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Note to Readers: If you’ve read my stories before, this one is very different. This is a warning that in this story three preteen girls get their hands on step daddy with all the implements they need to torture him. They think men are just pain toys, are sadistic, and have no limits. If you’re not into men as slaves, don’t read it.
Send comments to cpwm_kenna@hotmail.com. Feel free to repost this story, with proper credit given to the author (copyright and all, you know), in any forum where it will be appreciated and money is not involved. Fixed a few typos and this is my new email. If you have an undated copy or one dated earlier than this, replace it with this one and repost wherever you posted.  Please. 
By Kenna
Chapter 1
(Mggg, bdsm, torture, rape, oral, anal, humil, spank)
They say when something seems too good to be true, it usually is. The problem is recognizing when something is too good. Things are good for me. I’m 28-years-old, rich, single, and handsome and all that gives me my pick of women. My parents left me a very large sum of money and I’ve had the good sense to manage it well. Fast cars, nice homes, and big parties make sure I land the best little sugar babies for one-night stands or months at a time. I sampled younger and older women. All of them had certain traits in common – beautiful, adventurous, and uninhibited. By some standards that sounds too good. For me, that was just good.
Then I met Allison. She was everything that I wanted in a little plaything and she had more money than me. She was a player like me and we started to get comfortable with each other. We were great in bed together. We’d do threesomes; she was into other girls. Bondage was a kick with her. Flip a coin to see who was the master or mistress. Yeah, we traded off and I learned from her that the sub always had as much or more fun than the dom. She could get me 5 orgasms in a 4 hour period and I could get her to lose count of hers. Sometimes we’d take separate partners, but usually we were together. There were no limits, no rules, and no pressure. 
When she suggested marriage, it was the perfect match. We had so much in common that I had no reservations about marrying her. It combined our resources, yet there was still the promise of complete freedom. In a way there was no point in getting married. We agreed there would be no strings attached. There wouldn’t be any change to our swinging lifestyle, just a little security in our relationship. 
The marriage was in late April. We could have had the biggest wedding ever, but since neither of us is religious and we don’t have family, we had a simple civil ceremony with two witnesses. Our honeymoon was a round the world trip that lasted a month, sampling women from six different continents. Then she wanted to go “home.” I wasn’t even sure we had a home. Lots of houses, condos, and apartments between us, but nothing I called home. She, on the other hand, had a place she called the manor and that was home. 
Secluded in the middle of a huge, heavily wooded lot, the manor was a large house with several outbuildings, like stables and guest houses. It was wonderfully private and very lavish. It also was where her daughters lived. Now, you’d think she’d have mentioned that little detail before we got married. We’d been together for months and I had never been to the manor where Alicia, Aleta, and Alina lived. Alicia was 12, Aleta 10, and Alina 8. They had butlers, maids, and nannies enough that they hardly missed their mom. Three beautiful, well-educated stepdaughters. They were also friendly and courteous, welcoming me as if they’d known me for much longer than I’d known them. It was hard to be upset with Allison when she presented me with such beguiling stepdaughters. They even understood their mother’s roaming lifestyle and mine, though I doubted they knew all the details. 
For two weeks we were a happy family, enjoying each other’s company on outings and around the house. I found I liked having the girls call me daddy and I had a pet name for each of them… Pumpkin, Buttercup, and Muffin. 
Allison had mentioned summering in Europe every year and that would be at the end of the two weeks getting acquainted with the girls. I was looking forward to a family vacation across the continent though Allison kept the details as a surprise. 
The morning before we left, Allison wanted one more wild, passionate session in bed. I have to agree I thought that on the vacation finding time away from the girls would be hard. The bed in the master bedroom is a solid pedestal with the perfect mattress atop it, but she’d had the help remove the mattress. It was a little kinkier, a little more uncomfortable as she chained me spread eagle on the hard surface. With recessed tie points in neat columns and rows, the bed seemed perfect for bondage, specially made for it and I asked why she hadn’t shown me before this. “Sometimes I forget about it,” she explained. “Not like I spend a lot of time in this house.”
It didn’t take long for me to be naked and totally at her mercy. She started by stroking my cock. Ah, she was going to tease me. I like that. She brought me to a full erection and then slid a cock ring to the root of my cock. We’ve used one in the past, but this one had a special touch. With a little screwdriver, she tightened a screw that tightened the ring on my cock like a pipe clamp. Damn it made my cock stand out hard, but it was a little painful. It wasn’t coming off without that screwdriver loosening the screw. 
When I mentioned that it hurt, Allison said nothing. Instead, she turned her attention to a remote in her hand. She pushed a button and the freaking bed stood up. It just tilted from me flat on my back to me vertical and now hanging by the cuffs on my wrists. “Umm, sweetheart,” I said, wondering if I should call an end to the bondage session or just go with the thrill of the unexpected. It didn’t matter, by this point I’d lost my freedom, my control, and my choices. Again she ignored me and pushed another button. The section of the bed right under my ass pushed forward and in doing so, pushed my hips forward until I was straining against the cuffs. I was taut. “Enough’s enough, Allison,” I said. “It hurts. Get me down and we’ll do something else.”
“I go to Europe every summer. I go alone,” Allison finally explained and I didn’t like the explanation. “While I’m gone I like to leave behind a toy for my girls to play with. We’ve decided over the years that there’s something special about making that toy be their step daddy. So, I married you just for that reason.” Her voice showed her contempt for my status. 
“Toy? What do you mean toy?” I asked. There I was naked and bound and none of that sounded like being a toy for three preteens, so I was obviously confused. Did she mean playmate? And what was with this part about going to Europe alone. She’d never mentioned that. I wasn’t about to be the girls’ playmate. If they needed somebody to take care of them, they had their nanny. 
She didn’t answer, but instead walked away from me, leaving me wondering what I’m in for. Opening the door, she looked into the hall. “Come in, girls,” she said.
To my astonishment, my stepdaughters came through the door and walked right up to me. I tried willing my hard cock to wilt at being suddenly on display to three preteens that now called me daddy. With the cock ring, that just wasn’t working. There I was, my hips jutting forward so my already prominent 8-inch cock was sticking out as the center of everyone’s attention. What a dilemma. I knew it wasn’t right for the three girls to be here and staring at me, but then the woman who’d taught them their morals was standing right there. I couldn’t very well ask their mother to “deal with it.” She was and I didn’t like how she was dealing with it.   
“Ooo, yeah,” said Alina as she walked closer. The last thing I wanted was to be appraised by an 8-year-old while hanging naked on the wall offering my hard on to the world. She didn’t sound the least bit like the sweet, naïve girl I’d come to know and love. “That’s a big one. Sticking it right out for us, huh, daddy? Big cock for us to play with. Wave it around a little… no? Can’t move? Well, maybe try shrinking it so you don’t look like a pervert flashing little girls.”
Fuck! I couldn’t do anything as she taunted me… and that’s indeed what she was doing. She pretty much nailed it. I mean, no I’m not a pervert flashing little girls, but I can’t move and I’m right on display with my cock hard and throbbing and none of them think there’s anything wrong with that. Daddy’s little girls getting a good look and it certainly looks like I’m a bad daddy. The three of them giggled at my predicament.
“Allison, they shouldn’t be here,” I said. “Get me down.” She ignored me. 
Alicia held up a chrome plated cylindrical device. It was one inch long, an inch in diameter, and hollow. She flipped a couple of catches on the side and it opened up into two half cylinders, hinged on the side opposite the catches. The sides of the cylinder had holes in them, like a doily, except this was not a lacy little frivolity. It was cold hard steel and the look in her eye was a little scary. “Know what this is, daddy?” she asked, breaking the suspense. 
“No, not really,” I said cautiously. 
Alicia looked annoyed at me. It was either yes or no. Not really was a little wishy-washy. She snorted at me. I’d know soon enough and then I’d never forget. “It’s a scrotum stretcher,” she said. “Usually you start with a little one, like half an inch, but I wanted to go straight for the pain. My daddy is special. Say, you ever have a little girl play with your balls?” She reached up and grabbed my balls, pulling them down from my cock. 
“Aahhhh,” I gasped in pain. “Don’t pull those.” I looked to my wife. “Honey, make her stop. Aahhhhhh,” I screeched even louder as the 12-year-old managed to get my balls an inch from the base of my cock. Damn it, she had no idea how much you could hurt a guy by handling the family jewels this rough. 
I looked at my wife through the red haze of pain. Her lips were moving. “… won’t stop… her toy… it’s her fun… for two months.”
“Jesus, stop Pumpkin. You’re hurting daddy,” I pleaded to my daughter. If I’d heard that right, my wife had just said I was this sadistic little girl’s toy for the next two months and she was going to have fun. I realized Alicia knew exactly what she was doing to me. My fucking cock was sticking straight out and she knew how to hurt it. I squawked and screamed in helpless pain as she got my balls an inch down and clamped the stretcher in place. I’m not that stretchy down there, but she made me stretch. My God, the other three just watched. No sympathy at all. “Get it off, get if off.” My voice was desperate and high pitched. 
“That’s it, daddy,” teased Alicia. “Scream like a little girl for me.” She reached out and cupped my balls, the little support that her hand provided eased the pain just slightly. Then she started squeezing. My eyes bugged out and I screamed like the little girl my stepdaughter wanted to hear. She was delighted! And I didn’t miss Allison’s smile either. 
“Damn it,” said Alina. “I owe you now.”
Alicia let go long enough to tell me, “I bet a dollar that you’d scream like a little girl for me. She bet you wouldn’t.” Then she tightened her grip again, adding frustration to her daddy’s misery. She was doing this just for a bet. While I screamed, they giggled.  
“Stop it,” said Aleta. “Don’t break him. It’s my turn.”
Alicia let go as I gasped and panted from the pain and exertion of screaming. My eyes went to the 10-year-old who wanted a turn. The nightmare was beyond anything I’d ever imagined. Aleta had a riding crop in her hand. Using it like a tennis racket, she pulled back and I had this moment of wonder. She really wasn’t going to hit me with that, was she? What’s she aiming at? How hard is she gonna hit me? Almost before I knew it, she delivered a sound forehand to my dangling balls. My mouth opened to scream, gasping for air and then screaming at the abrupt, stunning pain. “Please, Buttercup,” I whined once the echoes of screams died out. “Don’t hurt daddy.” Looking down helplessly I watched as she then used the crop to beat my balls like a prize fighter on a speed bag. I strained fruitlessly against the tight bonds as I tried to escape the pain. I was so secure that I couldn’t even move my balls out of the way. Not only that, but with my hips thrust forward and my cock pointed skyward, my balls dangled in midair just like a speed bag. Easy access to the brutal little girl with the riding crop. 
“Shut up!” shouted Aleta. She stopped smacking my balls long enough for me to hear her and try to stop screaming. “Alicia and Alina like to hear you. I want absolute silence when I torture you. If you can be quiet, I’ll only do this one more time.” She smacked my balls and I yelped. “OK, another try, daddy. Be quiet and it’s the last one.” Smack! I grunted in pain, managing to stifle the scream. “Absolutely quiet, daddy. Not a sound.” She hit me again and while it hurt every bit as much as every other swat, I was silent. 
Torture me. She’d said torture me. No candy coating. She knew exactly what this amounted to. I looked at Allison who just smiled at me. Yeah, she knew it was tortuous and she approved. The past few months flashed through my mind. Months of fun, togetherness, and love. For me. For her, it had been a complete ruse to lure me into her twisted web. 
Aleta stopped and Alina stood in front of me with a sweet smile. “Nobody would bet me that I couldn’t make you scream,” she said. I looked uncomprehendingly at the object in Muffin’s hand. It looked a little like a riding crop except it wasn’t whippy leather; it was hard metal and plastic. The business end was forked, not a leather pad like the crop. She put it to my balls and I had a sick feeling. She pushed a button and set a jolt of electricity through my balls. True to her word, I screamed every bit as high and loud as I had for the other two. It was embarrassing and frustrating to be thrusting my hips forward as if offering my cock for her torture, but the worst part was wondering if an 8-year-old sadist has any limits at all. 
“Now, try and stop me,” said Alina. Here, go ahead, daddy can’t stop you, my body said. She again put the forked end to my balls and watched with amusement as I tried to keep my balls from the electricity. I whined in frustration and anticipated pain as she just held it there. Nothing I could do moved my balls so much as fraction of inch. I didn’t stand a chance. “Here it comes… oh, try harder… here it goes… gonna fucking shock daddy… oh, oh, oh, almost, I think they almost moved.” She pushed the button and listened to me scream. Next she touched the tip of the cattle prod to the tip of my hard cock. “Can you move this? I’m gonna get it good. Ooo, yeah,” she encouraged as my cock bobbled just a little. “You can do it. Squirm like that. Almost. Oh, fuck, daddy, I’m gonna have to.” She shocked my cock and it jumped of its own volition. 
“Get away, Muffin,” I shrieked. I looked at Allison. “I’ll get you for this.”
My wife just smiled at me. “I leave in an hour. After that you’ll have to discuss it with your daughters.”
I looked at them. “When I get free…”
Alicia took my balls in her hand and I shut up. “You won’t get free. Within two weeks we’ll get you to sign your money over to mommy. We’ll get you to sign a suicide note and then everyone will think you’re dead. You’re going to be our pain boy all summer and guess what?”
As she spoke I trembled at her words, motives, and plans. Pain boy? This was their idea of a toy? A helpless unsuspecting man that nobody would miss? Sure somebody might wonder where I’d gone off to, but nobody would look. Just some random guy plucked off the street for no reason at all. And what if she was right. Enough constant pain could certainly get anyone to do anything. Was that what she was threatening? “What?” I croaked from my sore throat. 
Alina couldn’t contain herself and answered the question. “By the end of the summer you’ll like it.” She put the cattle prod back to my balls. “You’ll ask me to press the button. You’ll beg me.”
I couldn’t imagine I’d ever do that, but there was one thing stuck in the back of my mind. Allison had said she left a toy for her daughters every summer. That meant they’d done this before. More than once if I understood Allison correctly. At the mercy of experienced, sadistic little girls, I had to assume that all the other toys they’d had strung up like this learned to beg for the electric shock, had learned to take Aleta’s punishment in stone cold silence, and had screamed like a little girl over and over for Alicia. “For God’s sake, Allison, let me go.”
The prod touched the very tip of my cock again. “Jesus Christ, daddy, you’re just sticking it out there like you want it. Holding still for me. You even know how much it hurts and you can’t move it.” The anticipation was practically torture itself as I watched in mental anguish at the mercy of a sadistic 3rd grader. Alina pushed the button and I screamed as the three girls laughed. “You three,” said Allison, shaking her head in mock disapproval. “Try not to damage him.” She looked at me. “It’s rough for the first couple of weeks, but trust me… by mid-July it’ll be the best summer you ever had. You’ll crave their attention… and it’s for a good cause. They’ll have a ball with their new toy and it keeps my little darlings out of trouble and teaches them what a man is for.” She handed the remote to Alicia, turned, and left.
This is not what a man is for! Just one look at the three faces and I could tell this is what they thought a man was for. I was in for a miserable time until I managed to get free and teach them a lesson. Allison would indeed pay for this. I’d get my revenge. When I had her girls, she’d have to come back from Europe and then she and they would be at my mercy. Which, if you ask me, was much more merciful than they were being with me. 
As Allison walked away, Alina put the prod back to my balls. “Now, ask me to shock you, daddy.”
I shook my head. “Please, Ali…eeeeeeeeeeee,” I squealed in an embarrassing high pitch. It wasn’t just the pain, though that was a big part of it. It was the frustration of pushing my hard cock out as the perfect target. It was the humiliation of being naked and helpless for three preteens. It was the horror of knowing that I’d be at their mercy… sadistic, unsupervised, and experienced. Mercy was the wrong word. 
“Say, Muffin, please shock my balls.” She held the prod against me.
“I don’t wa…eeeeeeeaaaaaaa.”
“Say it.”
I got the idea. Say it or else. I just didn’t know what would happen if I said it. “Muffin, please shock my balls.” 
To my surprise, she took the prod away. “See, that wasn’t so hard, was it.”
“So, here’s the deal,” said Aleta and the 10-year-old had my full attention. “When I come to see you, I’ll have a number in my head. I’ll swat your fucking balls that many times. You will not ever make a sound no matter how much it hurts. If you stay silent, I’ll stop. If you make noise, I’ll double the number. I’ll always hurt you some, but you have a choice if it’s some or double. When it’s my turn with you, the toy will not make a sound from the time I walk in to the time I leave. Understand?”
I nodded, not wanting to make a sound. I wanted to argue about being called a toy, especially the toy, but all I dared was a nod of understanding. She laughed. “Fast learner.”
“And I want you to beg,” said Alina. “When it’s my turn, you beg for more. I’ll do more if you don’t beg really good.”
I looked Alicia, wondering what her preference was. She simply said, “Just scream for me. Let it all out.” She jerked her head toward the door, dismissing her two little sisters. “Me first.”
“You said I could…” said Alina. 
“Oh, all right,” said Alicia. She handed the remote to the sweet little 8-year-old. 
Alina pushed a button and the rings that my ankles were attached to pushed out of the wall/bed that I was hanging from. Attached to the rings, my ankles came out and then went up with them. The bed was quite talented apparently as it positioned me so my ankles were two feet out, shoulder high, and spread, effectively presenting my ass to them for their nefarious plans. Alina held up two butt plugs and asked, “Which one goes up your ass, daddy?”
Neither one, for God’s sake, but I knew that wasn’t a choice.“That one, Muffin?” I nodded at the smaller one which was still way too big to go where she was about to put it. She dropped the small one that I’d chosen. Fuck, it was a trick question. Trying to recover, I begged, “Please, Muffin, put the big one up daddy’s ass.”
Alina looked surprised. “He is a fast learner,” she said to Aleta. Picking up the small one, she put some KY on it and I felt the tip against my exposed and helpless asshole. She pushed on it and I pushed back. Despite my resistance, it pushed a couple of inches in. 
“Please, fuck daddy’s ass, Muffin,” I grunted. She was anyway and I hoped that would get me something. Ask and ye won’t receive… I hoped. 
“Yeah, OK,” said Alina as she agreed with my suggestion and pushed it to the hilt. Then I understood she’d do what she wanted and if I begged, she’d only do what she wanted. Ask and ye will receive… you just won’t receive worse. I groaned as it opened me wide and then with the widest right in my tightest part, she stopped. “God, no,” I whined. “Push it all the way in.” Yeah, I meant it, too. Just don’t stop there. “Shove a big plug up my ass all the way.” It hurt like hell. And the humiliation of having my ass on display… on display and being penetrated… being penetrated and having to ask for the rest of it… with the girls giggling? It was horrible and I had to take it. 
Alicia chimed in to mock me. “Oh, God yes, Muffin. Pry daddy’s tight ass open with your big damn butt plug. Daddy never had anything like that up his ass before. Do it and show your sisters how to treat a man. Play with daddy anyway you want.” 
Then Alina pushed again and seated six inches of hard plastic two inches in diameter in my ass. “There you go, daddy. Ass fucked by an 8-year-old.” The three of them giggled at the announcement. 
Damn them! Everything Alicia and Alina said was true. She didn’t have to throw in the part about being 8, but they obviously knew that made it worse. My mind raced for a way out. I struggled against the cuffs that bound me to the devilish bed, but I knew I’d never get free on my own. They couldn’t keep me like this forever. Then I’d get my chance. 
“OK, now go,” said Alicia. “My turn first.” She waited for the other two girls to leave and then picked a wooden paddle from the chest in the room. A feeling of dread filled me at the sight of the paddle, the thought of my perfectly poised posterior, and the size of the chest. Just how many toys were in the chest that I’d ignored up until now? 
“Pumpkin, how about you let daddy down now.” Was there a chance I could reason with her now that we were alone? “You know you shouldn’t do this. I love you.” And the ones you love don’t hurt you. 
Without a word my oldest stepdaughter started spanking me hard. My grunts turned to moans and then to gasps of pain. After a dozen, I was screaming and lost count.  Occasionally I tried to pick up the count. Three times I got to ten before I lost concentration. She mercilessly pounded my ass, reveling in the screams. It was at least a hundred swats. She kept me in excruciating pain. The later ones weren’t as hard, but tell that to my ass. Believe me, I could see the glaring red of my own ass
She set down the paddle after a while and got out a light chain about a foot long. Without ceremony, she grabbed my tongue. I was panting from exertion and unsuspecting, so it was easy for her. She clipped an end of the chain to my tongue and the other end to the scrotum stretcher. That pulled my tongue way out and my balls painfully up. I stared at my purple, swollen balls barely a foot from my face. She put her hand in her pants and then brought her womanly scented fingers to my nose. As I inhaled the heavenly aroma, I wondered if this is how you train a man to like pain. She repeated the action again and again, sharing her scent with my nose and her taste with my outstretched tongue. Fuck, I was tasting a 12-year-old’s pussy and couldn’t stop her. The pain had turned sexual and I didn’t like being teased like this. 
Then she removed the pipe clamp around my cock and the scrotum stretcher, leaving the chain dangling from my tongue. Her little hand stroked my cock like a pro. “Daddy gets all excited by being spanked,” she said. “Daddy screamed good for me, so he gets a reward.”
Of course I wasn’t excited about being spanked. My cock was hard because it had to be and now it was hard because she knew what she was doing. I had a close up view of her dainty hand on my cock as she jerked me off. “Ask me, daddy,” she said. “Ask to cum.”
I didn’t know if it was a trick question. So far Alina had done the opposite, but I didn’t know about Alicia. God dammit, I didn’t want to cum, but I didn’t want to argue either. “Can I cum, Pumpkin?” There was this perverted father-daughter thing going on. She called me daddy and I tried to appease her with her pet name. Incest (though it technically wasn’t) and little girls are not my thing. I just wanted to remind her of the past two weeks when they were angels and they professed their love for me. 
“Very nice, daddy,” she said, stroking faster. Her expertise was unbelievable – there was no way I should be able to cum for this little sadistic girl, but I felt my cum start to rise. Just as my cock spasmed and I felt the eruption of hot cum down the length of my cock, she pulled on the chain and my tongue popped out of my mouth. “Do you like facials, daddy?” she asked. Her busy little hand squeezed out that first blast of cum right onto my face and, of course, some of it went on my tongue. I was so hot that I couldn’t stop as she jerked me off, earning four more blasts of cum that she aimed accurately at my tongue. 
Keeping the chain taut and my tongue extended, she said, “When I let go, swallow your cum. Don’t spit any out. You’re not in a position to disobey me, are you?”
Nope, I sure wasn’t. She let go and I pulled my cum coated tongue into my mouth and swallowed what I had. I don’t know how long I’d been alone with her, but I was downright frightened by now. Then, after I’d done what she told me to do, she picked up the wooden paddle. I almost cried until she said, “Ask me to feed you the rest of your cum, daddy.” 
“Feed me the rest of my cum, Pumpkin.” I said, humiliated to the core. 
“That wasn’t a question, daddy,” she astutely observed and promptly swatted me hard. 
“Please, will you feed me the rest of my cum, Pumpkin?” Fuck me! I’m already too sore to argue. In the back of my mind, I’m planning on when I can recover my dignity. Just let my ass recover for a few hours. When I got free… they’d gone too far now… I’d have their little asses. 
With her finger she scooped up cum from my face and chest and I dutifully licked her finger clean, swallowing all my disgusting cum. “Yummy, daddy, you’re such a good boy. I get so excited watching a man eat his own disgusting, slimy cum.” It was hard to do, especially with her angelic face watching every drop. It was hard, but it would have been harder not to let her feed me. Besides, I had the lingering, disgusting taste in my mouth already and eating more didn’t make it taste worse.  
When it was all gone, she laughed at me. “Just a couple of hours and you’re already desperate. Got tied to the bed expecting to have a good time with mommy and look at you now. Cum sucking pain toy. Nobody else ever ate their own cum without a few more swats. You’re gonna be so easy.” Using the remote she lowered my feet so I was once again spread eagle on the vertical bed, burning with shame at her statement of how I stacked up against previous toys. Was I really going to be easy or was she just saying that? She set down the remote. “Wait here, I don’t know how long it will be before Aleta comes in to see you.”
Wait here. Yes, Pumpkin. I watched her cute ass swish away. I’d thought her so precious on the cusp of womanhood. She’d been fun to talk to and play games with. Now I had a completely different perspective of her. She was a sexy thing well versed in pain and pleasure. My balls were three times their normal size and purple. Even with her gone they ached. 
I hung there for probably an hour. For a while I thought out loud, cursing my precarious predicament, my trust in the bitch Allison, and the betrayal by my wife and stepdaughters. A couple of times I raged, shouting out curses. Allison had assured me the room was sound proof, so I let it out without fear of punishment for calling Alicia a twisted fucking bitch from hell. I’d calmed down by the time Aleta came in. Amongst my mixed feelings about her arrival was actually some relief. Hanging there with nothing to do but wait for the next torture and feel growing aches in my arms was grueling. Naturally there was fear, humiliation, dread, and a host of other sick feelings as she walked up to me with her riding crop. I wondered what number was in her head and whether I’d be able to stay quiet. 
My cock was flaccid and my balls not such an obvious target. She pulled back and delivered a severe uppercut to my balls. “Ahhhh,” I gasped. 
“Sweet,” she said, pleased that she’d get to do double already. “OK, so now the number in my head is double what it was. If you make another noise, it will double again.”
Holy fucking shit! That wasn’t part of the original deal. Yet, I was in no position to argue. If I so much as opened my mouth to protest, I’d get quadruple what she’d started with. Not a sound the whole time she’s here, I reminded myself and clamped my jaw shut. 
She swatted me again and I jumped, but didn’t make a sound. She set the crop aside. “The number was just one this time,” she said. “Don’t go thinking I’ll be that easy in the future. I’ve just learned over the years that it’s good to start with a success. You did good, daddy.” 
Her praise felt… nice. And it pissed me off that it felt nice. Over the years she’d learned how to properly train her toys. Over the years! How many years had this 10-year-old done this? There was a little light at the end of the tunnel. Maybe at mealtime or bedtime or sometime, I’d be unbound and able to make a break for it. Yet, I had a feeling other daddies had thought the same thing. 
“Fuck, daddy, I know how much it hurts you to have me smack your balls. So funny that men have that weak spot. It does make the rest of this easier.” She had a long, slender whip. “This is gonna hurt, but it’s not that shocking pain from getting your balls crushed. You just hang there so I can play with you. You should be able to stay quiet for it.”
I resolved not to make a sound as she pulled her arm back and then lashed my stomach with a horizontal stroke. The narrow little strip burned across my skin leaving a red mark the width of a pencil line. It was surprisingly painful, yet I maintained my silence. Twenty lashes later, it was getting harder to stay quiet. Just when I thought I was going to give it up, she stopped. “Now that’s amazing,” she said. “Never had a toy take it like that the first time.”
Ha, that made me feel better. I was doing better than any of the other toys. Then I realized that once again I was feeling good about her praise. I’d just been praised about learning to stay silent despite the pain. It almost made me want to cry out just to prove I wasn’t getting trained. Unfortunately, more than I wanted my pride, I didn’t want another 20 of those. 
Using the remote, she positioned my feet so they were about a foot under my ass. My legs just folded up under me, knees going to the side. It wasn’t comfortable and I knew it wasn’t going to be nice. She got out another scrotum stretcher and I was relieved that it was only half an inch wide, half the width of the previous one. Yeah, yeah, I could kick myself for feeling relieved that it was only a little torture. Once that was in place, she ran a cord through an eye on the stretcher and tied each end of the cord to a big toe. 
Then she freed my ankles.  I’d been waiting for a couple of hours to be free from the wall and suddenly all I wanted was for her to cuff me back to it. The cuffs had supported my ankles and now it was up to me to keep my feet where they were or else I’d pull my balls right off. I knew in an instant that it would be impossible to maintain the position very long. God Almighty, it was so frustrating and humiliating to struggle to keep my feet up while she patiently waited with a smile on her face. She knew what was gonna happen. She knew I was going to hurt myself. Hell, we both knew I was going to lose. I never felt more like I was entertaining her than right now. Watch the helpless man try to avoid the inevitable. Tortured toy for a 10-year-old.  It took maybe five minutes before my legs were tired, my feet dropped, and I yanked on my balls. I knew it was coming, so despite the pain, I held my tongue. 
Looking at Buttercup with pleading eyes, I saw the amusement in hers. “How’d that feel, daddy? Nothing you can do. Squirm for me. Struggle for me. I love making a man squirm. So proud of that big cock and balls. So easy to make them hurt. Never expected Buttercup to play with them, huh?” Nothing like torturing a guy to put a smile on her face. This was what I meant to be a toy. God, I couldn’t even ask for leniency. 
Another minute went by and my feet slipped again. As I gritted my teeth in pain, she clapped her hands with glee and then checked her watch. “Nice, daddy,” she said. She reaffixed my ankles to the wall and undid the cord. Removing the stretcher, she put me back in the spread eagle position. I was happy she knew what she was doing. If she wanted to, or if she hit the wrong button, she could really, permanently hurt me with a torn ligament, strained muscle, or dislocated joint. That was my opinion of the wall. It owned me. Through the remote, the girls owned me. I didn’t miss how she’d kept my legs restrained through the whole process. 
“Time to make me happy,” she said. Oh fuck, what now? If that put a smile on her face, what was going to make her happy? She tilted the wall back until I was flat on my back staring at the ceiling. Sweet relief for my arms finally. She climbed up and stood straddling my face and then pulled down her panties, giving me an unobstructed view of her bare pussy under her skirt. She squatted down. “You’re gonna eat me, daddy. When you do, you are allowed to make one sound. You can go – Mmmmmm. You know, like it tastes really good.” She squatted the last few inches. 
Now there are probably plenty of guys who’d give anything for this chance. I’m not one of them. Never thought about eating 10-year-old pussy before. I didn’t get much chance to think about it now. Most of my body hurt, so while I’m the adult here and I should say no, it was there and I licked it. I couldn’t take more lashes. My mouth was being raped by a 10-year-old pussy. “Mmmmmm,” I said. While I had no willpower left, I do like eating pussy and hers did taste good. Surrendering to the control of a little girl, I ate her to an orgasm and another and another. 
After the third, she looked over her shoulder at my raging hard on. “Sweet,” she said. 
Oh fuck, I thought. She moved down and grabbed my cock with both hands and started to jerk me off. Like Alicia, she was an expert at handling my cock. She took me up slowly, drove me right to the edge, and then stopped. She stood and put on her panties. After she stood the bed back up to vertical, she left and I had to watch her disappear sated and my hard on disappear unsated. I knew I hadn’t done anything wrong. She just wanted to tease me. Damn it, now I thought my 10-year-old stepdaughter was sexy, too. I’d done her bidding and tasted forbidden fruit.  
My stomach was rumbling by the time Alina came in. That gave me a sense of how much time had passed. It was lunchtime already. I’d been thinking about what to say to her when she came in. Each of the girls was different and I thought my little 8-year-old stepdaughter the kinkiest. As she walked up to me, I said, “Muffin, please make daddy hurt. Will you please shock my balls?”
As she studied me, I hoped the number she had in her head was one. Unlike with Aleta, I’d already fulfilled her wishes just by asking. So, Aleta had a low number so I’d succeed. Alina didn’t care. I’d already succeeded. She took my cock in both hands and stroked it to erection. Like her sisters, there was no way I could resist those hands and her technique. She put on a regular cock ring. Then she took out a metal disk on a chain and tied the free end of the chain around my scrotum and between my balls. 
Reaching out with the cattle prod, she touched it to the metal disk and pressed the button. “Jesus, Mother of God,” I squealed at the abrupt pain. With the chain wrapped around my balls, it was even worse than directly on my balls. The shock was everywhere at once. She paused and for a second I thought her number might indeed be one. Then she held it out again and shocked the disk. “Oh, God, Muffin, don’t do it like that, please.” I couldn’t help it, the words just came out. I needed her to stop. She just smiled and then I realized the error of my ways. The cattle prod touched the disk again and I said, “Yes, Muffin, daddy wants you to shock the hell out of his balls.”
“Too late,” she said. “You’re supposed to beg for each one. You already didn’t beg for the first and second ones and you said it opposite for the third one. Wanna know how many times you’re getting it now?”
I’m not sure. Do I or don’t I want to know? Which would be better? “Yes, Muffin, daddy would like to know.”
“It was 12, but now it’s 24,” she smiled at me. 
No fucking way. The words formed in my head… no, Muffin, daddy can’t take that much. What came out was, “Please do it again, 22 more, Muffin.” My God, I had to ask for each one!
She shocked me four more times on the disk and then a couple of times on my cock. Hell, the way it was sticking out, it looked like it wanted it. Each time I begged for her to do it again. The alternative was to take a total of 48. After the first dozen, she started picking other targets. My nipples a couple of times. My belly. My feet. “Please, Muffin, make daddy scream 4 more times,” I said after 20. 
“Stick out your tongue,” she said, holding the prod in front of my face. 
Say what? I stick out my tongue and hold it there as she touches the zillion volt prod to my wet tongue. Bam! I squeal and bang my head against the wall behind me. Hurt like fucking hell and what do I do? “Do it again, Muffin, please, hurt daddy good.” I stick my tongue back out. I watch in horror as she presses it to my tongue and rubs it around, making me wait and wonder. She has a poker face so I can’t tell by looking at her. BAM! My head hits the wall and I see stars. Two more to go. I so don’t want to ask for more, but if I don’t… it’s 26 more. 
“Please, Muffin, do it again,” I beg, my voice whiny. So many times I’ve done this already and it still galls me to ask the 3rd grader to shock me. I stick out my tongue. I’m rewarded with the last two shocks on my belly. Yesterday I’d have been pissed about that. Right now, two on the belly is sweet reward. 
She’s still holding the prod and says, “The problem with you knowing how many you’re getting is now you’re gonna get in trouble.”
I stare at her in confusion for a couple of seconds. Then I put two and two together. “Please, Muffin, daddy wants to scream again. Do it again.”
It makes sense to her twisted mind. If I don’t know how many I’m getting, I’d ask for more. No sense in stopping just because I know she’s done. There it was again… ask and ye won’t receive worse. Don’t ask and it’ll be hell. With that, she smiles and sets down the prod. I’m not even consciously aware of how good it feels to have made her happy. “Enough of that,” she says. She goes to the chest and rummages around. Then she comes back with a gag, a penis gag to be specific. Using the remote, she tilts the bed back so I’m on my back again. “Open up.”
There’s not a choice in the matter. I can’t pick from the big one or the small one. I’m not sure how she can double the penis gag if I don’t beg. And it’s not going to hurt, so it’s not like I’d be begging to scream more. Still, I’m not taking any chances. “Thank you, Muffin, daddy wants to be gagged.”
“Well, that’s good because you’re getting it,” she says as she pushes it into my mouth. Her tone says sometimes shit just happens and what I say doesn’t matter. She fastens the straps behind my head and there I am with a 3-inch cock in my mouth. “Suck on it,” she orders. “Suck cock.” I didn’t think it could get worse, but now I’m noisily sucking on the 3-inch cock for an 8-year-old who knows just how demeaning that is. Once again I think about me being an adult male, stepdaddy, authority figure and I actually see how a twisted little girl mind could get even more pleasure just because of who I am to her. Suck cock, daddy. Look everybody, I got my daddy sucking cock. I get to make him scream. I shoved a butt plug up his ass. He “lets” me do anything I want. Wouldn’t make any difference to me if I was a random guy or stepdaddy. It would hurt just the same, but I know the girls get a charge out of playing with stepdaddy.  
Holding the base of the cock, with a twist of her wrist she unscrews the cock, leaving a ring gag in my mouth. She fishes a little vial from her pocket and pours the contents of the vial into the helpless man’s mouth as he wonders what it is. Dammit, it tastes like my cum, only it’s not my cum. She puts the cock back through the hole and with a twist, it’s screwed back in place. 
“Wanna know where that came from?” No, I do not. Some things are better left unsaid. What I don’t know won’t hurt me. “From one of the other daddies,” she says. Yep, I so did not want to know that. I’ve got another man’s cum in my mouth and can’t swallow. Look everybody, my daddy will drink another man’s cum for me. Worse, this is the first time I’ve heard that they keep the old daddies. I don’t get to go after the summer’s over and Allison is back from Europe. 
She screws a little hose with a hand pump to the center of the gag, sits on my chest with her feet on either side of my head, and starts pumping. Pump, pump, pump, pump. Fuck no! The cock starts growing in my mouth. Specifically, it starts pushing into my throat and I gag. “Oh, stop that,” she says playfully. “I’m just getting started.”  Pump, pump, pump, pump. My eyes are bugging out and the cock is past the gag reflex, pushing deeper. I’m guessing its five… pump, pump, no six… pump, pump… no, seven inches… and I can’t breathe. “Just relax,” she says, “it’s how we teach daddies to suck each other.” 
She lets the air out and I take a deep breath through my nose. Teaching me to suck cock? Judging by my willpower, I’ll soon be doing it for real. She pumps it up again to the same length. Sitting on my chest, she looks right in my eyes. “I said relax.” She grins. “I’m having a good time, how about you?”
Tormenting a bound, naked man is her idea of fun. The frustration is so deep, I can practically feel it and taste it. No, actually that’s a big rubber cock that I feel and taste. God Almighty, I’ve got a cock deep in my throat, driven there by a sweet faced princess. I’ll bet she has no idea how this feels, just that daddy hates it. I nod my head. I think that’s what she wants. It feels like I’m going to suffocate and die. It feels like I want to tell them where the buried treasure is. Ask me a question and I’ll answer it. I’ll do anything if you stop gagging me and leaving it there. 
“Good, we’re gonna have fun until I see something from you.” She lets the air out, but doesn’t say what she wants to see from me. I wrack my brain for what she wants to see. Four more times she fills my throat with expandable rubber cock… eyes bugging out… gagging on the depth… fighting to expel it. Finally, on the seventh time, I relax. No point in fighting it. “That’s good,” she says and lets the air out. 
When she removes the gag, she says, “Heard you like to eat pussy.”
“Yes, Muffin, can daddy eat yours?” What’s worse than being at the mercy of a 10-year-old who wants to abuse my tongue? An 8-year-old who wants the same. 
She skins off her shorts and pants. As she squats down, she says, “No, I like my ass licked.” That’s good, because that’s all I can reach. I’m not even thinking about the painful consequences of disobeying. I just circle her little pink rosebud with my tongue. Tastes like cherry. She’s put cherry flavoring on her ass and I know why. I’m willing to bet that there will come a time when she doesn’t flavor it for me, but this first time I’m supposed to enjoy it. I lavish her cute little ass with my tongue for a couple of minutes and then she says, “Get some penetration. Fuck my ass with your tongue.” 
I’m almost eager. At least I’m curious to see if she flavored the inside. She did! “Mmmmm,” I say, wondering what she’ll think about that, but she gives no sign that she appreciates my appreciation. 
Her little body starts to shake and I realize she’s masturbating as I probe her ass. Another 30 seconds and she cums, grinding her ass down on my tongue and moaning in pleasure. Then she’s done and she stands the bed back up and takes off the cock ring. “Want some lunch?”
“Yes, Muffin,” I say. 
“Maybe tomorrow you’ll ask better.” I watch her wiggle her hips as she walks out of the room. I’d seen more of her than I wanted, but her ass was cute. If her ass was virgin, it’s not anymore. I licked the cherry right out of it. 
Add another tick to my problems. Bound, naked, helpless, tortured, and now I’m hungry. I fucked up lunch. I could kick myself. I should have known I was supposed to ask to be starved. That’s how Muffin is. Then I want to kick myself for thinking that I should have known. I mean, yeah, I should have known, but I don’t want to beat myself up about it like I’ve been a bad boy. 
Just a few minutes later, Pumpkin comes in with a water bottle. I didn’t know how thirsty I was until I saw it. She holds it up to my mouth and I drink it all. “Good, daddy,” she says. “Whenever somebody brings you water, you’ll drink all of it. Even if you think it’s too much. You never know when you’ll get the next bottle, so stock up when you can.”
“Sounds like a good idea, Pumpkin,” I say and she glares at me. What was I supposed to say?
“Just say, yes, Pumpkin,” she answers my unspoken question. “Now you need to worry about your next chance to pee.” Oh shit, she had to wait until I downed a half gallon of water before she said that. “You do not want to pee on our floor. Just remember that you’ll drink all the water, every time. There will be no, I don’t want to drink it because I don’t get to pee enough. Fucking drink it and hold your pee. Oh yeah, there is one thing harder than holding your pee… holding your pee when Alina’s got a cattle prod in her hand.” She giggles and I get the feeling I’m going to find out just how hard that is. 
Walking to the corner of the bedroom, now torture chamber, she gets the wing back chair and pushes it over so she can sit in front of me. “You are daddy. I’m Pumpkin. Aleta is Buttercup and Alina is Muffin. You picked the names and frankly, daddy, we think that’s way cute. How much fun it was to sit at the dinner table while you fawned over us and we’re thinking about today. I think you’re the best daddy ever. You asking, ‘What can I get you, Pumpkin.’ And me thinking about you screaming like a little girl. You will obey me, Buttercup, and Muffin. Everything. If we say eat your own shit, you’ll eat it. You be especially good for me because it’s my turn to decide what we turn you into after summer is over.”
That sounds more than ominous. I’ve already got this picture of them turning me into a pain toy. Now I have to imagine what long-term something I get turned into and I don’t even know what her choices are. What do they turn daddies into? Is it like poof you’re shoe salesman or is it poof you’re a eunuch? My fate in the hands of a 12-year-old. Not reassuring at all. 
“I did my first daddy when I was 6. Mommy helped. That means you’re daddy number 7. You’re number 5 for Buttercup and number 3 for Muffin. Don’t let that fool you, Muffin know what’s she’s doing.” These girls don’t know any other way to treat a man if they’ve been doing this since they each turned 6. I wonder what a man did to Allison or her daughters for men to deserve this treatment. 
“You’re a toy, a pain toy,” she confirms my impression. “You will enjoy it by the end of the summer. It’s an art and we’re all good at it. You will be respectful when you speak to me. You will be silent when Buttercup is alone with you. Even if she asks you a question,” she says. “Fair warning because I like you. You will basically say the opposite of what you really want for Muffin, but you will be respectful. If you piss her off and she gets out of control… well, she is only 8 and such a temper and… mommy did tell you the room is soundproof, didn’t she?”
Oh, God, my cock wants to retreat up inside me. I want to disappear. Alone with a pissed off 8-year-old who has no restraint and thinks men are just pain toys? I look at Pumpkin closely and she doesn’t look like she’s kidding. Scream as loud as I can and nobody will come to save me. Horrifying as that seems, I appreciate that Pumpkin is here, obviously with the role of telling me the rules. She doesn’t have to do this. There is a school of hard knocks and no reason I’m not the star pupil. “Thank you, Pumpkin.”
“You will be given chances to piss and shit. If you don’t have permission and do one of those, there will be consequences. You will never get all your limbs free. The wall is your home. Hang proudly.” She grins at that, teasing me. “You may get to cum. I know men like that. You will cum in one of three ways. Someone will jerk you off. One of the other daddies will suck you off. You will ass fuck one of the other daddies. Since they will be good enough to service you, you can expect to return the favor.”
Saw that one coming. Muffin pretty much tipped their hand on that. Not that I’m eager to be a participant, but I saw it coming. She says “one of the other daddies” like “one of the other slaves.” I raise my hand to ask a question. Actually I have them both raised and she can’t tell I want to ask a question. “Pumpkin?” 
She looks at me in surprise. “Haven’t gotten to that rule yet,” she says. “Never initiate a conversation. No questions, no statements that aren’t an answer to a question. You may say please, thank you, excuse me, or pardon me. Of course, you may beg to Muffin. So, shut the fuck up, pain toy.”
She pauses, getting her train of thought back since I’d interrupted her. “The hired help know what’s going on in here, so if a maid comes in to clean, don’t speak to her. The room has a microphone that records whenever there’s noise. Don’t speak at all when one of the three of us is not with you. The mike will pick it up, we’ll know, and shit will happen.” So says the twisted fucking bitch from hell and I hope she didn’t hear that when I said it a few hours ago. 
“Just for emphasis, you get a companion. One of the maids tried to go to the police about what’s going on here. She was concerned for our impressionable young minds.” Pumpkin goes to the door and speaks to someone. A pair of men carries in a frame with a 3-D cast of a woman. Nice body, but she has no arms or legs. I stare at my “companion” and then to my astonishment, I realize it’s a living woman. What’s left of each limb – just below the hip and just past the shoulder are gone – is bent back and each is attached to the board behind her. It’s all neatly framed to look fake, except her eyes blink. I can’t believe the level of cruelty of my wife and sweet daughters. The former maid’s punishment is to be permanently on display, naked, amputated, and helpless. “Did that up four years ago,” says Pumpkin. “Nothing left in her mind. Fun to fuck with though. We hang her in the hall sometimes so the hired help don’t forget the message.”
She’s a beautiful woman with full breasts, a shaved pussy, and short brown hair. Stuck like that for four years, I can’t begin to imagine her horror at realizing what had been done or the slow slide into mindless insanity. If they’d hung her on the wall with nothing to do, the boredom would have been incredible and with no possible relief. Pumpkin told me as much as she said, “At first she was outraged and cursing, but hey, what can she do? You slap her face and she can’t stop you. Oh, that was fun,” she stares off into space as she goes down memory lane. “Slap her and she says stop that. Slap her again. Tell her she’s going to get slapped and slap her. Nipple clamps. All she can do is watch. Put her on the floor like that with the dogs and she gets mounted non-stop. Hang her back on the wall and she’s contrite and humble. After about a week, she’d beg for something to do, somebody to talk to, anything. Put a vibrator in her and she cums and cums and cums. Embarrassed as hell, but she can’t stop herself. It was about the two week point when she started begging to be slapped, clamped, or fucked. Now she’s mostly just gone bye-bye.”
Chained to the wall, I realize there is something worse than being chained to the wall. It’s a message that I’m not the lowest of low and a warning that these four females have absolutely no limits. They hate men and traitorous women. I’m not all that different from the limbless woman. I, too, am on display with no ability to protect myself. They could leave me here for days and then I’d get to experience the boredom personally. They could slap me, clamp me, or abuse my cock at will. The only thing I have that makes me better off is limbs, useless as they are at the moment. She’s permanent fucked and I don’t doubt that they put her on the floor and watched her with the dogs. 
“Next,” says Pumpkin and she goes to the door again. This time, Buttercup and Muffin lead in a man. He’s on a leash, but it’s only for show since he obediently follows them in with the leash slack. “This is Dreamer,” she says. “You know, from the movie? I was into ponies when I was six, so I made daddy number one a pony.” I get my first view of what she means when she says she’ll turn me into something at the end of the summer. The two younger girls stop him in front of me and then walk him around so I can see him from every angle. Dreamer is a big man, tall, broad, and muscular. He could have hurt those girls easily, but he appears nothing but cooperative and content. I had been skeptical that they could make me a pain toy, but here is living proof and I’m horrified at the idea of becoming a docile, obedient slave. 
He has on a head harness with, appropriately enough, a bit gag. Straps run from the corners of his mouth under his chin, behind his head, and up over his nose. His teeth are visible, clamped on the metal bit. There’s also a harness on his body, making him look like a draft horse rather than a riding pony. His arms are wrapped in leather straps, pinning them together behind his back. On his feet are special shoes that look like horse hooves and force him to walk on his toes. The tight rubber shoes come all the way up to mid-thigh and his upturned heel is clearly visible six inches up the shoe and looking like a bump in his extra long leg. He supports himself solely on the balls of his feet. His cock is erect with three leather straps around it that hold it against his body. His balls hang down with a two-inch scrotum stretcher to set them apart from his cock. 
Pumpkin isn’t looking at anybody in particular when she asks, “Want to cum?”
I don’t, but then she isn’t talking to me. Dreamer nods and whinnies, pawing with his right hoof on the floor. Fuck me, I have this bad feeling. It gets worse as Pumpkin uses the remote to pick my feet up until they’re shoulder high and removes the butt plug. I rack my brain for some way out of what’s about to happen. These girls have no limits. They don’t need money. Any sign of affection over the past two weeks was a sham. I have to face the fact that I have no bargaining power at all. Silent, I probably appear docile and obedient, when in reality I’m scared and helpless. 
The big man steps up to me and with no hands lines his cock up with my asshole and pushes forward. “Oh, God, no,” I gasp as he pushes about three inches deep. It’s not as bad as the butt plug really, but it’s a guy and I’m not into guys. He pulls back and pushes again, this time until his hips press against my ass. Buried to the hilt in the helpless toy’s ass. 
The three girls are standing around me and giggling as I groan and strain. “I like the first time,” says Buttercup. “Check it out,” she adds, pointing at my cock as it inflates. Fuck, Dreamer is pressing against my prostate and I can’t help it. 
“I think he likes it,” says Pumpkin, though her look tells me she’s teasing me. 
“Mommy said he wouldn’t like it,” says a disappointed Muffin, missing the sarcasm.
“Just kidding,” says Pumpkin. “He will learn to like it, but not today.”
The only mercy I receive all day is when Dreamer cums in my ass after just 30 seconds. Long enough to feel thoroughly violated. Long enough for the girls to laugh and tease me. Long enough for me to get yet another version of their message… I have no control and they have no limits. Look everybody, my daddy takes it up the ass for me. Dreamer snorts and steps back after filling my bowels with his cum. 
Smirking, but silent, Buttercup and Muffin lead Dreamer back out and I’m alone with my 12-year-old stepdaughter. “Wow, that’s always so much fun. You know what’s coming. You see his cock hard and ready. Your ass is so helpless. The look on your face, daddy… oh, Gawd, I’m gonna get buttfucked for my girls.  So good of you to hold still for him and not ruin our fun,” she grins and then shifts back to instructing me. “Now, there’s training and there’s punishment. There’s shit and there’s real shit.” As she speaks, she uses the remote to return me to the vertical spread eagle and I have an intense feeling of dread that punishment, real shit, is about to happen to me. For what?
“Tell me to my face what you called me after I left, daddy,” she says. 
“Ummm, I’m sorry, Pumpkin,” I say. “I didn’t mean it. I shouldn’t have…”
“Tell me,” she snaps. “You’re already in as much trouble as you can get, except if you disobey and don’t tell me. Then I got more. I just want to hear it so you know why you’re getting punished.” 
Damn it, I’m a grown man and I certainly don’t want to be punished by a 12-year-old. On top of everything else, that’s just not right. That just makes it hard, but not impossible to say, “I called you a twisted fucking bitch.”
“From hell,” she adds and I nod. Yeah, I said that, too. “So, I was just going to have some fun with you, but now I have to punish you.” She goes to a drawer and picks out a few things. I wait patiently for something that is apparently going to be worse than having my balls squeezed until I scream like a little girl. As she comes back, she says, “Did you notice that there’s not a mark on Dreamer? We don’t leave scars. Everything we do will heal, even if it feels like you’re about to explode or something.”
Without a word of explanation, she wipes a thin wire with alcohol. The wire is about the diameter of a pencil lead with a tear drop shaped tip around a quarter of an inch in diameter. She grabs my cock and pushes the streamlined tear drop into my piss hole and slides it in. “Ahhhh,” I gasp in pain as it hits a valve meant specifically to keep things like this out. She pushes harder and wins, feeding more of the wire inside me. “Pumpkin, I’m sorry. I won’t say anything like that again,” I moan with all possible sincerity. It fucking hurts like nothing I’ve felt before, but all I can do is hold still as she punishes me. 
She hooks an electric transformer to her end of the wire. “Oh, you gotta be fucking kidding me,” I say to no one in particular. I’m sure the business end of the wire is in my bladder and the rest just lines my very sensitive urethra. 
She’s not done yet. She puts a rubber mouthpiece in my mouth, seating it on my upper teeth. “Bite down on that.” I do and nothing happens. I suppose it’s to keep me from biting my tongue or something. Not a comforting thought. She pokes a wire into a socket on the front of the mouthpiece and just before she plugs that wire into the box, she says, “Now don’t bite down until I tell you to.” Then she plugs it in. 
Laying down the rules of my punishment, she says, “I’m going to raise my index finger and when I do, you will bite down. You will bite down until I lower my index finger. This is going to hurt a lot, so I’m warning you now… do not ease up until I lower my finger. You are going to shock your own fucking cock from the inside out. You’ll do it more than once. You’ll do it until I’m satisfied.” 
No way. No fucking way. I can’t believe I’m going to be the instrument of my own punishment. I want to refuse. I want to spit out the mouthpiece. Yet, I understand that it could get worse. “Saw-ee,” I say, trying to apologize in such a way that the mouthpiece doesn’t set off a shock. Punishment is one thing, but making me do it? That’s inhuman. 
She raises her finger and I bite down, screaming against the rubber mouthpiece. It was only for a second and then she lowers her finger. This was what she meant by feeling like I was going to explode. My bladder and my cock got electrified. Her eyes are on my face as she raises her finger again. Again I bite down and scream as she smiles at me. Yes, how special I feel to know that doing this to daddy is even better. 
As she lowers her finger, two seconds this time, she says, “You better be good after this. I enjoy this too much, daddy. It won’t take much to get me to do this again. Bet you wish you hadn’t said that, but you did. Bet you’d give anything to not have me raise my finger again, but you don’t get a choice. Three… two… one… bite!” She raises her finger right on cue. This time she keeps it up for three seconds and I think my pee is going to boil. She lowers her finger and says, “On a lighter note, this will help you hold your pee. It’s going to hurt like hell to pee for the next two days. A little reminder of what naughty daddies get.”
I feel incredible relief as she unplugs both wires from the box and fishes the mouthpiece out. “Don’t want to overdo it on the first time. You do need to understand that it can get worse if you don’t behave.” She pulls the wire out of my cock, not hurting a bit as it slides back out. Nothing could compare to the pain of the shock. 
After she puts the punishment box aside, she holds out a little white pill. And another bottle of water. “You’re gonna take the pill.” Now what kind of pill is she going to give me? Hook me on drugs? When I look nervous over the idea, she says, “No shit, it’s an anti-biotic so your dick doesn’t get all full of puss and fall off.” 
I don’t mistake her concern for kindness. Wouldn’t want their main source of pleasure to fall off, would we? Someday I might wish it had fallen off, but not today. I take the pill and chase it with a little water. 
Glancing at her watch, she says, “Good, time for some fun.” I don’t mistake her fun for my fun. She goes to the toy chest and comes back with nipple clamps. I strain to move away from her fingers as they toy with my nipples to make them hard. As she brings up a clamp, I strain again. Both times I don’t move enough to even notice. She’s got me so stretched that the entire front of my body is her playground and I can’t stop her. The first clamp bites into my right nipple and I gasp in frustration and pain. It fucking hurts and I try again to move as she clamps my left nipple. Next, she puts a metal collar around my neck that snaps in place with a decided click. With a little cord, she connects the nipple clamps to a ring on the collar and pulls it taut before tying it off. As she finishes, I look down to see my nipples painfully stretched up.
Pumpkin adds a scrotum stretcher so my nipples and my balls hurt. Then, she bends me in half like I’ve been a couple of times today, for a butt plug insertion and to be ass fucked by Dreamer. As she starts stroking my cock, I think I know what’s coming. I didn’t like the first facial and, even knowing what’s coming, I can’t stop this one. Hell, I can’t even keep my cock from engorging with lust and desire as her talented hand works magic on me. Devilishly, she keeps a slow, tantalizing pace. I get more and more aroused to the point that I feel the need to cum. Eyes on my cock, I see the precum building. For 10 or 15 minutes she works on it with the patience of the artist she is. Then I notice I’m whining in desperation. I want to cum so bad that I’m afraid she won’t let me. 
With a squeeze to my balls, she reminds me that I’m a pain toy in training. “Open up,” she says. I wouldn’t deny her that anyway knowing what she’s capable of, but it’s a no-brainer decision with my balls in one hand and my orgasm in the other. I open my mouth so the 12-year-old can humiliate me again. Her hand speeds up and in seconds my cum gushes out into my mouth and over my face and chest. It hurts like hell, but I don’t think I’ve ever had a better orgasm. As she feeds me the rest of my cum with her fingers, I think, much to my dismay, that they’re making wonderful progress on turning me into a pain toy. At least wonderful progress on scared toy. 
She’s done and puts away her toys, cleans me up with a rag, and returns me to the spread eagle position. “Be back later,” she says with a casual wave. 
After the door shuts, I look over at my companion to find her staring at me. There’s a little more life in her eyes than before, giving me the impression that she at least has presence of mind enough to know what was going on and maybe even enjoy it. We lock eyes for a minute as I try to decide if she’s wearing a Mona Lisa smile or just a vacant stare. “Twisted, fucking bitch from hell,” she says with a distinct chuckle. Then she looks forward again. Armless and legless, watching her talk reminds me of a ventriloquist’s dummy. 
“Wish I hadn’t said that,” I say. 
She looks at me again and laughs distinctly, a sound that has more than a touch of insanity. “Made ya talk,” she says. 
Well, so did she. The perverse pleasure she seems to get from that tells me that her whole purpose was to make me break the no talking rule so she could watch the result. I wonder what’s going to happen to her and then I remember what Pumpkin said. Anything would be better than hanging on the wall ignored. If I get punished for talking, anything she gets for talking will be a reward. 
The response is almost immediate as Pumpkin comes back in, striding purposefully toward me and Buttercup and Muffin go to the smiling wall hanging. “Pretty damn naughty, daddy,” says Pumpkin as she stops in front of me. “I just told you no talking when one of the three of us is not in the room. Just took you a couple of minutes to forget and now I’m going to show you what disobedience gets.”
Fuck, I was set up. The three of them were waiting outside for me to respond to the former maid. Looking down at Pumpkin, I wonder what’s in store for me. I’m not stupid enough to ask. 
“Let’s just watch Delilah get her reward first,” says Pumpkin. As I look over she adds, “Just imagine someday you’ll consider it a reward.”
Not bad as Buttercup caresses Delilah’s cheek for a few seconds, talking nice to her. Then Buttercup holds up two cards and Delilah nods toward one. Buttercup keeps the chosen card and sets the other aside. They do that two more times until Delilah has chosen three cards. “Picking her poison,” says Pumpkin. “Just a random choice. She doesn’t know what’s on the cards, but she gets the pleasure of making a choice.”
Muffin reads the first card, “Nipple torture.”
“Oh, please, Mistress Alina, make them hurt,” says the helpless woman. She doesn’t say it like I do, but rather like she really means it and accompanied with a big, beaming smile. 
Delilah’s nipples are already pierced and sporting rings. Muffin just hangs weights on the rings and then bounces Delilah’s tits. Muffin hangs more weights and bounces and even more weights. The poor woman’s nipples are stretched a couple of inches long and tears are running down her face, yet she’s profusely thanking her tormentor. Just as Pumpkin fed the thought into my head, I imagine me someday being happy that my balls are being crushed. Well, at least I try, but I can’t really imagine it. What I can imagine is the horror of them relentlessly trying to train me like that. 
Muffin removes the weights after a few minutes and Buttercup reads a card, “Caning.” The next ten minutes are an incredible display of silent suffering. Buttercup uses a thin cane to strike Delilah’s stomach, breasts, and upper thighs. Red stripes and welts appear on her body, but the helpless woman doesn’t make a sound for all forty of the blows. Her body is black and blue, but she stayed quiet just like Buttercup likes. 
Finally, Muffin reads the third card. “Vibrator.” 
“Oh, God, Mistress Alina,” squeals Delilah. “So exquisite. So devilish. So perfect. Thank you.”
I thought a vibrator would be a real reward, so I don’t understand devilish. Still, all I can do is watch to find out. Muffin inserts a vibrator into the woman’s pussy. She squeezes a little hand pump to inflate something and I look at Pumpkin. “Keeps it from falling out,” says Pumpkin. “When Muffin turns it on, it runs on low with short periods of medium or high. She won’t be able to cum, but she prefers it that way. If she gets it on high and cums, that’s all she gets. The vibrator comes out. If she gets it on low, she gets to keep it for hours. Never gets to cum, but she has hours of stimulation.”
Muffin starts the vibrator and Delilah just moans in pleasure. “A little something special, slut,” says Buttercup. She slides the four foot cane through Delilah’s nipple rings. Then she ties a cord to Delilah’s hair, runs it down her back between her legs, up the front, and ties the end to the cane. Delilah’s head is back so she’s looking at the ceiling. She tilts her head forward and the cord pulls on the cane and her nipples stretch down. With a smile she tilts her head back. For the next couple of minutes, she tilts her head forward occasionally, enjoying the self-torture. 
With Delilah fixed up, my attention is more on what Pumpkin is now doing to me. She rams the electric prod up my urethra again and hooks it to the electric box. I’m already sorry I spoke. This is the most painful thing she’s done to me and I’m not looking forward to round two. There’s an interesting twist to the punishment. She runs the switch not to my mouth, but uses a longer wire to run it to Delilah’s mouth. Oh, my God! I wonder if the woman has any restraint at all or will I be fried continuously? 
With the switch in her mouth, Delilah looks forward again, stretching her nipples in exquisite pain. She looks at me and clamps down on the switch. “Eeeeaaaaaaa,” I scream as a zillion volts shock my cock for about a second. She’s still biting down, but the shock has stopped. Then she stops biting. The three girls laugh at my predicament. Hooked up to a cock frying machine under the control of a woman who loves pain. I feel a rush of rage and frustration so intense that I almost curse at them or beg for mercy. I’m sure either one is wrong and with the cock frying machine attached, I’m not arguing. Instead, I burn with shame and humiliation. The toy of three preteen sadists. 
“Have fun, daddy,” says Muffin as the three leave me alone with Delilah. Over the next hour, I learn there is something that prevents Delilah from shocking me non-stop. Sometimes she bites and nothing happens and I can see frustration in her eyes. Sometimes she bites and I scream like a girl. After the fourth shock, she tilts her head way forward and moves it back and forth, making the cord through her pussy rub against her clit. I watch in amazement as she cums silently, driven by her own pain, the fun of making me scream, a little cord across her clit, and a vibrator on low. 
Guiltily she looks at me and I realize she’s gotten away with something. The girls don’t think she can cum like this. Well, her secret is safe with me. I’m not about to say anything knowing what my punishment is. The bitch doesn’t take it easy on me though, shocking me every chance she gets. 
After a total of eight one-second bursts of electricity, Buttercup comes into the room. She disconnects all the wires and goes to work on me. The punishment was so painful that I’m fucking glad to see her. After I’m all disconnected she smacks my balls six times and I don’t make a sound. It’s one of the hardest things I’ve ever done, but I’m a fast learner. And I’m proud of it. It feels like I win when she smiles and stops. Don’t get me wrong. I know I just obeyed my 10-year-old stepdaughter, took her vicious, inhuman treatment, and glowed from her praise. My alternative is to make a noise just out of pride so I don’t feel like I’m getting trained. Fuck me, but I couldn’t bring myself to have enough pride to suffer through six more of those. I can’t even get a backbone when she says, “That’s a good little pain toy, daddy. You’d do anything to protect the family jewels, huh?”
I nod and wonder what else I’m going to do to save the family jewels. It’s not just my balls; it’s the whole idea of how helpless I am and how sadistic she is. She can hurt me anywhere. Everything I do is to minimize the pain. 
With the electric wire out of my cock, I start to feel the need to pee. God help me. Pumpkin warned me that it would hurt now that my cock is raw on the inside. She also warned me that if and when I do pee without permission, I’ll get punished. I’m pretty sure this is rigged so I’m gonna pee before I’m allowed. 
“Only problem is, you can’t protect them at all. I can do anything I want. All you can do is hope that a quiet little pain toy gets less than a noisy one. I’ll tell you what. If you say daddy is Buttercup’s special pain toy, then I’ll leave you alone from now until it’s my turn again.” She pauses, giving me a chance to humiliate my way out of whatever else she has planned. 
To her disappointment, I don’t say that or anything. Pumpkin gave me that bit of advice. “Yeah, that’s right,” says Buttercup. “You learn fast.” I’m following the rules, though I don’t like it a bit. For the time being I can only seek the most lenient (least cruel) treatment and hope for a chance to get the fuck out of here. I didn’t say it, but I thought it.
She gets a gag from the toy chest and brings it to me. I’ve done gags and this one is a big black ball on a patch of leather. From the looks of it, the ball goes in my mouth and the patch of leather covers my mouth with buckles behind my head to keep the whole thing in place. Between a penis gag, ring gag, and this, I like this one the best. Which all boils down to… I open my mouth and she puts it in. The ball is bigger than it looked and I’m pretty stuffed. The leather “patch” is also bigger than it looked, but no changing my mind now. She buckles it behind my head and my chin and mouth are covered. She pulls it up and buckles it behind my head and voila, my nose and eyes are covered. Blindfolded, I wonder what she’s up to. 
She explains my world just got harder to live in. “Daddy, just because you’re gagged doesn’t mean you can make grunts or stuff. You hafta be quiet. I find it’s easier to stay quiet if you can see it coming. So this is the real test. Can you keep quiet when the pain is a big fucking surprise? I’ll give you a hint.” Roughly 10 seconds pass as I strain to hear what the hint is. I’m starting to think the hint is going to be something other than verbal. 
My balls suddenly erupt in tremendous pain and I scream into the gag. “Yeah,” she says once the noise dies down. “You are so fucked.” She smacks my balls a couple more times and each time I cry out. “I like it when you can take it without a sound, but I love it when you don’t. Gives me plenty of reason to just keep going.” She grabs my nipples and I cry out in surprise. It didn’t even hurt that much, but she’s right. I gotta see it coming. She pinches my nose shut and it’s hard to breath around the ball. Panicking, I moan and struggle. When she lets go, she says, “You’re so easy.”
She whips my stomach with a leather belt. Three times. Three yelps. “I love it, daddy,” she says. It’s incredibly frustrating to be her toy, especially by these rules. I’m just the entertainment. “Gawd, daddy, you’re so much fun! Makes me so wet to know you’re trying so hard, but can’t. If you stay quiet this time, I’ll stop.” I steel myself, but it’s probably 2 minutes before she whips me and I yelp. “OK, OK, one more try, daddy, and then I won’t care. You’ll just get it if you’re noisy, so be quiet.” 
I stay quiet the next time she touches me, but the touch is just some light fabric across my chest and I’m sure that’s not the test. “My shirt, daddy. Ooo, I’m topless.” Her skirt and then her panties rub across my chest, each one announced. “I’m all naked, daddy. Ready to have you lick my pussy.” Hey, how about that. I’m all naked, too, and I’m ready to lick her pussy. 
Almost immediately she whips my stomach and I yelp. For God’s sakes, shut the fuck up, I tell myself. “Jesus Christ, daddy,” she says, each syllable punctuated with the lash of the belt. “You are so fucking weak.” And I’m crying after those last ten delivered one right after another. Yes, I am fucking weak and I just want her pussy so this will be over. 
With relief I feel the bed tilting back. Once it’s back, her warm, naked body presses against mine. “This get you all hard, daddy? You like little girls? Nod, daddy or else.” I nod frantically. You bet, I love little girls. Ten is my favorite age. Let me show you. I think the hard on is because I have to pee so hard, but yeah, sure, it can be for her. “Tell me you want to lick my pussy and then you can.”
“I ahna ih uh…” She gets up and I feel a horrible sense of foreboding. Damn it, she tricked me into talking. 
“No fucking talking, daddy,” she says. Seven syllables. Seven lashes. Seven screams. “You stupid pain toy.” Five syllables. Five lashes. Five screams. 
Next thing I know, she’s fumbling with my gag. Unseen by me previously, there’s a zipper across my mouth. She unzips it and pulls out the ball. “No peeking, daddy,” she says with a giggle as I feel the warmth and pressure of her pussy against my mouth. Sticking my tongue through the opening, I lick her furiously. So eager to make her happy now. So want her to cum. It takes just seconds as she proves just how much my pain excites her. Then she takes a firm grasp of my cock and starts stroking it. My bladder is about to burst and there’s no way I can cum like that. To my astonishment, I feel the urge to pee fade, replaced by a rising orgasm. I know how this ends, so I’m surprised when she lets me cum, a fountain of jism gushing out. So she let me cum this time. Her sticky fingers in my mouth are not a surprise. Neither is the feeling of her wiping cum off me and bringing it to my mouth. I down every drop, she pops the ball back in, and she zips me shut. 
The bed stands up and there’s silence. I assume she’s gone. I’m gonna pee on the floor. It’s just a fact of life. Then I hear Muffin. “She took too long,” she says from in front of me. Jesus, I can’t pee on her. I can’t tell her to move. I can’t beg for anything. I feel her fiddle around with my cock and she puts something on it that weights it down. “In five minutes you’ll be allowed to pee in the bag,” she says. “That gives me five minutes to play with you. You just have to hold it another five minutes. You gotta do it bad, daddy?”
I nod, understanding two things. The weight on my cock is a bag to pee in. She’s gonna make me pee in the next five minutes. Pumpkin warned me about holding it while Muffin has a cattle prod. Sure enough I feel the prod poke at my balls. The jolt of electricity deprives me of any bladder control and I feel pee shoot out with a sting as I frantically try to stop it. Holding my pee is impossible. Now I knew that the bag was over my cock, but its weight is supported mostly by my balls. It’s a little bit of weight. Not enough to hurt. She pokes me again and shocks me and I fill the bag some more. She does that two more times, the pee burning my sore cock, before she says, “You gonna make me milk it all out or just let it go? Doesn’t matter to me. We got another three and half minutes before you’re allowed. I’ll have it all out by then.”
With that bit of advice, I just let it go. No point in enduring the shocks if she can empty me bit by bit. She takes my cock in her little hand, apparently enjoying the sight and feel. In just a few seconds the bag is pulling down on my balls painfully and I stop. Zap! I pee some more. God damn, it hurts. I’m getting the picture of just how experienced these three girls are at torturing a grown man. I can hurt my own balls or I can have her painfully force me to hurt my own balls. As I start a steady stream, she holds my cock again, even supporting my balls. Thus encouraged, I empty my bladder. Then she lets go and I have a gallon of pee weighting down my balls. I beg unintelligibly for the rest of the five minutes. Hey, I even begged for her to leave it there just like she likes, but it was for nothing. I was being punished. 
When she takes the bag off, I assume it’s the end of the five minutes. Now I can pee without worry. If I had anything left. There’s relative silence for a few minutes. I can hear her moving about and moving things, but have no idea what devious torture she’s arranging now. Shortly she unzips my gag, removes the ball, and inserts the end of a rubber hose. The hose has a flange near the end so after she zips me shut, I can’t push the hose out. “Drink it all,” she says. 
Pumpkin said to drink it all whenever I got the chance, so I suck on the hose and get a mouthful of warm liquid. Shit! It’s my pee. With no choice, I swallow the mouthful, but stop sucking. No fucking way. This nightmare has to end. I am not about to drink my own pee. Well, even I know I’m going to drink it all. I just have to be convinced. I do have some pride. I feel her poke my balls again and then zap! 
Biting on the hose, I speak through my clenched jaw. “Please, Muffin, make daddy drink his pee. May daddy drink it all?”
“Daddy may drink half of it,” she says. “Go ahead. I’ll tell you when to stop.”
Sweet. I get off easy. Nasty as it tastes, I know it could be worse, so I suck on the tube until she tells me to stop. Didn’t seem like that much after all. She pulls out the tube. “Nice job, daddy. All the daddies say you get used to it after a while.”
Maybe someday I’ll be glad of that. For now all I can think about is how much do I have to drink before I get used to it? 
We’re back to having fun with step daddy as I hear her move around. Just being attached to the wall is frustrating, humiliating, and terrifying, but to be blind doubles all those feelings. I have no idea what she’s up to until she pushes a cock gag in my mouth and zips me shut. I’ve seen pictures of hooded slaves in bondage mags and never guessed that they had a big freaking cock in their mouth, too. It’s big enough that I know it’s there and can hardly make a sound, but at least it’s not in my throat.
She messes with the scrotum stretcher that Pumpkin installed and Buttercup ignored. Just as I’m hoping she’s taking it off, she lets go. Fuck, she attached weights to it. I start whining and begging. So what if she can’t understand a word of it. I’m sure it’s the thought that counts. She puts weights on my nipples and more on my scrotum. Though I can’t see the point of begging, I keep it up. She likes it. I want to please her so she takes the weights off. Her hands encircle my cock and she starts stroking it. Only I don’t think it’s to make me cum. The stroking makes my balls bounce and the weights swing. I get my voice up a couple of octaves. 
I don’t know how long it was, just a few minutes most likely before she removes the weights. With a few seconds of nothing, I hope that she’s gone, but then I realize I’ve forgotten one thing. She reminds me as the cock in my mouth starts to extend down my throat. Fuck me! Being trained to suck cock. All I can do is make choking and gagging sounds as it gets deeper and deeper. Then it retracts and I take a deep breath. She pumps it up again and it works its way into the tight space. Jesus, I do not want my mouth to become a fuck hole, but like everything else, squirming and struggling gets me nothing. I’ve got an 8-year-old girl calmly fucking my face. With the eighth intrusion, I manage to relax and then she stops. 
After she removes the mask and the cock gag, she laughs at me. “I’m having fun, are you?”
“Yes, Muffin, daddy loves gagging for you.”
“Good, cuz I like doing it,” she giggles. She takes the scrotum stretcher off and says, “Did you want dinner?”
“No, Muffin, daddy likes being hungry.” Saying the opposite of what I’m thinking is nerve wracking. I hope she stays consistent with what she wants. A little smile tells me that I’m on the right track, but she wants more. “Can you hear daddy’s tummy rumble? It sounds funny, huh? Don’t feed me though. Daddy doesn’t deserve to eat.” It’s actually easy to beg like this. All I have to do is say the opposite of what I’m thinking. In fact, I think I hate this so much that I say, “Daddy loves begging to his little girl.” 
“OK,” she says. “I’ll get you dinner. Before I go…” She puts a ring gag in my mouth. I assume it’s to keep me from talking. Save me from myself. I’m left to wonder how dinner works. Naturally I’ll stay in place, so I assume she’s going to feed me. I also assume I don’t get a choice of what’s on the menu and hope that it’s not disgusting. 
Muffin is gone for five minutes and comes back with a hose and a big syringe. I don’t get the point of the two items, though if I’d thought about the ring gag as well, I might have come up with the answer. For now they look like more torture before dinner. She slides a stool in front of me and steps up on it. Then, to my astonishment, she pushes the tube through the ring gag and the damn tube goes down my throat. “It sounds so cute when you make those noises, daddy,” she says with a giggle. She knows her anatomy well enough to get the tube down the right passage to my stomach. Horrified and helpless, I’m still gagging and making those cute noises as she puts the syringe to her end of the tube and feeds me. All she has to do is push the plunger in and the food goes into my tummy. Yum. I wonder what I just ate. 
After she pulls the tube out, I gasp for breath. That took nearly a minute and I had to hold my breath the whole time. She giggles again. “Every freaking meal you’re gonna make those cute noises for me. Oh yeah, I guess you learn to tolerate it after a while.” She collects her implements of torture and says, “Somebody will be in later to say good night.”
As the door shuts, I let out a huge sigh of relief. Delilah’s still hanging on the wall. She smiles at me and shakes her head, but doesn’t make a sound. I got it. She was supposed to talk earlier and got rewarded. She’s not allowed to talk now just like me. It leaves me to wonder what a smile and a headshake mean. I can guess and none of my guesses are good news. Shit. I’m hanging from a wall. There is no good news in sight. The idea of a chance to sleep, perchance to have a nightmare, sounds at least like a break from pain. 
My mouth is still in a big O, vulnerable as hell. I’m hoping there’s no dessert on the menu when two guys come in take Delilah out. Man oh man does she look scared as they put her in a box (frame and all) with a glass front. One of them shuts the glass door and they wheel her out. I shudder at the mental picture I get of her being put in a corner, still in that glass case, for anyone to look, but not touch. It certainly doesn’t make me feel good about my future. 
I’ve been on the wall all day now. It’s been laid back a couple of times, but mostly I’ve been upright and my arms ache from the strain. A couple of hours go by and muscles burn with no respite in sight. I can’t keep from moaning and everything is blurry and then I’m aware of my three darling stepdaughters in front of me. 
Alicia tugs on something between my legs, pulling it out. Then the whatever she pulled out rises up and I find myself sitting in a saddle. Aleta’s even kind enough to pull my balls out so I don’t sit on them. I heave a sigh of relief as the weight comes off my arms. “Go ahead,” Alicia says to Alina. 
The 8-year-old puts a diaper on me. No shit. She puts it behind me. The seat goes down. She pulls it through my legs and fastens the Velcro straps. The seat comes back up. The girls pull several straps across my arms, legs, and torso so I’m pinned to the wall half mummified. Alicia adds one across my forehead. So, I gather I’m staying on the wall for the night and the only relief I get is to have my weight mostly on the saddle and distributed across several straps. I hope I can sleep like this. 
“Pay attention, daddy,” says Alina. “When you have a diaper on, you can piss and shit all you want. I’ll take it off in the morning and clean you up. Understand? You have permission to piss and shit.”
I nod my head. No way am I gonna shit. My asshole is squeezed tight. Been like that ever since Alicia grabbed my balls. When I got a new dog as a kid, the dog didn’t shit for three days in the strange environment. I figure I’ll hold it at least that long without even trying. 
Aleta skips to the door and comes back with a woman following her. It’s an odd sight since (other than Delilah) I didn’t think they mistreated women. She’s wearing 6-inch heels and taking tiny quick steps. She has gorgeous long legs that disappear up into a very short skirt. Wiggling her hips as she walks with those quick feet, she stops in front of me, sort of off to the side. She has long chestnut brown hair with a nice wave. She’s a big woman including big tits. Her makeup is perfect and I imagine her job is to look nice and sexy. I wonder if the point is to give me a hard on, but I manage some control. 
“This is Nanny,” says Aleta and Nanny does a quick curtsy. Ah, I knew there was a nanny, but she’d been on vacation or something. “He takes care of us.” He? Did she say he? I look closer. Those are damn nice tits. Are they fake? I don’t think so. She’s even wearing a see through top and a see through bra. I can make out the curves and her big nipples. “Strip, Nanny,” she says. 
Nanny unbuttons her frilly white blouse and folds it nicely. Then she takes off her bra and I confirm that her tits are real. She has a tattoo between her breasts. Nanny Slut. There’s one on her belly above her navel. Pain Toy. There’s also one just above the waistband of her skirt. Pain Stick it says with an arrow pointing at her crotch. I got a bad feeling as she takes off her skirt. Damnation. There’s a bulge. It’s a guy. God damn, it’s probably one of the daddies. He pulls down his panties and he’s big and hard. For me?
Nanny stands there naked, not a hair on his body, like he shaved just minutes ago. From the waist up he’s gorgeous. Heck, from upper thighs down he’s gorgeous. There’s just the issue of a big cock in the middle to spoil the view. 
“What does a good Nanny get?” asks Aleta. 
“Pain, miss,” says Nanny. 
“What does a really good Nanny get?”
“More pain, miss.”
Aleta grabs his pain stick and pulls him up on his toes. Reaching under his cock, she grabs his balls and squeezes them hard. “Jeeeesus, yeah, miss,” he squeals, obviously thrilled. 
“Bend over.” She adjusts him so his ass is facing me and I read the fourth tattoo, “Aleta’s Target.” I’m betting it was Aleta’s turn to pick daddy’s long-term status and turned him into this. 
Nanny bends and grabs his ankles. As Aleta starts spanking Nanny, he lets out a gasp of delight. “Yes, miss, thank you,” he says with each swat. The more he gets spanked the more he sounds like he’s having a great time. Like his football team just made a great play. And another. And another. Yes, miss, thank you becomes “Hoo, hoo, hoo, that’s how it’s done.” I can’t believe the sounds he makes, clearly enjoying the hell out of it as his ass gets redder and redder. 
Aleta stops after countless swats. “Stand up straight, Nanny.” 
Holy Christ, I thought his cock was big before, but now it’s fully engorged. The spanking turned him on! 
“Mount up,” says Aleta. 
The ladylike Nanny tap-taps up to me with her quick steps me and I think, oh fuck. Mount up what? I so don’t want to know the answer to that question. He puts a foot on the saddle, steps up and puts the other one up, too, and grabs hold of the top of the wall for stability. I didn’t see the platforms coming out of the side of the saddle, but he’s standing on something. His freaking cock is right in my face, my mouth is stuck open, and my head won’t even turn. There’s not even any foreplay as he spears my mouth through the ring and all the way to the hilt. He fucks my face hard and fast, gagging me with each thrust. I thought I was gonna get more practice with the fake one before this. His damn balls bang on my chin as he fucks me. A couple of times he stops with it all the way in and just wiggles as he enjoys the tightness of my throat. “Hoo, hoo, that’s a fucking blowjob, daddy,” he says enthusiastically. “Take it all, slut. Little girls like the show. You are so fucking tight. I like your eyes, too. All big and round. Surprise,” he laughs. “Too bad… oh fuck… too bad… oh fuck, fuck, fuck. Here it comes, sweet mouth.” The whole time he keeps pumping away and then with his final announcement, he floods my mouth with his cum. “God, yes, so tight. Too bad Miss Aleta got me so hot. Would’ve been nice to enjoy it a little more.” He puts the first burst of cum in my mouth and the rest of it on my face. “Miss Alicia likes facials,” he reminds me.
He stays in place until his cock is soft and clean and then he gets down and dresses. The cum just drools out of my mouth, but I can taste and smell it. “Looks like you enjoyed it,” says Nanny as he pulls up his panties, covering a very satisfied cock. Seriously, I have to put up with another daddy taunting me?
“Enough, Nanny,” says Buttercup. “You got your reward.” 
The 10-year-old steps up right in front of me. “Damn, that’s fun. You get all excited being used?” She giggles. “Nanny is daddy number three. I got to pick what we did with him. Gave him shots to make his boobs grow. Used a laser to burn off every bit of hair. Taught him how to dress and do his makeup. Sweet babe, huh? You might wish for something like that.”
She nods at Pumpkin and Pumpkin steps away. “This is Nanny’s song. Do it, Nanny.” On command, Nanny puts ear buds in and turns on his iPod. He listens in silence, a look of awe on his face. 
Then the “music” starts in the room. “Nanny, Nanny, Nanny, Nanny, Nanny, Nanny, Nanny, Nanny.” The voice could be Allison’s; it’s too deep for one of the girls. It sounds like the beat of a song the way it just goes on and on, over and over. Then a new voice joins in, “Alicia’s little pain toy. Alicia’s little pain toy. Alicia’s little pain toy. Alicia’s little pain toy.” I assume the voice is Alicia’s, adding a counterpoint to the song. A third voice is added, “Alina’s gonna have a little fun with Nanny. Alina’s gonna have a little fun with Nanny.”  And shortly Aleta’s voice joins in, “Aleta wants her Nanny to behave. She wants a sexy Nanny as her slave. Aleta spanks her Nanny just for fun. Nanny loves to be the hurting one.”
The four voices complement each other like a professional arrangement. The only downside is that’s the limit of the lyrics. I look again at Nanny enjoying the music and wondering how many times he’s heard that over the past four years. 
Just when I start to feel sorry for him, the music changes. “Roly-poly, Roly-poly, Roly-poly, Roly-poly.” Same beat as Nanny, Nanny. “Alina’s little pain toy. Alina’s little pain toy.” Same rhythm as the other song, just a higher voice. “Aleta’s gonna have little fun with Roly. Aleta’s gonna have a little fun with Poly.” I start to get a very, very bad feeling. What’s a Roly-Poly? Finally, Alicia’s voice finishes the mix. “Alicia wants Roly-Poly to behave. Alicia was a Roly-Poly as her slave. Alicia spanks the Roly just for fun. Poly loves to be the hurting one.” It’s the same song considering they have to work in four syllables instead of two. 
“Good night, daddy. Good night, daddy. Good night, daddy.” My three angels verbally tuck me in. They leave with Nanny tap-tapping across the floor behind them, swinging her hips as she goes. I’m alone with nothing but the music going on and on, over and over. It’s too loud to just ignore. I don’t know if I can get to sleep. Then the wall falls forward with a gut wrenching dive and I think I’m dead, squished like a fly on a huge fly swatter. Then it stops. It rocks back and forth. It stands up. It falls over backwards. It shimmies, shakes, jerks, and moves on all three axes at random intervals with me wondering how and when it will move next. 
Twelve hours later, Pumpkin walks in and stops the bed. I didn’t get a wink of sleep. She looks fresh as a daisy. 
Fun with Stepdaddy
By Kenna
Chapter 2
 “Holy shit, daddy, you look terrible,” says Pumpkin not looking the least bit sorry. “Couldn’t sleep?” 
“Uh uh,” I say wearily, assuming an answer is expected. As angry and frustrated and tired as I am, I don’t want to aggravate her. 
She walks right up to me and undoes the Velcro tabs of my diaper. I’m too tired to bother with being embarrassed. It’s heavy with pee, but I didn’t poop in it. Using a wet rag she wipes my groin. Then she grabs my balls. “Let’s hear soprano,” she says and squeezes. Not a nice way to wake up. Not that I’d been asleep, but suddenly I’m not feeling so tired as adrenalin pumps through my veins. 
“Wanna see me naked, daddy?” she asks sweetly. 
It sounds like a trick question. It wasn’t mentioned all day yesterday. I’d seen Buttercup’s pussy briefly. I’m hanging there buck naked, but seeing them naked just sounded taboo. “Uh uh.”
“What?” she snaps. “I’m not good enough? Not sexy enough? Not pretty enough? Not old enough?”
“Eeeeeeeee,” I scream in response as she squeezes. I’m pretty sure there was no right answer. As she relinquishes claim to my jewels, I hear her ask if she’s sexy. “Uh huh,” I reply, desperate to please the 12-year-old. 
“You pervert,” she snaps and squeezes. Through that red haze of pain it at least feels good to be right. There was no correct answer. 
After she lets go this time, she backs away. For a second I think she’s gonna take off something, but she just looks at me. “You’re pretty sexy, daddy,” she says. “Know what’s sexy? A guy who can scream in soprano. A guy who’s strapped naked to my wall. A guy whose balls are just begging to be squeezed. My daddy is sexy.” 
I grimace as she reaches for me again, but this time she strokes my cock. “Want breakfast?”
“Uh huh,” I moan, scared that there’s no right answer. 
“Figured you would,” she says. Going to the door, she opens it and Buttercup and Muffin walk in. Buttercup is pushing a cart and she stops right in front of me. Pumpkin takes out my gag and I wonder if breakfast will be not unpleasant, which is not the same as pleasant. One end of a slender tube is in a half gallon jug of water and Pumpkin holds the other end and puts it in my mouth. “Drink up, daddy.”
Knowing their diabolical plan to fill me up and then make me hold my pee, I still drink the whole thing. I’ll face that problem when it comes. Right now I know that defying them will bring punishment and I’ll end up drinking it anyway. It takes a couple of minutes and while I’m sucking on the long straw, Buttercup pours milk into a blender on the table and announces, “Dairy.” She adds a handful of strawberries and says, “Fruit.” So, I’m getting a balanced meal. 
Muffin pours a quarter cup of milky white fluid in. “Cum,” she says with a smile, confirming my guess, and adds, “Protein.” She drops in four fat earthworms. “More protein.” The next ingredient is a little hard to see since she just dumps it in from a plastic cup. I’m figuring that if she handled four earthworms, then what she wouldn’t handle was worse than that. “More protein,” she says as I keep sucking down water. 
Buttercup seems to have the role of putting nourishing things in while Muffin adds a disgusting touch. My middle stepdaughter pours in a cup of oats. With that done, Muffin turns on the blender and churns the mixture into a pink sludge. Then she sticks the feeding tube in the gunk and pulls out the plunger at the other end, sucking the contents into the tube. 
As soon as I finish the water, Pumpkin holds the ring gag up to my mouth without a word. Do I really want breakfast that bad? My stomach is empty and I need the strength, but what makes up my mind is the simple fact that I already said I wanted breakfast. I don’t think changing my mind is acceptable. Opening my mouth, I let her put the ring gag in. Dinner was bad, but this time I know what’s coming. Not just the feeding tube gagging me through the brief meal, but I know what’s in the tube. I don’t know if I’m chicken for giving in or brave for letting them feed me that. Yeah, deep inside I do know I’m chicken, but I try to give myself an out. 
Climbing up on the stool, Muffin puts the end of the tube through the ring. “Jeez, daddy, you have any idea how much fun this is? Time for some cute noises.” She slides the tube down my throat. All three of the girls giggle as I gag, choke, and squirm. My body wants to expel the intruder, but all I can do is sound cute and hate that they think it sounds cute. And Muffin just stands there without pushing the plunger. 
“OK, got him,” says Pumpkin and then Muffin feeds me. Yum. It’s a strange feeling to be full so quickly. Once Muffin pulls the tube free and I stop sounding cute, I realize that Pumpkin is stroking my cock and I’m hard. “Getting all excited from performing for us, daddy?” she asks. Heck, I don’t know when or how that happened, but it sure looks like it. Freaking talented little slut. 
The feeding gear is put away and Buttercup pushes the cart toward the door. Meanwhile, Muffin and Pumpkin remove the various straps that pin me rather comfortably to the wall and I’m left hanging by my wrists and ankles just like I spent all day yesterday. My feet go up, the gag comes out, and I know what comes next. Bent in half, my cock is pointed at my face as Pumpkin jacks me off. “You will open your mouth when you cum, daddy. I’ll be pissed if you don’t.”
Reduced to fearing for my family jewels and any other part of my body they may choose to abuse, I open my mouth as my cum rises. Just 24 hours on the wall and I’m well trained. She aims it right in my mouth and without being told, I swallow it. I swallow every drop as she feeds me what missed my open mouth. “Dammit,” says Buttercup, handing Pumpkin a dollar. “He did it.”
The rest of the morning goes pretty much like the previous one. Buttercup and Muffin both take a turn with me and I do everything I can to save my skin. In between sessions the bed keeps moving so I don’t drift off. 
By lunchtime I have to pee pretty bad and there’s been no offer of a chance to relieve myself. The girls show up again with Pumpkin pushing the food cart this time. “Time to meet Push Toy,” says Muffin. She leaves and returns in a minute pushing daddy number five, her first chance to decide what daddy became after the summer. What I see is a man’s legs in a stiff, inverted V with his cock and balls dangling between them and his ass atop all that. He’s facing away from me and bent at the waist. And he’s attached to a cart that Muffin is pushing. 
Once I get a good look at him, I start hoping I can be Nanny. Damn, even Dreamer looks better off than this. Push Toy’s feet are planted on the front of a four wheeled cart. His legs are encased in an aluminum tube from the cart up to above his knees so he can’t bend his ankles or knees. His arms are attached similarly to the rear of the cart. His back is parallel to the floor so his hands are actually about 6 inches above the base of the cart, but just like his legs, his arms are in solid metal so they only bend at the shoulders. Push Toy permanently faces to the rear so he can’t see where he’s going. There’s a cross bar on the cart at his shoulders. From the cross bar, twin metal rods curve up to a push bar where Muffin has her hands. His head is secured between the metal rods so he can’t look down or to the side. He has a good view of Muffin’s chest and that’s about it. I immediately think about Delilah and that Push Toy is a mobile version of her. He’s going nowhere that Muffin doesn’t want him to go. He’s got nothing to do except wait to be pushed around. 
But wait… there’s a variation in his miserable life. Muffin walks around to the other end of Push Toy and grabs his cock. Walking forward, she demonstrates that he’s also Pull Toy. I shudder at the sight. After a night of listening to a song designed for me, I think I’m going to be Roly-Poly, but I’m not sure what that is. I have a sinking feeling that it’s a child’s toy not unlike Push Toy. 
With Push Toy sitting just a couple of feet in front of me, Muffin works a butt plug into his available ass. Available is an understatement. His ass is just thrust up at the end of his very long legs and he can’t move a muscle. Since I’m currently sporting one of my own from Muffin’s recent visit with me, this is like the chance to see what it looks to put one in my ass. He opens wider and wider and then pop… it’s in and his ass closes like quicksand taking a victim. From where I’m hanging, I can hear it start to hum and Muffin starts stroking his cock. 
What might be considered a pleasant treat for him, doesn’t seem so as he starts “thrashing” around. Granted he’s virtually immobilized, but he manages to make the cart rock a little by throwing his weight side to side as he whines desperately. “Please, Mistress of my cock, don’t make a worthless toy make a mess on itself! Don’t play with it. Don’t make it feel good. Don’t make a toy mess in front of daddy.” He pleads and begs as I wonder what’s so bad about cumming. Has he been trained to hate it? Duh, it takes me 10 or 15 seconds before I remember she likes her toys to beg for the opposite of what they really want. 
The little 8-year-old hand strokes him hard and fast and I think if it was me, I’d be there and gone by now. He looks tormented and then she stops. “OK, no mess today,” she says. 
“Thank you, mistress of my cock,” he sighs, nearly a sob. 
“He knows what happens if he cums without permission,” says Muffin casting me a disapproving glance. “Check this out, daddy.” She gets a wooden paddle two feet by four inches not including the handle and swats him hard. His ass looks like he’s begging for a spanking, but she hits him low, across his upper thighs. 
“Eeeeyaaaaw,” he squeals and even I wince as the swat caught his dangling balls as well. They’re partially protected by his thighs, but the force still flattens his thighs enough that his balls get a taste of the wood. “Please, mistress of my cock, don’t spank the cum out of the toy. Don’t hit a toy’s balls. Don’t make a toy want more.” The way his head is trapped in the handle, he’s talking to the wall and unable to see what she’s doing, yet his begging is convincing as hell.
“Say it,” says Muffin. 
“Push Toy is pleased to meet daddy. How was breakfast? Mistress of my cock let Push Toy milk all the daddies this morning and spit the cum out so daddy could have it all himself. That was mistress of my cock’s present. Did daddy like mistress of my cock’s present? Did daddy like Push Toy’s present, too? A toy likes daddies, so Push Toy gave the new daddy some of Push Toy’s breakfast… four grubs. Would daddy say Push Toy can cum?”
“Push Toy!” snaps Muffin. “You are in so much trouble! You idiot, daddy is gagged and can’t say anything.”
“Nooo,” wails the pitiful man. “Push Toy was making a joke!” Muffin turns Push Toy around and pushes him toward the door, her little feet stomping in anger. Push Toy wails all the way. “No, mistress of my cock! No, mistress of my cock! No, mistress of my cock!” She pushes him through the door and I hear his voice fade down the hallway. A former authority figure reduced to begging.
I look at Pumpkin and Buttercup for an explanation. They’ve explained the odd things I’m seeing a few times before, but this time Pumpkin says, “Wouldn’t you like to know.”
“Don’t piss off Muffin, daddy,” adds Buttercup with a sinister smile. 
“Need to pee, daddy?” asks my oldest stepdaughter, leaving me to wonder what Push Toy’s fate will be for pissing off Muffin… mistress of his cock. 
“Yes, Pumpkin, may I?” To my surprise, peeing goes off easily. I pee in a tube that runs to a can. No mess and I don’t have to drink any of it. 
Once I’m finished, Pumpkin says, “Good boy. See? It’s not so hard to hold it until you’re allowed.” And I feel good about the praise. She’s right. It wasn’t that hard. 
“Guess we’ll have to feed you,” says Pumpkin. I know that Muffin has always been the one to feed me, just two times so far, but Pumpkin’s reluctance is the first indication I have that feeding me is Muffin’s… job?... fun?... thrill? The two of them dump in ingredients without the fanfare of announcing each addition. The lone exception is when they show me a cup full of grubs. Not just four donated by Push Toy, but my own helping. I watch with distaste as they pour them in. The blender makes quick work of the mess. Maybe it is nourishing, but that doesn’t mean I want to eat it. 
Pumpkin gets on the stool and pushes the end of the feeding tube through the ring gag. As I make cute noises, it doesn’t seem the two of them appreciate the gagging and choking sounds as much. It’s more frustrating to be making them and not being appreciated. She gets it in position and attaches the syringe full of goop. “Say please, daddy. Please gag the hell out of me. Please push the plunger. Please feed me, Pumpkin.”
“Acckkk, ackkk, ggaaahhkkk,” is all I can muster. 
“With your eyes, you helpless little toad. Make me feel like a goddess just by looking at me.” Her hands hold the syringe, waiting for me to beg with my eyes. She looks down and then back at me. “Can’t help yourself, can you?”
What? Oh fuck! Buttercup is jerking me off and I’m hard as a rock in her little hand. Jesus Christ, push the plunger please. Get the damn tube out of my throat. I don’t fucking want to cum possessed by this sick feeling.
“That’s right,” says Pumpkin. She pushes the plunger and in seconds I’m full. Holy Mary, Mother of God, I just did what she wanted. My frantic eyes were begging her and I suppose for that moment she felt like a goddess. I know I felt the full impact of what it means to belong to these girls. We shared an appreciation of her power. 
As the tube slides out, Buttercup stops stroking my cock. Nobody makes me shoot on my face and eat my own cum. They just leave with their cute little goddess asses swaying out the door. For a couple of minutes, I’m so aroused that I imagine them naked. Three preteen stepdaughters naked and stroking my cock. I want them back. One, two, or all three. I want to cum. 
After a while my hard on wilts and I gather my wits. What the hell just happened? I can feel them winning and it makes me think about how to restore my spine. How can I stand up to them? It’s both a physical and mental challenge. The physical challenge is what can I do to get my pride back? How can I defy them? How can I escape? The mental challenge is how can I stand up to them if I don’t even know what they’re doing? How can I find the will to fight them if I’m so tired? Do I even dare?
The afternoon is like the morning. Each of them visits and torments me. I haven’t answered any of my questions. There is no way to defy them or escape. My body reacts in ways my mind says it shouldn’t. They manipulate me like PhD’s in psychology. I’m defenseless. 
Midway through the afternoon I start to notice something in the background. It’s almost not there, but the more I think about it, the more I can tell. The girls are not alone. When they’re not with me, I’m not alone. There are shadowy figures just out of sight. I catch glimpses of them, but when I turn to look, they’re too quick for me. I first notice them as Pumpkin jerks me off into my mouth. I’m staring at my cock just inches from my face and there’s something just out of sight. They’re stronger when Buttercup is with me, like they’re feeding off my humiliation. When Muffin pumps the gag and it pushes down my throat, I can almost see them. Shadows that are alive. Shadows helping my stepdaughters. I’ve been scared by the girls and their plans for me, but the shadows are terrifying. 
As Muffin leaves, I blurt out, “Please, Muffin, don’t leave daddy alone.” She ignores me and after she’s gone I realize the correct words were, “Muffin, leave daddy with the scary shadows.” Then she might have done the opposite. Fuck, I was just too terrified to think straight, so the wrong words came out. 
Alone with the shadows, I watch them dart around more and more brazen. Jesus Christ, my stepdaughters left me alone with these things. Tied to the wall. They could do anything to me. I know what the girls want. I don’t know what the shadows want. 
Muffin comes in by herself with dinner and the shadows retreat in her presence. She makes me feel better just by being there. “Ready for dinner, daddy?”
“No, Muffin, I don’t want to eat dinner. Don’t make me do the cute noises.” Of course I don’t mean it. I practically need her to feed me dinner… anything to keep her here. When she pushes the ring gag at me, I open up eagerly. Like the night before, dinner is already prepared so I don’t have any idea what’s in the syringe. She just slides that tube right on down daddy’s throat and this time I have to make a point of making the noises. It’s not like they come so naturally anymore. Between meals, the throat gag, and Nanny I’m getting used to the violation of my throat. 
Once dinner is over, she takes out the gag and just as she’s about to leave, she asks, “What you looking at, daddy?”
“Those… the shadows… you know. You see them, Muffin?”
She nods knowingly. “You mean the dragons.” 
The what? No way. Is that what they are? I swivel my head around and I’ll be damned if they don’t look like dragons now that she mentions it. “Muffin, leave daddy alone with the scary dragons.” 
“OK,” she shrugs and heads out the door. 
Dammit, I meant stay! The door shuts behind her and the dragons have more courage and power now that they’ve been named. They get closer and they don’t try so hard to not be seen. The one thing I’ve got going for me now is they fade when I look directly at them. We battle for half an hour and then the girls all come in. 
“Time to tuck you into bed, daddy,” says Pumpkin. “You did a good job holding your pee again.” She sets a can on a stool right in front of me. “Pee in the can,” she says as she takes hold of my cock. “I’ll aim.”
With the girls watching I pee in the can. I know they’ve probably done this to all the daddies. It’s my first time with my cock in somebody else’s hand while I pee and it doesn’t take much to make it embarrassing. They do make a show of it, giggling and carrying on as they enjoy my embarrassment. 
“Time for you to meet somebody else,” says Buttercup as Pumpkin sets the pee can on the food cart. I think they’re staying on their schedule of introducing two daddies a day. To my surprise, Buttercup says, “You met her already, but you really need to see Yvette in all her glory.”
Yes, I have met the upstairs maid. Yvette is a knock out even dressed in a relatively frumpy maid uniform. She’s efficient and attentive and the upstairs is always spotless. She’s a well-behaved female, so she’s nothing like Delilah or a daddy. I fail to see how she fits into the picture. Buttercup calls for Yvette and the sexy young maid struts into the room in a jaw-dropping French maid uniform. It’s nothing like what she wears when she works. The uniform is cut low in the front and showing enough of her cleavage and tits that her nipples are just below the horizon. She doesn’t have big tits, but it’s a great view. Her skirt is so short that if she bent over, she’d flash her panties at us. Wearing six inch heels makes me think of Nanny and I wonder if I am ogling another daddy. Impossible. 
“Yvette, do the deed,” says Buttercup. 
The maid curtsies and then unzips her dress down the back. It falls off and I see I was mistaken. If she’d bent over I wouldn’t have seen her panties; I’d have seen her pussy. In just her high heels and a collar, I can tell she’s not a daddy. As I stare at her, Pumpkin helps me out by stroking my cock. Yvette is definitely worth a hard on. Not that I expect to enjoy this, but at least I get to show my appreciation. 
Without further instruction, Yvette rubs her pussy with two fingers and massages one of her C-cup tits at the same time. She’s staring warily at Pumpkin’s hand and my cock as she masturbates. It looks like she considers my cock threatening, but she doesn’t stop. Good God, even the hired help obeys the girls without question. I wonder if Allison even knows about this. Allison never let Yvette dress like that and I wonder if she’s embarrassed. 
Then Buttercup strains my credulity as she says, “This is daddy number six. I got to pick what happened to him at the end of last summer. He likes little girls. Liked doing my pussy and even told us what he wanted to do to us. Strapped to the wall like you are and he talked about what he’d do to us when he got free. He’s short and small for a guy. Perfect to be a girl. So, last fall he had surgery and became Yvette, the maid.” 
“He wanted to rape me,” says Muffin. “Wanted to rape us all he said.”
Buttercup casts an annoyed glance at Muffin for her interruption. “Like she said, he threatened to rape us, so I figure he picked his own poison.” She attaches a chain to Yvette’s collar and clips the other end to a cleat set in the floor. As soon as that’s done, Yvette looks around nervously. I know a cornered animal when I see one and that’s just how the maid looks as Muffin skips to the door.
When Muffin opens the door, Nanny walks in naked leading Dreamer. At the sight of two hard cocks, Yvette backs as far from them as she can, grabs the chain, and yanks on it, trying to dislodge it from the floor. Desperately trying to escape and crying, Yvette looks every bit like a woman who knows she’s about to be raped. This isn’t play acting. She looks at the girls and then at me, giving me a taste of her fear. As Nanny gets to her, she says the only words she’ll say the whole time she’s chained. “Oh, God, no… not again.”
After that I have a front row seat to a very real rape. Poor Yvette could be in a dark alley and ambushed by two strangers. She struggles, but Dreamer’s arms and hands are free unlike the last time I saw him. The two men pin her down and Nanny fucks the would be rapist. The girls obviously see justice in this. This daddy… Yvette… I can’t think of her as a man… wanted to do this to them and now he not only doesn’t have the equipment to rape a woman, he is the woman. Nanny rapes her and then Dreamer gets a turn. I wonder how many times the sexy maid has been raped in the past year and have the other daddies joined in. I even find myself wondering what it would be like as a man to suddenly find myself on the other end of the cock and filled with two loads of cum. 
It’s over pretty quick and I’m sure Yvette didn’t cum from the violent violation. Once the two men leave, Buttercup unchains her. “You know what we want to watch, slut,” she says. “You need some motivation?”
Yvette shakes her head and reluctantly walks up to me. “I love blowjobs,” she says. “I love to watch a girl get down on her knees, open wide, and suck my cock. Your sweet daughters like to watch blowjobs, too. At least, they like to watch me.” Kneeling, she sadly takes my cock in her mouth and sucks it all the way in. She rubs her nose in my pubes and nudges my balls with her chin. Then she starts fucking her face on my hard on. 
Minus the struggling, this looks a lot like she’s being raped. Coerced by a veiled threat and the power the girls have over her, she does their bidding with distaste. And she does it well. Who’s being tormented here? Her? Me? Or both of us? It seems it’s just her as I get a fantastic blowjob from a beautiful woman. 
“You have permission to cum,” Buttercup says to me. 
Definitely just her. This is not torment for me. It’s a message… that same message as always… that my stepdaughters can and will do anything they want. I fill Yvette’s mouth with my cum. Once every drop is milked out, she rocks back on her haunches and opens her mouth to display the cum. Her tongue rolls it around in her mouth as she shows it to me and turns her head to show it to the girls. It’s pretty damn hot to watch her play with my cum for about 30 seconds before she’s allowed to swallow it. It was hot and sexy, but I remember this was once a man… forced into a sex change and now repeatedly used like a weak woman… raped and forced to suck cocks. It’s what he liked doing to women and now he’s on the receiving end. I wonder how it would feel to be a sexy woman. 
“Get dressed and go back upstairs,” says Buttercup. As Yvette departs, Buttercup asks me the question that I keep thinking. “If you had a choice, which one of the daddies would you like to be? You want to be a horse stud, a cross dresser with tits, a toy, or a rape victim? Don’t bother to answer. Not like it’s your choice and you can bet it won’t be any of those. I just wonder after you’ve been what Pumpkin wants for a few months if you’d change places with one of them.”
 I guess I’ll find out in a couple of months. It’s chilling to know they have the same thoughts. There are bad things and very bad things to become. Which one will I be? The real shitty part is whatever they pick… operative word is they, I have no input… I won’t be me anymore. I know damn well that Dreamer, Nanny, Push Toy, and Yvette are nothing like what their genetics, life experiences, and education made them. Trained toys for the girls is all they are now. 
Once that business is taken care of, they diaper me, strap me to the wall, stuff a penis gag in my mouth, and say good night. All the attention has calmed me down right up until the door closes and I’m alone again. In the dark. With dragons. Oh yes, they’re here even if I can’t see them. My one defense of looking at them is worthless in the dark. I hope the random motion of the bed as it does its job of keeping me awake is also keeping the dragons away. The Roly-Poly song plays in the background, but I don’t pay it much attention. Too much going on to let the song bother me. 
Keeping an eye out for the dragons is exhausting, but I haven’t got anything else to do. My body aches from the day of torture and from the lack of sleep. Even if the bed held still, I’m too scared to go to sleep. Then the dragons go from shadows to lights. Even in the freaking dark room I can see them. Glow in the dark dragons. Through the haze of fear and confusion, I think I remember that maybe I once heard somebody say that sleep deprivation might cause hallucinations, but this is no hallucination. I can see them. I can feel their presence. I can smell them and feel their breath on me. It’s too damn real to be a hallucination. God knows I’d like to dispel the monsters with reason and logic, but that’s not gonna happen. I’m too scared, confused, and tired for reason and logic anyway. 
In the middle of the night or early morning… so hazy that I can’t tell… I discover that I have a weapon. Quite by accident I discover that sucking on the fake cock in my mouth fades the dragons back into the shadows. I’m sucking on the gag and they get weaker. All I have to do is keep sucking. Hah, I’ve outsmarted the girls. They didn’t think I’d do something like this, but they’ve given me a weapon. Even better, I discover that a hard cock takes their power away. I don’t even know what I was thinking, but I realize I have a hard on and they nearly vanish. Better than sucking on a fake one, wielding a real one is like a sword to slay the dragons. When my cock goes soft, they return. 
Concentrating, I think about Allison. Tying her and her tying me. Fucking and sucking. Allison does nothing for me though. I hate my “wife” and don’t trust her. I think about a rich bitch I knew in college. Uninhibited wench who thought her money freed her from all morality. I didn’t argue. The things we did were incredible. With a hard cock I feel relief and I manage to keep it for several minutes. 
The next time I have to muster a hard on, it’s Buttercup’s pussy that rockets me to an erection. So soft and bare. So delicious. So young. I can imagine her thighs pressing against my cheeks as she rides my face. She carries me for several minutes. 
Through the night I chase one fantasy after another. No one fantasy works repeatedly, so I keep searching for a new one. It’s a long night, but finally light seeps in around the blinds. It takes all my concentration, but sucking on the gag, sporting an erection, and looking directly at the dragons keeps them away.
It’s been light for a while when Muffin comes in with the breakfast cart. She parks the cart in front of me. “Wow, daddy, check you out,” she says as she takes my diaper off. “Fucking hard as a rock. So watcha thinking? Breakfast make you horny? Hanging on the wall and waiting for me? Just being my toy must be exciting.” Not wanting to waste it, she slips a cock ring on and settles it at the base. Silly girl doesn’t know that my cock is my weapon and now she just gave me the power to keep the dragons away. She takes away one of my weapons when she removes the penis gag. That’s OK, I swear the dragons are cowering in her presence and I don’t have to work so hard. 
“Ready for breakfast, daddy?” she asks as she returns to the cart. As usual, it’s laden with little bowls of stuff and a blender. I can see things moving in two of the bowls. 
“No, Muffin, please don’t feed daddy that disgusting stuff,” I say. “I don’t want that tube down my throat again.”
She giggles and says, “Milk.” In goes a cup of milk. “Cheerios.” OK, that’s not bad. “Grubs, lots of them today.” Yeah, about half a cup worth I’d say. “Worms.” She dumps in a load of night crawlers. “Fruit.” Looks like blueberries today. Then she holds up a final container. “Cum,” she says. “Milked four of the daddies for it. You want it in your breakfast?”
No, not really. “Yes, Muffin. Feed daddy all that cum with breakfast.”
She frowns at me. “In that case, I won’t put it in the blender.”
Success! Hah, how easy she is. Just ask for the cum and I don’t get it. She loads up the syringe with my cum free breakfast and tells me to open up. Hang on! No ring gag? Just open up? That’s upping the ante a bunch. It’s actually disconcerting to not have my mouth propped open. Now I’m cooperating with getting gagged. I open my mouth and she puts the tube between my lips. “Holy shit, daddy. Just hold it open like that. I’m coming in. Here it goes. Here it goes.” I grimace in anticipation. Then she pushes it right down my throat. I could bite down, but it’s already too deep. All I do it purse my lips around it as it slides sickeningly deep. 
“Now bite down,” she says. “Hold it there while you make those cute noises.”
Fuck! Now it’s all the way in and I’m biting and choking and gagging while she steps back and laughs at me. Not to mention that I’ve got a raging hard on. She grabs hold of my cock and strokes it. Damn it feels good even though I can’t cum. “I love watching you gag yourself, daddy,” she says. “So hot. Fucking big grown up man practically dancing for me. Not just a pain toy, but a fucking do whatever I want toy.” After half a minute she grabs the plunger and pushes it in. When she pulls out the tube, I take a deep breath. 
“That was fun, huh, daddy,” she says. “Now you can have your cum.” She gets a teaspoon and scoops up a dollop of cum that I just thought I’d weaseled my way out of. Holding the spoon up to my mouth, she says, “You said you didn’t want it with breakfast, so that means you want it alone. Open your fucking mouth.”
OK, that was not what I meant and she knows it. I open my mouth and she feeds me a spoonful of four men’s cum. She stretches the “dessert” out to five teaspoonfuls and I eat every bit of it. Going on 72 hours of no sleep, I have no resistance left. Right now I’d trade just about anything for a nice soft bed. I eat five teaspoons of cum and that doesn’t earn me even a wink of sleep on the wall. 
Muffin attaches a scrotum stretcher. “Oh yeah, Muffin, make daddy hurt. Tug on my balls,” I groan. “Make me scream soprano. I love belonging to an 8-year-old girl. Show me how you can hurt daddy.” She hangs some weights on the stretcher and then pushes the breakfast cart out and shuts the door. 
A couple of minutes later, Muffin comes back and sets up her electric shock equipment. It’s not just a cattle prod; it’s a transformer with wires that attach to my cock and balls. “Hell yeah, Muffin, fucking shock daddy’s cock and balls. Make me scream. I love having my little girl torture me. Do your best, baby. Oh, baby, baby, baby, make daddy hurt.” She sets up a camcorder on a tripod and checks the picture. “Fuck yeah, Muffin, this is gonna be special. Make daddy scream and get it all on disc. Show it to all your friends.” It takes her a couple of minutes to get everything wired and plugged in. I just keep up a steady stream of begging. If anybody was watching, they’d think I really did enjoy what I was about to get. She presses the remote. “Daddy loves his precious Muffin,” I say. 
When she pushes the button, it feels like my balls are on fire. I scream a full throat, high pitched scream for several seconds and then she lets go of the button. 
“Very nice, Alina.” I swear it’s Allison’s voice. “Make daddy do it again.”
“Of course, mommy,” she says. “Over and over.” She pushes the button again and I scream in pain. Pissed as hell that I’m putting on a show for Allison who’s obviously watching the live feed while on vacation in Europe, I still scream for her. “Thank you for the toy, mommy,” says Muffin. “He’s been a lot of fun.”
“Please, Muffin, make daddy hurt,” I say with less enthusiasm. She pushes the button for what seems like double the time. Getting the idea, I throw some energy back into begging. “Yeah, Muffin, make daddy hurt. Show mommy how much fun your toy is. Make me scream for mommy. I want her to see how much fun I’m having.” I scream for a shorter time as a reward. “Thanks, Allison, for fucking me. I love being the entertainment for a sadistic 8-year-old. Come get daddy’s cock, Muffin.” One more time I scream for the mother and daughter and then Muffin sets the remote aside. 
While Muffin walks to the door and yells for her sisters, Allison takes a moment to talk to me. “Jesus Christ, stud, I’m sitting here at my villa naked with my fingers in my pussy and getting all hot watching you. That is such a sight. You sticking your hard cock out at my 8-year-old and screaming your stupid fucking head off. And begging for it. Ohh, hold on… yeah, whew… nice one.” I hear her laugh. “Begging for her to torture your cock. Jesus, has she got you trained already.”  
As Muffin unhooks her wires from her toy, Buttercup and Pumpkin Alicia come running in. “Sorry, we’re late mommy,” says Buttercup. “Hi, mommy,” says Pumpkin.
“Hi, you two,” says Allison. “Show me what the wall ornament does for you.”
Buttercup takes the next turn with the wall ornament. That’s a new one on me, but hey, it’s what I am I suppose. She has her riding crop in hand and slams my balls like a tennis pro going for the kill shot. Aside from the slap of leather on very sensitive skin, the room is silent. After the second agonizing blow, I can hear Allison laughing. Buttercup delivers a total of five swats and then steps back. “That is so sweet, stud. I know just how hard it is to keep quiet while a cute little 10-year-old tortures your balls. Now, Aleta, for mommy, give him the other five. And stud, if you make a sound, she gets to do 10 more.”
Holy shit! Allison changes the rules and I can’t do anything about it. Buttercup lays in with five more and after the third one, I heard Allison cum again. The silence in the room makes it sound like she’s right next to me. 
For her turn, Pumpkin pulls my feet up by my shoulders so I’m staring at my cock. I already know I’m getting a mouthful of cum while Allison watches. As Pumpkin squeezes my balls to a high pitched soprano scream, Buttercup moves the camera around to get a better view. In a new twist, Pumpkin tells me to tell mommy what’s going to happen. “Pumpkin is going to jack me off into my mouth,” I say. When she whispers more instructions, I add, “I love having a 12-year-old girl play with my cock. I love cumming for my stepdaughters. I even love the taste of my own cum. Thank you for making me their toy.” 
With that, Pumpkin slips the cock ring off and jacks me off into my wide open mouth. On Pumpkin’s command, I keep it in my mouth for a close-up shot until we hear Allison cum again and then I swallow. The question that keeps running through my head, for 72 hours now, is always the same. What else can I do? After all I’ve been through, the thing that bothers me the most now is Allison called me stupid. 
Then I just have to do it. She played me and now I’m totally fucked. Hell, it might even be worth it, but I know how much pain the girls can give me. Still, I say, “You’re a real bitch, Allison.” A collective giggle fills the room – from all four of them? –  and wait for something.
“Yeah, you got that right, stud,” says Allison. “I’m a bitch and you’re a toy. Alicia, has he been fresh like that with any of you.”
“No, mommy,” said Alicia. I’m waiting for the hammer to fall and I mentally thank Pumpkin for not lying about it. If this was a repeat offense, I knew it would only be worse for me.
“Then play the tape for him,” she says. “Bye, have fun with him. He’s a good one.”
I’m a good one. She says bye and there was no assigned punishment. All she’d done was agree that she was a bitch… actually like she was proud of it. And remind me I’m a toy. You know, that’s pretty much like a punch in the gut punishment… just the reminder of the gulf that now looms between us. There is the matter of playing the tape, whatever that means I assume playing a tape does not involved a preteen and my balls. 
Alicia fiddles around with the remote for the sound system and then I hear Allison’s voice as the girls file out. “Hello, stud. How’s it hanging? Remember the day we met? It was like chemistry. You couldn’t keep your eyes off me and I knew right away who the girls’ toy would be. You took me to bed that very night and I oohed and aahed over your cock. Sure, it’s a nice big one. Pretty satisfying tucked between my legs, too. Don’t get me wrong. I love a good fuck from a clueless guy. There you were humping away and I’m all excited, breathless, horny, swooning. You think it’s because you’re such a good fuck and it’s really because I’m a better fuck.” Huh? “Yeah, I was already mentally fucking you and now I’m doing it for real. I was hot over the thought of you hanging on the wall with that damn cock hanging out for the girls and your pwecious wittle balls and all the naughty ideas your special stepdaughters have. You are the biggest cock I’ve brought home for them to play with… long and fat and hard and satisfying. Spoiled boy with all that money. Anything you wanted and now nothing you want. Just what my girls want. So yeah, I was hot then thinking about how fucked you already were and I’m hot now knowing I nailed your ass to the wall.”
Damn, it really changes my perception as she talks about setting me up. Nothing I can do but listen. Well, listen and stew. I thought we had something special and it was never like that for her. Biggest cock she ever brought home doesn’t sound like a good thing. For God’s sake, I’ve got days of torture behind me, more to come, and she’s going on about the thrill of the hunt and hanging me on the wall as her trophy. In just a matter of days I’d forgotten that I had everything/ Now she reminds me to make it all the more bitter that they’ve take it all away. 
I’m alone with a sultry voice that I once thought sexy and now is… well, fuck, it is sexy, but now it’s cutting, controlling, domineering, and scornful. “We had some good times. You’d tie me up and treat me like I was breakable. I’d tie you up and know that you were breakable… just had to bide my time. Threesomes with damn cute fuck bunnies with big eyes for our money. Little tarts. Nothing but trash, but I liked them. Liked them better than you. I put up with you just to reel you in, but I love those girls. What did you call them? Sugar babies? They’d fawn all over you and me. Now what would they think? You’re naked, penniless, helpless, learning how to play with my girls. Never gonna touch one of those sugar babies again. Now you’re lower than a sugar baby. Hell, soon you’ll beg just to kiss the little toe of one of my sugar babies… or one of the toys in my girls’ toy basket. I don’t have to buy you a damn thing to keep you hovering around forever.” I could really do without the taunting. Her reminders about the sugar babies is just mean. Right now I’d give them up and my money just to get free. 
“By now you understand what it means to be a toy. Having fun yet? I wonder how long before you got to hear this? Have I heard you scream? Did you do it nice and high like Pumpkin likes? How about Buttercup… have you learned to keep your mouth shut. I do love watching her work. Smacking away and you not making a sound. Can’t imagine how hard that is. And Muffin… wow, such a cute name for our little girl. Muffin. What do you think about her now? She got you begging for a spanking? She still your special girl?” Damn her, she knew just what was going on and all the right buttons to push. We’d taken pictures of each other, clothed and naked, and I wondered if she’d sent those back to her daughters with a message that said this was what she was bringing home for them this year. 
“So that’s what I want you thinking about, stud. All the time you thought we were the perfect match, I was thinking about how well you’d train up. Thinking about that disbelief as you realize how fucked you are. Thinking about an 8-year-old with you, your cock, and no limits. Here I am in Europe having a nice relaxing, pampered vacation. There you are on the wall having a screaming good time. Jesus, does that make me shiver.” I tried to drag myself off the wall in anger. She’d cum just listening to me scream so I had firsthand knowledge that my screaming made her shiver with delight.  Her daughters were expert at physical torture and now I was learning about her expertise in mental torture. She hadn’t witnessed any of this when she made the tape, but she knew it was going to happen. All the time we were together was so she could hang me on the wall for an 8-year-old with no limits. 
“So have a good time with the girls, stud. I know they’re having a good time with you. I’ll be home at the end of the summer and I’ll be disappointed if you aren’t well trained by then. Will you enjoy the cattle prod? Will you beg to show me your tricks? Will you be a mindless pain toy by then? I’m so looking forward to seeing my husband perform for the only real loves of my life. In the meantime, I just get so wet thinking about you becoming nothing but a pain slut. When I get home, we’ll have some real fun. I want you to think about every special moment we had and then think about how hard it was for me to pretend it was a special moment just so I could fuck you in the end. Ta ta, I’m gonna go play with my sugar babies.”
When my wonderful wife says ta ta, I’m left alone just to think about her words. The suggestion at the end leaves me doing just what she wants me to do. I can’t help but think about meeting her, fun with her in bed, sharing our souls, my first marriage (her seventh? Or eighth?), a spectacular honeymoon, and then two weeks with three darling girls. I think of how she set the trap, but the keenest frustration comes from those last two weeks when all four of them made me something special with the sole point of bringing me down hard. 
After that I’m relegated to a morning from hell as if the tape hadn’t been played. It’s a lot of the same thing… pain, humiliation, and helplessness. They never acknowledge the tape and it’s worse knowing that we all know I was destined for this for months. I scream for Pumpkin, hold my tongue for Buttercup, and beg for Muffin. Through all of that, I think of the four of them looking at pictures of me, plotting, and laughing. At lunch I get to meet another daddy. Pumpkin leads him in on a leash that’s attached to a nose ring. His entire body is adorned with piercings, chains, and dangling ornaments. “This is Jangles,” says Pumpkin, clearly proud of yet another of her creations. “Daddy number two.” Aptly named, he literally jangles as he walks. 
In some places Jangles has what looks like jewelry – multiple piercings of his ears, his lip, and his navel among other places. Some of his piercings look punitive, like the weights and heavy chains that hang from his nipples and scrotum. Others look functional. Pumpkin even shows me the flat disk on his palm that’s connected to a bolt that runs all the way through his hand to secure a metal eye in place on the back on his hand. I wince at the thought of him hanging by the hooks in his hands. There’s a fourth class of piercings that I can’t figure out. At various, seemingly random, places on his body, metal disks about an inch in diameter are attached… a couple on his chest, one on his cock, one on each thigh, and one right between his balls 
“Down,” says Pumpkin and he sits down on the floor with a look of anticipation, not dread. She pulls his arms behind him and connects the hooks on the backs of his hands together. As squeamish as it makes me feel to imagine bolts through my hands, I’m relieved to see they’re used as attachment points to restrain him, not for hanging him. As he rocks back, I get a better view of the chains on his scrotum. There are two permanent looking metal rings an inch wide separating each ball from the rest of his scrotum. His balls look like a pair of punching bags. A thick, short chain dangles from each of the rings. Pumpkin takes the end of the left chain and clips it to the hook sticking out of the top of his left foot. Then she does the same with the right chain, right foot. The chains are only a couple of inches long, so he has to pull his feet up and spread his knees wide to keep from yanking his balls off. 
Facing me, he’s now resting on his elbows and ass, looking like I’ve felt for the past three days. Vulnerable as hell with his cock as the center of attention. Pumpkin puts a bit gag on him and pulls his tongue out under the gag. I watch in amazement as she connects the ring in his tongue to his nose ring so his tongue is wrapped up and over the bit gag. 
The position alone looks tortuous and then she picks up Muffin’s favorite toy, the electric wand. She puts the business end of the wand to one of the metal disks on his chest and pushes the button. “Mmmmaaaagggg,” squeals Jangles. OK, now I understand the point of the disks. She shocks the other one on his chest and he squeals again, muffled by the gag, but still loud. His cock hardens as she administers the pain. I think I’m seeing my future as he gets aroused by the pain. Will I one day get so excited by pain that I crave it and get hard for it? 
She shocks his thighs, cock, and balls and now I think I see the pain getting to him the way pain should. At least there’s something in his eyes that make it look like he’s restrained for a reason. He wouldn’t just hold still for this on his own. Pumpkin puts the prod to a disk right at the base of his cock. I hadn’t seen that one until he rolled back onto his elbows. She pushes the button and he moans, a sound of pleasure, not pain. Zap, zap, zap. She shocks him about once every three seconds and his cock throbs in response. One more time she presses and holds the button, sending the current into the base of his cock for several seconds. Screaming despite the gag, he spews out cum in a spontaneous orgasm. 
Well, the girls definitely aren’t into denying orgasms. Right at the end though I think I figured out the look in his eyes. He was enjoying the pain and knew he was going to get to cum. After six years of being Jangles and cumming for a cattle prod, he was embarrassed to be performing for me. His humiliation was so profound that it made me think about the other daddies. Dreamer, Nanny, and Push Toy hadn’t been embarrassed. Yvette had been embarrassed, but considering her as a man in a woman’s body forced to put out for other men I’d seen the point behind that. Jangles still had his pride and yet he didn’t fight at all. 
Pumpkin frees Jangles from the restrictive bondage and leads him out by the nose. He’s even got piercings and chains all over his back and ass. 
After lunch, I’m allowed to pee. The afternoon routine changes from the usual. Instead of taking turns, all three girls stay with me. My position is the same with the addition of a blindfold and the pump dildo gag. Mostly the gag just fills my mouth, but each of them takes a turn pumping it up and running it down my throat, laughing all the while. 
The real difference is apparent once the blindfold is on. My stepdaughters strip and make sure I know they’re all naked when they narrate the event and rub their naked bodies against mine for a few seconds each. There’s something titillating about knowing they’re naked. I’m horrified to realize I feel privileged.  After that, as one of them tortures me, the other two masturbate. Apparently Allison approved once she’d appraised my progress. 
In the middle of the afternoon, the wall is laid back, my gag is removed, and one of them straddles my face. Used to preteen pussy, I’m savoring the taste and aroma as a talented hand strokes my cock. Just when I think I might get to cum, Pumpkin’s voice says, “Make her cum now, daddy.” Then she grabs my balls and squeezes – not hard enough to make me a soprano, but hard enough to motivate me. I deliver a fantastic orgasm to my 8-year-old darling as I suffer. 
Muffin is replaced by Pumpkin. Puberty has caught up with Pumpkin and I’ll bet her young body is lovely, but I can only imagine. A hand strokes my cock, keeping me hard as a rock as I satisfy my oldest stepdaughter. Sensing her pending orgasm, I’m not surprised this time when Buttercup squeezes my balls without a word. “Oh, God yes, daddy,” moans Pumpkin. “Hurt for me. Fucking hard cock. You’d like to poke me with it, I’ll bet. Eat pussy and show me how much it hurts.” She writhes in orgasm, riding my face like a cowgirl on a bucking bronco, adding insult to injury as she gets off on my pain. 
Finally Buttercup takes her turn and I feast on her pussy even as I know how it will end. Just before Muffin seizes my balls, Buttercup says, “Such a good pain toy. Now here’s your reward. Hurt for me.” Eating furiously I wonder what my reward is – the pain, her orgasm, or the break 30 seconds later after she cums. 
My cock is throbbing for release, but slowly wilts in the silence and isolation that follows. It lasts long enough that I wonder if they’ve left me, but then the bed stands up and I dangle from the wall again. A few minutes later, Pumpkin removes my blindfold and I blink in the bright light. They’re dressed, so I’m allowed to see them again, grinning at my predicament. They all have this look of a recent orgasm while I only ache for the lack of one. They leave me alone with the bed moving to keep me awake. 
In their absence, the dragons return. I don’t know which is worse since the beasts come back even stronger. Now they’re in my head and under my skin, driving me crazy with their persistent scratching and clawing. I’m not even aware I’m screaming until Pumpkin comes in and calms me down. 
Desperate for her to stay, I describe the dragons to her. I think I’m going crazy, but she understands. Then she explains and I understand she controls the dragons. Here I thought they were a figment of my crazed mind at best or, at worst, real things that would haunt me forever. Instead, she offers to chase them away. “Please, Pumpkin, daddy needs help. Make them go away, please. I’ll do anything for you if you help me.” I’m vaguely aware of the promises I make as I barter my soul away from the dragons. 
With a calm soothing voice, she relaxes me. She gives me a drink; it’s the first time I haven’t been forced to drink a quart or more at once. The bed tilts until I’m flat on my back. For the first time in 80 hours, I fall asleep, a deep peaceful sleep with no dragons. I dream of Pumpkin saving me from the dragons. I’m full of awe at her benevolence and power. When I wake up in the morning, I feel refreshed and the dragons are gone. Pumpkin is sitting beside me and stroking my head. “There, daddy,” she says. “All better? No more dragons?” 
“Yes, Pumpkin,” I say, my voice full of the respect due my mistress.
“Now don’t forget your promise to do anything I want,” she reminds me. Yes, I did say that, didn’t I? “I can make them come back if you displease me.”
“Yes, Pumpkin. I remember.”
“Good, then the first thing I want is whatever I do, whether you like it or not, you say, thank you, Pumpkin. It’s me that keeps the dragons away, so if I squeeze your puny little balls so hard they burst like pimples, you’ll say thank you.”
“Yes, Pumpkin.” Yes, my balls are puny and deserve to be squeezed. “Thank you, Pumpkin.” For chasing away the dragons and keeping them away. 
“Good little pain toy,” she says. Then she squeezes my puny little balls, but only until I scream nice and high for her. 
“Thank you, Pumpkin,” I say, pleased that I passed the test. 
When she takes off my diaper and wipes me clean, I thank her again. Then she stands the wall up. There’s a new contraption in the room that catches my attention until she picks up breakfast and holds the tube up to my mouth. I don’t even get to know what’s for breakfast today. Opening my mouth, I feel her slide it down my throat. Like her little sister, she enjoys the sounds I make for several seconds. “Pity you’ll get used to that soon and won’t make those cute noises,” she says. “I’d like it if you made them even when you don’t mind having your throat fucked with a rubber hose.” She pushes the plunger slower than Muffin does. 
By the time she withdraws the tube, I’m gasping for breath. “Thank you, Pumpkin,” I hastily say. I think she was rather cruel about that, but then she did save me from the dragons. She’s entitled to her fun. 
“You’re welcome, pain toy.” She walks to the door. “I wanted you to meet the last of the other daddies last night, but you needed me so much that I decided to wait until now. This is the last one, daddy number four. Buttercup got to decide for daddy three, but then it was my turn again. I call him Condom.” Right outside the door is a figure dressed in black who’s been waiting there for however long she wanted him to wait. Dressed in black latex rubber, he’s covered from head to foot. There’s a slit below his nose and a zipper across his mouth. The only body part visible is his cock and balls since they stick out through a hole in front. I don’t miss the irony of a daddy named Condom when the only part not in rubber is the part that needs to be. 
Grabbing his cock, she walks the rubberized man up in front of me. “Condom can’t see or hear, unless you talk really loud,” she says in a normal voice. “He gets his hood off once a week for an hour. He gets the suit off once every three days for a cold shower.” She unzips his mouth and pulls out a penis gag, shows it to me, and shoves it back in before zipping him shut again. Closer examination reveals his hands are forced into fists and the reinforced ends of the sleeves are closed off and capped with rings. Much like Jangles, Condom has rings scattered across his suit, though fewer than Jangles has adorning his body. She connects his hands to rings on the side of his head so it looks like he’s holding his ears. 
Using a wooden paddle, she spanks his ass. The rubber is tight enough that there’s essentially no padding and his cock rapidly rises as she administers his dose of pain. For the next 10 or 15 minutes, she keeps him erect with an occasional swat. In between swats, she says, “Now that you’ve met all the daddies, I want to know which one you’d most like to be. You’re not going to change my mind about what you get for the rest of your life as our pain toy, but I want you to rank the six from most favorite to least favorite. Who’d you be if you could pick?”
My first instinct is to say I don’t want to be any of them, but she’s been quite specific and my balls are hers for the picking. Assuming I’m screwed for life, which one of the daddies is least screwed? “Thank you for asking, Pumpkin. I’d choose Nanny as my most favorite,” I say. 
“You want tits?” she teases. “Wearing women’s clothes and walking in six inch heels? I hear that hurts like hell.”
“Yes, Pumpkin. No, Pumpkin. I don’t want tits and all, but she… he has the most freedom. I’d like to be your nanny and take care of you.”
“Bullshit,” she snaps. “You’d just run for your life if you got free, pain toy.”
“Pumpkin, no, I’m assuming I’d be trained not to run,” I say. “She hasn’t run away and I’m assuming I’d be like her.”
She swats Condom. “OK, that’s fair. Who’s your least favorite?”
Having picked the least of the evils, now I have to pick the worst. Between Push Toy, Jangles, and Condom, that’s a hard choice. “Push Toy,” I decide. “He can’t go anywhere without help.”
“Yeah, Muffin’s pretty hard on him. She parks him in a closet when she’s not using him. Mommy’s rule is she has to take him for a walk at least twice a day. On the bright side, he does get to cum. She likes milking him like a cow. Condom here never gets to cum. And Jangles only cums from a shock to his cock. Yvette cums like a girl. That change your mind?”
I take in the new information, also considering that Condom can’t move around well without help since he’s blind. “It’s a hard choice, Pumpkin.” The irony of having a conversation like this so calmly isn’t lost on me. I’m analyzing misery when the scales are different. “I guess I’d go with Condom then. He can’t cum and he can’t see, hear, and feel the world around him.”
“OK, how about your second most favorite?” She swats Condom again. 
“I’d have to pick Dreamer, Pumpkin,” I say. 
“He sure gets plenty of exercise,” nods the 12-year-old as if agreeing with me. “He pulls us around in a cart and gets to prance around. We have an indoor arena for him. Second least favorite,” she says, prompting me to continue the macabre game. 
“That would be Push Toy then, Pumpkin. And then my third most favorite is Yvette and that leaves Jangles as my third least favorite.”
My tormentor laughs at my choices. “You put Nanny and Yvette in the top three. Too bad I didn’t decide to give you tits.” She swats Condom again. “The good news is I don’t think you’ll be as bad off as Condom. I plan to let you cum anyway. The bad news is you’re not going to be in your top three choices.” 
She leads Condom over to a corner and leaves him there. When she comes back she says, “How well do you read upside down?” Then she points at my stomach. 
Fuck me! I’ve been tattooed! While I slept, somebody tattooed me. I read pretty good upside down. It says, PUMPKIN’S ROLY-POLY PAIN TOY. My heart sinks at the permanence of the statement. Looking up at her I say, “Thank you, Pumpkin.” For screwing me in perpetuity. Sporting a tattoo I wonder if I was drugged last night. I slept soundly for several hours, missing dinner, diapering, and tattooing. Yeah, there was something in that glass of water. 
“You’re welcome, Roly Poly.” She points at the new contraption. “That’s your training station for being Roly Poly. We have to move you from the wall to that.”
I have a brief moment to consider my escape. They have to move me, so they have to unfasten me from the wall. Then I can make my break. She goes to the breakfast cart and picks up a syringe. Not a feeding syringe, but a hypodermic needle syringe. Poking that in my freshly tattooed stomach, she pushes the plunger. That is so not fair. 
As she goes to get help, I realize the tranquilizer or whatever it is, isn’t working. I’m alert as ever. Nanny and Dreamer come in with my three stepdaughters. I’m figuring the two former daddies are so submissive that they’re no match for me. Pumpkin makes the bed lie flat and Nanny and Dreamer undo my ankles. Then they undo my wrists and I spring into action. Hang on… I spring into action. What the fuck!? I can’t move. I can’t even turn my head to look at my gloating daughters. Alert as ever doesn’t mean I can move a muscle. 
“Take him to the rack,” says Pumpkin. The rack!? As in medieval torture device? That kind of rack? Nanny and Dreamer carry me to the rack and lay me down on my back. Nanny cuffs my hands securely above my head while Dreamer secures my ankles at the other end of the table. Yeah, it’s that kind of a rack, a long narrow table 8 feet long and only a foot and a half wide. It’s got gears and stuff below the level of the table. And I’m attached to it. 
Pumpkin plays with a remote and I feel the rack stretch me. With my body taut, she says, “You’ll be able to move in about an hour. When I come back, thank you, better be the first words out of your mouth.” She whips me soundly five times and then the five of them leave me. Damn it, I can’t move, but I felt every one of those fives lashes. 
Fun with Stepdaddy
By Kenna
Chapter 3
Lying on the rack and stretched tightly, I’m uncomfortable, but not in pain at least. I wonder what drug they gave me that basically paralyzed me without knocking me out. With the taste of freedom in my mouth, I’d been denied that chance to make a break. They even knew they were teasing me with the feeling that I could do something up until my muscles didn’t respond. Now I think I’m in a worse position. Of all the things it did, the bed never stretched me like this. 
After a while I can wiggled my fingers and toes again. She said it would wear off in an hour. She didn’t say she’d be back in an hour. I stare at the ceiling, occasionally glancing around for the dragons, but she’s made them go away for real. Thinking logically, I want to convince myself that was all in my mind, but it was so real. And whether it was imaginary or not, I know she can bring them back and leave them with me longer. 
Distraught at the idea of becoming an obedient slave like Nanny who has the freedom to roam and never tries to escape or becoming a helpless one like Push Toy or Condom, I start to have a niggling little feeling in the back of my head. I wonder if it will be as bad as I imagine it or will they train me to like belonging to them, being hurt just for their amusement, and being a captive Push Toy or Jangles. It certainly sounds like I’m going to be in the bottom half of my choices. I’m afraid the worst part will be the transition. The worst part is right now just thinking about it. 
Hearing the door open, I turn my head and see Pumpkin come in. “Thank you, Pumpkin,” I say. 
“That’s a good Roly Poly,” she says. She does something to each of the four attachment points and then I can move my wrists and ankles toward me and away from me. It’s like they’re on little rails built into the rack, sliding back and forth, but still keeping me from pulling away from the devilish device. As I pull my hands close to my shoulders, my elbows go out wide. “Keep them in,” she says, pushing my right elbow up from pointing to the side to pointing at the ceiling. I do the same with my left elbow. She expects the same of my knees. As I pull my ankles toward me, my knees point up instead of out. 
For a brief moment it’s refreshing to be able to move for the first time since Allison put me on the wall. It’s not much movement, but I have control over the limited range of motion. Then she picks up the remote and with the push of a button, both ends of the rack lift up. They don’t stop as the flat rack turns into a smooth gentle arc and then as the ends of the rack rise higher, it’s a rather tight arc, eventually half a circle. To accommodate the curve in the rack, I have to move my wrists and ankles closer to my body. The diabolic thing doesn’t stop there. As I periodically make whiny sounds of distress, the ends start closing together. If they keep going, the rack will form a complete circle with me curled up on the inside. They do keep going until they touch, forming a cylinder of about two and a half feet in diameter and a foot and a half wide with me a tight little ball inside it. Being balled up and named Roly Poly is more than a little ominous.
She gets a round piece of Plexiglas, puts it on the right end of the cylinder, and twists it in place, locking me in. Not that I could move anyway, but it makes it feel more confining. Then she puts a piece of Plexiglas on the left end. She’s been silent up to this point. “How do you like your little hamster wheel, Roly Poly?” she asks. 
Holy fuck! I do not like this one bit and even less when she compares it to a hamster wheel. I think about how easily she did it. Press a button and Roly Poly is in his hamster wheel. What’s even worse is that I may just be in this position for the rest of my life like Push Toy. Big brave, domineering daddy that I am, I shift my eyes to the left where I can see her form and say, “Thank you, Pumpkin.”
“Oh my God, Roly Poly,” she gasps. I believe she’s got her hand in her pants and is playing with herself. I can’t see clearly, but that’s how it looks and she sounds aroused. “It’s so hot to totally fuck you… to curl you up in your hamster wheel… to have you so helpless and fucked… and then have you thank me for it.” 
The feeling is not mutual. The feeling of me being fucked is shared, but the arousal is not. I’m a grown man turned into a child’s toy for her amusement. I understand this is my life, solitary confinement in a space of around seven cubic feet (I think). It’s incredibly cruel and unusual punishment and I didn’t even do anything to deserve it. I break down and start crying. “Please, Pumpkin, any… anything but this… please let me out. I loved you. I would… would have… taken care of you… been your d-daddy,” I sob. “I don’t wanna… be… be in here.”
Inside the wheel, it gets a little darker as she presses her face to the “window.” Her breath is coming in sharp gasps as her little body vibrates in time to her hand. “Fuck, daddy,” she says. “Look at you in there. Mine. My toy. Cry for me. Beg for me. Know that you’ll be my Roly Poly forever.” As each word from her sweet, pretty little mouth burns like acid, I sob and whine through her taunt. Hers. Her toy. I am crying and begging and she’s not going to do anything about it. She’s enjoying it and then she cums, so excited about what she’s done to me. So excited about being in charge of this pathetic man with a future only as her toy. 
After she cums, she fiddles with the outside of the wheel where I wait for a couple of minutes to find out what she’s up to. “You have no idea how fucked you are,” she says. I thought I did, but that makes it sound like there’s more. The wheel gives a little bump as she does one last thing and I’m scared out of my wits. What if it falls off the rack? It’s only three feet high, but what if it falls. “Aahhhhh,” I cry out as the wheel moves. It rolls clockwise toward my feet so my head goes over the top, down, and back around. I’m hysterical inside the wheel as she carefully rolls it down a ramp to the floor. 
“Fuck no, fuck no, fuck no,” I chant as she rolls the wheel across the floor with me going head over heels again and again. 
She rolls me right out the door and stops in the wide hall. “Aleta, Alina, come see the stupid little prick,” she yells out. They must have been waiting for my debut because they come quickly. “This is Roly Poly,” says Pumpkin proudly. 
“Damn, he’s noisy,” says Muffin. “He’s crying? What did you already tell him about…”
“Shut up!” says Pumpkin. “No, I haven’t told him.”
She called me a stupid little prick! A 12-year-old girl called me a stupid little prick! What hasn’t she told me? How much worse can it get? I know where I am as she starts rolling me down the hall toward the steps. Just keep going, I think to myself. Take me on down to your room… right past the steps. Then she stops me at the top of the steps and turns me to roll me down the fucking steps. I’m not sure I can survive the 20 steps down to the spacious entryway. 
“One, two, three,” says Pumpkin and with a final push, I go over the edge… screaming like a little girl. I can see to the sides, but I can’t see straight ahead, so it’s not until I’m halfway down that I realize I’m on a ramp. No bouncing, but a damn fast ride of head over heels around and around. I have just enough time to think about the bottom… me zipping across the floor… and then bam into the wall. Scared out of my wits, the worst doesn’t happen. I go up a ramp and back down and up the stairs and back down. They’ve built a ramp on the stairs and a ramp up the far wall so I roll back and forth between them, slowly coming to a stop. I think I’ve stopped screaming because now I can hear them laughing in the distance. 
“My turn, my turn,” squeals Muffin as she runs down the stairs, which are now half steps on the right and half ramp on the left. She attaches a cable to the wheel and I’m winched to the top of the stairs. “One, two, three,” she says and I’m screaming before the stomach churning plummet to the bottom. Again I’m pulled to the top and Buttercup says, “You better be fucking quiet for me, Roly Screamy Poly.” With no ceremony she pushes me down the ramp again… screaming. 
Full of dread, I’m winched to the top to face my punishment. She opens a hatch… there’s a hatch? … between my legs. It’s opposite my face, so I’m staring right at the hatch as Muffin’s cattle prod comes through the hatch in Buttercup’s hand. It presses against my asshole. This I can handle. She shocks me and I’m silent as a tomb. Sliding it in a little farther and higher, she puts it against my balls. Again I jerk in pain without a sound. 
The prod retreats, but Pumpkin’s hand comes in and I prepare myself for a vicious squeeze of my balls. Instead, she strokes my cock. Curled into a ball, my cock in just inches from my face. When she gets it hard, the tip is maybe three inches from my face. “Stretch and lick it,” she says. What choice have I got? I strain and stretch my tongue out, but I’m still an inch short. She grabs my cock and stretches it toward my face and my tongue swipes the tip of my own cock. Satisfied, she closes the hatch. 
“Me again, Roly Poly,” says Buttercup. As she pushes me down the ramp, I don’t make a sound. 
The three girls pound down the steps and Pumpkin gets me off the ramp and rolls me across the floor. “We had a new clock installed, Roly Poly,” she says, parking me at the base of the 30 something foot high wall in the entry way that stretches from the tiled floor to the second story ceiling. “You can’t see it, but it’s right above you. It doesn’t work right though. Not without the pendulum.”
Huh? What does a new clock have to do with me? She turns me so my left side is toward the wall, connects something to the wheel, lifts me up a little bit so I’m suspended above the floor, and pushes me. I start to move in a slow arc front to back from my perspective, side to side from their perspective. “Tick,” says Pumpkin as I reach one end of the arc. “Tock,” she says when I get to the other. “Tick… tock.”
Then I hear their footsteps fade away. Tick tock. Tick tock. I can faintly hear the clock as I keep swaying in that gentle arc, never slowing, never stopping. The clock works now that it has a pendulum. There’s no chance that time can fly as I literally feel each second go by. Rolling down the ramp doesn’t seem bad anymore. Hell, getting a cattle prod up my ass doesn’t seem so bad. I imagine Pumpkin’s hand reaching in and stroking me and I get a hard on. Without her help, I can’t reach it though I find myself trying. What other movement am I capable of? She was showing me how I can pass the time. Perhaps I’ll be able to lick it on my own with a little stretching. The thought even occurs to me that maybe someday I can suck it. Honestly, unless one of them reaches in through my hatch and jacks me off, I think that’s the only way I can get off. I can’t even believe I’m thinking about that, but what else is there to think about? 
Tick tock. Tick tock. I can’t help but think tick that way and then tock the other way. From inside the pendulum, I can see the stairs. The ramp has sides so I won’t run off the edge and bounce down the steps. I don’t think that will make it any better next time. I never thought about falling off the edge when I was doing it. The speed and the lack of control and the idea of being their toy were at the center of my attention. 
Hours go by because I’m hungry when Pumpkin comes and lets me down, rolls me to the ramp, winches me up, and rolls me back to my room. Once the wheel is back on the rack, she reverses the position until I’m flat on my back again. “Thank you, Pumpkin,” I say. 
I get food, water, and a pee break. Buttercup comes in after that and once we’re alone, she uses the remote, only she does something different. As she works it, the middle of the rack pushes up and the ends go down. Just a quarter of the way to being a circle, I can imagine the rack turning into a circle with me on the outside this time. I’m pretty sure she’ll pull me apart before that happens. At half a circle it’s pretty tight. Quiet as I am for her, there is a limit. I think it’s around three quarters of a circle that I groan and then scream. She stops it there and backs it up a little bit so it’s not excruciating. Then she leaves without a word. Not even any punishment for my break from discipline. 
Since she put me in the position, I feel obliged to stay silent despite the growing pain. My head is hanging upside down and it gives me a headache. I’m not even aware of when I started groaning and crying, but I’ve totally lost it by the time she comes back in. She eases it up a little more until it’s less than excruciating and then sets up a little stretching exercise for me. The bed automatically curves an inch or two, relaxes, curves, relaxes… stretch, relax, stretch, relax. Left alone again, I think I’m supposed to suck my cock when I’m inside and someday when I’m on the outside of the wheel, the circle will be complete. 
Judging by the sun, it’s mid afternoon when she returns again. This time Muffin is with her. One of them relaxes the rack until it’s about half a circle. I’m not aware that Nanny is with them until I see him upside down. He raises his skirt, pulls down his panties, and pokes his hard cock into my mouth. To my annoyance, my mouth was open and waiting. He starts fucking my face with deep, slow strokes. On the bright side, he’s sucking my cock at the same time. His talented mouth feels wonderful as he blows me and so I, naturally, do him good, too. 
I’m just about ready to cum when he floods my mouth with a huge load. Managing to swallow most of it, a difficult task upside down, I feel some of it run out my nose. It feels like snot and with a big sniff, I snort it back up and swallow it. Sorry, I didn’t mean to be messy. Just who am I apologizing to? No matter. I cum a few seconds later and he takes it all. Grabbing me by the hair, he lifts my head so I’m looking straight up. He opens his mouth and shit! I almost missed catching my cum as it drools out. As he leaves, I wish I could invite him to come play anytime, but I know he only comes at our mistress’ order. 
“You enjoyed that,” observes Buttercup. 
“Yes, Buttercup,” I say. Compared to what? Being in the center of a wheel? Rolling down a ramp blind? Being a pendulum? A cattle prod to my balls? Being stretched to the breaking point? 
“Let’s call,” says Pumpkin. I didn’t even know she was in the room. 
Thirty seconds later I hear Allison’s voice. They discuss a video feed for a couple of minutes and then my loving wife says, “OK, I can see him. That’s pretty nice. I like the view of a man stretched out like that and his head down where he can’t see a thing. So, put on the cage for me.”
I’m not sure what she’s talking about, but somebody fools around with my cock, putting something on it. A cock cage, I figure. Then Pumpkin makes the rack flat again and I can see the metal cage on my cock. It’s short and narrow. Just fine for my cock the way it is now, but not long enough and not wide enough for my hard cock. I’m glad they didn’t do that when the dragons were around. It would have hurt to ward them off with my cock. As it is now, I’m too soft for it to matter. 
Pumpkin says, “You have to watch, Roly Poly.” She nods toward Muffin and my 8-year-old stepdaughter takes off her shirt, shorts, and panties. “Check out the cutest little pussy in the house,” says Pumpkin. 
“Oh, God,” I groan. It’s the first time I’ve seen her and she’s freaking sexy buck naked like that. I don’t know which is worse, seeing her naked and knowing I’m going to get hard or knowing I’m going to get hard and how much it will hurt and how much they’ll enjoy it. I just came and I still feel a surge in my cock. 
She climbs up on the rack and squats over my face. “Lick it,” she says. 
“Thank you, Muffin. Daddy loves to lick your pussy,” I say the opposite of what I want. 
“Yeah, I know,” she says. “Do it.” 
It’s such a pretty pussy. No hair, a tight little virgin hole, and rosy pink. Running my tongue up her slit, I hear Allison laugh. “Do my little baby, daddy. Taste her and make it hurt.”
I can’t see it, but I assume they’re watching my cock. I can feel it get harder and then it touches the side of the cage. “Ahhh,” I gasp, but keep licking. Something poked me.
“Hurt for me, daddy,” says Muffin. “Make me cum and hurt for me.”
“You girls are incredible,” says Allison. “He’s already doing anything you want.”
“Mmmnnnn,” I grunt as my cock expands more. So glad to hear Allison approves. Yes, I am doing anything they want… or else. I’m licking as ordered, afraid of what will happen if I don’t. My cock has filled the space and now I know there are little points inside the cage, feels like pins. They stick me and as my cock lengthens, they drag across my skin. 
“Yeah, daddy,” moans Muffin. “Hurts a lot, huh? Hurt for me. Get hard for me and hurt. Lick my pussy. You like 8-year-old pussy? Wanna lick my nipples? My asshole? Do it, fuck, daddy, do it.” Muffin cums as I moan in pain and lick her slick little cunt. God, I’m so turned on! In the background I think I hear Allison cum, too. 
“Now, Buttercup,” says Pumpkin. 
As Muffin gets off, I take a quick look at my cock, puffed up and cramped, aching and impaled on pins. My whole cock would hurt without the pins. I look over at Buttercup and moan as she takes off her clothes one by one. 
“Oh, daddy,” she says, shaking her head in disapproval. “You made a sound.” 
I moaned. In appreciation of her body. It’s a God damn little girl body with nothing sexy about it. Except that it’s Buttercup. I’m so privileged to see it. I can see her smooth skin, flat chest with little pink nipples, a hairless slit like Muffin’s… oh my God… it’s such a treat to see my mistress in all her glory. 
She gets up on the rack and squats over me, but with her asshole lined up with my mouth. My God, what a perfect bottom. “For that you have to start there. Don’t make a sound. You don’t have to tell me it hurts. I can see how much it hurts in your eyes.” I reach up and circle her little brown pucker with my tongue. After a few circles, I lick up and down the crack. “Get inside,” she moans. Stiffening my tongue, I push it into her asshole and think about the show I’m putting on for Allison.
“Check it out, mommy,” she says. “He’s tongue fucking my ass. Fuck, he hurts so much.” She rotates her hips back so I’m licking her pussy. Making love to 10-year-old ass and 10-year-old pussy,” she gasps. “Make it hurt, daddy. So big and hard for me. He’d love to tell you how much it hurts, but it’s for me only.” She moves her body like liquid sex, making a flat chest, narrow hips, and bald pussy look like the ultimate in desirability. I want her and I don’t mind hurting for her. When she cums I gather up the juices that she leaks out and then she gets off. 
Again I check out my cock and now it’s purple. Then I look eagerly over at Pumpkin as she strips for me. It’s the first time I’ve seen her developing body. She has cute little tits and a little down on her pussy, like a young woman. She’s every bit as sexy as her sisters. Lowering herself down on my face, she says, “You can make noise for me, Roly Poly. Fucking make me cum, slut.” As I attack her clit, I moan from the intense pain. All I care about is her taste and aroma and making her cum. “If you want to do this with the cage off, you have to suck your own cock,” she says. “You’ll practice for me, won’t you? You’ll suck your cock and swallow your cum. Do it and I’ll reward you. Don’t do it and I’ll punish you. Worse than this.”
She rises up out of reach. “Tell me how much it hurts.”
“Pumpkin, daddy hurts worse than he’s ever hurt. It hurts so bad.” She reaches back and gently squeezes my balls. “Ahhhhh,” I gasp as the touch makes it hurt even more. She leans way back, puts her hand under my ass, and shoves a finger up my ass. “Gaahhhh, nooooo,” I wail as my cock expands even more and it feels like I’m going to cum but it hurts too much. 
With a laugh she leans forward again and uses my mouth to clean her finger. “Such a good boy toy,” she says as I do. “Now make me cum,” she says. I go after her clit like crazy again and 30 seconds later, she cums in a hard orgasm. 
Immediately she gets off me and raises my knees. With easy access to my ass, she shoves a vibrator in and turns it on high. “God, no, not now,” I gasp. 
“Cum for us, pain toy,” says Pumpkin. I can hear Allison cumming as I strain inside the cage. 
“Gaahhhh, nooooo, I… I can’t… it hurts… so bad.”

“Do a gusher, daddy,” says Muffin. She climbs on the rack and stands over me with a foot on either side of my head, facing my cock so she can watch. “It’s supposed to hurt, pain toy. “ She starts rubbing her pussy. Pumpkin and Buttercup are masturbating, too. They’re all enjoying my pain. 
“Gaaaahhhh, eeeaaaa,” I scream as cum bursts out of my tortured cock. It pulsates inside the cramp space, aching and sending shooting pains through it as I put on a show for them. 
After that, my cock can’t even shrink and fall out of the embrace of the cage. The pins hold my limp cock up until Pumpkin takes it off and lets it fall down, curled up and miserable. By the time I’ve gathered my wits, the girls are all dressed and smirking at me. Allison has hung up.
“Dinner in a little bit, Roly Poly,” says Pumpkin as they leave. “That was fun, huh?”
“Thank you, Pumpkin,” I remember my manners. Yeah, loads of fun. I’m glad I have a few minutes to myself. I’m totally spent. Lying there and thinking, I have to admit that it was an incredible orgasm. With the pain gone, I can think back and remember the pleasure of that forced orgasm. I wouldn’t have thought it possible. Unfortunately, I can understand how they’ll get me to like pain. I wouldn’t volunteer for it, but next time it won’t be so bad. Three preteen pussies. I can do that again. Cumming like I never have before. I can do that again, too. I can do without the pain, but what is it that Meatloaf said? Two out of three ain’t bad. 
Highlights of my evening are dinner, peeing, and pooping. It’s day four for me and I took my first shit. My lovely daughters take such good care of me. They fed me, diapered me, and changed me all in the comfort of my rack. 
At bedtime, Pumpkin gives a new meaning to being tucked in. She rolls the rack up into a circle with me on the inside, puts the Plexiglas sides in place, and says, “Good night, Roly Poly.” I’m too astonished to say or do anything. I try to convince myself that she’s just kidding, but then she turns out the light and leaves. She didn’t roll me down the ramp, so I’m locked inside the wheel, which is locked in place on the rack three feet in the air. Curled up inside my seven cubic feet of space, I wonder if I can really sleep like this. All I did was scream and struggle all day. It’s amazing how much that takes out of you. It’s not a good night’s sleep, but I sleep in fits and starts and wake up feeling like shit when Pumpkin comes to feed me breakfast. “Good morning, daddy,” she says with a smile. 
“Good morning, Pumpkin,” I say as brightly as I can. I imagine it’s been between 8 and 10 hours that I’ve been like this, so I’m damn ready to be laid out and fed. 
She takes off the cover on my right side and picks up the rubber hose and syringe full of breakfast. “Open up, Roly Poly,” she orders. No way. I get to be laid out first. I need to fucking stretch. I open my mouth and she slides the tube down my throat as I gag for her. It’s actually not so bad this time, but I make the noises anyway… for her. She pushes the plunger and my stomach is full. Then she puts the cover back in place. 
For the next two days the routine is the same. Roly Poly goes down the ramp. Roly Poly goes tick tock. Roly Poly gets stretched on the outside of the wheel. Roly Poly is tube fed three times a day. Now that I understand the ramp is not dangerous, just scary fast, I stop screaming. It’s not fun, but it’s not going to hurt me. It just kills me to be their toy. I do what they want when they want for as long as they want. There’s only one thing worse than having them play with me… having them not play with me. I mean, I’m in solitary confinement inside a cramped space for all day and all night with a break to get stretched so someday I can be on the outside of the wheel. Being the pendulum or sitting around doing nothing is horrible. I hate myself, but I look forward to any of them coming to see me. I overlook the pain and humiliation just to be in the company of my wicked stepdaughters. 
One evening, Pumpkin gives me another glass of water. She’s done this once before and it was drugged, but who am I to argue. Man, do I sleep well that night. Gotta love those drugs.
The next morning, I wake up inside my hamster wheel wondering what they were up to. Just before breakfast, Pumpkin says, “Stick out your tongue, Roly-Poly. Do it like you’re sticking it up Muffin’s little butt.” Sure, that is my favorite ass. Never done Pumpkin’s and Buttercup only does it to punish me. Muffin and me have something special. I lick and she enjoys it. With my tongue stuck out, Pumpkin takes a picture and then she feeds me. 
After my yummy (I can dream, can’t I?) breakfast, Pumpkin leaves. What’s on the picture, I wonder. Last time I was drugged, they tattooed me, so my only question is what’s the tattoo. And, oh by the way, am I special or what? None of the other daddies have a tattoo on their face! Pumpkin comes back a few minutes later with the picture printed out nice and big. “Want to see your new tattoo?” she asks.  Told you.
“Yes, Pumpkin. Thank you, Pumpkin,” I say before I even see it. 
She shows me a close up of my mouth with my tongue sticking out. Right above my lips it says, “MUFFIN’S” and right below them it says, “ASS LICKER.” Astonished, I just gape at it for a few seconds. It’s practically a work of art… I mean, MUFFIN’S ASS LICKER with my tongue in the center… I just want to say, “Thank you, Pumpkin.” OK, I did not want to say that really, but I did. 
She grins and skips off and I start to cry. All this time I’ve slowly changed, training to be the pain toy they want, but I still harbor plans for escape. I’m not gone yet. Now I have this permanent tattoo on my lips. I imagine walking down the street announcing I’m MUFFIN’S ASS LICKER. I tuck away thoughts of escape. What the heck, I’ll be trained soon, I get to lick pretty pussies, I’m having great orgasms, and now escape would be just too humiliating. 
Then one day, I think I’ve been their toy for a week or so, Pumpkin has something different for me. I’m inside the wheel just after breakfast and she opens the hatch in front of my face. “Open up,” she says and puts a gag on me. It’s a tight leather strap holding a plastic oval in my mouth. In the center of the oval is a horizontal slit. “Push your tongue through there,” she says and when I do, she twists a little knob on the gag and the slit tightens down so my tongue is stuck like that. I can’t pull it back in for nothing. 
She rolls me upside down and opens the hatch between my knees. For this one, she doesn’t need any cooperation from me. She just puts a one inch scrotum stretcher. I remember how much that hurt the first day, but now it’s nothing special. Nope, if they want daddy to hurt, they put on the two incher these days. “We had a little technical difficulty,” she explains, “so we couldn’t do this the first few days. Now we got it working.” 
I have a bad feeling about this. She sounded disappointed at the technical difficulty and pleased that it’s now working. Nothing for me to do except watch her plug two wires into sockets on the inside of the wheel. I was wondering what those holes were for. Some questions you just don’t ask because you don’t want to know the answer. She attaches the free end of one wire to my metal tongue clamp and the end of the other wire to my metal scrotum stretcher. Built in electrification. All she, Buttercup, or Muffin needs to do is provide electricity to wherever the connection is on the outside. How convenient for them. 
After all that work, she rolls me down the ramp and out the door. No shocks. I guess maybe later I’ll get some of that. I’m poised at the top of the ramp when she says, “Know how to make electricity, daddy?”
“No, Pumpkin,” I admit quite clearly with my tongue secured. Science wasn’t one of my better subjects. “Oo you?” I bait her hoping she’ll explain it to me. A science lesson is preferable to being their toy. 
“Spinning a copper coil over magnets. Magnets in the ramp. Copper coil on the outside of the wheel. You and your wheel spinning down the ramp.” She pushes me over the edge. 
“Eeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhh!” I scream as I generate enough electricity to light a small house and it all runs through my tongue and balls. It hurts all the way to the top of the far side of the ramp and stops briefly as I reverse direction and then… “Eeaaaaaa!” I scream as I roll back through the bottom and up the ramp less. “Aahh… oww,” I add as I rock back through the arc two more times before coming to rest. 
After I come to rest and stop screaming, I can hear the three of them laughing. Then they winch me back up the ramp. I plead for mercy, my voice whiny and desperate. “Please, Pumpkin, nah again! Noo, nah a Woewy Poewy! Pwease, pwease, pwease, doan a Woewy Poewy! Gahh, noo!” I think they’ve reach a pinnacle of cruelty as they giggle and Pumpkin pushes me down the ramp again, screaming all the way. “Doannn!” I wail as they winch me back up. For God’s sake, don’t do it again. I’d do fucking anything for them to not send me down the ramp again. “Gahh no, gahh no, fuh gah’s sake, no!”
“Jesus, Roly Poly, you couldn’t keep quiet to save your life,” laughs Buttercup as she prepares to send me down the ramp this time. “I won’t even expect it. Scream, Roly Poly.” She pushes me and again I scream. She’s right. I can’t help it.  They might as well send the current straight to the scream center of my brain. I’m a grown man, naked in a tiny space and being tortured by little girls. There is no such thing as pride.  
They take turns. One rolls and winches while the other two cum. I can’t see the sexpots doing themselves, but I can hear it. It’s terrible to listen to them enjoying themselves to the max and I think they have no reason to ever stop if I can bring them that much pleasure. I figure between rolling and winching, it takes 30-40 seconds between trips and they roll me down 33 times. I’m begging, crying, and generally offering up any dignity I have, but I stop everything for the 5-6 seconds it takes me to scream in agony.
When they’re done, they’re breathless from laughter and orgasms. My reward is solitude as they hook me up to be the pendulum of the clock. I hate the boredom, but now I’ve seen worse. That’s when I learn the pendulum has been upgraded, too. At tick, I get a small shock to my balls. On tock, I get a small shock to my tongue. I tick tock for three hours, inured to the pain after one. 
Lunch is served on the rack with me in such a daze that Muffin yells at me. “Roly Poly! Anybody home? What do I want to hear?”
What? Huh? Oh, for fuck’s sake. I’ve got the feeding tube rammed down my throat. I make some choking and gagging sounds and then she feeds me and pulls the tube back out. The wires are gone from my tongue and balls and I’m allowed to pee. “Thank you, Muffin,” I say for lunch, for removing the wires though they were gone before I knew it, and a third time for the chance to pee. 
After lunch, I’m run through the usual routine of stretching me on the outside of the wheel until my tendons pop and I scream. Muffin eases it off. They take turns at everything and nothing scares me like an 8-year-old with a remote that could rip my arms out of their sockets if she makes a mistake. “You’re doing better, Roly Poly,” she says. “Two more inches.”
“Thank you, Muffin.” Nice to know I’m improving at the impossibly painful tasks they’ve planned for me. I can actually feel my muscles and tendons cooperating and I think my head is hanging lower. 
Over the next hour or so, she checks me a couple of times to make sure I’m properly stretched and then after I’ve been like this for way too long, she starts the automatic flexing to limber me up even more. There are things I never knew I could do. There’s nothing like having somebody pushing you past your limits to achieve bodily wonders. Someday I will be stretched around the outside of the circle with my hands practically touching my feet. 
Pumpkin comes and turns the rack back into a hamster wheel with me on the inside. She strokes my cock to a full erection and then tells me to suck it. This is one game they don’t take turns at. I’ve been practicing when I play tick tock so I’ve got something to show her. Proudly I stretch down and lick the tip of my cock without her help. “That’s nice, Roly Poly,” she says. “But it’s not sucking your cock. Gotta do better.”
“Yes, Pumpkin,” I agree. I really do gotta do better. I’ll suffer until I do. 
She lays me out flat, waits for my cock to soften, and cages it. “Suck it and I won’t cage it,” she reminds me. Breaking routine, she toys with my left nipple until it’s hard and then she stretches it up and pokes a needle through it. I’m astounded at her cruelty until I realize it didn’t hurt. I mean, on a scale of 1 to 10 with 10 being electric shock to my balls, nipple piercing is a 1 at best. She does the same to my right nipple. “You like that?” she teases. “Ooo, yeah, cold hard steel in Roly Poly’s nipples.” She kisses them and then looks at my cock. “Sweet.”
No way! No fucking way! My cock is half hard. It’s because she’s teasing, not because of the insignificant bit of pain. When Buttercup and Muffin join her, she slips out a needle and replaces it with a gold ring and then decorates my other nipple as well. Buttercup gently tugs on my new nipple rings, but Pumpkin says, “Let him heal first and then we can hurt him.”
Pumpkin casually pulls out two more needles and I watch her fiddle with my balls. Then she stabs one through my scrotum and into a wooden slat of the rack to pin my ball an inch away from my cock. Ho hum. She pins the other and then says, “You’re doing good, but I want better. So, I’m upping the stakes. Now I’ll nail your sack to the rack. In a week, I’ll nail your balls to the rack. A week after that, I’ll nail your balls to the rack and electrify the needles. Want to save your balls? In a week, get the head of your cock in your mouth. A week after that, two inches of cock in your mouth.”
“Yes, Pumpkin,” I nod. I’m pretty sure nailing my balls to the rack is more than ho hum. Yep, that’s some serious motivation. 
She raises my ass, pulling on my scrotum, and shoves a vibrator in my ass. “Aaahhhh,” I gasp in pain from the extra stretch between my raised hips and immovable balls. 
“Time for some pussy, Roly Poly,” she says. Going first this time, she strips off her clothes and I can practically taste her pussy already. Instead of squatting over my head, she lowers her pussy to my belly with her ass pressed against my cock and rubs her body on mine. “You like my tits,” she asks. A few seconds of rubbing them on my chest and I answer her with the pain in my eyes. She laughs and moves up to dangle them over my mouth. “Suck them,” she commands. 
As I suck on her cute little nipples, I hear Allison’s voice. “Such a pervert. You like our little girls, don’t you, Roly?” Oh, hi, Snookums, so nice to hear your voice. You know what? Yeah, I do like this moment with my little girls. Compared to everything else, at least I get a reward for all the pain. My cock is impaled on little pins in a space too small for it, but at least I get some pussy. One by one I eat the three offered pussies as my cock tries to break through steel. 
Muffin is last to dismount my face with the universal remote in her hand. Mercifully, Pumpkin unpins my balls. “Please, Muffin, make daddy cum. Make daddy’s cock big and hard. Make me hurt for you. I love it when you all laugh at me.” With a smile, she turns on the vibrator and I feel the surge in my cock. My voice goes up an octave as I say, “Yes, Muffin, daddy hurts… hurts so much for… ahhhh… you. Ohh, gaaahhh dammm, baby, it hurts… ahhhhh, fuck… make daddy squirm and… and… umm… beg!” I’m so close. My cock is ready to burst as it crushes itself inside the cage. She turns off the vibrator and I scream in frustration. “God, no, baby, don’t stop fucking daddy’s ass!” The buzz in my ass comes back on high and I shoot a huge load, screaming the whole time. 
Leaving the cage on this time, they leave me with cum drying on my chest, belly, and crotch. My God, what a rush! I actually meant the last thing I said. I desperately did not want her to stop the vibrator. I needed to cum. For the rest of it, I’d been saying the opposite of what I wanted… or was I? I did want to cum. I did know that meant my cock would be big and hard and in pain, but did I want that? And there at the end… did I like squirming in pain and begging for release? No, absolutely, positively… maybe. Dammit, I’ve been having the best damn orgasms the past few days. 
A few days go by and I’ve lost track of which day of the week it is or how many days it’s been. I’m proud of my progress. It feels like each day I scream less going down the ramp, stretch farther around the outside of the circle, and cum better. I even get the head of my cock in my mouth in time to avoid having my balls nailed to the rack. I feel I may be going crazy and definitely falling right into the role of pain slut they want. 
Best of all, I have more tattoos… and I held still so they didn’t have to drug me. It starts to feel special that the girls like to express themselves. On my ass it says, “INSERT VIBRATOR, STAND BACK.” Yeah, I earned that one. Above my cock it says, “CAGE THE BEAST,” and they put a hamster’s face at the end of my cock. Across my belly there are three red stripes with the words “BUTTERCUP WAS HERE.” 
Mid morning, Nanny gets me down from the pendulum and returns me to the rack and lays me out flat. How unusual. I wonder what’s up and then my three stepdaughters line up next to me. They look apologetic and contrite. “Daddy,” says Pumpkin. What happened to Roly Poly? “We need your help.”
“What, Pumpkin?” I ask in confusion. Am I not screaming enough? Not stretching good? Not licking pussy worth a damn anymore? 
“Mommy’s been hurt and we need you,” she says. 
“P-pumpkin? Like… like a person?” I ask. It’s a tentative question. Does she mean needs me as something besides Roly Poly pain toy? I don’t dare believe it. 
“Yes, daddy,” she says. “We’ve been so bad, but you’re… umm… you’re still our step daddy and… umm… we need you like that.”
Escape? Now it comes in the most unexpected fashion. I find it hard to feel sorry for Allison or the girls. Nope, not a bit. Get me out of here and I’m gone.
“Before we let you go, you gotta sign this,” she says, holding out a sheet of paper. “It’s adoption papers. You gotta adopt us. Then we can… we can trust you again. Like we’re real daughters and we can trust you.”
No problem. Easily done. Sign, free me, tear up the papers, and go. The only thing I’d stick around for is revenge and right now I just want to get as far away as possible. “Sure, Pumpkin, I’d like that.”
She frees my right wrist and puts a pen in my hand. “Sign the bottom by the X,” she says, holding up the adoption papers on a notebook.
Just like that I sign and now the girls are beholding to me. Legal authority to do what I want. Maybe I will stay around. What? She cuffs my wrist right back to the rack. I have a brief moment to realize my arm is like rubber as she overpowers me and cuffs me. “Get me up now, Pumpkin,” I tell her gently. The paper is signed, but I’m not going to break cover until I’m free. 
“Anybody ever tell you to read before you sign, Roly Poly?” she asks. She holds it closer to my face. Power of Attorney it says at the top. “I told you we’d get you to sign over your money. Took mommy a while to find the accounts in the Grand Caymans, but now she’s got it all.”
They tricked me? Allison isn’t hurt? “Yes, Pumpkin, but… but… but I thought you’d torture me for that.” You took me by surprise. No, it’s not supposed to happen this way. “Please, Pumpkin, don’t do this. I can be your daddy.”
“Yeah, right,” she laughs. “So, you would rather we torture than befuddle? We didn’t have to do the torture part, but if you want…” She flashes a long pin at me, pulls my balls down and stabs me right through the middle of… 
“Gaaahhhhhh!” I scream with mind exploding pain. “No, no, Roly Poly doesn’t want torture! No, don’t!!” She pulls my other ball down and I feel the tip of the pin against the soft round jewel and then she stabs that one, too. “Gaahhheeeeee,” I scream anew. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, take it… take it… out, Pump… Pumpkin.” 
She pulls them both out and it only feels a little better. “Now, instead of no, you can’t do this, say thank you, Pumpkin, for not torturing me.”
But you just did. “Thank you, Pumpkin, for not torturing me.”
Buttercup hands her a second piece of paper and Pumpkin frees my arm and hands me a pen. “Sign this one, too,” she insists. 
I think about grabbing for her, but my arm feels weak from a couple of weeks of atrophy. Remembering the pins in my balls, I sign. “What did I just sign?” I ask after the fact. 
She holds it close and lets me read the whole thing. I’ve lost everything and can’t survive without my silver spoon. Golden Gate Bridge. Midnight tonight. Don’t look for my body. Short and sweet with my signature at the bottom. Yeah, they did mention the suicide note that first day, didn’t they?
“There you go,” says Pumpkin. “All tidied up. Did you want to be tortured over this one, too?”
“No, Pumpkin,” I say. 
“Tough shit.” She stabs both balls again. As I scream, I think she says, “Who you gonna tell?”
“No, don’t go!!” I beg as they file out. You forgot your pins.
After that I’m nothing. Escape loses its meaning. At night I’m balled up inside the wheel, slumbering peacefully now that I’m used to the position. Every other day, I sit inside my wheel with nothing to do except “eat” three meals, pee twice, and poop once. What that means is on those days when they play with me, I’m a happy Roly Poly. 
Roll me down the ramp? “Yee haw!” I yell as I start down with my tongue and balls sparkling in pain and delight. 
Hang me on the pendulum? I suck my cock and swallow my cum once an hour and they don’t mind! I earned another tattoo for that. Across my forehead it says, “MY COCK GOES HERE” and there’s an arrow that runs down to the tip of my nose to point at my mouth. Yeah, when I’m not being Muffin’s ass licker, I use it for something else. 
Stretch me on the outside of the wheel? One sweet day we form the full circle. Then they strap me to the outside of a big wheel that has an outer shell. My back is to the metal inner wheel and I face a clear, Plexiglas outer wheel. They roll me around like that. Sweetness itself, since I’m facing out, open up a couple of hatches and I can suck and be sucked right there on the wheel. 
Lick three pussies? I ask for the cock cage to make it feel right. 
Stab my balls? No matter how much I ask, they won’t do it anymore, saying it could cause permanent damage. 
Who’s my favorite daddy? Me, of course. I’ve got the coolest equipment – a rack, a wheel, a ramp, a pendulum, and killer tattoos. I mean, do you have any idea how much time and effort went into accommodating me? Nanny, Yvette, and Dreamer have chores to do. I’ve got a life of leisure. Push Toy, Jangles, and Condom are old hat. I’m the new toy and I get most of the attention. I can hear that little fucker Push Toy begging to go down my ramp. And Jangles asking for my cattle prod. And Condom doesn’t say anything, but I know he’s thinking about stealing my time. 
Buttercup got mad at me when I started begging for more pain from her. By her rules she had to give it to me. I thought I’d outsmarted her, but she got even when she stopped playing with me. I had to plead with Pumpkin to ask Buttercup for another chance. Now I take what she gives in stone cold silence… usually. 
I know the summer is over when Allison is here in the flesh one day. She kisses my forehead and I blush from the unexpected affection. It feels so good just to be naked and tied for her, though honestly she has big tits and hair on her pussy… yuck! She even thanks me for entertaining her girls for the summer. Awww, it was nothing. My pleasure. She asks me what she can do for me for a reward. I’m confused. I get a choice? Really? 
“Hurt me, baby,” I tell her my fantasy. “In ways our girls can’t imagine.” Sweet. She saved the best for just us. 
Fun with Stepdaddy

By Kenna

Chapter 4

Roly-Poly is such the perfect pain toy that I wonder if my girls and I would want to do another. Isn’t seven enough for us? Would the girls rather go to Europe with me next summer and see more than a surprised man pinned to the wall for the summer? How could we top a fucked pain toy who actually asked for me to hurt him in ways the girls can’t imagine? He’d taken so much from them and asked for more. And he thanked me when I was done showing him the meaning of real pain. Well, I have months to decide that.  

In the meantime, it’s time for my annual Balls Ball. I can’t wait to show Roly-Poly to my friends. Of course they’d seen the other six, but I’m especially proud of Roly. It’s also refreshing to see my friends’ pain toys. I hear Gail has a new one and rumor has it that Kaylee might also. 

Last week, a week before the party, I invited two of our (mine and Roly-Poly’s) favorite sugar babies to stay with me. I thought it would be fun to see the look on Roly’s face when he’s performing for a couple of hot babes that he knows. They’ve seen him, but he hasn’t seen them yet. Of course I can’t let them leave now that they’ve seen the girls and their daddies playing. I’ve already decided what to do with them after the party. Cassandra is between my legs and licking my pussy. Behind me, Summer has got her tongue about three inches up my ass. Damn, they’re good at it and I’m so turned on thinking about how fucked they are. 
After a few orgasms, I pat their cute asses and send them off to get ready for the party. I got them just to embarrass Roly and while I love fucking men, Cassandra and Summer are expendable cunts. They’ll serve their purpose and then disappear into my toy chest. Sugar babies! Buy them presents and they’ll do anything. I just don’t trust them to keep quiet after I’m done with them.
On the other hand, I can’t control my friends, so the girls are away for the weekend. Sure I enjoy sharing my pain boys with my friends, but can you imagine how pissed they be if they knew my 8-year-old was a better mistress than they are. They’d probably spread the word just to spite me and then I’d lose everything. The girls know about the party, but they reluctantly understand the need for secrecy. 

Dressed in black leather, I make a final pass around the house and grounds to make sure everything is ready. My traitorous maid is on a table in the bathroom with her head hanging off the edge at the right height to be a toilet for anyone who so desires. Dreamer is in the backyard. Push Toy is on the patio not far from Dreamer. Yvette is chained to the floor in the playroom. Roly’s going tick tock and I have to tell him to get his cock out of his mouth and wait for the guests to arrive. Jangles sits on a platform a couple of feet high with a metal rod up his ass to keep him from falling off. His toes are chained to his balls, so he needs the help to maintain his balance. Condom is in the same room with Jangles on his back with a rope around his cock and balls that guests can raise and lower to make him arch up off the ground indefinitely. Nanny is wearing just stockings and heels. He’ll be a busy little prick serving drink and hors d’oeurves until it’s time for him to put on a show. 

At the chime of the doorbell, I open the front door. As hostess, I insist on doing that personally though it’s more to make sure the arrival is not a surprise than to welcome the guest.  “Come in, Kaylee,” I say, with a smile, waving her in to the spacious entry. We exchange obligatory kisses and I look over Wanker. Leashed, the naked boy toy looks only at Kaylee or whoever happens to be holding his leash. He’s is indeed new and well-disciplined, too. I think Kaylee is a bit easy on her toys, but he’s turned out fine. 
With a knowing smile, Kaylee eyes Cassandra and Summer standing on either side of me. Cassandra is wearing a pink, see through body stocking and Summer is dressed like a schoolgirl in a short plaid skirt, a white blouse, white thigh-high stocking, tennis shoes and nothing else. With them dressed like that, Kaylee realizes, like all my friends will, the two babes will soon be toys and they don’t know it.  

“Where is the new toy?” she asks, excitedly. 

I show her the pendulum swinging back and forth on the new clock in the entry way. When she peers in, I say, “Suck it, Roly-Poly. Just a few seconds.”

When Kaylee laughs gaily, I know he was a good boy. “He’s in there all the time?”

“Well, I do let him shower occasionally,” I tell her, “but yeah, aside from that, he’s in there all the time.”
“I don’t know where you find the time to train him,” she says. 

“It keeps me busy,” I say with a smile. I hadn’t done a thing. My three girls had done it for me. 

I don’t have a lot of friends who’ll admit they have boy toys. Four more women arrived each with a nude man, except for Gail who has two. “I’m so jealous,” says Gail as she kisses me. “It’s official. You have more toys than the rest of us combined.”

“I was just saying I don’t know where she finds the time,” says Kaylee. “Not just to train them, but to use them. I’m fine with just one.” She grabs Wanker’s balls and pulls him up on his toes. “He hates having all my attention.” When she lets go, he thanks his mistress. 
“Well, are you going to make us wait like you did with Yvette or can we see the new cock?” asks Fiona. 

“Oh, he does so much that I thought I’d show you something now and more later,” I wink. Leading them over to Roly-Poly, I wait until they’re gathered around. “Go ahead and suck yourself, cock sucker. I’ll tell you when you can cum.” I take the first look to make sure he’s burying his cock in his mouth to the root. It’s still an amazing sight. 

One-by-one the girls look in and watch in awe and delight as he takes 8 inches of cock with each bob of his head. “That is truly sick,” says Marta. “I love it.” When she moves aside for Kaylee, Marta says to her toy, “He’s sucking his own cock. You’ll be doing that for me soon.”

“Yes, mistress,” says Rowdy. “I love entertaining you.” 
He sounds enthusiastic, but I don’t think I’ve ever seen Rowdy look like she’d just come up with a form of entertainment that he couldn’t hide his true feelings about. Apparently Marta agrees because she makes him suck the other five cocks in the room for a few seconds each. “You like their cocks, but not your own?”
“No, Mistress, I mean, I like sucking cock for you! I can’t wait to suck my own and cum in my mouth and swallow it! I’ll do anything for you.” Properly chastised, he sounds and looks sincere. Isn’t that what a boy toy is for?

“Maybe I’ll go even farther and get you to lick your own asshole.”
“Mmmm, yes, mistress. Wouldn’t that be exciting! I like yours, but I’ll bet mine is disgusting. I love entertaining you.” Apparently Rowdy doesn’t want to lick every asshole in the room because he’s very convincing this time. Just as well, we don’t have time for that. 
About that time all the girls have seen Roly, so I tell him he can cum which he does quite audibly. “He loves that,” I say. “I forgot to mention that he gets a shock to his cock and nipples with every tick of the clock. He really loves pain.”
They all disperse to other rooms to prepare their toys for the evening’s festivities. While they do that, I stop the pendulum and open the door so I can see Roly’s face and he can see mine. “I love you, mistress,” he says. “Thank you for letting me cum. It was very special doing it for your friends.”

I chuckle. He’s such a suck up. “Then you’ll like this even more,” I say. “You remember Cassandra and Summer?”

I squat down so I can see his face. Cassandra looks in the little window and I hear Roly groan and the look on his face is priceless. Yep, he remembers. He recovers nicely from the look that says he’s more fucked than ever. He’s performing for two lowly sugar babies, so I know his words don’t express his true feeligs. “Oh, mistress, that’s wonderful.  The sugar babies we played with! You are so wicked, mistress. I sucked cock while they watched. Oh, wow, I remember how good Cassandra was at cock sucking. Now I am, too.” 
“Hi, there, you fucking pain toy,” says Cassandra. “Yeah, I sucked that disgusting cock when you were worth it. Now I wouldn’t touch it with a ten foot pole. You’re better than me, getting it all the way down your throat. Glad you can do it yourself because nobody else will.” She might as well have reached in and slapped his face based on his reaction. 
Next, Summer peeks in. “Don’t you look fucked, cock sucker. You should see yourself. Sucking cock. Getting shocked. And asking for more.” He squirms uncomfortably as she taunts him. The sugar babies are the perfect reminder for what he once was and how fucked he is now. I don’t want him getting to pleased with his lot in life. 
“Yes, please,” says the little prick. “Please hurt me.”

“Stop that, you silly pain toy!” I yell, moving Summer aside so he can see me. “I’ll be the one to hurt you. You’ll get to share some fun time with them later, but not until I say so.” I slam the door shut and start him swinging again. “Remember, tonight you don’t get to cum without my permission.”

In a few minutes, Fiona has Dis ready for us. He’s easy to set up, hanging from the ceiling by his nose ring. His toes barely touch the floor as he strains to keep any weight at all off his nose ring. His cock is hard with a cock ring around the base. He’s quite the sight, a hunk of a man reduced to Fiona’s obedient play toy. 
“God, look at him,” says Summer in awe. With his arms tied behind him, he’s fully on display for us. His head is tilted back so he’s looking at the ceiling. He can’t even appreciate the babes. “He looks so hot like that. Turns me on to see him in pain.” Honestly, she looks like she’s just saying that. Fine with me. I’d rather she didn’t find this kind of fun acceptable. That’ll make it more fun when she’s the victim of pointless pain. 
“Yes, so much fun to hurt somebody for no reason at all when they can’t do anything about it,” agrees Fiona. “This really isn’t that much. Wait’ll you see what else is going on.”

I’m sure Amy is ready, so I lead my guests to her playroom. Butt Fuck is bent at the waist with his ass ready for anything. On our arrival, she gives him ten swats and then hands the paddle to me. We all take a turn until he’s taken another 40 and he’s screaming and begging for us to stop. By that time, Marta and Kaylee have joined us, so he gets another 20 no matter how much he begs for mercy. I think we’ve invented a new shade of red. 
Wanker is hanging by his feet and already begging to be right side up. In that position, Kaylee forces all five toes of her right foot into his mouth and he sucks on them in silence. He’s got weights on this nipples and balls and when she’s done getting her toes sucked, Kaylee puts enough weight on his tongue that he can’t keep it in his mouth. As we leave, Cassandra has a look of concern on her face and she almost says something. I’ll bet she’s getting squeamish about multiple men being tortured. It may thrill me and my friends, but I know people like Cassandra don’t have the heart for it. She’d rather save him. 
Marta leads us to Rowdy and now Gail has joined us. The poor pain toy is in a vertical spread eagle position, stretched four ways by ropes on his ankles and wrists. His mistress offers us a selection of needles and we take turns skewering various body parts. I notice that Cassandra and Summer both do one needle and then manage to stay in the background, not wanting to do another. 
The real fun starts when Gail takes us to Benji and Lassie. The rest has just been a tour of the pain toys and this is the first performance. They’re both on their hands and knees tied to a frame. With a scrotum stretcher on their balls that’s tied to the frame, they start doing the last thing you’d expect when we come in. They raise their hips as high as they can, stretching their balls painfully in a contest to see who can stretch the most. It’s amazing to watch. They’re screaming in pain as they torture themselves. Finally, Lassie drops back to his knees and then Benji, the winner, joins him. 

“What’s the winner get?” asks Summer, though she probably doesn’t want to know the answer. 

“Ass fucked,” says Gail. “The loser gets in in the mouth. Back in a sec.” She’s taken the liberty of getting my two Rottweilers ready. It’s just a matter of going to the next room and bringing them in. 

I love this part. The dogs are trained to make use of a man’s holes and Yvette’s pussy so they get excited at the sight of Benji and Lassie. They haven’t seen Benji since last year and Lassie is fresh meat.  The boys never seem to get used to it. They both have sick looks on their faces as Gail leads one Rotty in front of Lassie and the other behind Benji. I’m so excited that I’m not paying any attention to the sugar babies. “Oh, God, this is so…” Summer says and backs out of the room. 
Well, well, I have a winner, too. Summer’s going to be the bitch and Cassandra’s going to be the pain wench. Don’t get me wrong. Cassandra looks ashen as well, but she at least has the sense not to call attention to her disgust.

I’m drawn back to the action as Gail says, “Mount!”

“Oh, fuck,” says Lassie as Stud rears up and thrusts his cock into the pain boy’s face. Despite his obvious reluctance, Lassie opens up and Stud rams his cock home. As Lassie makes sucking noises in time to Stud’s thrusts, Cassandra covers her mouth and rushes from the room. Meanwhile, at Benji’s butt end, Badger is busy fucking his ass. Benji’s grunting with each stroke and his cock is hard and throbbing.  Getting ass fucked by a dog is no man’s dream, but this is what Benji competed for and won. Better than sucking the dog’s cock. 
Lassie’s sucking is drowned out as Benji starts to pant and then throws his head back and howls like the bitch he is. He’s trained to howl. It makes the show even better. “Fuck my ass, big boy,” he says. “Ram that cock in my ass. I’m putting on a show for my mistress and her friends. Watch me! Watch me get raped by a dog.” He howls again. “Enjoy yourselves. It’s what I’m here for. Fucking toy getting raped. God Almighty! I’m making a fucking dog happy.” He howls. “Better than sucking doggy cock,” he says. “Lassie’s having a good time with that cock. Better you than me, huh, Lassie? Blowing a dog for mistress. We’re both making dog’s happy. Take my ass, big boy!” This time as he howls Badger thrusts one more time, driving his knot up Benji’s ass. The howl turns into a delicious scream of pain as the huge knot disappears in Benji’s ass. 
Though Badger’s still buried in Benji’s ass, the pain boy’s scream fades to mere grunts and we can hear Lassie again, sucking, gurgling, and gagging as 8 inches of doggy cock slides in and out and hairy black balls bang on his chin. “Isn’t this fun, Lassie?” says Gail. “Wish you’d been more reasonable?” She chuckles and explains, “Lassie was the IRS agent in charge of auditing me. He was very nasty about it, overbearing and righteous. Well, you know how a man can get when he’s drunk on power and thinks he has a poor defenseless woman at his mercy. I wanted a more agreeable agent, so I had Lassie delivered to me about two months ago. He’s apologized so many times. I might even have let him go, except he’s becoming quite the talented pain boy, cocksucker, and pussy and ass licker. Oh, he still hates it, but he’d rather a suck a doggy cock than lose body parts.”
“Looked to me like he’d rather get fucked in the ass than suck a doggy cock,” I observe. “He’s a real loser, yanking his own balls like that and then sucking cock anyway.”

Right then, Stud starts cumming in Lassie’s mouth. The big Rottweiler can’t get his knot in Lassie’s mouth no matter how hard he tries, but he pumps cum in the helpless pain boy’s mouth for several seconds. Lassie swallows several times, making room for more as we laugh. Fiona and Kaylee are already nude and fingering themselves slowly. None of us want to waste a good orgasm on our fingers when there are toys available. 
“You want to use my toys?” Gail invites Fiona and Kaylee to ride Benji’s and Lassie’s tongues. “I’ll be happy to use Wanker.”

“Already?” teases Marta. 

Marta has Rowdy tied so he’s not much use in satisfying her, so I suggest she could use Condom, Nanny, or Yvette. 

“I’ll wait for another show,” says Marta. She looks around conspiratorially. “What I really want to know is what you’re doing with the babes? I mean, I’ll bet they’re a good tumble in bed, but what are you going to do with them when you’re tired of them?”
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