I shrug and look at tittoy, my interpreter of gag speech. She did respond to pusspuss as if she knew. “Pusspuss said pusspuss wasn’t bad,” says tittoy. 
Pusspuss shivers, drawing more torment from being caught and reported. “Pusspuss lied?” says Jane, tugging on the girl’s leash. 
“Ussuss eyed,” agrees pusspuss nodding. 
“Pusspuss spoke without permission and lied,” accuses her mistress. 
“Ussuss oke ih-ou er-isson an eyed,” nods pusspuss. Even I got both of those. 
Jane fishes pusspuss’s tongue from her mouth and ties a string to the stud embedded in her tender flesh. Then she pulls it taut so pusspuss’s lying tongue is out a couple of inches. She ties it to the same hook where the leash is attached. Forced to lean forward, pusspuss exposes her bottom. “Not a sound,” says Jane as she picks up the paddle and swats pusspuss’s bare bottom. To me it looks like she just painted a one inch wide red stripe across the round, white bottom. She does that three more times, leaving a four inch wide red stripe. 
Pusspuss’s whole body tenses in a silent scream with each swat. She shakes with pent up frustration at the inability to express her pain. After the four swats, Jane puts the paddle back in place. “That was for speaking out of turn and lying,” says Mistress Jane. “Now I will be back later for the original punishment.” Already in pain, pusspuss moans softly as her mistress pads off, leaving her once again. 
The sheer power of putting an 8-year-old girl in such a position and then ignoring her pain to leave her there longer makes my cock throb. Pusspuss can’t do anything but suffer. I don’t know what she did to earn her punishment or what her full punishment will be, but I do know those were an expensive five syllables she uttered to us. 
The players in the dungeon have been changing out during this time, so there’s practically a whole new set of girls to meet. Instead, I tell tittoy that it’s time for her fun. I take her to a relatively clear space and tie her hands in front of her. Hauling her hands into the air, I perch her on her toes. “Does Master want silent, noisy, or begging?”
She makes begging sound so good that I opt for begging. I pick up a wooden paddle and she says, “Please, Master, don’t spank tittoy.” She doesn’t move, just begs. I deliver the first swat and she screams. “Please, no, no, don’t hurt tittoy.” I keep spanking her, swat after swat. She’s supposed to be enjoying this, but she’s putting on an incredible act of misery and begging for relief from that misery. She’s not bound in the least, though she acts like she is… holding still for each swat even as she begs for no more. 
After 20 swats, I make her kneel and blow me. I resolve to do this again but without an hour and a half of pent up arousal. I cum quick which is a terrible waste of her talented cocksucking mouth. Tomorrow I’ll let her start with one of those so she can take me from a standing start to full blown ecstasy. Yeah, wow. 
After that I take her back to her room. She steps up on the platform facing the wall this time. “What’s this?” I ask. 
“Master is to rotate tittoy. This time tittoy hugs the wall.” I strap her to the wall, hiding most of her charms except for that pretty little red ass of hers. I put the gag in her mouth and then blindfold her. After I slide the platform away, I give her ten swats with my hand on each hot cheek. Then I play with her pussy until she cums. Yeah, wow. 
On the way out, I run into Lou. I mention that doggie seemed a little gone. He chuckles. “There’s a little girl in there somewhere. A girl too humiliated and horrified to come out.”
“Guess what I’d really like is a girl you can turn on and off. Normal most of the time, but she’ll become a sex slave for you at the drop of a hat.”
He looks at me like I’m stupid. “That’s what the upstairs Wayward Girls are. Successful by day, sluts by night. That’s what the senior year training is all about. Your sister? Emily? By Christmas she’ll be fully conditioned. If you know any Wayward graduates, they’re fully conditioned.” Surely he knows my mom is one, but he doesn’t give any indication of that. 
Then he gives me four code words that turn a successful Wayward Girl into different varieties of slut. Big house ala mode. Fried kitten ala mode. Jumping furniture ala mode. Hot icicles ala mode. He winks. “A little Christmas present for you. Don’t do it early, but at the Christmas break, try them on your sister.” And to reverse it and turn her back into a normal girl again, it’s Wayward Girl ala mode. 
I get the big picture from that. If for no other reason, a Wayward Girl must keep the secret of Wayward throughout her life. Lou even mentions that a few women have received a code word without the reversal and spent the rest of their life locked away for their own safety.  
Christina’s School for Wayward Girls
By Kenna
Chapter 20
(mf, m, mast, bdsm, oral)
It’s mid-September and Lou has given me the key to some serious fun with my big sister. At the same time he said I have to wait until Christmas. That’s a long three months. I can imagine Emily under the control of those four phrases, but I’ll have to wait to see the real thing. So, she’s my sister and that makes it so hot to imagine. But she’s also on the staff, working with the unregistered girls. That makes it even better because she can be in control when she’s in the unregistered dungeon, but a few words from me and she becomes the very things she’s training. 
The next afternoon, I show up at dad’s office and get the key to ecstasy. At least it’s a key to the elevator and the elevator is taking me to a really cool place. Down in the basement, I find tittoy is hugging the wall, as she so aptly put it. She looks just like I left her, minus the red bottom. She can hear the door, so she knows somebody is in the room. I walk up and cup her ass with both hands. She wriggles it delightfully.  
I’d promised myself the full blowjob today, so all I do is get her down from the wall, ungag her, and remove the blindfold. Just that despite the enticing opportunity to swat her ass all I wanted before getting her down. And she would have loved it, but then I would have popped off in her mouth in seconds. “Hello, Master,” she says when the gag comes out. 
Once she’s down, I let her make love to my body. My specific instructions are for her to give me the best orgasm she can with my cum ending up in her tummy. I give her plenty of room for creativity so I can see just what a fully trained Wayward sex slave could do. She doesn’t disappoint me. 
“Yeah, wow,” she says. “Tittoy can give blowjobs.” She closes the little curtain over the window in the door. I’ll have to remember that little detail for the future. 
She starts by laying me down on my back. I spend some time there and some time on my front as well. She just turns me as she wants so she can get to the right spots. She presses her warm, young body against mine and kisses me. Tittoy can kiss. She kisses my lips, starting slowly with light kisses and building up to deep, passionate kisses. She kisses my neck, my ears, my cheeks... just about everything above my collar. Then she takes off my shirt and works her way down. Kissing, caressing, and rubbing her body against mine, she gets me hard and proceeds to keep me hard. 
She takes off my shoes and socks and makes love to my feet. After she takes off my pants and boxers, she gets me to lie down and does the same to my legs, ever so slowly working her way toward my crotch. When she finally makes it to my cock, she strokes it with her little fist and sucks on my balls. Then she gets up and settles down with my cock in her pussy. It slides in like sinking into warm butter. I almost remind her that I don’t want to cum there, but I cut myself off. She’s well trained and I assume she won’t make a mistake in her orders. 
When she rises back up with my cock slick with her juices, she licks it clean, moaning with pleasure at the mingling of our tastes. Only then does she take me into her mouth. Like going into her pussy, I sink to the hilt in one motion. Then she bobs up and down, slowly teasing me toward an orgasm. The few months she’s spent being trained have turned her into the perfect sex slave. 
As I approach an orgasm, she stops and mounts me again. Only this time she just sits there, letting my raging, throbbing cock calm down in the warm wet place between her legs. She cleans me again with her tongue. I’m more sensitive this time and just the feel of her tongue running up the underside of my cock returns the throb to my cock. She sucks it gently this time and I can tell that I’m not going to cum this time either. One more time she takes me in her pussy right as I think I’m going to explode. A third time she licks me clean and sucks me slowly. This time though, she doesn’t stop. As I feel my cum rising, slowly and teasingly brought to the edge, she suddenly starts fucking her mouth hard and fast. I flood her mouth with cum. It feels like she’s literally sucking the cum from my balls as my body jerks and spasms in pleasure. Yeah, tittoy can give blowjobs. 
We rest together for several minutes until I’m ready to go exploring again. When I finally get up, tittoy says, “Let’s go find boobie.” I get dressed and she leads me down the hall to another room. “Look inside first, Master,” she says. I get the idea she’s not allowed to look. She had the opportunity, but deliberately did not. “Boobie’s mistress told tittoy tittoy’s Master can play with boobie, but Master should check to see if boobie’s mistress is there first.”
I peer in through the little window and see boobie strapped to the wall. She’s facing out and I do a double take. Little girl. Big boobs. I open the door because I want to see this closer. Inside I can take a good look and I walk right up to her. She’s facing out, gagged and blindfolded as she hangs on the wall. Based on her height, I’m guessing she’s 7 or 8 years old. What throws me off is D cup tits on the little girl. Kind of an anime, lolicon grade school girl with tits. Shouldn’t surprise me. If they can give boytoy tits, then they can give a little girl something to brag about. 
“Boobie is 8 years old,” says tittoy. “Better boobs than tittoy, huh? Boobie is trained as a pleasure slave, like smackme.” 
I remember smackme saying she liked fucking, sucking, and eating pussy, among other things. “Boobie’s a little young for fucking, isn’t boobie?”
“Same stuff that made boobie’s boobs made boobie’s pussy bigger,” says my guide. That and, I imagine, a few good fuckings. “She shaves it,” says tittoy, nodding at boobie’s otherwise preteen pussy. I understand then; she had the tits and pussy of an adult, but the look is purposely as preteen as possible. “Boobie can give blowjobs, too, but boobie’s mistress says tittoy’s Master should fuck the 8-year-old. It’s what makes boobie special.” I’m willing to bet boobie’s mistress didn’t say special the way tittoy can say it. 
We get boobie down off the wall which also entails removing her gag and blindfold. “How long has boobie been in training?” I ask, looking at the 8-year-old. 
The little girl cups her tits and looks at tittoy, not me, as she says, “Long enough to get these.” Then she looks at me. “Long enough to learn how to please Master.” 
I’d expected a more definite answer, but I smile at her. She takes it as a signal that she’s said enough. That’s all I needed to hear. Tittoy pipes up with, “Six months, Master.”
“She answered the question,” I say, scowling at tittoy. “Now I’ll have to spank tittoy for speaking out of turn.” When she smiles, I say, “Or what is real punishment for tittoy?” Holy shit! I swear I will never punish tittoy after the look that crosses her face. “I won’t punish tittoy for answering the question directly,” I add quickly. “Tittoy did not speak out of turn.”
The smile returns to her face. “Master said she answered the question, but Master should say boobie answered the question.” Dang it. Those pronouns are killing me. The slaves have been trained to use no pronouns which puts the burden on me to use none. Though I have noticed I may refer to myself and other Masters and Mistresses with pronouns. Just never a slave. Slaves are always third person objects. 
“Yes, I did, tittoy,” I say. “Boobie answered the question to my satisfaction. Tittoy’s answer was very helpful.” My eyes narrow as I look at tittoy. “I’ll spank you later.” In one way tittoy’s answer is superfluous. What I wanted to know is if boobie is well trained. Boobie’s answer said that. Tittoy’s answer said more. I’d determined that 1-2 months is what it took to make a good slave. The rest was what it took to make a good *sex* slave. The difference was obedience vs. a slave who knew her sole purpose in life was to serve and how to do that. 
“I want to fuck you,” I say to the tiny little girl. She simply lies down on her back with her legs spread and inviting. I could have told a cow to moo, a dog to bark, or a tree to grow leaves. Being fucked is part of her. Yet, the cow, dog, or tree have no enthusiasm for their nature. Boobie has a big smile. She caresses her own body, displaying her charms to me. She purrs with delight. She’s a human vacuum sucking me down to her and my cock inside her. 
Boobie can’t be more than 4 foot tall with the face of an 8-year-old angel. Aside from tits and a fuckable pussy, she’s so innocent looking. I kneel between her legs and push my cock into her. She may be altered by hormones, but she’s still the tightest thing I’ve ever fucked. I stroke into her a few times, pushing her light frame a few inches with each thrust. It’s then that I decide she’ll be better on top, so we switch and she bounces up and down on my cock as I fondle her tits. I almost want to think they’re fake, but they’re very real. They just don’t belong there. It’s a nice orgasm and she enjoys it, too, but honestly, I feel like I’m part of a freak show with her. 
Generally speaking, I get the feeling over the next couple of weeks that the entire unregistered Wayward Girl basement is a big freak show. There’s always a tittoy. Sell one, train another. There is literally always a girl named tittoy as well as several others with different names that are trained the same. There’s always a doggie, a pusspuss, and a susie.  There is not always a boytoy or a baldy, but there are always variations. 
When I comment to dad that I’d prefer working with “normal” girls, if you could call the upstairs Wayward Girls normal, he nods. “You’re only going to spend until Christmas in the basement. You need to see what’s going on, but upstairs is the important part. Remember that you’re seeing everything because you’ll be headmaster one day. It’s a hereditary position for a reason. You can’t just bring somebody off the street and make them headmaster. There are teachers that don’t know about the unregistered girls, so I’m trusting you with a lot and I think you’re ready for it. Better to teach someone about Wayward and then send you off to become a teacher than to take a teacher and show them the secrets of Wayward.” 
Sitting back in his chair, he says, “So, you don’t like freaks like tittoy and pusspuss? That’s not a problem. We have finishers who polish tittoy and the rest for sale. We have breakers who turn them into tittoy and the others. You’ll be an opener. Meet a girl fresh off the street and prepare her for her new life as tittoy. You’ll get two to four weeks with a new girl to teach her the rules.” He smiles and winks as he says, “That’s the pre-freak stage, so that’s best for you.” 
He winks again as he says, “After your four months in the basement, you’ll focus on other things at Wayward, but you can always drop in to the basement for a little time with one of the girls.”
On the next Monday, I’m assigned tittoy. She’s a new girl, fresh off the street as dad described her. Destined to be the next tittoy. From a distance over the next few days, I observe the sale of the current tittoy, which makes room for this new one. 
Tittoy (the new one) is not tittoy yet. Not by a long shot. She’s scared and alone. She’s dressed in the clothes she was wearing when she vanished off the face of the earth. I have to admit that it’s mainly for my personal titillation that I ask her how she got here and encourage her to talk. It takes me several minutes to calm the 10-year-old down from hysterically asking why she’s here and when she’s going home and who I am. I don’t give her a name or tell her that she’s to call me Master. I just say I’m the welcoming committee. “What’s your name?”
“Julie. Julie Ormond. From Chicago. Illinois,” she blurts out to a sympathetic voice. 
“OK, Julie, you were standing on the street in Chicago. Illinois. What happened to get you here?” I’m honestly interested. I want to know where these girls come from. 
I learn later that there’s this thing called the “pipeline,” as in girls enter the pipe at one end and pop out in the Wayward basement at the other end. I don’t know the name of it as Julie tells me, but I learn about the twists and turns of the pipeline for her case. This is not what I expected. It is not orphans or runaways that end up in our basement. 
She explains that she was indeed standing on the street in Chicago. Illinois. A man came up to her and said he’d lost his cat. “Kitty, really, just a baby,” he said. Her hands showed me the dimensions he’d given her. Just a tiny little kitty. “I don’t know how she’ll survive without me.’ He shrugged sorrowfully. “We took her from her mommy too early. Have you seen her?”
Instantly captured, Julie shook her head. “Did you look at the MacMillans? They have lots of cats and always leave out cat food. Maybe she went there.”
He’d looked so grateful and happy. Probably happy that he’d found a gullible little girl. “Can you show me where they live?”
“Sure,” she nodded. And got in his car. After that she said she remembered being in the dark for a while. Tied so she couldn’t get away and left in the dark. She got the bare essentials… food, water, use of a toilet and little else. There was distinctly travel and then another place with different people. The treatment was the same. She called it nice treatment, but just barely. She said she was scared she’d be beaten, hurt, or “touched,” but she wasn’t. I imagine that she wasn’t mistreated as her kidnappers shopped for buyers, an eventual home for her. But then, Wayward is just another destination for the pipeline. Here she’ll be trained and then find her eventual home. 
I’m sitting and staring at somebody’s missing daughter. Not the orphan or runaway I’d imagined, but a girl who will no longer have her dreams come true. My cock surges in my pants at the knowledge that it will be the first to touch her deep inside. To steal the innocence of a girl with no future was one thing, but to take Julie’s innocence… it was worth hearing her story before the training starts. 
“My name is Master,” I tell her. “It’s a simple name. It’s easy to say. Say it.”
The word means a lot to her. It means just what it’s supposed to mean. She stares me down. “If I don’t?”
“You thought food, water, and a toilet was nice? We’re not nice here.”
She stares me down a while longer and then says, “Master.”
“Not hard, was it?”
“Nope.”
“That would be, nope, Master.”
She glares. “Nope, Master.”
“OK, that would be No, Master and say it with sarcasm and you’ll be sorry.”
“No… Master.” Another form of rebellion. 
“Want lunch?”
“Yes,” she says, only adding, “Master,” after I glare at her. 
“Not hard, was it?” I repeat the original question. 
“No, Master,” she says. “When am I going home? Master.”
Another form of rebellion. “Never!” I say and I snap, “Now say I understand, Master.”
As she starts to cry, I pat her head. “I see you do understand, tittoy.”
“Huh?” she says, snapped from her teary moment. She got that I’d called her something that she didn’t recognize. 
“Tittoy, tittoy, tittoy,” I say to her. “That’s your new name. Never again Julie. You are tittoy, as in a toy with tits. You have tits? Under that shirt?”
She looks down at her shirt, “N-n-not really.” My sudden change has shocked her so much she actually answers the question instead of trying rebellion yet again. 
“Close enough for me,” I say. “You have little girl tits under that shirt. Want lunch?”
She looks startled at the question. It came from nowhere. It had nothing to do with her tits. “Yeah.”
I grab her by the hair. “Yes, Master.”
“Yes, Master,” she says in fright. 
“You want lunch? Dinner? Breakfast tomorrow morning? You eat when I see tits. I want to see tits in the next 10 seconds.”
I start counting to myself. She takes four seconds to wipe the dumbfounded look off her face and realize that I did say what I did say. She takes another three seconds to decide that I’m serious. She takes another five seconds to pull her shirt over her head. Another five to stare me down. Seven seconds to get her training bra unhooked. Two more to stare me down. Then I see them. 
Twenty six seconds is a big difference from ten, but I’m willing to cut her some slack for her first obedient behavior. “That took too long,” I tell her. “Now, you’ll still get lunch if I have your panties in my hand in another ten seconds.”  She’s wearing a skirt, so seven seconds later I have her panties in my hand. 
I reach down and take off her shoes and socks myself. Finished with that, I add, “Give me the skirt.”
It’s her last shred of dignity, the last thing before she’s totally exposed to me. I’ve given her no time limit and no promise of what her skirt is worth.  Dinner? Breakfast? Toilet? She takes a few seconds. Then Julie Ormond from Chicago. Illinois. Unzips her skirt, stands, drops her skirt to the floor, and hands it to me. She will never wear another piece of clothing until her training is over.
We’re in the room where she will spend the next six or so months. Soon she’ll be strapped to the wall, but not today. I simply collect all her clothes, open the door, and toss them into the hall. “You were worried about being beaten, hurt, or touched before you got here. It’s all about to happen. Since I told you to call me Master, you forgot twice. You will be punished the next time you forget. When I or anyone comes into the room, you will put your hands to your sides and face them. You will say, Hello Master or if it’s a woman, you’ll say Hello Mistress. I will look at your tits and your pussy. You will not deny me that look.”
She nods, the fear in her eyes is exciting. 
“Don’t ever just nod at me,” I say. 
She ponders that for a moment and then offers, “Yes, Master?”
I smile. “I’m happy that you’re a smart girl” I stroke her cheek gently. “I do hate to get rough with girls, but I can see you’re smart enough to know how to behave.” I smile at her, giving her brief approval. “Now turn, face the wall, put your hands on the wall, and know that your ass is cute.”
I watch her face process that command and especially that last bit of information. A blush is all it takes to tell me she understands what I just said. She turns and puts her hands on the wall. She doesn’t need to know that it’s 4:00 in the afternoon. That lunch will be provided at 4:30. That dinner will be at 10:30. And especially that she’ll see me, the only person that will bother to acknowledge her existence, the only person that will talk to her, in about 23 hours. 
She’s still facing the wall with her hands against it as I back out of the room and close the door. 
My life goes on, hers does not. The next afternoon, 23 hours later, she’s had three meals and slept. It’s her morning and my afternoon. I open the door and she visibly relaxes, facing me with her hands at her sides. I’d already put in my notes that she’s a #1, the most compliant we’d expect. She hasn’t disappointed me. (And I was pretty dang nervous that I’d fucked the first rating I’d ever done on an unregistered girl, but she makes me proud.) 
I caught her unawares, standing the middle of the small room and examining her spaces. “Nice pussy, nice tits,” I say, acclimating her to certain words. “Back up against the wall.”
Keeping her eyes on me, she backs up until she feels the soft carpet lining all the walls. “Turn and face the wall, hands on the wall,” I say.
“Yes, Master,” she says. 
“So long since someone even bother to talk to this slave,” I say, giving her the first true description of her position. But then, she’s a smart girl. She knew that already. She hardly looks surprised at the revelation. 
“Isn’t this illegal, Master” she counters. 
“Isn’t kidnapping 10 year-olds illegal? Isn’t stripping them and making them pose naked illegal? Isn’t what’s about to happen to you illegal?”
“Yes, Master.”
I let out a loud breath, a sigh of relief for her benefit. “I knew you were the smartest ever.” And watch those words settle into her psyche. “So, don’t ever again worry your very pretty little head about the law.” She does indeed have a pretty little head capped by long brown hair, fronted with big blue eyes, and accentuated with flawless, creamy skin. And pouty, pink lips that will soon be wrapped around a certain cock. 
“Did you eat well?”
She looks surprised, but answers, “Yes, Master.”
“You were good yesterday. Please be good today. I tell them if you get to eat or not,” a touch of concern in my voice. The concern vanishes as I add, “Not that it matters to me if you’re hungry. Behave, don’t behave. Eat, don’t eat.” I let the concern return as I finish, “Too, too pretty to not eat.” 
I talked with Mistress Marion yesterday after I left tittoy. Mistress Marion will be the breaker that turns this girl into the true tittoy. She scares even me. “There will be days when you don’t eat,” I tell tittoy. “I won’t be here for long,” I say sadly. “I won’t be here to protect you.”
She pulls back in shock. 
“What’s your name?”
“Julie,” she says, a little attitude that I’d forgotten. Her problem is that I haven’t forgotten… she has. 
“Hmmm,” I say with a tone of disapproval, giving her a chance to recover. Instead she looks at me with confusion. “No, first off, you forgot to call me Master.”
“Master,” she quickly spews out.
“Second, you forgot your new name. If I ever hear Julie out of that stupid mouth of yours again, I’ll use that tongue to wallpaper this room!” She looks perplexed and I know I only told her that new name once yesterday, but she has to remember. “What is your name?”
She hasn’t forgotten. “Tittoy, Master.” 
“So, how is tittoy going to make up for her stupid mistake? How can tittoy show her Master than she is as smart as he thinks?”
“I don’t know, Master.”
So then I give her yet another expectation of her future life. “Answer me with tittoy doesn’t know, Master. Tittoy is a thing. Tittoy is in this room kept for pleasure and amusement. Tittoy will never again think of tittoy as anything except tittoy.” Just for effect, I tweak the nipples that top tittoy’s mostly non-existent tits. To keep her focused, I repeat, “How can tittoy show her Master she’s smart?”
She freezes and I watch as she absolutely shuts down in front of me. One moment she looks normal. Then next she looks like she’s going to throw up. Then she just keels over. I’m not surprised. It was one of three responses to the question. Sure, it’s the most extreme, but it’s not unexpected. She simply has no answer to the question. She doesn’t want to answer the question. Heck, I don’t even know the “right” answer to the question. 
The response shows her total vulnerability to suggestion. There are a myriad of answers, more importantly, a myriad of ways I can lead her from here. So many ways she can show her intelligence when she wakes up. Wakes up totally helpless. Yes, it’s the perfect segue to her new life.
Instead of rousing her, I tie her hands behind her. I tied her ankles together. Working in stages, I then tie her elbows together. I tie a rope above her knees. She starts to wake up as I tie a rope below her knees. 
She struggles. “Huh? What?”
“Shhh,” I say. “A slave has one more chance to show how smart she is.”
Disoriented, the title of slave slips into her brain. It’s obvious to me that she considers herself smart. Aside from a momentary lapse to search for a non-existent kitten, she probably is. What’s important to me and her is her desire to prove she’s smart. 
“Don’t try to move, you can’t anyway,” I tell her. “Now, the last question I asked you is how can a slave show she’s smart. The first part of that answer is to never again forget to call me Master. The second is to make a smart choice. I’ll give the slave two choices. The first choice is I spank her until her bare bottom looks fire engine red or the second choice is she asks to see her Master’s cock.”
Allowing for her disorientation, I let her look more stupid than I know she is and then I repeat both choices to her. 
“See Master’s cock,” she mumbles. Saying Master and cock is two-thirds of the right response. It just didn’t come across as a request. 
Gently I offer, “Say it again, but make it sound like a question. Like you want to see Master’s cock.” For the first time since she regained consciousness, she looks like she understands what’s going on. “You’re a smart girl,” I remind her. “Do the smart thing.”
Her brow wrinkles as she considers what I just said. “May I see Master’s cock, Master?” 
I pull out my hard cock to show her. More than a mouthful. More than a pussy full More than an ass full. Yet, she’ll experience the fullness of them all before she’s handed off to her breaker. She blushes and drops her eyes. “Look,” I tell her. “This and many others will be the center of your world.”
Christina’s School for Wayward Girls





By Kenna
Chapter 21
(mF, mff, d/s, humil, spank, oral, inc)
Over the course of the semester, I get more education and work my way deeper into the bowels of Christina’s School for Wayward Girls. Dad gives me a leather bound book that’s a handwritten autobiography of my great-great-grandmother, Christina Wayward. That’s news to me, but I’m getting used to surprises. Her story is about the first true Wayward Girl. Her father used corporal punishment, humiliation, and even sexual abuse to discipline her. Though she hated him for it, she credited her upbringing with her success and started a school dedicated to those same principles when her son, great-grandfather William, was 15. Five years later he took over as headmaster and started the hereditary succession of headmasters. Thanks, great-grandpa. 
Emily got to read it, too, observing that the world has changed in the past 100 years, but Wayward has its traditions that never change. Like other Wayward Girls, my sister knows how much the school helped her and all the other girls. If they can train her to turn into tittoy at the mention of a code phrase, why wouldn’t they be able to make Wayward Girls think their peculiar education is appropriate. 
Dad brought me along gradually, though at a pretty fast pace. First I found out it was a school that endorsed corporal punishment with bare bottom spankings for misdeeds. That was quickly followed by learning about character building. Then there was the special summer school in which anything goes. Once I got those idea down, he showed me the unregistered girls. They’re not at all what great-great-grandma had in mind, but it helps pay the bills. The way dad explained the above ground school was that the military does that to soldiers, but less extreme. “Tear them down first and then build them up and you have the future leaders of the country.” I’ll take his word for it; my future is as headmaster in a girls’ school not an army general. 
On the practical side, I’m the opener for six different girls over the course of three and a half months. It never gets old, but honestly, I miss character building on Saturdays. Those girls have a bright future. The unregistered girls have nothing to look forward to. 
Armed with four code phrases, I can’t wait for Christmas so I can try them out on Emily. Lou fills me in on what the phrases do. Big house ala mode turns a Wayward Girl into tittoy. Say fried kitten ala mode and you’ve got a pusspuss. Jumping furniture ala mode sounds like fun. Can’t wait to turn Emily into doggie. Hot icicles ala mode transforms them into a perpetual virgin, innocent and unaware about sex, yet curious and totally compliant. It’s always her first time, minus the pain and blood. 
In early October, I’m alone with mom, so what the heck. “Fried kitten ala mode,” I announce. Now that was an afternoon to remember. After I said, “Wayward Girl ala mode,” mom pokes me and says, “William, your own mother?” Dang it, I don’t know why I thought she wouldn’t remember it. She had a smile on her face the rest of the day though. 
By the end of November I’d tried out all the phrases on mom. She remembers what happened each time, but she’s been conditioned to forget the code phrase. After being tittoy, she says, “That is such a kick. The only bad thing is my ass still hurts and it’s not fun anymore.” When she’s done being doggie, she says, “One time good deal, William. Don’t do it again please. I hate that.” I think she likes being a virgin best since she says, “I like being a virgin best.” 
So, I can have this kind of fun with any Wayward senior or graduate that I want, or at least the ones I can get to. I’ve been introducing young girls to a new life of slavery and that’s a real life wet dream. I’m going back to helping dad and doing character building after Christmas and the variety is exhilarating. I have to admit though that I’ve got a thing for my big sister. The first Monday of Christmas break, mom’s busy being mayor and dad’s working at the school. Emily’s camped in front of the TV watching the Discovery channel and I interrupt her with, “Big house ala mode.”
Tittoy, in Emily’s body, bounces to her feet. “Yeah, wow, how can tittoy make Master happy?”
“First, tittoy will take off tittoy’s clothes carefully and fold them neatly.” Learned that one the hard way when mom’s blouse lost all its buttons in her haste. Tittoy is surprised to even have clothes on, but at least they survive the process of undressing. I look over Emily’s naked body as she displays it without question. When I look in her eyes, I’m imagine I can see Emily in there, fully aware of what’s going on, but unable to do anything but be tittoy. With my hands on her full tits, I turn her into my tit toy by squeezing and bouncing them as she wiggles with delight. Knowing Emily will hear and remember, I say, “Tittoy has a perfect body and we’re going to have fun with it all day.”
“Yeah, wow,” she says. “Tittoy knows how to have fun.” Dang, tittoy knows how to shake her tits, too. 
“Go get some things for me, tittoy. First, go get the high heel shoes in my closet and come back.” She scampers out of the room on her tiptoes, up the stairs, and comes back quickly with the shoes. “Put the shoes on, tittoy, and stand up.” The heels are 6-inches high, so when she gets them on, she’s up on her toes, her legs looking fabulous. 
Running my hand up her legs, I tell her she looks good and she beams, “Yeah, wow, and it hurts, too. Thank you, Master.” She even wiggles her tits and bounces on her toes to accentuate the word hurts just like I expect from tittoy. 
“Now for the rest. I want Emily’s brown leather belt that she wears with her jeans. Wait, wait!” She’s so eager to get the belt, she takes a couple of steps before I rein her in. “I’ll give you a list and you can get them all at once. I want the bag of clothespins that’s in my bottom drawer. I want the rope that’s under my bed. All of it. I want two candles and some matches from the hall closet. Last, if you’d like a butt plug, there’s one in a wooden box on my desk.”
She totters off with quick little steps and this time I follow her. Too much fun watching her walk to not follow. Going upstairs is divine. Her mind has recorded everything I said and she fetches everything in order. After she collects her belt, the clothespins, and the rope, I have her put them on the bed. Then she goes downstairs for the candles and back up to me. 
I made the offer of a butt plug, but only because I know she can’t resist the idea. She opens the specially constructed wooden box. It’s 6-inches by 6-inches and 8-inches tall. Peeking in at the butt plug that lies on the bottom of the box, she looks back at me. “Ooo, Master, thank you, tittoy loves electricity.” She wiggles and bounces for effect. Tittoy has already seen the devilish set up of wires that she has to reach through to get the conical shape at the bottom of the box. Now if I told her she couldn’t have it, she’d probably beg for it. 
Each wire, eight altogether, is designed to deliver a single shock and then it has to recharge. She giggles as her hand goes in and jerks from each shock. For her it’s like tickling. As she grabs hold of the plug, she gets a final shock. After she pulls out the plug she hands it to me. “May tittoy be plugged now, Master?”
“So big,” I say holding up the 6-inch long cone. It tapers from a point to a full 2-inches in diameter and then drops off to a narrow handle with a disk. “I’m not sure it will fit. Bend over and put your head on my bed. Spread your legs, ass up. Do you really deserve a butt plug, tittoy?”
“Yes, Master, tittoy was…” The little pain slut mind goes to work on why she deserves it; she’s got about 5 minutes of history at most. Before that, tittoy is a blank slate, a non-entity. “Tittoy was… good. Tittoy folded tittoy’s clothes neat and got the shoes and got the belt and the clothespins and the rope and the candles and the matches and the butt plug.” That about sums it up and when I don’t do anything, she figures out that she doesn’t deserve the butt plug yet. 
“Please, Master,” she whines. “Tittoy will do anything. Tittoy will give Master a blowjob. Tittoy will let Master fuck her. Tittoy will play pain slut for Master all day and forever.” She stays in position since I haven’t told her to move and wiggles her ass. “Oh, please, Master, tittoy does not deserve a butt plug, but tittoy would like one. Tittoy will be so perfect.”
“Tittoy will be perfect with or without a butt plug,” I point out. 
“Yes, yes,” she hastily agrees. “Tittoy will be perfect always, no matter what. Please, Master. Tittoy does not deserve a butt plug. Master will do it if Master wants or not. Master could be very nice to tittoy for no reason. Master could tell tittoy how to deserve a butt plug. Master could…”
“Stop, Master will tell tittoy how to deserve it. Tittoy just needs to ask for a big ol’ butt plug to be shoved up her tight ass.”
“Tittoy would like it if Master shoved a big ol’ butt plug up tittoy’s tight ass,” she says for me. She is so into it, so sincere that she really does want one. To me, it’s still Emily’s tight ass about to swallow a plug for me.  
Not wanting to damage tittoy, I lube up the big ‘ol butt plug and put it to her tight asshole. “Ooo, yeah, Master,” she says, pushing back a little. 
“Hold still, tittoy, or you won’t get it,” I advise her. She pulls back to where she was and I start working the plug in. I can tell how much it hurts by how she sounds. Moans of pleasure get louder and louder as I open her up and she gives a satisfied squeal as it settles in and her asshole tightens to claim it. 
For the next couple of hours, tittoy performs for me. Her ass is red from swats. Her nipples have been crunched. She’s spent most of the time on her toes. She’s tied with her elbows touching behind her back and, true to her name, offering me her tits to play with. I haven’t had this much fun since I had Emily for two weeks of punishment over the summer. Tittoy is having a blast, too. For the umpteenth time, she begs, “Please, Master, tittoy wants Master’s cock anywhere.” She’s been fucked in pussy and ass and I’m ready for the incredible blowjob that tittoy can do. 
When I tell her where my cock is going, she squeals with delight. “Yeah, wow! Choke tittoy. Make tittoy’s tonsils bounce. Fuck tittoy’s face.” 
“I’m not doing the work,” I tell her. Face it, this will be my third orgasm in two hours. Tittoy has that effect on a guy and especially when it’s tittoy in Emily’s body. I could even have done more, but then I’d be completely wasted when this is over and even at just three, I need her to do all the work. 
To make it perfect, I tie her arms to the ceiling so when she kneels down and stretches for my cock, she’s straining her arms and shoulders to the max. “Kneel on this,” I say as I put down a triangular wedge of metal. She swoons as she kneels on the apex of the wedge with both kneels. “Now suck me off.” 
Tittoy stretches out and her arms go painfully up as she reaches my cock. The stretch puts her weight forward so there’s almost no weight on her feet; it’s all on her knees. Painful at it is, it’s just what tittoy loves and she’s panting with desire, leaking juices all over the floor as she engulfs my cock. Without hesitation, she slides her lips to the root, her nose wallowing in my pubic hair. Her head doesn’t move as she stays impaled on my cock in a sweet, warm embrace. Unseen, her tongue laves the underside of my cock, practically jacking me off in her depths. It feels so good… I want to cum so much… my cock aches with need. 
Holding her breath, she hums as her tongue does its magic and then she rises up, like pulling the plunger out of a syringe. She takes a deep breath through her nose and goes right back down. Slow, exquisite torture. Tittoy does that for minutes, taking her time to tease me and growing more aroused all the time from the pain and the submission. She’d keep that up until she knew I couldn’t hold it any longer. Or until I say, “Make me cum, you cock sucking bitch!”
I swear tittoy can grin with a mouthful of cock for just a second and then she starts plunging my cock in to the hilt and out to the tip, over and over. “Cum with me, tittoy,” I tell her. “Tittoy is allowed, but only at the same time as master cums.” 
Yeah, wow! Her eyes say the words for her. She strains forward even harder and raises her feet off the floor so all her weight is on her knees and that thin wedge of metal. It feels like she’s sucking my cum right out of my balls, out of my gut, out of my soul as her vacuum seal slides up and down. As I cum, I feel her making an intermittent high pitch squeal. When my cock is out far enough, she squeals. When she takes it back in, she grunts. I cum in several spasms and she’s still cumming when I’m done. One last outstroke and she cleans my cock and then it comes out with a pop. “Oh, Master,” she says, breathlessly. “Tittoy’s so lucky.”
I’m feeling pretty lucky myself. With all day to spend with Emily, I’ve decided in advance that I’ll only use the first half of the day. There are two more hours in my allotted time and for that time, I tie her hanging from the ceiling and standing on the balls of her feet. I put all 50 clothespins on her sexy body… tits, belly, thighs, and pussy. Then I leave her. Damn, there is something about having a beautiful girl helpless and waiting for me to return. 
Two hours later, I come back. I fixed lunch because I’m such a nice brother and before we eat it’s time for the grand finale. Without a word, I shove a huge vibrator up her cunt and secure it in place with a crotch rope. Then I start roughly removing the clothespins as she squeals with joy. She’s leaking all over her thighs by the time I start spanking her. One, two, three, four, five… turn on the vibrator… six, seven, eight, nine, ten… “Tittoy may cum forever,” I say and just keep swatting. She starts cumming immediately and is still going after another 20 swats. I did say forever not knowing exactly what she could do. 
Setting down the paddle, I move in front of her and grab her nipples and pull them toward me. I take a step back and her nipples stretch out a couple of inches and she has to arch forward. Then her feet come off the floor and I’m practically lifting her by her nipples. What a thrilling sight as she screams and cums, shaking and jerking mindlessly. 
Finally she’s spent and I let her back to her toes. I untie her and order her to sit at the table where lunch is waiting. There’s a method to my final madness. As I say, “Wayward Girls ala mode,” she turns back into Emily, but she’s too weak to do anything except stare at me. 
“Eat your lunch, Emily,” I tell her and she starts eating mechanically. 
“What did you just do, Billy?” she asks after a couple of bites. “How did you do that?”
That’s the secret part. She doesn’t know her own code words or remember that I said anything at all. All she knows is that for the past four hours she’s been a pain slut extraordinaire. It’s not the first time she’s been tittoy. That’s what this past semester’s training was all about… why I had to wait until Christmas. She’s been in and out of the tittoy role but I’ll wager anything she never expected her little brother to be able to do what I just did. 
“Anytime I want, Emily,” I say. “You want to go another four hours this afternoon?”
“Fuck you. I hurt everywhere.”
“You loved it.”
“I… it was incredible, but… that doesn’t mean I ever want to do that again.”
“So I won’t ask first,” I tell her. “Finish your lunch, drink all that water, and go take a shower. Who knows when you’ll be mine again?”
I know, but I’m not going to tell her. She knows it, too, but she’s hoping she’s wrong. Two days later, mom and dad take off for their annual Festival of Lights trip. We used to do it as a family, but then Emily and I decided we were too old to go admire Christmas lights for yet another year. She invited Carly to spend the night with her thinking perhaps that Carly, another Wayward senior, will be some sort of protection. Or maybe she just wanted Carly to share the fun. 
At mid-morning mom and dad hit the road for a four hour drive to Sedona. I get out the mop and mop the tile floor. I’ve had months to think about what I’m going to do and this is part of the plan. Emily breezes through to get a snack and looks at me like I’m nuts. I don’t blame her; when was the last time I mopped the floor without being told? Never. She didn’t catch me cleaning the toilets, but I did that, too. An hour later, Carly comes over. She sets her pointless suitcase on the floor in the entry way. I mean, seriously, what’s she need clothes for? Emily glares a warning at me and I say, “Jumping furniture ala mode.” Both girls drop to their hands and knees, wagging imaginary tails and panting with their cute little tongues hanging out. 
“Sit,” I tell the two doggies and they quickly demonstrate their obedience. Great thing about doggie, and thanks to Emily I have two of them, is that she… they… don’t go total doggie. There’s some intelligence in there, so when I unbutton Emily’s blouse, she sits farther back so I can reach. Sweet! She wants to be undressed because doggie doesn’t get clothes, so she helps. I get the top three buttons undone and then stop and pet her head. “Good girl, Emily,” I say in baby-talk voice the way you’d talk to a real dog. “Such a good little puppy.” She waggles her bottom at the praise.
After two more buttons, I open up her shirt and slide it down her right front leg, lift her paw, and do the same with her left leg. The catch to her bra is easy and then she’s topless. “How’s my good girl, Carly?” I ask, not wanting her to feel left out. Carly’s still inside there. She knows what’s going to happen and doesn’t want me to strip her, but doggie betrays her by helping me. I get her stripped to the waist and she’s got serious tan lines. She’s got an exotic look with blond hair and well tanned skin, but it’s clear she wears a one-piece suit when she tans. I get her to roll over on her back and then remove her pants and panties. Naked little doggie who thought she was coming over for a relaxing couple of days with a girlfriend. As I rub her belly, she stretches out for me. She’s kind of a cross between dog and girl – not self-conscious about her nudity like a dog, but whining and cooing when I touch her pussy and tits. I love the look of her pale skin highlighted by her tan. 
Going back to Emily, I finish stripping my doggie sister and pet her all over. Then I start having some fun. Opening the back door, I say, “Go outside and pee and then we can play.” Without hesitation, Emily runs out the door and into the snow. Running is, of course, a relative term. She makes the effort, but she’s on her hands and knees, so it’s not very fast. Carly is right behind her and I step out to watch them frolic in the snow bare assed naked. Emily is so going to kill me when I turn her back.
They pee pretty quickly and when I let them alone, they play chase for a minute before I throw a ball to the middle of the backyard. Tearing after it, Carly gets there first and snatches the ball up in her teeth and trots back proudly with Emily tagging along. It’s so much fun to play fetch with them, but I have to take into account that they don’t have furry coats. After a couple of minutes they’re happy, shivering puppies and I call them back inside.
I put a collar on Emily that I had made up a few days ago. It’s a brown leather collar with some fake blue gems on it. There’s even a tag that says, “Emily. If found, call my little brother.” When I found out Carly was coming over, I got one for her yesterday. Hers is white, a nice complement to her dark skin, with a tag that says, “Carly. If found, fuck me.” Like the half-girl, half-dog that they are, when I read the tags to them, they understand. I have a different voice when I talk to the girls, my regular voice, and use the baby talk voice when I talk to the puppies. I read the tags to the girls for effect. 
They’ll follow simple commands like sit, stay, and roll over. The cool part is they’ll follow more complex commands, basically anything a Wayward senior can understand that would be appropriate for a dog to do, like go fetch your black bra and panties or go sit in the front window and count slowly to 100. Of course they’ll also submit to all kinds of bondage, but why bother when they’ll do whatever I want anyway. 
Just for fun, I run them through some of the simple commands. After they sit, stay, come, roll over, beg, and speak, I’ve already got a hard on. Face it, I love the control over two naked girls eagerly obeying silly commands. “On your back, Emily,” I command and when she does, I tell Carly to give Emily a full tongue bath, cleaning everything except her pussy. Doggies are trained to be very sensitive all over, so this should drive Emily crazy. I start Carly at Emily’s feet where the blond sucks and licks Emily’s toes and works up from there. Turning on the TV, I watch a basketball game as Carly thoroughly cleans Emily’s front. I suppose I should say, I watch the doggies except when Carly’s busy lapping at kneecaps, belly, elbows, or something similarly uninteresting. It’s hard to pick a “best” moment, but watching Carly stick her tongue in squirming Emily’s ears is surprisingly arousing for me.  Emily is panting and whining from the attention. She can’t cum without permission and I’ve purposely told Carly to avoid Emily’s pussy, so she’s just an excited puppy. And Carly’s only half done. 
“On your tummy, Emily,” I command and Carly starts back down from shoulders to feet. I’m ready to provide specific direction, but when Carly gets to my sister’s ass, she doesn’t need direction. The only time she uses her hands, she pulls Emily’s cheeks apart and cleans her crack from end to end with special attention to her asshole. By the time she’s done, I’ve stripped down to my briefs and I’m rubbing my cock through the thin cotton. There’s a wet spot on the front as Carly’s tongue bath makes the decision for me… time to cum. 
“Come, Carly,” I call. She was finished as far as I’m concerned and she stops and comes to kneel in front of me. “Now clean my cock and suck all the cum out. Don’t spill a drop and don’t swallow it when I cum. Just keep it in your mouth.”
To quote tittoy, yeah, wow. That takes about a minute and then I’ve got a beautiful blond with a mouthful of cum from a boy she met just an hour ago kneeling in front of me and waiting to find out what she’s supposed to do with the cum. Leading her over to Emily, I have my sister open her mouth and tell Carly to drool the cum into Emily’s mouth. With Emily open wide and looking like she’s getting a real treat, Carly opens hers and lets a strand of cum dangle. She pushes it out with her tongue and most of the cum flows into Emily’s mouth. With the gorgeous Carly and my equally gorgeous sister swapping my cum, I’m in heaven. I have them switch positions and the cum flows back to Carly. As they switch again, I swear there’s even more of it… at least there’s more spit. One more time I have Emily feed the mixture of cum and spit to Carly. “Swallow, Carly,” I reward her. 
Starting Emily on a tongue bath for Carly, I go back to watching TV and watching them. After half an hour, Emily’s done and I tell her to clean Carly’s pussy until I tell her to stop. The doggie in her is cleaning the pussy, but the girl knows what’s really going on and she licks Carly to the edge of an orgasm. Five minutes later, I give the whining, moaning, thrashing Carly permission to cum. I was going to let it go on longer, but my cock interrupted with a demand of its own. What a day this is, my cock is ready again. 
“Emily, be a bitch in heat,” I tell her. She promptly turns her ass to me and spreads her legs, offering me her cunt from behind. Looking back over her shoulder at me, she whines, desperate for my attention. I oblige my begging sister, kneeling behind her and taking her hard and fast doggy style. I’m not going to last very long for any of my orgasms today. With a handful of her hair, I pull her head back as I thrust savagely. “You may cum, Emily,” I add. Thirty seconds later, we cum together. 
As I lie on the floor basking in the warm afterglow of raping my sister with her eager participation, the two doggies join me. Doggies do so love any attention you give them, so they’re gratefully snuggly at being allowed to perform for me. They’re willing and totally immodest. I could touch them anywhere, but I just put an arm around each one. 
It’s getting close to lunch and unfortunately, fixing lunch is not something doggies can do well. Hey, it’s a worthwhile trade off for me. Endless, eager obedience, devotion, and sex in exchange for lunch? Yeah, it’s a fair trade. “You girls thirsty?” I ask and they bob their heads, wiggle their asses, and pant. “Go to the bathroom and drink from the toilet” Sweet! No hesitation. I follow them back. Heck, I know they’ll do it, so I’m not supervising, I just have to see this. One at a time, Emily first, they stick their heads in the toilet and drink until they’ve had their fill. Emily is so going to kill me when I turn her back. 
I debated what I would give them for lunch. Yeah, I did consider dog food and yeah, they would eat it. I just didn’t want them to have dog food breath all afternoon, so I did the next best thing. Emily and Carly are inside those doggie heads and aware of everything we’re doing; they just can’t do anything except be doggie. So, to keep them guessing, I got canned corned beef hash. Running those through the can opener without letting the doggies see the cans, I hope they think they’re getting dog food. The room temperature hash isn’t very appealing and it does look like dog food as I set the dog dishes down on the floor. Sweet. Endless, eager obedience, devotion, and sex in exchange for lunch that took me 30 seconds to fix. Not to mention how much fun it is to watch them eat from dog dishes. 
Through the afternoon I don’t work hard to keep them busy. They lie around at my feet and follow me everywhere when I get up. By mid-afternoon, Carly lets me know she needs to go outside and I send them both out. Emily pees quickly, but Carly paces around a bit and then standing in six inches of snow, she takes a crap in the backyard. Holy cow! Watching a girl take a crap is not high on my list of sexually exciting thoughts, but when she does it squatting like a dog in the backyard, it’s hot. Carly is a beautiful, intelligent girl a semester away from kicking ass in the real world as Wayward Girls are prepared to do. Right now she’s crapping in my backyard. Carly is so going to kill me when I turn her back.
Now, you can’t accuse me of being heartless, because when she’s finished and back inside, I clean her bottom with a warm, wet rag. Right before I have her blow me again. “That was such a good girl, Carly. Taking a shit in the backyard. Good girl. You get to suck my cock for that. You can even swallow it without sharing it with Emily.” My voice changes from the baby-talk to more like I was addressing a Wayward Girl. “You’re so beautiful, Carly. I’m glad you came over to stay with Emily so you could be my doggie. I’ll remember that forever. You shitting in the backyard. You sucking my cock as a reward.” Within seconds, I have my third orgasm of the day.
“Now, you want to cum, Carly?” She sits up with her front paws in the air, begging nicely. “A real doggie would be able to lick her own pussy and cum.” And I’ve seen a fully trained doggie do just that after months of flexibility exercises. The Wayward graduates don’t get that level of doggie training. “Since you can’t, I’ll have Emily do it, but you have to suck your own tits the whole time. Now on your back. Emily, make the good girl cum. Carly, wait until I say you can cum.”
Glancing at the clock, I sit back and watch as Carly pulls her D-cup tits up and suckles on them and Emily does her best to make Carly cum. During the next 10 minutes, Carly goes from eager to desperate to burning with need. At first she whines and moans with her hands squeezing her tits and pulling them up to her mouth. When burning need sets in, she raises her little paws and looks like she’s begging flat on her back. Still sucking her tits, she’s propping them up from underneath with her paws. Big puppy dog eyes plead with her master. Dang, I’m hard again just 10 minutes after cumming when I tell her she can cum.
Calling her up on the couch, I have her lie with her head in my lap and lazily lick my cock and balls. I don’t want to cum again right now, so I distract myself by throwing a ball down the hall and magically it comes back. Throw it and it’s back. Throw it and here comes Emily again with it in her mouth. It’s more than just to humiliate Emily. On the way after the ball, I get a great view of her ass and plump pussy between her slender thighs. On the way back, her tits bounce on full display. Yeah, it’s a novel way to check out Emily’s body. Now, if this was a real dog, I’d get tired of playing fetch, but with Emily… we play for 15 minutes and she’s still ready for more. 
When I finally stop throwing the ball, Emily waits patiently for about a minute, wondering if I’m done and then she pads off down the hall. I hear her drinking from the toilet again and she comes back to lie at my feet. 
I could only do four hours worth of Emily as tittoy because tittoy is such high energy and high maintenance. With two doggies, I can sit back and watch TV and let them do nothing at all and I do just that. It’s still a feeling of power to ignore them when I could be doing much more. Just before dinner, I snap leashes onto their collars and they get all excited. Going for a walk with master! It would be fun to take a trip around the block, but that would raise eyebrows, so I just take them for a couple of laps around the backyard. They both pee and when I bring them in, I notice their hard nipples. Being the nice master I am, I warm them up for them, but my lips and tongue keep the darn things hard. One thing leads to another and I fuck both bitches in heat, cumming in Carly’s tight pussy this time. Since I lasted longer, I managed to make them both cum before me.  
While I fix dinner for one, I amuse myself by tossing little crackers on the kitchen floor for their appetizer. They get more corned beef hash and I have the spaghetti that mom made for us. While I do my dishes, they trot off for an after dinner drink. Good idea, I want them fed and watered before the evening festivities. 
So far I hadn’t captured anything for posterity. After dinner I set up a video camera on a tripod and get out my digital still camera as well.  Starting the video camera, I say, “Sit!” Emily and Carly plop their butts down on center stage, little tongues hanging out. *Flash* “Emily, stay! Carly, come!” Carly walks to me, leaving Emily alone in the picture.  *Flash*“Roll over, Emily.” She rolls. *Flash* “Beg, Emily.” *Flash* She begs. “Speak, Emily.” *Flash* She speaks. My point is to establish her canine obedience as my big sister performs in the nude with a silly puppy smile on her face. “Fetch,” I throw the ball down the hall and pan the camera down and back.  “Beg for cock, Emily.” She begs again. *Flash* Emily is so going to kill me when I turn her back.
After running through the same drill with Carly, I get them both in front of the camera again. “Emily, lick Carly’s tits.” *Flash* *Flash* *Flash* “Emily, lick Carly’s pussy.” *Flash* *Flash* “Emily, lick Carly’s ass.” *Flash* *Flash* I run through Carly doing the same to Emily and then step into the picture. “Lick my cock and balls.” I’m in heaven with two girls tonguing my privates and looking like they live to do just that. When I can’t take it anymore, I tell them to get on their backs and then I finish myself off with my hand, depositing my cum on Carly’s face and tits. “Emily, clean her off.” It’s my fifth orgasm of the day, so it’s not like there’s a lot, but I did get it spread around strategically. 
When Emily finishes, I put a new battery and a new memory card in the video camera. Then I have her sit facing the camera with her legs spread and have Carly on her hands and knees, ass facing the camera. “Masturbate.” It’s an absolutely amazing sight to see the two beautiful seniors playing with themselves like porn stars. They don’t just play with their pussies, they try to impress their master. Emily’s got two fingers in her cunt and the other hand rubbing her clit. Carly’s face is pressed to the floor, her ass is in the air, and both hands are busy with her hot snatch. Their pussies glisten with juices and pretty soon their thighs are wet. I watch for a few minutes and then say, “Keep doing that. Stay. Keep doing it until I come back.” With them putting on a wildly erotic show, I just walk away. 
After 15 minutes I come back to find them still at it. Did I mention that doggie girls have a longer attention span than real dogs? “Clean your fingers.” Emily does a nice job of licking her fingers, but Carly really gets my attention by sucking each finger, one at a time. “Clean each other.” Sweet. They settle into a 69 position and lick up the copious amounts of girl juices on their thighs and pussies. 
I repeat the cycle, letting them masturbate for another 15 minutes. This time when I come back, I say, “Emily and Carly, show me what two horny doggies do. Rub those doggie cunts and think about my cock. Rub those doggie cunts and cum for your master.” To my amazement, as she cums Carly squirts out girl cum like a boy ejaculating. I’m glad I’ve got them on the tile floor instead of carpet. Emily cums 10 seconds later, throwing her head back and howling as she does. Dammit, I was not going to  cum a sixth time, but I can’t help it. I jump on Emily and fuck her like a wild man and she cums two more times before I fill her hungry pussy with my cum. She howls the whole time I can’t get my cum out fast enough. 
Crawling out of the camera’s view, I lie there gasping for breath, my heart pounding like a jackhammer. Emily is so going to kill me before I turn her back. Once I feel like moving again, I say, “It’s almost bedtime. Clean the floor and then I’ll take you out to pee.” There’s a moment of hesitation while they try to figure out how to clean the floor, but it comes down to tongues again and they mop up their juices on camera. 
That night I have two naked girls in bed with me, vying for my attention until I tell them to quiet down and go to sleep. When I wake up in the morning, Emily is curled up at my feet and Carly is on the floor beside the bed. Two little doggie heads pop up at the first sign that I’m awake. Pee. Breakfast. Drink. During the course of the morning, I fuck them both and cum a third time with them competing for my cock and balls with their tongues. Three orgasms for me and I make sure they get three each. I’m hoping that Emily and Carly won’t actually kill me when I turn them back. Besides, who said my fun can’t be their fun, too?
Precisely at 10:05, 24 hours after I said the words to make them doggies, I take them up to Emily’s room, put them on the bed, step out of the room, and just before I close the door, say, “Wayward Girls ala mode.” I watch them for a second, just long enough to make sure they heard and understood. Shut the door and walk away quickly. 
It’s nearly 11:30 when they come out of Emily’s room, showered and dressed. “Don’t get us wrong,” says Emily as she glares at me. “It’s not something we want to do again, but we decided for a little brother with complete control, you were pretty good about it.”
“It’s fucking cold out there,” says Carly. “Really cold when you’re naked. What are you going to do with the video?”
“Not much I can do with it,” I admit. “Look at it once in a while. Sure as hell can’t show it to anybody. Here,” I dig into my pocket and hand the two memory cards to her. 
“You made copies,” says Carly. It’s not a question, but a statement of obvious fact. 
“No,” I say with a smile. “I don’t need the video. I can have the real thing anytime I want.”
“Can you do all four?” asks Emily. 
“You mean all four girls? Tittoy, pusspuss, doggie, and virgin? Yeah.”
“How do you do it?” 
I chuckle. “Ironically, I’m allowed to use it all I want, but I can’t tell you how.”
They rush me. Emily grabs my arms and Carly gets my legs. Four words later, two tittoys are kneeling at my feet, profusely apologizing. I had months to think about the consequences of screwing around with Emily and how to react to what she might do. She needs to understand that there is nothing she can do to get even. Five minutes later, they have red bottoms. Certain they were going to be punished for roughly laying hands on me without permission, my tittoys thank me over and over. Four words later, Emily and Carly are rubbing sore bottoms and not thanking me. 
Emily grabs her clothes and starts dressing. “So, you’re gonna do it whenever you want and that’s it, huh?”
“You could be flattered,” I say and duck the lightning bolts that fly from her eyes. “C’mon, you just said I was pretty good about it. You said tittoy was a kick and…”
“And we said we don’t want it done again.”
“We lost a whole fucking day,” snaps Carly, pulling on her panties. “We were gonna go shopping and stuff.”
“You want to schedule them?” I ask politely, rather pleased that they dress in front of me like I own them. 
“Yeah, right,” counters Emily. 
“No, really,” I say. “You came like what? Six or seven times each? You had a wild time with no inhibitions. Your big complaint is you didn’t get your Christmas shopping done. You want to schedule them? It’ll be fun and won’t interfere with your plans.”
“I don’t want you to do it at all,” said Emily. She glares at me and then says, “You’d really schedule them? And could I pick which one?”
“Yes, I’ll schedule them and no, you can’t pick. I’ll schedule them under one condition.” I pause long enough for them to look at each other with a ‘I knew this was coming’ look. “Carly has to come over for the next two times and you’ll both be pusspuss once and virgin once.”
“No way,” says Carly. “You’re not getting me again.”
“I’ll be pusspuss and she’s virgin at the same time,” says Emily. “Then we swap the next time.”
“What?” says Carly. “No way. No fucking way.”
Emily’s got some really cool ideas. I planned to have two pusspuss’ together and two virgins together, but I like her idea. She knows when she’s beaten and knows how to negotiate. She tugs Carly out of the room. Ten minutes later, they come back. In those ten minutes, I do plenty of thinking about an overly sexed pusspuss and a virgin at the same time. I’m ready to agree to anything within reason. Emily speaks for both of them. “We get to go shopping for the rest of today. Tomorrow from 8:00 to noon you can play with us. A week from today, assuming mom and dad are at work, you can play with us again for four hours. After that, Carly doesn’t have to play ever again.”
“And then after that I can play with you anytime I want?” I ask, just to be clear. Like she has a choice. 
“You have to schedule it,” she says. “That’s the deal. Carly’s playing two more times as a favor to me and in return, you have to schedule any time you do it with me.”
Ah, I get it. Carly’s making the sacrifice for Emily. But I do have to wonder… “Carly doesn’t have to play ever again,” I repeat her words and then fill in the blank. “But, she can come play when she wants?”
Whoosh… it’s suddenly very hot and bright in the room as Carly turns a brilliant shade of red. “You… umm… you were good about it,” she stammers. “It was sort of fun and well… Emily thinks I should be tittoy for half a day or so… you know, I should see all of them… with you... and her… her, too… not alone with you.” Holding up the two data cards, she says, “You didn’t have to do this. Thanks. It was killing me last night to do all that stuff with the camera going. You know we know what’s going on, right?”
“That’s half the fun,” I admit. I wink and say, “I was talking to you, not doggie, when I said it was so hot to reward you for crapping in the yard by letting you do a blowjob.”
“Yeah, you’re so sweet,” she says sarcastically. “I liked it better when you stayed in character. Talking to me like that was mean.”
“Sorry, won’t happen again,” I tell them. Really, why would I want to make it not fun for them when I could do without that part? I’d like her to come back of her own free will for more play. “Go shopping. I just remembered I have some dog poop to pick up in the backyard,” I wink. 
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Chapter 22
(mff, inc, oral, spank)
When the girls get back from shopping, they pretty much avoid me for the rest of the day. Not like they go out of their way to avoid me, but more like they do their own thing and I do mine. In fact, until a few minutes before 8:00 the next morning, they’re like two girls ignoring little brother. They may want that to last right up to 8:00, but I find them a few minutes before and tell them to put on their school uniforms. 
“To look virginal?” asks Emily wryly. When I smile and nod, she says, “Only one of us needs to look like that.”
“But which one?” I say. “You don’t get to know until I do it.”
“You like surprising us, huh?” says Carly. Then to Emily, she says, “I’ll have to borrow one of yours. Let’s go.”
They, especially Carly, have a look on their face that I’ve come to understand from Wayward Girls. They could have ducked out of the house, but they waited for me as agreed. It’s not just that they’ve given in to the inevitable. The look is the same as a girl who’s getting punished or in character building and is facing some dastardly fate, but is looking forward to it at the same time. 
At precisely 8:00, I knock on Emily’s door and go in without waiting for an answer. They’re both dressed and ready and I tell Emily to go wait in my room. What I’m about to do has to be done one at a time. When I’m alone with Carly, I say, “Hot icicles ala mode.” As I count to three, Carly smoothes her skirt and looks nervously around. She should know who I am and just to be sure I say, “Hi, remember me, Carly? I’m William. You’re awfully cute. Sit down for a minute, sweetie. We’re gonna have some fun, but I have to get a friend first.”
“Hi, William,” she says shyly. “You’re cute, too.” There’s not a lot of seduction that has to be done with a virgin. She’s programmed to be shy, sexually naïve, and uncertain, but also to be compliant and curious. In a nutshell, she’s a virgin who suspects she’s about to lose that status and really can’t avoid it either. As I open the door, she says, “You’ll be back, right?”
“Yeah, in just a minute,” I assure her. Then I go down to my room where Emily awaits. “Fried kitten ala mode.” I start to count to three, but only get to one.
Pusspuss presses up against me. “Master, pusspuss would like to suck and fuck. May pusspuss make Master happy?” Her hands are boldly on my fly and running the zipper down with practiced ease. 
“Wait, pusspuss,” I tell her. “Keep your hands to yourself or you won’t get anything. No cumming. No making Master cum. I have somebody for you to meet. Her name is Carly. She’s never had sex before and I want to show her how much fun it is.”
“Ooo, a good girl,” says pusspuss, making the words sound like, ooo, a new toy. “Want pusspuss to show the good girl what pusspuss’ tongue can do?”
“Eventually, but first I want pusspuss to pretend to be a virgin, too.”
“Oh no, pusspuss sucks at being a virgin. Pusspuss isn’t and doesn’t want to be. Pusspuss wants cock and pussy.”
“Does pusspuss want a spanking?”
“No!” Pusspuss is suddenly contrite. “Pusspuss can try to be a good girl.” Interesting that Carly as a good girl sounds like new toy, but pusspuss as a good girl sounds like bait to catch a serial killer… I’ll do it, but I won’t like it a bit.  
“Good, then pusspuss will get to use her pussy and mouth on both of us. You have to be a good girl until Carly is completely naked, got it?”
“Pusspuss will try.” It sounds to me like she’s expecting to fail. I suppose I can’t imagine what it’s like to live for sex and then have to pretend the opposite. What I realize is that I’m gonna have to be flexible. My plan is probably not going to go well. 
“Wait here, pusspuss,” I tell her. I plan to bring Carly here and play with them in my room. When I bring Carly out of Emily’s room and into the hall, my door shuts quickly. Pusspuss was peeking. Yep, pusspuss sucks at being coy, submissive, or patient. She’s gonna suck at being a virgin. 
“This is pusspuss,” I say as I walk Carly into the room. Doggies and virgins respond to their real name; tittoy and pusspuss do not. Pusspuss is sitting on the bed, leaning back slightly with her legs spread. Her skirt is hiked up and I can see her panties. 
“Hi, pusspuss,” says Carly, blushing. Looking down she says, “She’s…” Carly sits next to pusspuss and nonchalantly tugs pusspuss’ skirt down. Then Carly relaxes for a second. 
“Hi, Carly,” says pusspuss. “Carly is hot! Pusspuss is a good girl like Carly.”
Carly looks at me, uncertain what to do. Is it that pusspuss sucks as a virgin, already announcing that Carly is hot, that pusspuss can only speak to Carly in the third person, or that pusspuss is named pusspuss? I consider tossing out what little seduction I had planned. It’s gonna be hard to take this slow. Maybe I should just rape Carly. “I thought maybe we could be alone,” says Carly. 
“Pusspuss and Carly alone?” asks pusspuss, putting a hand on Carly’s bare knee. One thing I know about pusspuss is that the world revolves around her and sex. She doesn’t care if it’s with me or Carly, but the thought of me and Carly alone escapes her. 
Carly grabs pusspuss’ hand and lifts it up. “No, ummm… pusspuss… me and William alone.”
Distressed, pusspuss looks at me. “May pusspuss just make Carly naked?” She looks almost sorry, but it’s hard to be horny and sorry at the same time. 
Christ, it took way less than a minute for pusspuss to cave. One thing is certain, I’m not going to subtly, seductively take Carly’s virginity. These two opposites just don’t play well together. I’ll have to try something different tomorrow. “Make pusspuss naked,” I tell the horny girl. 
Pusspuss takes off her school tie and starting unbuttoning her shirt. “I don’t want this,” says Carly and she gets up to leave. “I thought you cared about me.”
“I care about your cunt,” I say savagely, going with the rape idea. “Now sit down and you’re gonna learn a few things.”
Pusspuss gets her bra off, then her skirt and panties. Wearing her knee socks and shoes, she stands in front of Carly. “Carly is gonna learn a few things. Pusspuss will help. Take off Carly’s clothes.” She reaches for Carly’s tie. 
Carly grabs pusspuss’ wrists and for a split second I consider what’s about to happen. Surely pusspuss will win on sheer determination and desire, leaving Carly’s clothes in shreds and Carly ready for violation. This is so far off plan and I don’t think Carly will enjoy it. “Stop, pusspuss! Stand there,” I point by the door. Picking up her clothes I hand them to her. 
With Carly thoroughly frightened, I’m not sure how cooperative she’ll be. I need to push the reset button, but not with pusspuss in the room. “Stay there,” I say to Carly. I push pusspuss into the hallway. With me right outside the door, Carly’s not going very far. First, I turn Emily back into Emily. 
“Shit, wow!” says my sister, looking like she’s high on drugs. “Why’d you stop me? That’s hot. I’m… I… holy fuck. We could rape her, you know.”
“Put your clothes on, Emily.” I feel like the adult here instead of her. At least I’m the only one with some control at the moment. “Get hold of yourself. We’re not raping Carly.”
She puts her hand over her mouth in shock. “I could have. I would have,” she admits guiltily. As she puts on her clothes, she asks what I’m going to do now. 
“Start over,” I tell her. When she’s dressed, we go back in to find Carly calmed down a little. The virgin cringes at the sight of pusspuss. “Hot icicles ala mode,” I say, effectively resetting Carly to virgin all over again and Emily as well. 
After introductions, I say, “How about we play some cards?” I did mom as a virgin for three hours with the first hour and a half being like a boy and girl with no sexual agenda and then led up to it. We didn’t kiss until after two hours and the sex was the last half hour. With two virgins, I can take my time again. Patience makes it more interesting. 
We play rummy for an hour and it feels like a boy flirting with two girls. After an hour, we’ve established that they’re best friends and I’m their mutual crush. There’s a hint of things to come, but no mention of sex at all. While I think they’d agree to strip poker, spin the bottle, or playing doctor, I think those are a little trite, so I put on some music and Carly and I dance to a slow song. Emily can’t stand to be left out and sways in time to the music nearby, watching us. With each song, we swap. Several songs later, I’ve danced with both of them and my hands are familiar with the feel of their backs. I’m dancing with Emily when I try to sneak a kiss. 

“What are you doing?” she asks, stiffening a little in my arms. Their virginal personalities are a little different. Carly is more comfortable with the pace and Emily is reserved and reluctant.  
Before I can respond, Carly helps out. “Kissing you,” she says. 
“He has his mouth open,” says Emily. 
“It’s how a boy kisses a girl he really likes,” says Carly. “Don’t you know anything?” She’s watching intently and I’m pretty sure she’d kiss me, but I’m alternating between them. I danced with Carly first and I’m going to kiss Emily first. What fun would it be if Emily just followed Carly’s lead all the time?  
“I know,” says Emily. “I watch movies, you know.” She leans in to me and we press our lips together. When I push my tongue into her mouth, her eyes open wide and she stiffens again. We break the kiss and she looks guiltily at Carly. I kiss her again and again for a couple of minutes until the song is over and then she backs off looking relieved while Carly gets a turn. 
Carly’s been watching jealously and she doesn’t play coy, kissing me back right away. A couple of songs later, I’ve got two expert kissers. This time when I’m making out with Carly, I slip a hand to her breast and rest it there. I can see the ‘hey, what are you doing’ in her eyes, but she doesn’t protest anymore than that. When it’s Emily’s turn, she takes her position reluctantly. “C’mon, I know you want to,” I say. 
“William!” she protests. “I… I… I’m not sure.”
She surprises me with her hesitation, yet I find it exciting that she’s a little less willing. I’ve mostly dealt with Wayward Girls and they’re obedient sexual creatures... want my panties? Here you go. The unregistered girls that I work on are absolutely uncooperative until I force them. I don’t’ usually get to be gentle with a ‘good girl’, as pusspuss put it. We start dancing and I start cajoling. “I promise it will feel good. It’s just second base. Let’s just take it slow.” I sneak my hand around to caress her ribs, the heel of my hand grazing the base of her breast. “Is it OK?”
“Not yet,” she says. “You’re gonna want more than second base.”
“You’re acting like a little girl. Carly didn’t mind. She liked it.”
Stung by my words, she bites her lip and then says, “I just want to take it slow, OK?” she guides my hand to her tit, keeping her hand on my wrist for security. 
“It’s so soft and nice. You’re really beautiful, you know.” I squeeze her tit gently, using my thumb to rub her nipple. “This is really special. Your first time, huh? I want to make you feel good.” She’s pretty comfortable with my hand on her tit by the end of the song. 
When I dance with Carly, I cop a feel for a while and then put my arms around her again and slide my hands to her ass. A few seconds later, I move her hands to my ass and then grab hers again. As we dance cupping each other’s ass, I wink at Emily… silently saying check this out, you’re next. With that much warning, she doesn’t argue when it’s her turn. In fact, her hands don’t need any help finding my butt. 
Slowly, but surely I’m getting them closer to the ultimate goal. Using Carly’s eager cooperation to lure Emily forward, I tell her I’d really like to see her tits. “Show Emily how it’s done,” I whisper in her ear. Still using dancing to keep them relaxed, I dance with my hands on Carly’s hips with space between us as she unbuttons her blouse slowly from top to bottom. When she takes her blouse off and hesitates, I say, “Let me,” and reach around to undo the catch of her bra. Unveiling her creamy skin capped with brown nipples, I say, “They’re beautiful.” Rather than touch them, I trace the tan lines from the outside top of her breast, up to her shoulder and back down to the inside top, between her breasts, up to her other shoulder, and then down to the outside of the other breast. 
Pulling her to the bed, we sit and now I cup her bare breast and kiss her. Outwardly I put Emily out of my mind. That there are two girls vying for my attention is never forgotten, but I want her to feel ignored. As I kiss the virgin Carly, I play with her tits with no argument from her. I even put my hand on her knee and slowly slide it up until I can rub the front of her panties. “I love you,” I say. It’s something I think she should hear. She needs a reason for going farther. “I want to make love to you.”
Getting no argument from Carly, I look at Emily for the first time in several minutes. “You can stay and watch if you want. You won’t tell anyone, will you?”
Emily shakes her head, but of course she doesn’t leave. I hope my plan to make her jealous doesn’t backfire on me. I’m pretty sure the virgin can’t avoid getting fucked. It may make me work harder for Emily’s cherry though. 
“I want to see all of you,” I tell Carly, my eyes indicating that means below the waist as well. As she nervously glances at Emily, I say, “How about if I go first this time?” Without waiting for an answer, I take off my shirt, shorts, and briefs. Completely naked, I let Carly look for a few seconds. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Emily move to get a better view. 
“He’s so hard and so big,” says Carly, relishing her front row seat.  
 “You want to touch it?” I ask. “You can if you want.”
Carly reaches for it without hesitation, touching the underside ever so gently with her fingers and stroking upwards.  As she gets familiar with my big, hard cock, I play with her big, soft tits. I could let her do this for a long time, but after a couple of minutes, I tell Carly, “It’s time. Take off your clothes.” 
Standing, Carly unzips her skirt and drops it to the floor. The 18-year-old virgin is more than ready and slides her panties down to show me her blond bush. “It’s beautiful,” I say. “Such a pretty pussy. I want to be inside it. I want to fuck you.”
“I’ve never done it before,” she says apologetically. “I don’t know what to do.” 
“I’ll be gentle. I know you want to find out what it’s like. I’ll make sure you enjoy it.” Really, I think that the virgin is a pusspuss who doesn’t know she’s a pusspuss yet. At least that’s the way I take her compliance. She wants it, but she’s not allowed to let on that she wants it. 
Guiding Carly to the bed, I lay her on her back and take my time making love to her. Kissing and caressing her soft skin, I make sure she’s wet and ready before I enter her. “I love you, Carly.” There is, of course, no blood or pain, just a sense of awe from her as she feels her first ever cock. For the virgin mindset, I enter her slowly. She’s surprisingly aroused and ready, using non-verbal cues to get me to go harder and faster and it’s not long before she’s impaled with me pounding into her. There’s just one more thing I need to do and that’s make sure she cums. I watch her big tits bounce with each thrust. This is the first time I’ve really fucked Carly. She’s not an obedient doggie, but a willing girl taking my cock lovingly. When she cums, I continue thrusting until I cum, too. 
With a heavy, satisfied sigh, I roll off her onto my back. I’d again put Emily out of my mind. I lie there with my soft cock shiny with Carly’s juices and Carly beams with the glow of a freshly fucked former virgin. Emily leans over me. “I want to do it, too,” she says. “Can you get it hard again?” Her hand reaches slowly for my shriveled cock, her look and pace asking for tacit permission. All three of us watch her hand as it finally reaches its destination and caresses my cock for the first time.  
There’s still plenty of time for me to recover and take her virginity and her new found eagerness gives me an idea. “I’ll need your help,” I tell her. “If you do something sexy and naughty, I’ll get hard sooner.”
“What?” she asks, still playing with my cock. 
Propping myself up on an elbow for a better view, I say, “First, I want you to strip. I’m not gonna fuck you until you get your clothes off.”
“Yeah, OK,” she agrees. 
Sure I’ve seen Emily naked a few times, but this time is the first time a boy has ever seen her body. To get the full enjoyment of the moment, I need to think like that. She starts unbuttoning her blouse and I ask, “Have you ever let anybody see your tits before?”
“No, not like this,” she admits. “I’ve never even kissed a boy before.”
When she gets her blouse off, I stop her. “I want you to say something for me. I want you to ask if you may take your bra off.”
She stares quizzically at me for a few seconds, then she bites her lip as she screws up her courage. When she finally says it, she does it teasingly, “May I take my bra off?”
“Yeah, Emily, show us your tits.”
Oh yeah, her eyes flick to Carly and then back to me. Show us your tits. I feel Carly move and look over my shoulder to see her prop herself up on an elbow to watch. Honestly, I want her to work for it since she asked to be fucked, too. It doesn’t slow her down though. She takes off her bra and poses for us. 
“Put your hands on your head and shake your tits for us.”
“You didn’t make Carly do that,” she protests for the first time since she outright asked for me to take her cherry. 
“Oh, do you want to watch Carly do it, too?” I ask. 
She blushes. “That’s not what I meant.”
“Bet she would.”
Emily doesn’t want to be shown up by Carly, so without another word, she puts her hands on her head and shakes her never been seen before tits. 
“That’s pretty sexy,” I admit. “Very sexy. How about you take off your panties now.” She reaches for the zipper of her skirt. “No, no, your panties first.”
With a little shiver, she pulls down her panties and steps out of them. What started as a simple request for her to strip has turned into a slow tease directed by me. “Who’s seen that pussy before? Am I the first?”
“The first boy,” she says. 
“Lift up your skirt and show me.”
“Oh God,” she moans softly. “You’re making me be so naughty.” She lifts up her skirt waist high so we can see her pussy. 
“Beautiful pussy. Am I making her be naughty, Carly?”
“Yeah,” she giggles. “She loves it.”
“You love it?” I ask.
“Do not,” she says. 
“Turn around and show us your ass.”
“This turn you on, William?” she asks as she turns her back to us. 
“Nice ass. This turn you on, Emily?”
“No.”
“Bend over and look at us between your legs.”
“Oh God,” she moans again. She leans forward, spreads her legs, and looks at us. 
“Oh, I love how a girl’s pussy looks like that. How about you, Carly?”
“What?” says an astonished Carly. I don’t bother to look, but I’m betting she’s blushing. Caught looking and now I made it sound appealing. “That’s gross.”
“A pussy is gross? Your best friend’s pussy is gross?” I press her. 
“No, that’s not what I meant. It’s… I don’t love how it looks.”
“You know what? I think Emily does like it. I didn’t tell her she had to keep showing her pussy from behind,” I tease my virgin sister. 
It’s Emily’s turn to be caught. She straightens up and turns to face us. “You didn’t say not to either. So, you gonna pop my cherry or not?” She frowns at my still soft cock. Her efforts have been erotic, but I still need some time to recover from Carly. 
“Take off your skirt and lie down on the other side of Carly.” I do believe her little pussy is getting wet and I think she’s lost any reluctance she started with. She plops down next to Carly, unconcerned that they’re both naked and making incidental contact. Carly’s in the center of the bed now sandwiched between the two of us. 
“I need some help getting hard again before I can fuck you, Emily. I’d like you to… well, guys just like it when… it will get me hard to watch you and Carly kiss like we kissed.”
“Kiss Carly?”
“No way,” says Carly. “We’re not lesbians. She just wants you. I shouldn’t have to do anything.”
“No, of course you’re not lesbians,” I agree. “I didn’t say you were. I just would like to see the two of you kiss. You are best friends and it will help me get hard. Think of it as practicing for a boy.”
Emily whispers to Carly, but I can hear her clearly. “C’mon, you got to see what it’s like. He hasn’t done me yet. We need to get him hard. You have to do it with me. I’d do it for you.”
“But, you’re a girl,” protests Carly in an equally clear whisper. 
“So what? Bff, remember? Close your eyes and pretend I’m him. I promise I won’t touch you. It’s just practice.” 
“You’d do it for me? You agreed pretty easy. You gonna like it or something?”
“No, I won’t like it. Let’s just do it. We gotta get him hard, you know.” Emily doesn’t wait for another protest. Leaning close, she presses her lips to Carly’s lips and they share a chaste kiss for a few seconds. 
“You do need some practice,” I observe dryly. “That wasn’t how we kissed. You have to do it right.”
Emily puts an arm around Carly. With her hand resting on Carly’s back, it doesn’t seem to break Emily’s promise not to touch. Then she kisses Carly again, this time with her mouth open. Her tongue teases Carly’s mouth open and then they share a real kiss. God damn, the way they reluctantly accede, it feels like I’m corrupting them for real. 
“See, Carly, it’s not so bad,” I point out. “Kissing is kissing. Keep doing that. I like to watch two girls.” I shut up and without any encouragement, they get into it more, as if I’m not there at all. When Carly shifts to get a better angle, their bodies press together and she rests a hand on Emily’s hip.  “That’s doing it,” I interject. “It would help if you played with her tits, Carly. With your hand.” She gives me a dubious look and I play on her curiosity. “This close, you have to try it. See what it feels like.” Her hand slides up to cup Emily’s tit, getting her first feel of another girl’s breast. Like everything I suggest, it feels good to both of them. Emily rolls to her back and Carly’s hand gropes both her girlfriend’s tits. 
“Now who likes it?” I tease, pressing my luck. My luck holds. Maybe they’re ignoring me, but now I think a woman with the right code phrase could get a Wayward Girl to be a virgin and then turn her into a lesbian. At least these two are on the way and all I had to do was get them started. Neither of them is paying attention to my cock, the original reason for kissing and touching. “Wonder what it would be like to suck on her nipples,” I muse aloud. 
“You want me to?” asks Carly, breaking the spell. 
“Yeah,” says Emily before I can say anything. OK, I guess she was asking Emily, not me. With a look of longing, Carly appraises Emily’s tits and then takes a nipple in her mouth. 
Carly looks like she’s really getting into it, so I can’t resist saying, “You love it, don’t you, Carly? Just needed a little push. It’s fun, isn’t it? Glad I showed you? You ready for me, Emily? I’m ready to pop your cherry.”
As I crawl around her, Carly moves away, leaving Emily still on her back. Spreading Emily’s legs, I say, “You ready? You have to say it.”
“Yes, I’m ready, William,” she says. 
Her eyes follow my cock as I point it at her pussy and rub the head through her slit. She’s nice and wet from Carly’s foreplay, but I still spend time kissing her and playing with her tits. “I love you, Emily.” I feel like it’s almost part of a script. There’s a right way to take a girl’s cherry. Sliding into my sister’s eager, virgin pussy, I slowly fuck her. Even with a hard on fucking my favorite pussy, my recent orgasm means it will be a while before I can cum. She wants it faster, so at the expense of my own orgasm, I fuck her like she wants until she cums. 
Left with a hard on, I roll off her. I sandwiched between the two of them and look at Carly. “You want to help me out, Carly?”
“What do you mean?” she asks. “You want to fuck me again?”
No, dear, can you say blowjob? “We hit a home run, but you missed third base,” I say. 
“Third base? Ohhhh,” she looks at my cock. “You serious?” She looks at Emily who still has a soft smile on her face from her orgasm. 
“I know you want to,” I dare her. I don’t know for sure that she wants to, but she’s been the more adventurous of the two so far. I know for sure that she will once I hit the right chord. 
“I don’t think so,” she says. “It was just… in her.”
“I know you don’t want Emily to go first, do you?”
Carly’s eyes make the rounds again… my face, my cock, Emily, and back to me. That wasn’t the right incentive with Emily lying there and looking like she can’t move. Then Emily turns to her side and looks at the two of us. “I didn’t make you cum, William. Wasn’t I any good? Do you need me to go to third base?”
Yes, I do… no, I don’t… Carly takes me in hand and strokes. “I will,” she says and then kisses the tip… swirls her tongue around the crown… and takes two inches in her mouth. 
“Oh yeah,” I moan just to encourage her. The real Carly can suck cock. The virgin Carly makes a valiant, novice effort. 
Emily moves closer. “Let me,” she says, pushing Carly away and sucking with equally poor talent. 
“Let’s play a game,” I suggest. “See how far you can get it in your mouth, Emily.” It’s an experiment for me. I didn’t go this far with mom and I wonder how good a fake virgin Wayward Girl can suck cock. They’re tentatively taking just a little in their mouth, but what if I push? “That’s what feels good to a guy. Big girls can get it all the way in. Do your best.” 
The talented trained mouth knows what to do, though the mind doesn’t. Emily thinks she’s going to gag on my cock and she goes down, down, down, and stops when her nose is pressed against my belly. She pulls back quickly. “Holy shit, it went all the way in.”
“How’d you do that?” demands Carly. “I can’t do that.”
“You have to take your turn,” I say. “Give it a try and see how far you can.”
Like Emily, Carly is astonished when she ends up with the cock all the way down her throat. It defies her mental image. “Now fuck your face with my cock, Carly.” Oh yeah, muscle memory or something takes over and she amazes herself and Emily as she goes up and down on my cock. That’s more like it. 
“What about me?” asks Emily. 
“Go down on Carly. You didn’t think you… ohhh…” Damn, Carly’s good. “… could do my… ohhh… cock… Do… do… Carly.”
Emily disappeared from sight and mind and I focus on the exquisite mouth sucking me off. Then Carly rumbles deep in her throat and I know Emily is doing what I sent her to do. With Emily driving Carly toward an orgasm, Carly’s blowjob gets even better and I explode in her mouth in just a couple of minutes. I don’t see a drop of my cum as Carly swallows it and then flops on her back, her fingers laced in Emily’s hair. 
My work here is done. I rest for a minute until Carly cums noisily and the two girls separate. OK, my work is almost done. “Carly, you should… you know… pay Emily back.”
Carly dives into Emily’s muff with wild abandon. Four hours from virgin to pusspuss is seems. Slipping out of bed, I gather my clothes and open the door. As I step out and close the door, I say, “Wayward Girls ala mode,” and quickly shut the door. It’s another experiment. I wonder what will happen when Carly is going down on Emily and they’re not under my control anymore. I suspected what would happen on the blowjob experiment, but I don’t know about this one. There’s no shriek at least and I pad away to the family room where I get dressed and wait for them. 
Ten minutes later, Emily comes running downstairs, wearing just a sheet. “Something’s wrong, Billy,” she says, her voice desperate, “or did you do that on purpose?”
“What?” I ask as she gets me worried.
“I came out of it, but Carly’s still being that virgin girl. She’s not out of it.”
“She should be,” I say, rising and going upstairs two at a time. When I go into my room, Carly’s naked and on the bed. 
“Good, you came back,” she says. “Can we do it again? I liked it.”
“We’re done for now, Carly. Wayward Girls ala mode.” 
She blinks, but it seems like nothing happened. “C’mon, it was fun. Just one more time. You said you’d make me feel good.”
Oh shit! How much trouble am I in? I don’t know how to get her out if the code phrase doesn’t work. Dad’s gonna kill me. “Big house ala mode,” I say, trying to get her unstuck. 
“Yeah, wow!” she pops to her feet. “Yeah, wow!” says Emily behind me, dropping the sheet. “Tittoy wants to have fun.”
“Wayward Girls ala mode.” Maybe it’ll work to change her from tittoy back to Carly. I look at Emily and she’s back to normal. I look at Carly and she looks confused. 
“Yeah, wow,” she says again. “Can tittoy make Master happy? I can do blowjobs.”
Yeah, right. They are in so much trouble. I know tittoy well enough to know that “tittoy can do blowjobs,” with a shake of her tits is way different than “I can do blowjobs,” no shake. 
“First, I’m going to warm tittoy’s bare bottom,” I tell her. 
Gulp. “Yeah, wow,” says tittoy. 
So much fun is about to be had. She could fake the virgin role just fine, but she can’t fake tittoy. I get my paddle and bend tittoy over the bed. Seven smacks later, Carly gives in. “Stop it, William. OK? It was a joke.” I give her three more swats and like a true Wayward girl, she stays quiet and takes them. 
When I stop, Emily is wrapped in the sheet again, “We just thought maybe we’d try to fool you.”
“I think you were trying to figure out how I can turn you into a virgin or tittoy or whatever,” I say. “And I think two upstanding Wayward Girls lied to me. You need to be punished.”
“William, you are not going to punish us,” says Emily. “We won’t let you.”
“He’s kidding, right? You’re kidding, right?” asks Carly.
“Carly just got ten swats for her trickery,” I say, sticking to my guns. “She’s already been punished. Don’t you think it’s fair that you get yours, Emily?”
“No, I don’t think I should get mine. It doesn’t have to be fair. I’m not going to let you.” She looks at Carly for moral support. 
“Yeah, I don’t mind if she doesn’t get swats,” Carly agrees. 
As I ponder the situation, Emily glares at me. Honestly I can’t think of a way to make her take a spanking as Emily. Sure I could spank tittoy or pusspuss. Now I have to think of a way to back down while saving face. “The punishment for lying is five swats, so I’ll agree that Carly took yours for you, Emily.” 
Emily surprises me when she says, “You’ll do no such thing, Billy. I won’t agree that you have the right to punish us. Her ten were just to call her bluff.”
“Our bluff,” says Carly, “Seven to call our bluff and he gave me three after that. I let him punish me.”
“So I should get three?” Emily asks Carly. 
“Get out of here, you two, before you talk yourselves into swats.” I mean no shit, now they sound like Emily should get three. “I’m not punishing either of you. I was joking. The last three were just for fun.”
Emily huffs and turns on her heel with Carly right behind her. “Fun for you,” says Carly on her way out. No argument from me on that point. 
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I played it cool for the next week as I waited for our scheduled threesome time. Christmas came and went. Emily showed no signs, positive or negative, about being my sex toy on demand. It was as if it never happened and wouldn’t happen again. To me that’s strange, but then it’s how a Wayward Girl thinks. There’s her normal life and then there’s special moments… punishment, character building, or special code words. She has no control over them and she doesn’t hold them against me.  
Mom and dad returned to work and the day before Carly was coming over for the final round, Emily wanted to talk. “Bet you think you’ve got it pretty good with what you can make me do.”
“Yeah,” I say warily since it sounds like she’s about to burst my bubble. 
“You know you’re gonna be headmaster some day,” she says. “Dad says you’ll be great at it.”
“Dad said that? To you?”
“Actually, the conversation started when I asked if a girl could be headmaster… me specifically, you know the eldest, not just the first born male.” She made it sound like first born male was a royal title. I wondered if she wished she was born a boy. “He said some things about you and me and I realized how different we are.”
“Besides opposite sexes?” I interjected. 
“Yeah, lookit, you’re an opener and I’m a breaker. Hell, you don’t even like being an opener. You want to teach and do character building and dad says you’re good at it. I want to teach and work in the basement as a breaker.”
“Yeah, so?”
“So, I couldn’t be headmaster even if I was the first born male, got it? I’m into things that don’t work well upstairs.” I still don’t get why we’re having this conversation until she says, “Carly and I appreciate how you play with us. I mean, we don’t like you playing with us, but if you’re gonna do it and we can’t stop you, then you’re good about it.”
“You thanking me?”
“Shit, no, Billy,” she sounds exasperated, but then I’m searching for the point of the conversation and making snide guesses as she gets around to it. If she wanted to make it easy, she could just be a little more open. “Like I’m gonna thank you for fucking me. Just… if it was me with the power, I’d be taking advantage of me in other ways. Rougher shit.”  
 “Like what?” Now I wonder if she’s hinting that she wants rougher shit.  
“Like no orgasms. Like not doing it on schedule. Like getting one of the dogs from the kennel when I’m being doggie. Like raping the virgin.”
Trying to feel her out, I say, “I could do that. You want that?”
“OK, you’re taking this all wrong. I’m not thanking you and I’m not trying to give you ideas. Your big sister is trying to say you’re a good person. Kind of an adult conversation, little brother. Just trying to say I like you.” She rolls her eyes. “Like that makes any sense. You can bang me any way you want, any time you want. You shouldn’t, but you do. You’re my brother and I love you and… well, I like you, too.”
“Because I don’t get a dog to play with you when you’re doggie.”
“Sorta. Not really. Because you don’t think that way. I guess because you think about the girls first and so you’re gonna be a great headmaster.”
“OK, thanks,” I say, trying not to sound dubious. “We’re still on the schedule for tomorrow, right?” Face it, I have the feeling something’s up, so I wonder if she’s trying to weasel out of tomorrow.
“Yeah, sure,” agrees Emily. “Carly’s spending the night again so we’ll be ready in the morning.”
“Cool, we’ll have fun,” I assure her. 
“Yeah, fun. Oh, I was just thinking,” she says like it was an afterthought. “You think if I brought a friend home from school, not Carly, that you could turn her into doggie, just her, and I could play with her?”
“I think I could do that for you,” I smile. So this is why she’s buttering me up. “You gonna get one of the dogs from the kennel and…”
“No!” Emily cuts me off quick. “Well, maybe. I suppose I shouldn’t call her a friend either, but will you?”
“Make an O with your mouth,” I say and she does without even thinking about it. The O is just the perfect size for my cock to fit snugly through her lips. “That’s what I like about you, Emily. I taught you the size of my cock six months ago and you still remember it.”
“Asshole,” she says. “I can’t believe I just called you nice.”
“No, seriously, Emily, if you want to play with a doggie, then as my big sister, no tricks to turn you into something else, take off everything and blow me right now.”
“You are an asshole,” she says firmly. 
“Just how bad does big sister want to play with a doggie?” I tease her. 
“And that’s it?” she asks. “I blow you now, just once, and then you’ll do it?”
Yeah, that does sound kind of easy, doesn’t it? “Tell you what, let’s do it in half an hour. I want to get some things set up. And yeah, just once. And once every time you want to play with a ‘friend’.” So cool. She’ll always have to come to me for help in that regard. I can’t even give her the code words if I wanted to. Anytime I say them she’ll turn into doggie and won’t remember the words. Even if I write them down, she’ll see a blank piece of paper and be barking before she realizes it. “Deal?”
“Deal,” she says with a glare. 
Ten minutes later, I hand Emily her script. “Memorize it and say it all when I’m ready.” I’m ready now, but I’m giving her 20 minutes to learn her lines. 
She scans the piece of paper. “Yeah, I figured something like this.” She narrows her eyes as she says, “You really got a thing for me.” Tossing her hair, she huffs and leaves. 
“You don’t have to,” I remind her. I hate being so transparent, but then she was pretty damn transparent about buttering me up so she could ask for a favor. 
Twenty minutes later, I’m sitting in the family room still dressed and ready with camcorder in hand. “Anytime you’re ready,” I call out and point the camera at the door.
Emily walks in still wearing jeans, flannel shirt, and socks. “Shit,” she says as soon as she sees the camera. 
“That wasn’t in the script,” I tell her. “Go out and come in again.”
“Shit!” she says again and walks out. 
I have the camera rolling again when she walks in. “Hey, Billy, big sister needs a cum fix. Can I suck your wonderful cock again? Please?” So, the dialogue’s not great. I only spent a few minutes on it. At least does a decent job of acting. 
“Sure, go ahead, Emily.”
“Aww, you know I can’t do it just like this, Billy. Can I take off my shirt? Wanna see my bra?” She unbuttons her shirt, looking sultry as she does. With her shirt off, she puts her hands on the cups of her bra. “C’mon, Billy, you know I need to show you more. Wanna see big sister’s panties? I love showing off my panties any time you want.” She undoes her jeans and wriggles out of them. 
“You’re a real slut, Emily. How many big sisters love to show off their underwear to their little brothers?”
“Just yours,” she ad libs and gets back on script. “How about my tits? God, I love showing my little brother my tits. I’m a naughty girl.” You bet she’s a naughty girl and she demonstrates it, too. For a few seconds she fondles her own bare tits before she says the inevitable line. “Dang it, Billy, I’m so hot for your cock. Let me show you my wet pussy.” When she’s naked, she goes, “Ta da, check out horny, cocksucking big sister.”
“Get over here and suck cock, Emily,” I order. 
“Thank you, Billy. You’re so good to me. I just gotta have some of your cock. Come let your cock say hi to my tonsils.” She crawls over, unzips my fly, undoes my belt, and unsnaps my jeans. “Don’t tell anybody I’m such a slut, Billy. I just do it for you. I’ll bet every girl wishes she had a little brother like you. Mmmm.” With that, my big sister takes my cock in her mouth and gives me a wonderful Wayward blowjob. 
With the blowjob over and the camera off, I say, “You don’t need a special occasion to do that, Emily. I like getting one of those from you as much as any of the characters.”
“Yeah, well, we’ll see how much fun I have with Ida playing doggie. You might be getting more of those.” Heck, I don’t even bother to mention to her that she might be able to negotiate some other favor in return for my help humiliating Ida or whoever. Know what? I think she likes blowing me. 
When Carly comes over in the late afternoon, the two of them ignore me until next morning at 7:50. I know I found them last time at 7:50, but I wasn’t going to today. Either they’re eager or just cooperative. Pusspuss requires no prep. Two pusspusses require just as little. “You need anything from us?” asks Emily. “Any special last minute prep?”
“My, my, aren’t you two eager to start,” I tease. 
“That means no?” Emily’s now pissed at herself for asking. 
“Not 10 minutes,” I tell her. “How about 5 ‘til 8:00?” Actually I was planning to start at exactly 8:00, but they offered, so I’ll think of something. 
Instead of leaving, they sit down to wait. They chat for a couple of minutes and then Emily asks, “You sure you want to do this for 4 hours, Billy? We know what pusspuss is like. One guy can’t keep two of us happy for 4 hours. You’ll be wiped out for a week.”
No shit. Two insatiable nymphos might kill me if I tried to keep up with them for that long. I did think this through though and have a plan. “Who says I’ll keep you happy for 4 hours?”
“So you are gonna cut it short?” asks Carly. “Like when you run out of steam?”
“Nah, I’m not gonna cut it short. I think I can do it once an hour, so maybe five times in four hours if I pace myself.”
“Big talker,” says Carly. 
Emily backs me up. “I suppose if anybody can get five out of a guy, it’s pusspuss.”
“Yeah,” I agree. “And pusspuss is gonna be so horny after waiting an hour. Pusspuss will do anything by then. Actually, if I do one pusspuss, she’ll have to wait two hours before I do her again, won’t she?” The real full-time pusspusses are happy when they’re getting fucked or sucking cock or eating pussy and in a constant state of desire other times. They’ll try to wrangle sex out of whoever is nearby unless they’re ordered not to. It’s not like they’re in ever increasing agony if denied sex; they’re just not happy. The two of them look at each other as they ponder life as pusspuss without sex for two hours at a time. 
“More fun for you than us,” says Carly finally. 
“No, actually just as much fun for you as for me except that you have to share the fun.” Looking at my watch I announce, “Five minutes to go. Pusspuss doesn’t much like clothes, so I figured it would be convenient if you just stripped now to get ready.”
I figure if they’re cooperative, dare I say eager, they’ll do it. As they get up, I’m pleased they accept the suggestion, but disappointed when they leave the room to do it. “My room at 8:00,” I call after them. 
Just before 8:00, they come into my room bare assed naked. I consider it quite a coup to have Emily and Carly present themselves to me naked. Pusspuss doesn’t much like clothes, but they could take them off for me after they become pusspuss. I resist the urge to taunt them with the thought that they still have control over their actions and used their own time to strip. Ah well, I’m doing much more for them than they think. I was bluffing about making them wait an hour or two for satisfaction. 
When they hear the magic words, their faces light up. “How may pusspuss serve Master?” says the brunette pusspuss in Emily’s body. “May pusspuss suck cock?” asks the blond pusspuss. 
Sucking cock sounds like the winning offer, so I agree with that pusspuss and tell the other pusspuss to sit on the bed and watch. Pusspuss gets things started by engulfing my cock in her eager mouth right to the hilt in one stroke. Grabbing her long blond hair, I start fucking her face hard and deep and she loves it. In the background, pusspuss is squirming on the bed and already looking like it’s going to be a long hour before pusspuss is happy. 
“Pusspuss on the bed,” I make sure I distinguish between them, “may play with herself and cum as many times as she can until I cum.”
With a beaming smile, pusspuss attacks her clit with two fingers on one hand and slips two fingers of the other hand inside herself. Oh yeah, pusspuss or not, I’ve got my big sister frigging herself wildly on the bed while I alternate between watching a blowjob and watching a solo show. Heck, I shoot off in pusspuss’ mouth in just a couple of minutes. Pusspuss on the bed came three times and stops when I stop, licking her fingers clean with a suggestive look that make me wish I could be multiple orgasmic. 
Now I could go again in half an hour or so, but I really do plan to pace myself. In the meantime, I tell pusspuss to eat pusspuss. They look at me like, which one? Then they decide I meant both of them and they scramble into a 69 position. “Pusspuss may cum once every 12 minutes,” I say. For the next hour I watch them pleasure each other, ticking off four orgasms each. I take advantage of their availability and fondle their bodies how, when, and where I please. At 9:00, they’re close to their fifth one and I stop the horny wenches. 
“Pusspuss, blowjob,” I say, pointing at Emily pusspuss. As for the other pusspuss, “Pusspuss, play with yourself and cum as much as you can until I cum.” Reversing the roles from last time, I take longer to cum and pusspuss on the bed cums five times in quick succession. Then I turn them on each other again, allowing an orgasm every 15 minutes. This time I leave. Too intense for me. 
I come back a little before 10:00 and precisely at 10:00, I interrupt them again figuring they each had three orgasms. “Pusspuss is going to be fucked in the ass,” I announced to their delight. “Pusspuss is going to lick pusspuss ass and get it ready.” I indicate Carly is to lick Emily’s ass and she starts without hesitation. By the time I start fucking Emily’s ass, it’s lubed with Carly’s spit inside and out. I position Carly kneeling and facing me and ream Emily for a minute and turn to Carly. “Clean it.” Holy shit, I didn’t say suck the cum out of it, but she tries anyway. “That’s good.” I return to fucking Emily’s back door, letting Carly clean it every minute or so… kinda hard to keep close track after a while. On the sixth entry into Emily’s nice round ass, I shoot my load. One last time I let Carly clean my cock with her mouth and then turn them on each other, allowing an orgasm every 20 minutes. 
I’m making sure Emily and Carly enjoy this four hour session specifically because they’ve both told me I’m nice about it. Buttering up master works. While I’m gone they each have two orgasms and are still just as horny as ever when I get back. As I come back at 11:00, Emily pusspuss asks, “May I lick pusspuss’ ass for you, Master?” Clever pusspuss has figured out the routine. 
“Yes, you may and you may clean my cock when her ass gets it dirty.” My big sister beams at the idea of sucking shit off my cock. Dang it, I’m slowing down though. It takes nearly 15 minutes and Emily cleans me up ten times before I cum in Carly’s pure white ass. By the time all’s said and done, I’ve only got 40 minutes left in the four hours and wonder if I’m going to get that fifth orgasm in. 
Handing each pusspuss permanent marker, I give them their final instructions. “Stand in front of me and play with yourself, pusspuss. You may cum as many times as you want. Each time you cum, make a mark on your belly. The one with the most marks gets fucked in half an hour. Sweet Jesus, I think I outdid myself with that idea. They’re off like bunnies frigging themselves. Emily cums and makes a black line on her belly. Oh man, that’s gonna be there for a few days as a reminder of what she did. Carly has one and marks herself. I don’t even pay attention to the number of orgasms as I suck on their tits, poke fingers in their asses, kiss them, and deliver hand spanks to their bottoms. With 10 minutes left before noon, I stop them and tally up. They’ve had a dozen or so orgasms even before they started marking them down. Emily has 22 marks neatly across her belly and Carly has 19. 
My orgasms have each taken longer and been less intense as time goes on. I’m only a little worried that I won’t finish by noon. Even if I have to run over, I’m cumming. Mounting Emily, I drive into her sopping pussy. The whole morning has been incredible, but the idea of her tattooing herself with a reminder of the last half hour has me wound so tight that I cum in three minutes in the best orgasm of the day.  
Resting for a few minutes, there’s still a minute to spare when I get up and step to the door with my clothes in hand. “Wayward Girls ala mode,” I say and step out. 
“You asshole!!” yells Emily about two seconds later. She yanks open the door as I’m trying to get my briefs on. When she keeps her distance I assume she knows the consequences of trying to get even. “This is fucking low, Billy. You can’t do something permanent like this.”
“Yeah, low,” agrees Carly from behind her. “It ends at noon and not… this. It’ll take days to wash this off.”
“You girls,” I say shaking my head. “How many times did you each cum? Zillions? And you’re complaining about a little reminder of that? I’m surprised the two of you can even stand. I thought you’d thank me.”
“Thank you?” says Emily incredulously. “That’s the last thing on my mind, Billy.”
“At least it’s not summer,” I say as she retreats into the bedroom and shuts the door. The marks will be covered by their clothes, so all they have to complain about something only the two of them and I know about. I finish dressing in the hall and then they come out, still naked, and march past me into Emily’s room where their clothes await. 
The vacation finally ends and I go back to taking care of uniforms and sweeping the floors after school. I’m looking forward to Saturday school when dad tells me he has something special for me on Saturday. When I ask what, he explains that I’m going to learn how to handle the first graders. Only certain teachers work with the littlest of the girls and I’m about to learn why. I prefer the older girls, but I don’t have a choice. You can’t mess with second through fifth grade pussies and I’m sure first graders are off-limits as well. 
So, on Saturday, I meet with Ms. Hawthorne, Ms. Kramer, and Mr. Kelvin to learn about the 6-year-olds. There’s four of us and four first graders, too. Ms. Kramer has already given me some background on the little darlings. Their first semester is spent learning Wayward discipline. They’ve all been spanked multiple times, never without reason, and now are expected to follow a teacher’s orders without question or hesitation. It’s a tough few months for them with corporal punishment used to force them to study, learn manners, induce obedience, and demand nothing but excellence. This Saturday morning will be a change of pace for them, assuming they behave themselves. This will be their first introduction to sex and it’s done as a good thing. Later they’ll learn that sex can be used for punishment as well. 
The four of us are sitting in a family room setting, the two women on a couch and me and Mr. Kelvin in big, soft chairs. The four girls file in nervously. First in line, a pretty blond curtsies and says, “Good morning, teachers, I’m Gina.” Ms. Hawthorne and Ms. Kramer are first grade teachers, so they know that already. Ms. Hawthorne pats her lap. “Come sit here, Gina.” 
The next girl, with brown hair and big brown eyes, waits politely for Gina to settle herself in the teacher’s lap. “Good morning, teachers, I’m Kayla,” she says, with a curtsey. That’s my girl. “Come sit here, Kayla,” I offer my lap. She eyes me for a second, “Yes, Master Jackson.” As she gets to me, I help her into my lap, her cute little bottom resting firmly in place. Her legs are at a 45 degree angle so she’s half facing into the room and half facing to the side. I put my arm around her shoulders and she relaxes her head against my shoulder. 
Kayla’s a lucky hometown girl who’s been allowed to attend Wayward to bring the class total up to 40 first graders. Dear little Kayla lives just down the street from us and I’ve known her since she was in diapers. Until yesterday I hadn’t thought about laying a hand on her. Now I’m thinking about her parents and the big lie. Oh, if they only knew what their little girl is learning today. 
In short order, Mary and Vicki are seated in Ms. Kramer’s and Mr. Kelvin’s lap, respectively. “Girls, you’ve been here for half a school year,” says Ms. Kramer. “You’ve all done very well and now it’s time to learn about Wayward girls’ responsibilities. We expect you all to behave like you’ve been taught. Be sure follow our instructions. I say that because what we’re going to do today will seem odd at first, but trust me, it will feel good.”
There’s some logic to the order of events. Gina, as the most pliant and cooperative of the girls, gets to go first. “Slide off my lap, Gina, and face the others.” Gina stands up and faces us. Ms. Hawthorne stands up next to her. The two of them look like mother and daughter almost, both blond, blue eyed, and slender. Gina is six and Ms. Hawthorne is 36. “Take off your shoes and socks, Gina.” The little girl does as she’s told, only noticing when she’s finished that Ms. Hawthorne removed her shoes and socks, too. 
“Now take off your tie and blouse, Gina.” With an eye on Ms. Hawthorne this time, Gina strips off her blouse and she’s topless, pink little nipples barely visible on her chest. I’m ready for this, but until she removes her blouse, I didn’t believe Ms. Hawthorne would actually do it. Conveniently, she’s braless and with that she’s topless, too, sporting D cup tits with big pink nipples. Gina stares at Ms. Hawthorne and then at Mr. Kelvin and me. She gives a shy smile, making me wonder what she’s thinking. Normally taking off her clothes is preparation for a bare bottom spanking and I’m sure Ms. Hawthorne’s nudity is reassuring. The teacher and student proceed to strip off their skirts and panties with all the girls now exchanging curious looks. 
With them both naked, Ms. Hawthorne sits back down and invites Gina back into her lap only this time, Gina is kneeling facing Ms. Hawthorne with her knees straddling the teacher’s hips.  So, they told me that the girls would enter in the order that they would strip and they told me that Kayla was my girl. They just didn’t tell me she was second. “Kayla, slide off Master Jackson’s lap and face the others.”
Kayla gets to her feet and looks at me, her eyes running from my feet up to my face, looking like she has DUBIOUS tattooed on her forehead. Following Ms. Kramer’s directions, we take off our shoes and socks, shirts, skirt and, in my case, pants, and underwear and Kayla loses the dubious look. With Ms. Hawthorne and two first graders naked in front of me, it’s with great control that I present a soft cock. When I sit, I’ve got a lapful of naked 6-year-old, her big brown eyes glued to my cock and her soft, virgin pussy an inch from it. Keeping my eyes on her face, I make sure my cock doesn’t try to take her cherry. That’s fifth grade. 
I’ve mentioned the beauty of Wayward Girls and that carries over to teachers, too. They age nicely and keep fit and trim. Ms. Kramer is in her forties, but damn nice to look at when she’s naked. When all eight of us are naked, Ms. Kramer moves to the next order of business. “Girls, open your mouths wide and stick out your tongues as far as you can. Stay like that while the teacher licks your tongue.”
Gina, Kayla, and Mary have their tongues out before Ms. Kramer gets to the end. Kayla doesn’t flinch as she learns why she’s sticking her tongue out, though there is a definite look of concern, a first grader version of ‘what the fuck?’ She keeps her tongue out, quickly relaxing as I lick her tongue top and bottom. With a mind of its own, her tongue chases mine around. When I take her head in my hands and press my lips to hers, we share an open mouth kiss with our tongues playing. The end goal is, of course, to teach her to kiss. After a couple of minutes, she’s a little distracted, glancing down to call my attention to my cock in its full glory as it presses against her belly. You try kissing a naked 6-year-old and not getting hard. 
“Yes, Kayla,” I say, stopping for a minute. “It’s my cock and it gets big sometimes and small sometimes. Big like this means I like you and I like what we’re doing. Don’t worry about it for now,” I say soothingly. Then I return to kissing her with my hard cock in the embrace of a pair of fat, hairless pussy lips. So hard to keep my hands on her head, caressing her hair, but there’s a routine to be followed. 
The idea is that with three other girls and four adults all doing the same thing, no single girl is going to refuse to go along. From what I’ve been told, if none of them has balked by now, they’re not going to. I hear Ms. Hawthorne tell Gina to keep her hands to herself. Three heads turn to look at Gina and then turn back to their respective teacher. Gina’s hands were already back where they belonged, so nobody’s curiosity was satisfied. Less than a minute later, Ms. Kramer says, “Well now, Gina had the right idea, just a little early. Do keep your hands to yourselves for now, girls. Your teacher is going to give you a backrub and tummy rub. You’ll get your chance in a little bit.”
Backrub is a figurative term and that’s what it starts with. I rub Kayla’s back softly for a couple of minutes and then let my hand stray to her bottom. She shifts nervously and turns her head to look at the other girls. Only Vicki doesn’t bother to check out the action around the room. After another two minutes, every inch of the girls’ “back,” from neck to feet, has been “rubbed.” Turning Kayla over, synchronized with the other teachers as usual, I start rubbing her tummy and chest, then I’m sure I get to be the first person ever to touch her pussy sexually. Make no mistake about it, I cop a feel of her plump pussy and run my finger up and down her slit gradually getting more and more penetration until I have her lips parted completely and my finger smelling like 6-year-old pussy. Then I move on lower. 
“Time to switch,” says Ms. Kramer. “Give your teacher a backrub and tummy rub.” The two women stretch out on the couch, their legs entwined. Mr. Kelvin and I do the best we can in our chairs. The innocent little Kayla is so tentative as she rubs my back that I have to encourage her just to get my whole back. Then I get her to go lower, her soft, warm hands exploring my ass and then my legs. It’s not long after that before I’m lying on my back and her hands are exploring my hard cock. I stopped trying to fight that battle and I have to advise her to steer clear of the tip where the sticky drop is. She’s not so tentative now, her big brown eyes devouring my cock with a smile decorating her pretty face. What an incredible feeling to have a 6-year-old’s full attention on my cock. And she thinks she’s getting away with something. 
Next on the morning’s agenda is her turn for some of my special attention. Laying her back in the chair, I kneel on the floor between her legs and gently caress her pussy. I start with my fingers playing with the rubbery lips and sneaking their way inside. “Just relax,” I tell her as I scoot her forward to the edge of the chair. Cupping her sweet ass in my hands, I start caressing her with my tongue. 
“Ohhh, Master Jackson,” she says softly. 
I can’t quite tell what that meant. Maybe it feels good. Maybe it’s too naughty for her. For all I know it’s a dream come true to have the big boy from down the street kiss her pussy. It doesn’t matter. I put a finger to my lips. “Wayward Girls know when to be quiet,” I tell her. “Don’t make a sound.” Returning to the honey pot between her legs, I tease her baby clit from its hiding place. Now the four pairs are on our own schedule. My goal is Kayla’s first orgasm. No telling how long it will take for each of us to climb that mountain. Four silent Wayward Girls get closer and closer to the brink. Next thing I know, Ms. Kramer picks up Mary and carries her off to a private room, the sign that Mary was the first to cum. 
By then, Kayla’s squirming and making the barest of sounds, little moans and gasps. I make the final assault on her clit and then her body tenses, her little hips pushing up to meet my mouth. “Nnnnnnnn,” she moans as she cums and then she goes limp. Looking up at her, I see a soft, satisfied smile that would look right on any woman who’s just had a nice orgasm. I feel so used. 
“You liked that?” I ask and she nods. Picking her up in my arms, I take her to a vacant room. “That was one kind of special treatment,” I explain. “Now you’ll learn about your responsibility. You’ve heard that it’s better to give than receive. Now you get to do the same for me. I really enjoyed licking your pussy because I like making you feel good. You should enjoy licking my cock and making me feel good.” Gotta love the script they gave me. It’s your responsibility to blow me, little girl. 
Dad and Emily may think I’m such a nice guy and maybe I am. All I know is that by lunch I have a 6-year-old who knows exactly how big of an O to make with her mouth. 
Christina’s School for Wayward Girls
By Kenna
Epilogue
So I’d learned about upstairs and downstairs, regular school and Saturday school, first graders, seniors, and everything in between. For the next few years, I breezed through high school, more concerned about my part time job than anything else. 
Emily turned out to be wrong about one thing. She never got to teach at Wayward. Dad told her not to even bother with college. She graduated from Wayward and started full-time in the basement with the unregistered girls the next day. By now she’s one of my best breakers. She married a local businessman who knows nothing about the school. He doesn’t even know Emily’s special code words. Of course, I get a weekly blowjob in my office so the words don’t accidentally slip out in front of him. Never thought Emily would still be showing me the perfect O with her mouth. 
Oh yeah, I’m the headmaster now. Got the full teaching certificate, started teaching 6th grade at Wayward and was named the assistant headmaster on my very first day. Dad retired early to work in the basement, but he sucked at just about everything. So used to being the boss that he couldn’t follow orders very good. I tried him as an opener, as a breaker, and as a polisher. I ended up creating a special unpaid position – user. Yep, his whole purpose in life is to try out the unregistered girls before delivery. 
Mom ran for the state senate and, of course, she won the seat. I don’t get to see much of her anymore.  
You remember Sierra, Mike’s little sister. Owner of the perfect puffy nipples. I married her and put her to work making the next headmaster. Had three girls in a row and finally a boy. Three little Wayward girls and a future headmaster. Someday he’ll be going to Take Your Child to Work Day. Man, are his sisters gonna be surprised. 
One of these days when I have time, I’m going back and editing out the juicy parts about Sierra. You guys are way too familiar with my wife. 
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