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(bg, bd, d/s, humil)
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. 
Thanks to Redi for the concept. 
When she was four, Debbie’s family moved to a new house. All she remembered about their old home, a small apartment, was that her new bedroom seemed huge. As she grew up, it didn’t seem all that big. It was pretty much a normal size bedroom in a normal size house in a normal neighborhood. Yet, normal was never a word she’d use to describe her bedroom. From the very first day she knew there was something in it.  The room was never scary. In fact, the something was warm and cozy. And it was all hers. Nobody else ever mentioned it and she never spoke of it, so she was certain the something was only for her. 
Shortly after she turned 7, there was a change. The something became a ghost. It became a he. Just something about it made her sure of both those things. She could never put her finger on exactly what made her know that. She gave him a name… her secret friend became Barney. Not that she ever said it out loud, but she thought her ghost was big, soft, and loveable like Barney, so in her mind, he became Barney. She even had a picture in her head of a big, purple, loveable dinosaur prowling her room and making it eternally warm and cozy. 
Something else changed at the same time. Before that time, Barney was only in her room. Now he followed her around the house. Not like he was in the way, but he was just there. When he was just an it, just a something, she’d changed clothes in her bedroom. When Barney was a he, it didn’t bother her to be naked in front of him. When he followed her to the bath, she didn’t try to cover herself. It was only Barney and Barney was safe. 
Over the years things continued to evolve with Barney. When she was 9, he touched her for the first time. His hand was warm and soft, rubbing her back like mommy did sometimes. Safe and warm. Even through her nightgown or shirt. Being a ghost, it didn’t strike her as strange that he could reach right through her clothes to touch her. That first time she said, “That feels nice, Barney.” The hand abruptly stopped, leaving her bewildered. In fact, leaving her coldly alone in her room for the first time she could ever remember. 
The very next day when she came home from school, somebody had been in her drawer and played with her bobbie pins. In fact, they were carefully arranged on her nightstand. 
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She stared at it for a few seconds. It wasn’t that she didn’t understand the message. After 5 years, she certainly knew her ghost well enough. She was just surprised that he’d been able to play with her bobbie pins. He’d never moved anything ever before. 
“Oh, sorry, David,” she said. “I didn’t know.” And he was there again, warm and cozy. 
Two months later, her 12-year-old cousin, Rob, was visiting with his parents and was in her room. He simply took off his shirt and asked her to do the same. She shrugged. No big deal. Her chest was no different than a boy’s chest. So she took off her shirt, though he gave her a creepy look when she did. He took off his shoes and socks and told her to keep following his lead. She started to take them off, with a funny feeling about where this was leading. She wasn’t against the idea of showing hers as long as he showed his and since he was going first, she was willing to follow. It felt naughty and exciting, yet safe since he was her cousin. 
She had one shoe off and untying the other, so she didn’t see what happened, but Rob shrieked and ran out of the room, white as a sheet, leaving his shirt, shoes, and socks behind. And David was very cold. She could see her own breath in her room. She clapped her hand over her mouth, suddenly very guilty over what she was about to allow happen. “David! Oh my gosh! I’m so sorry.” She really was sorry. He’d always been her ghost, her secret friend, but at that moment she saw herself as his girl, his secret friend. It went both ways. She’d made him jealous.
Rob wouldn’t say a word about what happened. He just never came back to her room. In fact, he treated Debbie like she had a disease. Avoiding her when he could and ignoring her if he had to be in the same room with her. David changed again, too. Now he was with her even outside the house. Not always and not obvious. It was almost like he was hiding behind every tree. Sometimes she almost felt him. 
By the time she was 11, Debbie was growing worried about David and his obsession with her. He’d only once acted to protect her, but she worried if she ever had a boyfriend that David would object. He’d scare the living daylights out of every boy who got close to her. She began to think of a life without David. It was something she needed. Especially if he was going to be possessive. 
Yet, it was hard to be angry with her ghost or even feel anything but warm, cozy, secure, and even loved when he was around. He’d rub her back, stroke her hair, tickle her sides ever so cautiously, and give wonderful foot massages. It was always safe places that he touched until… she was 11 and a half when he stroked her thighs. “David!” she gasped in surprise. He didn’t stop and she didn’t protest again as he stroked the outsides of her thighs. After the initial surprise, it felt as nice for him to touch there as any place. She didn’t even say anything more when his hand, warm and gentle, slipped to her inner thighs, reaching up high to almost touch her pussy. She said nothing, just held her breath and watched her crotch. Nothing to see, but she couldn’t help but stare at the focus of both their attention. 
For a few days it stayed just like that, David touched her thighs and nothing more. She wondered if she should let him. Then again, how could she say no to a determined ghost? There was no way to stop him if he insisted. He could reach right through her clothes. He could come and go as he wanted. So, she wondered if she could stop him. 
She didn’t doubt what was encouraging David to touch her. Sex ed classes told her what to expect of herself and of boys. Her pussy had light, downy brown hair slowly filling in. Her tits were growing. She’d started to think about boys and sex. If David had been with her in class, he’d know, too. He’d start to think about her and sex because she was the center of his life. And she did not want to have sex with a ghost… shudder… if he had hands, did he also have… a cock? Could he make her feel that, too? As real as his hands? She’d known him for over 7 years and now she started to feel creepy about him for the first time. 
So, the very next time he put his hands on her thighs, she said, “David, you can’t. We can’t do this. You’re a ghost and I need…” He was gone, leaving an emotional vacuum in his wake. She didn’t like the feeling when her room turned into just a normal room. It wasn’t the same without him, but she couldn’t have him there forever. He hadn’t let her finish. She wanted to explain why he couldn’t be there forever. She’d leave home someday, college, marriage, kids. Things she couldn’t share with him. And he didn’t want to hear it. Didn’t want to share her. 
For two days she felt empty, trying to adjust to life without David. She wondered if he was gone for good or just sulking somewhere. Part of her hoped he was gone. Part of her missed him terribly. Then he came back, somewhere been the warm and cozy feeling and cold rejection. It was a feeling she hadn’t gotten from him before. “Hi, David,” she said. “I didn’t mean to… hooo hahhh,” she gasped as cold hands, cold as ice, touched her tits. “St-stop it, David,” she said. She could plainly feel the palms of his hands cupping her tits, his fingers resting lightly above them as if he was standing right in front of her and copping a feel.
“Ho, no,” she said, stepping away, turning, and even bobbing up and down to try to get his hands off her. Cold as ice, his hands hardened her nipples, making them stand out. Though she could feel his hands, there was apparently nothing really there. Nothing between her nipples and her shirt as prominent little peaks pressed through the T-shirt atop the small swells of her tits. “David, please.”
“Mine,” said a whisper in the wind. It was so soft she wasn’t sure she’d heard it at all. He’d never spoken before, so she dismissed it until it repeated. “Mine, mine, mine.” It could have been her imagination, but she wasn’t certain it wasn’t. David was claiming her. 
It was fruitless to try to escape, so she gave up. Blushing for him for the first time, she stood still and hoped he tired of it. His hands went away, but then returned. Warm this time. And his palms were pressed against her hard, puckered nipples with his fingers now resting between her tits. The position of his hands was the only clue that he was reaching around from behind her. His hands caressed and rubbed. His fingers moved to her nipples and toyed with them. Already hard and sensitive, her nipples sent tingles through her body. “David,” she moaned. She didn’t know what to do. There was really no way to stop him. She didn’t want to apologize to him. She was right. He couldn’t be part of her life forever. Yet, here he was, proving a point. Perhaps he could and would be part of her life forever. 
“Mine, mine, mine.” She wasn’t sure if he was still saying it or if she was imagining it. It didn’t matter. She was his until he released her. Or until she could think of something. 
When his hands left again, they went to the hem of her T-shirt and tried to pull it up. That was something she could fight over and she held the shirt down, preventing him from pulling it off. They struggled against each other in a battleground where both could exist and then he stopped. 
She smoothed her shirt back down. “David, I want you to go. You’re not being nice.” He showed he didn’t care about nice as he grabbed her hard nipples and twisted them, making her gasp with pain. She reached for her own tits, cupping them to ease the pain, but that didn’t help. “Stop it, you’re hurting me.”
He stopped and again tried to pull up her T-shirt. Again she stopped him. Again he tortured her nipples for a few seconds. The next time he tried, she relented and allowed him to pull her shirt up, even helping him by raising her arms until he pulled it all the way off. “What’s the matter?” she said. “You can feel them, but you can’t see them? This is what you want?” Then she watched with shock as he tweaked her nipples and they actually moved. His hands were unseen, but their effect was not. She’d never notice that before, but then again, he’d never touched her so hard before. 
The atmosphere in her room was charged. She could feel his arousal just as clearly as she’d felt warm and cozy or cold and rejected. It threatened to take her with it and she had to fight to keep from being aroused. She wanted… needed… to keep a cool head. No way did she want to encourage him with her own excited reaction. Besides, having her tits tortured was hardly exciting. It was just that he was sending those vibes. 
“God, no, David,” she gasped as she felt something hard between her butt cheeks. Right up the crack of her ass, she felt his cock. Two hands and a cock. His arousal was making him more real. “I… I think I’m gonna be sick.”
Without a sound, David was gone. She breathed a sigh of relief as she realized he’d just given her a weapon to fight him with. Though she didn’t know how long he’d fall for the ‘I’m gonna be sick’ line, she figured there was more than one way to douse his arousal. Despite the sense of relief, she realized she was trembling. She hadn’t been lying about the sick feeling. As she’d discovered herself trapped between his hands and his cock, she’d been overwhelmed with disgust and fear. He’d controlled her so easily. 
As a lonely 4-year-old, she’d invited him into her life, accepting him without question. She could remember a time when she’d even thought everybody had one, like in Golden Compass where everybody had a demon. Clearly he’d come to think of her as she thought of him… part of her life. Yet, she was trying to outgrow him and he wasn’t going to allow it. She’d never thought of him as a person, but as a benevolent spirit. Now she had to think of him as a boy who wanted her. A stalker that she couldn’t report. A problem that only she could solve. 
For the first time she’d gotten a feeling of his dimensions. He hadn’t reached from behind and down. His cock had been pressed against her butt. So, he was about the same height as her. She had to think of him as a boy about her own age. A boy who was perpetually in the gray area of pre-pubescence and adulthood. A horny little boy whose desire she’d just awakened. For years he’d been like a big brother, but she’d grown up. Now they were the same age and he jealously saw them as boyfriend/girlfriend. 
Having come to accept him as a ghost, she’d never thought of him before he got that way. Had he been murdered in some macabre manner that forced his spirit to walk the earth forever? Shudder. Had he been killed in this house? In this room? What would have happened if she’d rejected him years ago? Would he have gone away? 
She collapsed on her bed, huddling among stuffed animals that failed to soothe her fright or explain her confusion. Her normal life was threatening to go wildly out of control. And she’d be labeled as insane… crazy as a loon… if she tried to explain to anyone what was going on. Her secret friend was now her secret stalker… mine, mine, mine… she couldn’t get those words out of her head. Her secret stalker. Her secret owner. A horny little boy who could do anything. Could make her do anything. She hadn’t wanted to take her shirt off, but she’d been forced to. What else would he want from her? 
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For a couple of days, David seemed content to fondle Debbie and make her take her shirt off. She didn’t fight over the shirt, but she did wait until he tugged at the hem or fiddled with her buttons. She’d started to wear a bra all the time, but he made her take that off, too. All it did was help to hide her hard nipples as he toyed with them before making her strip. With him around, there was a constant sense of foreboding. The warm and cozy feeling was replaced by either an intense, aroused feeling or a slightly sinister, somebody’s up to no good feeling. 
They’d always had their own little world where he existed and she accepted him. She thought of her room as their room. It was a special place and she spent more time there than most girls spent in their bedroom. He didn’t speak. He was little more than a feeling. He didn’t touch her except in her room. She hadn’t even been so foolish as to mention a secret friend, so mom and dad were completely unaware of David. That was changing now that he was molesting her, interfering with her life as more than a warm and cozy feeling. She was more aware of her parents’ presence and she noticed that his most focused time was when her parents weren’t home. He was most active and she was most vulnerable between the time she came home from school and her mom came home from work. When her parents were home, he was in the background, not molesting her.  
Since he seemed to set aside ‘alone time’ as the time he would touch her, she was utterly surprised when the next change came at school. She was sitting in social studies when she felt him with her. That part wasn’t odd. He came and went at school. She always assumed he was bored by school and just popped in to check on her once in a while, perhaps more bored with undead life without her than by school. What was odd was his arrival was accompanied by that sinister, somebody’s up to no good feeling. Trying to focus on the teacher and her lecture, Debbie found that very difficult with David lurking around in that kind of a mood. Oh how she felt like a captive right out in the open. She couldn’t acknowledge his presence, chase him away, stop him, or even escape. All she could do was wait for the hammer to fall. 
When it fell, he started with light touches to her nipples. Nothing more than little reminders that he was there and could do as he pleased. His fingers traced lightly over her inner thighs and then lightly brushed her sensitive sides, making her tense. If he so much as increased the pressure or the speed of those light brushes, she’d burst into giggles. Horrified at the thought of uncontrolled and totally inexplicable rolling on the floor laughter, she could only pray that he didn’t tickle her. 
When he did make his move, it wasn’t as bad as sending her into spasms on the floor, but it was worse in another way. His fingers, an index finger from each hand, hooked in the waistband of her panties, right at the hips and tugged down. She shifted in surprise as the tension on her panties threatened to pull her hips forward and make her slump out of her seat. With no choice, she raised her hips slightly so he could pull her panties down rather than pull her out of her seat. It was the horns of a dilemma. Let him pull her out of the chair by her panties or let him pull down her panties. At first the latter seemed less obvious than the former. After that, all she could do was hope and pray. They slid down to mid-thigh and stopped, nearly appearing out from under her skirt that fell just above her knees. 
Please, please, please, she prayed silently, hoping that David was happy with simply making her uncomfortable and not about to plunge her into total humiliation. She couldn’t even voice her concerns to her tormentor. And the thought grabbing her panties and devolving into a tug o’ war over them with a ghost in front of 30 classmates made her want to disappear. 
“Debbie?” said Ms. Hector, standing no more than five feet from her desk. 
“Huh?” Debbie just about jumped out of her skin as she tuned back in. She may have been intimately aware of her precarious position in the crowded classroom, but she was totally oblivious to what was actually going on around her until her teacher interrupted the annoying moment with David. She wondered how long she’d been focused on nothing his light touches and the position of her panties. 
“Something on your mind, Debbie? Care to share it with the rest of the class?” 
Debbie went scarlet as she became the center of attention. Of course no one knew what had just been going on, but it sure seemed like everyone did. “Ummm… ummm… ummm… no, Ms. Hector. Can… can I tell you after class?”
Ms. Hector had used the tried and true typical teacher attempt to embarrass a student over inattention. Catching a student daydreaming was one thing, but Debbie’s reaction told Ms. Hector that was not the case here. She had no intention of humiliating a student as badly as Debbie was right now. “Yes, we’ll talk about it later,” she said curtly. “Please pay attention.” She returned to discussing the importance of the civil rights movement, with an eye on Debbie. 
The interruption didn’t deter David at all from his antics. For a few seconds Debbie thought it might have, but then she felt his fingers at the catch of her bra. In the midst of taking notes, she stopped and scribbled quickly. “Don’t David. Please. Not in school. After school. Anything. Just stop.”
His hand patted her cheek and then he was gone. With a sinking feeling, she wondered just what she’d signed up for. It seemed that little promise was what this had been all about. He hadn’t even bothered to pull her panties back up. So, after class, she stayed in her seat and waited until everyone was gone, furiously thinking about what to say. ‘Ms. Hector, my panties just came down on their own.’ Yeah, right. She couldn’t say that. When Ms. Hector came to her, Debbie said, “Ummm, Ms. Hector, I think the elastic in my underwear broke. They’re a little… umm… low.”
“Oh,” said Ms. Hector, appearing to understand now. She turned her back to the girl. “Fix yourself. It looked like you were daydreaming in class. I’m sorry I embarrassed you.”
Debbie stood and pulled her panties up. Good thing Ms. Hector had discretely turned away. Her motion said more than her panties had slipped a little. They were almost to her knees. That didn’t happen accidentally. 
As she rose from her seat after her last class of the day, David was there again and without hesitation, he pulled her panties down again. This time he pulled them down just a couple of inches. It was enough to show her what he had in mind, but not enough to embarrass her… yet. She did have to walk a little funny, a hand on one hip to make sure her panties didn’t fall down on their own accord now that they’d been started down. Hurrying to the bathroom, she went into a stall and before she could do anything, her panties were pulled to the floor. 
She sat on the toilet and pulled them the rest of the way off over her shoes and stuffed them in the backpack. “Happy now, David?” she whispered. He touched her cheek softly. 
As usual, the bathroom filled up quickly after school. She’d been lucky enough to get there fast and take care of her problem. Now she had to worm her way out of the crowded bathroom and into the hall. Once there, the full impact of her missing attire hit her. She felt naked. She felt like anyone could and everyone did know she was panty-less. Making it to her locker, she squatted down to put books on the lowest shelf, collected what she needed, and straightened up. 
She turned to find Mindy right behind her, waiting to walk home from school with her. “Something wrong?” asked Mindy with a look of concern.
“No, why?” responded Debbie, feeling like No Panties was tattooed to her forehead. 
“You just look a little… jumpy,” said Mindy. 
Debbie fought to maintain her composure as she stood face to face with her best friend as David’s finger pressed against her butthole. It took every ounce of concentration to not burst out with, ‘Stop that!’ It just plain embarrassing and if she looked jumpy before, she wondered what she looked like now. His finger wiggled and she stood stock still, eyes wide, afraid to even more.
“Come on,” said Mindy. “What’s going on? What are you doing?”
David’s finger achieved a little penetration. “Jeez,” whispered Debbie without thinking. It was pretty hard after that to convince Mindy that nothing was going on, but she said, “Nothing. I’m… O… OK.” She rose up on her tiptoes as David’s finger went all the way up her butt. “Hah,” she gasped. “We… we gotta go,” she said, pushing past Mindy quickly. At least David’s finger popped free as she stepped away. 
“What the heck?” said Mindy, not about to be satisfied by a non-answer. 
“Just… just a little gas,” said Debbie. “Had a cramp. I’m OK now.” She rubbed her stomach for effect. 
‘Weird,” observed Mindy. “So, you OK now?”
“Yeah, just fine,” said Debbie nervously. She was fine as long as she kept moving. What else would David try today? Luckily he didn’t show himself on the walk home.
When they reached Mindy’s house, Debbie said bye, and then Mindy reminded her. “You’re coming over tonight, right? I got the new Fray CD.”
“Yeah, I’ll be over after dinner,” said Debbie. Hopefully alone. 
When she got home, there were bobbie pins on her nightstand again. They crudely spelled out a little reminder of what she’d written on her paper at school.
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“Homework first?” she asked. But the tugs at the buttons of her blouse said otherwise. She unbuttoned and took off her blouse. Then she took off her bra. That had become the standard, so she was certain he’d want more this time. She felt the zipper of her skirt slide down. “That, too?” she whined, but she unzipped and stepped out of her skirt. She sat on the bed and took off her shoes and socks with David tugging at her panties. Removing the last of her clothes, she was naked. The first time David had asked for that. 
Over the years she’d been naked for him hundreds, thousands of times. This was way different. She put her arms across her chest and felt him cruelly twist her nipples despite her attempts to protect herself. Defeated, she put her hands down to the murmur of, “Mine, mine, mine.”
Helpless to resist, she waited until he showed her what was on his mind. His fingers parted her pussy lips, displaying her inner treasure to him. “David, not that,” she said, putting her hand over her pussy. She couldn’t deny his fingers, but she could block his vision. 
His reaction was quick, as he moved away and swept the bobbie pins to the floor in anger. “I know I said anything, but please, not that,” she argued, sure that he wanted more than a peek. 
The bobbie pins moved to her nightstand one by one, spelling out half of a threat. 
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The other half of the threat was delivered with speed that took her breath away. She was standing in front of her night stand, watching him spell when his finger pushed up her butt again and she rose up on her toes,” Hoooo, D-david, don’t.”. It didn’t take much imagination to picture him doing that to her in class tomorrow. He was showing her who was boss and what would happen if she disobeyed him. “OK, OK, anything.”
Again he parted her pussy lips and she could imagine his face inches from her pussy, staring in at her. Two fingers held her open while the middle finger of his other hand stroked up and down her slit, finding her clit and rubbing it. “You’ve been… ummm… reading books?” she asked, surprised that he could find her sensitive spot so quickly and surely. 
Of course there was no answer. His finger just moved in circles around her clit. She’d never touched herself there like that. With him constantly around, she’d been too self-conscious to try masturbating. Never a moment’s peace. Now that he was doing it, she was surprised at how good it felt. When he stopped and then guided her with gentle pressure to back up against her bed, she let him. She laid down on the bed for him and spread her legs. If she hadn’t, he would have made her do it. If she was lucky. If she pissed him off again, he might just show up in class tomorrow and make her jerk up out of her seat with no way of explaining that a stray finger had wandered up her ass. 
He teased her for a while. She couldn’t believe how effective it was. Try as she might, she couldn’t help but get aroused, get wet, moan with pleasure, and want more. Then she could tell he shifted position only because his hands moved up to cup her tits. He weighed nothing. There was no impression on the bed where he knelt and no pressure on her as he leaned on her. What she did feel was the head of his cock against the opening of her pussy. Hands and cock. That’s all he was. 
Wet as she was, his cock slid in easily at first, stopping just an inch or two inside her. There was no mistaking that a cock was entering her. It was no different than a real boy’s cock. The cock of a ghost. A ghost who owned her and wouldn’t take no for an answer. A stalker living out his dream as he raped the object of his affection. She had no will to resist and no way to resist. 
He could, at will, touch her or not. His hand could touch her hand or reach right through it and touch a nipple as she tried to cover herself. Now his cock could have passed right through her, but it was there, inside her. With the next shove, it tore through her hymen, taking her cherry. There and past, deep into her womb he drove his long, slender cock. It gave her yet another impression of his age and development as it opened her wide and sank deep. Yet, not the full girth and depth of a man’s cock. Disembodied, the cock slid eerily in and out. The sound of his breathing was unmistakable, the first time she could hear him beyond a doubt. She was sure she could have recorded it, obtaining the first physical proof of his existence.  
The room had been charged with arousal, but that grew to an intensity she couldn’t deny. Lost to his fingers. Lost to his cock. Lost to the way he could charge a room. She surrendered to his thrusts, cumming before he did. He was seconds behind her, thrusting, throbbing, and spasming in her and shooting cum that she could feel erupt down his cock and… then nothing actually came out. He fucked her and tried to fill her, leaving nothing behind. 
As his cock pulled out, his hands caressed her. He slowly faded. One hand rested on her stomach as his presence rested to one side of her. His touch got lighter and lighter until it was gone. Asleep he had no corporeal being. It took concentration for him to be with her, touch her. In that she felt a strange sense of pleasure. Did it take much effort for him to be with her? Had it taken him years to learn how? Was she really worth the effort? 
She rose and showered, checking herself for signs of cum. Until now she hadn’t been certain if his cum could be real like his hands and cock. How on earth would she explain being pregnant by the boy who’d died in her room years ago? Whew. That dilemma was a non-starter. 
In the aftermath, she again wished him out of her life. She’d totally lost control to him. Lust, not love. He’d manipulated her to surrendering. She knew he’d do it again. There was so much for them to explore together. So much in her mind. So much more in his. 
She relived the horror of him pulling down her panties to the brink of humiliation. Then moving past that to real humiliation… making her remove her panties at school… making her squirm right in front of Mindy. Oh how he could and would control her. She couldn’t see an end to his control. No way to fight back. No way to resist. No way to ever escape. She had an image of herself at 20, 30, 40… slave to a sex-hungry adolescent. 
If was almost worse that she didn’t feel him the rest of the day. Had he spent so much energy that he couldn’t come back for a while? Or was she just discarded until next time? Had their relationship changed so much that they were no longer secret friends and secret lovers? Was she just a slave to his desires? The evening with Mindy was thankfully uneventful. She didn’t feel him at school either. But after school, he was waiting in her room. 
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Debbie felt David’s presence as soon as she entered her room. It was the aroused David and she had a sinking feeling about what was going to happen. Despite her concerns, she spoke casually to him. “I wonder where you’ve been, David.” Had he been unable to be around after exhausting himself with her the afternoon before? Had he just been satisfied and felt no need to be around her? Had he been plotting something else?
Of course there was no answer. She set her backpack down and went to the bathroom. There was a moment of peace as he left her alone to pee and she was tempted to stay right there, but he’d come looking for her. She was sure of that and if she overused her moments of peace, then maybe even the bathroom wouldn’t be a safe haven for a few minutes at a time. When she came back out, he tugged at the buttons of her shirt. 
As she reached for the buttons to comply with his demand, he slapped her hands and she jerked them away. “What?” she asked, exasperated at the change in routine. He didn’t stop fumbling with her buttons and she watched as one by one they came undone and he pulled her shirt all the way open. “Oh, want to strip me yourself?” she asked. She stood like a puppet, embarrassed to be only allowed to stand and watch as her shirt was removed and then her bra. He pulled down her panties before removing her skirt, but left her in ankle socks and shoes. When she bent to remove her shoes, he slapped her hands again. She thought she looked silly wearing nothing but shoes… does that turn him on?
She’d always accepted that he was invisible, no more real than a pair of hands with the recent addition of a cock, too. Yet, being stripped by him made her wish she could see him naked. It just seemed so unfair for her to be exposed and on display for him without the reciprocal. She squirmed nervously, more aware than ever that he was taking advantage of her. Pressure on her ankles got her to spread her legs wider. Then he took her wrists and put her hands behind her head. When she dropped her hands, he twisted her nipples and pulled them out until they were two inches long. “OK,” she gasped in pain, relenting to his insistence, and placed her hands behind her head again. 
Again pressure on her, this time on her hips, made her move and she turned to face the wall opposite the door. Then the blinds on her window, the window she was facing, opened and she stared out at the backyard and over the fence into the neighbor’s backyard. There was no one there to see, but that was only a matter of luck. “David, please, close the blinds. Don’t let anyone else see me.” She was surprised that her plea worked and the blinds closed. Apparently a little reminder that he didn’t want to share her was all it took. 
He came to her and she stood on display as he wanted for half an hour as he ran his hands over her body, sometimes tugging and tormenting and sometimes caressing gently. He seemed to be exploring her. Not just her body, but her feelings and reactions. Then at the end of half hour, his hands abruptly went to her sides, lightly running up and down her ticklish sides as she collapsed to the floor in a fit of laughter. Helplessly she giggled and laughed, begging him to stop. There was just no way to stop him. 
As abruptly as he started, he stopped tickling. She was on her back and felt her legs pressed apart. The tip of his cock pressed against her pussy and then pushed in. All the touching had made her excited. Even the tickling had been arousing. She was wet for him, charged again by his excitement, and felt him slide easily in. In just a couple of strokes he was all the way in her. She’d cum first yesterday, but he was more excited this time and came quickly. And he stopped. 
Desperately on the edge of cumming, Debbie put two fingers to her clit and rubbed furiously. Seconds later she came. It was the first time she’d ever touched herself like that, but she’d had to. He’d taken her so close and then stopped. The burning need of release made her lose all control. She saw nothing wrong with it. Except a few minutes later, after he’d faded away, she wondered if she should have done that in front of him. Perhaps it wasn’t a good idea to show her unbridled arousal. To show that he could have that effect on her. To show that she could make herself cum. 
She rested for a few minutes and then cleaned up, got dressed, and started her homework. Halfway through her homework, she stopped and called Mindy. “Come on over after dinner,” she told her friend. “Math is kicking my butt and we can check answers. You having a prob with fractions like me?” Inviting friends over was risky. Since Rob’s fright, she feared that David might scare them off, but now that he’d fucked her, she felt safe. He’d be gone for a while, regaining his strength. 
“Absolutely,” said Mindy. “I was OK with adding until they started making the denominator different. How stupid is that?”
After agreeing with Mindy that lowest common denominator was a new form of math hell, Debbie returned to homework, but left the math for later when they could work on it together. 
Her confidence over an evening without David faded when she went to her room after dinner. Not only was he there, but it was with that somebody’s up to no good feeling. He tugged at the hem of her T-shirt, the sign that she was to remove it. “David, Mindy is coming over. We can’t do anything now.” He grabbed her nipples and pulled on them. No argument and no hesitation allowed apparently. Grimacing in pain, she looked down at the front of her T-shirt as her nipples freakishly poked forward, making more than obvious peaks. 
At his insistence, she removed shirt and bra, now hurrying to get it over with before Mindy showed up. When she started to remove her jeans, he slapped her hands and handed her the T-shirt back. “Oh,” she said. “Just didn’t like me in a bra?” She put her shirt back on. It wasn’t a big deal. Not like it was a tight shirt or like she was going to school. She had no idea why he wanted her braless for the evening. Even when Mindy came over and they started homework up in her room, she couldn’t imagine what he had planned. 
No sooner had she opened her math book than she felt his hands on her tits, softly caressing and toying with her nipples. Oh my God! Not now, David. Why now? And she realized why she was no longer wearing a bra. He’d had this planned. He started just like when they were alone, gently caressing them. It made tingles dance up and down her spine when they were alone and this was no different. For several minutes she fought to stay focused on the math homework, making stupid mistakes that started to exasperate Mindy. A couple of times Mindy asked what was on her mind, but Debbie refused to admit her mind wasn’t on their homework. There was no way to explain what was going on and no point in trying to do something else either. You try doing math with a boy feeling you up, she thought. Try holding a conversation… try anything. Best to just pretend the math was too much for her. Then he started to tweak them between his thumb and forefinger. When he made her nipples hard, she had to be careful how she sat. Leaned over and writing was OK as her shirt fell loosely away from her chest. Sitting back to look at or talk to Mindy was risky. Not like Mindy ever noticed, but Debbie had to pay attention to how she sat. It was potentially embarrassing, definitely frustrating to be so helpless for his naughty fingers. 
She managed to hide the prominent little peaks he’d teased atop her tits. What she found even harder to hide was the growing arousal as he continued to play with her tits. At first, she started to squirm then froze as she realized what she was doing. Again Mindy hadn’t noticed the physical signs, but it was embarrassing to know he could make her do that. And apparently not embarrassing enough for David because then he put a finger to her clit and started massaging her there. She gasped in surprise, shifting back in her chair. 
For the first time, Mindy had evidence of something odd going on with Debbie, her brow furrowing as she looked at her friend. Debbie’s mind just wasn’t on math tonight, though Debbie kept insisting it was. Though Mindy said nothing, Debbie didn’t miss the questioning look. She shifted again, “Sorry,” she said. “Just banged my shin.”
At that comment, David intensified his attention to her clit. If he kept that up, Debbie knew she’d cum and she was pretty sure she couldn’t keep that a secret. Her nipples were hard and now her pussy was getting wet. Biting her lip, she managed to keep from making any sound, but then she saw Mindy staring at her and she blushed. “What?” she asked Mindy. 
“Are you OK?” asked Mindy. It was kind of like the other day at school when Debbie got squirmy and said she had gas. 
“Yeah,” said Debbie, breathing a sigh of relief as she said it. David stopped, appearing to be satisfied with making her blush and getting a reaction from Mindy. He stayed away for the rest of the time Mindy was with her. When her friend went home, Debbie left her room for the safety of her parents’ presence. 
Then as bedtime approached, Debbie took a bath. As usual, she came down the hallway from the bathroom to her room with a towel wrapped around her. She shut the door to her room, unwrapped the towel, and started to dry her hair with it, her back to the door. A minute later, she heard her dad clear his throat and she turned in shock, clasping the towel to her front, and ready to yell at her dad for barging in without knocking, but as he closed the door he said, “You should keep this door shut, Deb.” Then he shut it. 
Standing naked with the towel pressed to her front, she turned bright red. Dad had just seen her naked! “David!” she said, low but furious. She was certain she’d shut the door. There was only one explanation for what it was doing open. She’d been aware David was there, but never expected him to open her door. That was new. He’d never involved her parents before. 
That night it was hard to get to sleep. Today, David had been different, putting her on the spot more than once. To her it looked like he was upping the ante and enjoying her embarrassment. She hoped he didn’t make a habit of doing things in public… in school… in front of Mindy… in front of her dad. What if he started making her do obvious things in front of her parents? How would she explain herself? Nobody would ever understand that her own personal ghost was making her do things. 
The next morning as she woke up, David filled the room with his up to no good feeling. She wondered what he was up to until she discovered there were no panties in her drawer. There were no panties in her dirty clothes hamper. She dressed without them and went to the laundry room. There were no panties in the house. She rushed back to her room, David right with her. “David! I need panties. Somebody will notice. I can’t go to school without them.” His hand cupped her bare pussy, a not so subtle acknowledgement of her missing panties and his satisfaction thereof. 
If only she could wear pants or shorts instead of the school uniform… skirt and blouse. She knew that the skirt was long enough that she could, with some care, make sure that nobody noticed. She’d have to sit pretty unladylike for someone to notice her missing panties. Except… gym class. She’d have to change to her gym uniform and somebody would notice she didn’t have panties on when she started and didn’t have them on when she got dressed again. She got a small sense of satisfaction as she realized there were panties in her locker at school. She’d put them on for gym and then she could wear them for the rest of the day. Very small sense of satisfaction that faded quickly, because she knew as soon as she wore them home David would steal them. 
“David, I need panties,” she said again. “What do you want? What do I have to do to get my panties back?”
Of course there was silence as usual, so she went to her nightstand and put a handful of bobbie pins on it. She didn’t have time to argue or negotiate now. “Spell it out,” she said. “When I get back from school, tell me what I have to do.” Her stomach did flip flops and she felt like throwing up as she said that. He was blackmailing her and what if his answer was … She didn’t even want to think about what a horny little boy might want from her. A boy who was pushing her to more and more embarrassing things. A boy who was asking for more and more each day. And today it was panties. What else might he steal and make her negotiate over?  
That day at school David was relatively quiet. He didn’t outwardly embarrass her. He just patted her pussy about once an hour, like whenever he thought about it. It was pretty dang creepy the first couple of times when a hand touched her bare pussy. She was already very conscious of her missing panties and it took a half a second, a looong half a second, to realize it was just David’s hand, not somebody who’d noticed. It left her probably right where David wanted her… in a constant state of dread. 
In gym class, Bess and Naomi, who had the lockers on either side of her, both noticed her missing panties. Neither said anything, but the funny looks she got from them was enough. She just looked down, pretending she hadn’t noticed their looks and acting as if nothing was wrong. Her best friends Mindy or Rita might have said something, but they weren’t even in the same row of lockers. At least Bess and Naomi made it easy to pretend nothing was wrong. 
After school, she rushed home to see what she had to do, but the message said. 
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The message confused her. Did she have to do nothing to get her panties back or was there nothing she could do to get them back? She checked her drawers and when she found her panty drawer was empty, she assumed he just never planned to let her have panties again. 
“What do you want?” she insisted. “Just to embarrass me? Why, David? Aren’t we friends?” Tired of hearing nothing from him, she yelled, “Talk to me. I’ve heard your voice. What? You can’t talk nice? You can only whisper that I’m yours? You…” He rushed from the room, leaving her alone. 
He wasn’t gone for long and when he came back, he was angry. His hands, cold as ice, went to her tits and made her nipples hard just with their presence. Then he twisted them, tweaked them, and tugged on them, keeping them hard as he hurt her. When he stripped her, she didn’t resist out of fear of angering him further. He pushed her to the bed and raped her with no regard for her lack of arousal. After he came in her, he left and she was too sore and frightened to cum. 
For a while she lay in bed, feeling sorry for herself. He’d taught her a lesson about arguing with him. It left her with the trapped feeling of having her options narrow even further. After half an hour, she got up and did her homework and was finished by the time her mom came home. At least David left her alone for the rest of the day. Tomorrow was Saturday and she expected to spend as much time with her mom and dad as possible. 
Saturday morning she helped her mom with shopping and then her dad with gardening. David was there, but subdued. She got no feeling from him, just an awareness of his presence. If he didn’t have any respect for her anymore, he at least seemed to have respect for his elders. 
Right after lunch, Mindy called and said she and Rita were going to the pool. Though she was concerned about what David might do in a crowded pool, filled with mostly kids, she agreed to join them. Debbie packed her one piece suit, very aware that David could make her nipples quiet prominent through the thin material. She could hope that he wouldn’t want to take away her fun.
The ride to the pool with Mindy’s mom driving was uneventful. David was along and with that somebody’s up to no good feeling. However, he was keeping his hands to himself and everything was going fine until she got her clothes off and dug into her bag for her swim suit. She pulled out her towel and then the suit that was in the bag. It just wasn’t her suit. It was a two piece with a little bikini bottom and triangles for her tits with thin straps, almost strings. She held it up, gaping at the suit and wondering how David had managed that. 
“Wow,” she heard from behind her. It was Rita, peering over her shoulder. “Your mom let you buy that?”
“You really gonna wear it?” asked Mindy. 
Her friends’ questions told her that she wasn’t the only one who thought the suit was indecent. Sure it covered all the necessary spots, but in so doing it just made them more obvious, like she had arrows pointing… here’s my pussy… there’s my tits… and her tits were too small to be drawing attention to them. 
That or nothing, thought Debbie. And just what was she supposed to do? She couldn’t very well say what was on her mind… where the heck did this come from? She couldn’t even make it look like a mistake. Oops, I accidentally packed the sexy one. Nothing came to mind that would allow her to gracefully back out of putting it on and going out to the pool. “I bought it with my own money,” she said. “Mom’s never seen it. You can’t tell.”
It wasn’t like she’d actually ever worn a suit like this, yet at the same time, she couldn’t act like this was the first time she’d ever seen it and the first time she’d ever put it on. Pulling on the tiny bottom was easy, but the top was a little more challenging as she had to get her small tits in the cups while fastening it tight enough to not come off. Debbie felt like she was going swimming in her underwear. Though to tell the truth, her underwear covered more than the suit. Well, when she used to have panties to wear, they did. 
 “Wow,” said Rita again. “You look hot. Wish I had a suit like that.”
“Yeah, the boys are gonna have their eyes pop out of their head,” added Mindy. 
 Debbie wondered just how David would react to that. What if some boys showed her extra attention? Embarrassing at it was she wondered if this antic might be backfiring on David. She decided to make the best of it and walked out to the pool with her towel draped across her arm. Heads did turn as she paraded out.  Prepared for the attention, she didn’t blush, but it wasn’t like wearing her underwear. Nope, it felt like she was naked. The three of them got in the water quickly and she was glad to be mostly submerged. It was less embarrassing that way. 
The three of them swam and played tag for a few minutes. To Debbie’s relief, Mindy took the role of indignantly chasing away boys who wanted to flock around Debbie. She was amused to see that Mindy seemed more annoyed by all the attention she was getting than she was. It was nice to have a friend help take the pressure off her predicament as if Mindy knew it wasn’t planned. Debbie had enough to worry about without being a boy magnet (which under other circumstances would be more welcome). Her main concern was that David might try to take off part of her suit. It would be easy enough to do. Yet he seemed content with the skimpy suit and didn’t do any more. 
As they were changing out of their suits later, Mindy kept an eye on Debbie and then asked, “What’s with the no panties? Naomi said you didn’t wear any yesterday either.”
Debbie blushed as Mindy brought it right out in the open. A glance at Rita told her that her other friend was just as interested in her answer. And Naomi had mentioned it to Mindy? They were talking about her behind her back? “Naomi talks too much,” said Debbie, trying to deflect the question. 
“No, really,” said Mindy. “No underwear and this bikini. You going wild on us?” Debbie didn’t know what to say as Mindy pressed her. “No panties when you wear shorts is one thing, but at school?  In a skirt? That’s nuts.”
“You should try it sometime,” said Debbie, unable to come up with an excuse. She’d been prepared to explain why she didn’t on one day, but she had no explanation for two days in a row. So, like the swimsuit, she just had to act like it was her idea. “Not like anybody’s gonna notice, even in a skirt, and it’s kind of…”
“Naughty,” blurted out Mindy. She promptly pulled down her panties and put them in her bag, then put her shorts on. She looked at Rita. “What about you?”
“This is nuts,” said Rita as she too stripped off her panties and dressed without them. It was nuts, but she also wasn’t going to be called a chicken. “I’m not doing it at school.”
Wow, that went better than I expected, thought Debbie. She hadn’t expected her friends to give it a try just on her say so. Now she just had to get home because David was starting to send out vibes of arousal. She glared at him. Or at least where she felt his presence. He was standing in the girls’ dressing room and ogling the girls and getting excited. It annoyed her that the conversation about panties excited him. It looked like he enjoyed the thought of Mindy and Rita not wearing theirs. 
On the car ride home, David started on her, teasing her tits for a few minutes before fingering her pussy. She couldn’t believe that she was already wet down there when he touched her. Normally it took a few minutes to get her warmed up. She was getting better at controlling herself, so aside from a little fidgeting, she didn’t let on that she was practically having sex in the back seat. 
At home, she raced to her room, stripped off her clothes, and threw herself on her bed. David was just as ready as she was, plunging his hard cock into her pussy. She came quickly and was still cumming when he did. After he faded, she lay there in confusion. What exactly had just happened? Why had she been aroused almost before he started? As her passion faded, she was left with the pleasant thought that at least David had waited until they got home. He apparently did have some restraint. He could have taken her in the back seat and then what would her friends and Mindy’s mom have thought?
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After dinner she avoided her room. Then as she was getting ready for bed, she found a necklace on her nightstand. It was a silver 20 inch chain with the letter D hanging from it. A gift from David. He’d never done that, unless you considered the bikini a gift. She could explain that it was a D for Debbie, but she was certain it was a D for David. How convenient. She didn’t hesitate to put it on. It was a different side of him and she definitely wanted to encourage that rather than anger him. 
As soon as it was around her neck, she had a different impression of the necklace. It was a gift, but it was also a sign of ownership. If another boy had given it to her, she’d take it as a sign of affection and commitment, like they were going steady. From David, there was no choice. They weren’t going steady. She was his. “Thank you, David,” she said, despite her concerns. “It’s lovely.” His hand caressed her cheek briefly and then he was gone. 
Sunday morning Debbie woke up in an uncomfortable position. She was on her back with her arms under her. When she tried to bring her arms out from under her, she couldn’t. Something was holding them behind her. She could feel metal bands clamped around her wrists. Tugging on the bands told her they were connected by a short chain. Handcuffs! She was cuffed. She struggled, confused over how they got there. What was going on? She looked around the room for a sign of anyone before she realized that David had done it somehow without waking her. “David! What are you doing?” she insisted. It was scary to be bound, let alone to wake up confused and bound. She managed to sit up in bed, swinging her legs out so her feet rested on the floor. Why cuff me? I let him strip me. I let him fuck me.  I put my hands behind my head and let him look all he wanted. What more do these do? “Get these off me. I already do what you want.” 
Rather than take off the cuffs, she felt his hands under her armpits, lifting her to a standing position. Then he pulled her pajama shirt over her head and down her arms until the cuffs kept it from going any further. He pulled down her pants and she stood naked and bound for him. She fumbled with the cuffs, trying to find the catch and release herself, but realized that these were not toy cuffs. These were the real thing and she needed a key to get them off. More than ever she was at his mercy. Thinking past whatever David had planned, she pictured her parents finding her cuffed and naked. How do I explain this?
David caressed her softly, lovingly. She kept waiting for him to take advantage of her vulnerability, but with her so helpless, all he did was caress. After a few minutes, his hands stopped caressing. The key floated eerily toward her and then behind her. David unlocked the cuffs and then she watched them float over to her dresser. Her panty drawer opened and David hid the cuffs under her panties. Panties! He returned her panties! 
“Thank you, David,” she said. “For bringing my panties back. And… ummm… for being gentle.” It seemed odd to thank him for cuffing and fondling her, but she did want him to know she appreciated what he’d done with her once she was cuffed. She wondered how she should consider the cuffs and how he’d “given” them to her. Are the cuffs a gift for me or for him? It had surely frightened her to wake up bound, though she hadn’t panicked. He could have at least done it gradually, let me see them and then cuff me when I was awake. But, then maybe I’d have just drawn the line there. Maybe I’d have refused to let him cuff me. And he couldn’t have done it without my cooperation. Now that she’d thought it through, it was the only way he could have done it and then he showed her it was OK. Next time she wouldn’t resist. 
David left her alone for the rest of the morning. When he was with her, it was warm and cozy. It was more like before he’d started to get sexual with her. Yet, she knew it wasn’t permanent. Not with handcuffs hidden in her panty drawer. 
After lunch she got a call from Mindy to come over and play. It was a hot day, so Mindy suggested they put on their suits and get some sun, maybe even run through the sprinkler to stay cool. She added that her parents were going shopping so it would be safe for Debbie to wear her two piece. What Mindy didn’t know was that Debbie only had the two piece. David had returned her panties, but not her one piece suit. 
It seemed a little risky to go to Mindy’s house. David had already embarrassed Debbie a couple of times in front of Mindy. What if he chose to do it again? Despite her concerns, she resolved not to try to live her life around David’s antics and told Mindy she’d come over. She put on her swim suit under her clothes, told her mom where she was going, and rode her bike over to Mindy’s house. 
Mindy was already in her swimsuit when Debbie got there. Her one piece suit was more modest than Debbie’s attire, but it still showed off her sleek, young curves. The two girls had nearly identical bodies… slender, sleek, and small budding breasts. When Mindy put her hands behind her head for a brief stretch, Debbie couldn’t help but imagine herself doing the same for David. Only she’d been naked when she’d done it for her ghost. 
As Debbie stripped off her clothes, Mindy watched with interest. “I just can’t believe you got that suit,” she said as Debbie took off her top. “It barely covers anything.” Once Debbie had her shorts off, Mindy said, “Rita was right. You look hot in that.”
The two girls settled down on towels in the warm sun. On her stomach with her head down and eyes closed, Debbie didn’t notice how Mindy kept looking over at her. A few minutes later, Mindy said, “Hey, we could take off our suits and get an all over tan.”
“Mindy!” exclaimed Debbie. Mindy’s backyard had a high brick wall around it, but it still didn’t seem safe enough to be naked. “What if your parents come home early? Jeez. No way am I gonna do that.”
“OK, just kidding anyway,” said Mindy. “If they do come home early and see you in that, you’re busted anyway.”
Yeah, Debbie was pretty sure Mindy’s mom would say something to her mom. She hoped Mindy’s parents didn’t come home early. Mindy had said they had three hours and that was way more time than she wanted to spend in the sun anyway, so she wasn’t all that worried. 
 Laying on her stomach, Debbie felt the tie on her back come loose and she glanced quickly over at Mindy. Luckily Mindy wasn’t looking in her direction as David toyed with her top. David untied the strap around her neck so if she sat up now, she’d be topless. Figuring that David would just untie them again if she retied them, she left them that way. 
A minute later Mindy looked over at Debbie again. “That’s almost like getting an all over tan,” she said. 
“What? Oh, yeah, thought I’d try this,” said Debbie, once again taking ownership of David’s actions.
“How about I put some sunscreen on you,” suggested Mindy. Without waiting for a reply she got up and got some sunscreen. Returning she squeezed some on Debbie’s back and started rubbing it in. She did a thorough job, coating Debbie’s back, neck, arms, and legs. “Now roll over so I can do your front.”
Debbie reached back and retied her straps and then rolled over. “Didn’t have to do that for me,” said Mindy. Debbie looked at her friend curiously, wondering if she detected more behind what Mindy said. It almost looked like Mindy was disappointed that she’d covered up. Not just like she didn’t have to cover up in front of Mindy, but more like Mindy wished she hadn’t covered up. She noticed how Mindy’s hands roamed over her body as she rubbed in the sunscreen. Aside from the fact that she kept her hands in safe places, it wasn’t any different than how David caressed her. The look in Mindy’s eyes even made her a little uncomfortable. 
As she finished, Mindy said, “Now you do me.” She plopped back down on her towel and waited for Debbie to return the favor. 
“Sure, no problem,” said Debbie. She started on Mindy’s neck and shoulders, working her way to her arms and legs. As she stopped and put more lotion on her hand, she froze. The edge of Mindy’s suit, right where her leg disappeared into the leg hole, moved and the skin of her bottom pressed in. She gaped as David ran his palm over Mindy’s upper thigh with his fingers clearly under the elastic of her leg hole and caressing her bottom. She didn’t dare add her hands to the mix, making Mindy wonder about three hands on her body. David took charge with both hands and it looked to Debbie as if David was cupping Mindy’s bottom. Somebody was definitely up to no good. What else would Mindy think except that she was playing with Mindy’s bottom?
Mindy picked up her head and David’s hands lifted off her. As Mindy looked back, Debbie turned scarlet. “What was that all about?” asked her friend as she rolled onto her back. “You playing with my butt?”
“Sorry,” said Debbie. “I was just… umm… trying to make sure I got sunscreen all the way up and… just got carried away, I guess.”
“It’s OK,” said Mindy. “Felt kinda nice.”
Oh crap, thought Debbie. I was right about that look. She’s … oh my God… is she? Flirting with me? And David just made it look like I’m flirting right back. More than flirting. Jeez, I played with her butt. “Didn’t mean anything by it,” said Debbie as she started spreading sunscreen on Mindy’s shoulders and throat. Staring down at Mindy she saw two hard little points atop small swells. More than flirting. I just got her excited. 
Finished with Mindy, Debbie laid down on her back to get some sun on her front now. She was too embarrassed to look at her friend. Then the worst possible thing happened. David’s finger touched her clit. Gently at first. Softly circling the little bud. Another finger rubbed her right nipple, tweaking it to hardness, and then her left. Oh, this was a mistake. David was going to take advantage of her in front of Mindy. He didn’t do it in front of adults, but alone with Mindy was just a big, dang mistake. His touch was lighter than it had been when he touched Mindy. Then David had wanted her to know what he was doing. What he was doing to Debbie was not for Mindy’s eyes. 
Her nipples were hard and she was certain her pussy was getting wet. It was so very hard to keep from squirming and moaning. She peeked through half-closed eyelids and saw Mindy perched on an elbow watching her. Blushing, she closed her eyes again. She didn’t know what to do. She just wished herself away and hoped Mindy had the decency to not look. Any minute now she’d gasp or squirm. This was the worst ever. David was practically torturing her. Her heart was pounding as she got more and more excited. David was burning with excitement, driving her crazy physically and mentally, and she was about ready to let him take her right then and there. 
Suddenly she was in a shadow and she opened her eyes to see Mindy leaning over her. “God, Debbie, what are you doing?” breathed Mindy softly. “I can’t take it. I can’t just…” She leaned closer and pressed her warm lips to Debbie’s surprised lips. Debbie was too far gone to fight as Mindy kissed her, pushing her tongue into Debbie’s mouth. At the same time, Debbie felt a hand on her tit and it wasn’t David’s. She badly wanted anyone to touch her, even Mindy. When David’s hand went away, she caught Mindy’s wrist and urgently pulled her best friend’s hand down inside the front of her suit, right to her sopping pussy. Mindy gasped with surprise and her uncertain hand clutched at Debbie’s sex. That’s all it took for Debbie to orgasm. Her body arched up off the ground in the ultimate pleasure. 
Mindy kissed her hard, something that David couldn’t do. Her hand continued to rub Debbie until her orgasm passed. Unmistakably, Debbie felt David cum. He wasn’t touching her; she just felt it like she felt so many of his emotions. She imagined him jerking off as he watched a lesbian show that he’d instigated. Debbie and Mindy just cuddled for a few minutes, kissing and caressing. Mindy didn’t fade away like David did. Her hands lingered on tits and pussy, pushing aside the small suit to expose what she wanted. 
“God, Debbie,” said Mindy softly. “Better than I imagined. That was incredible. I never knew you were into girls, too. How cool is that? Awesome.” She lay back without saying anything more, but the look on her face said it all. Now you do me. 
Again Debbie felt compelled to complete what David had started. Or else she had to explain that it wasn’t her that had started this. It wasn’t her fault that she’d cum. She wasn’t a lesbian. She leaned over Mindy and kissed her. Then she grabbed the shoulder straps of her new lover’s swimsuit and pulled them down, down, down until Mindy was naked with her suit lying to the side. Debbie looked even more like a lesbian as the damning evidence rolled in. She didn’t even think about the implication of showing her experience with making love to a girl. It was David’s fault that she knew how to treat a girl. She spent half an hour kissing, touching, and caressing like David did to her. Mindy was completely lost to her friend’s expert touch, moaning and begging for Debbie to put an end to it by the time Debbie put two fingers to Mindy’s clit and drove the girl wild. David came twice while he watched. 
After a few minutes of cuddling and kissing, they grabbed their suits and towels and ran giggling into the house. They showered together, still touching and kissing. The sexual charge started to fade from Debbie and she slowed down, wanting to break off the affair and go home, but when she did, David rubbed her clit and threatened to get her excited all over again. Finally after the third time, she gave in and said, “Let’s do it again.”
She went first this time, again driving Mindy crazy for a long time before making her cum. Then she showed Mindy what to do for her. How to touch. Where to touch. When to touch. How to take it slow. And how to move in for the kill. It wasn’t as good as David did, but she knew Mindy would get better at it. She was pretty certain that David would make her come back or invite Mindy over. Like it or not, she was going to repeat this show for David. She felt compelled to explain that she did this a lot to herself and that’s why she knew so much. Either that or tell Mindy that she’d done it before with another girl. She could think of no other way to explain how she knew what she knew. 
“I do it a lot, too,” said Mindy. “And I think of you when I do it. I just never imagined it would come true. Awesome. I just never took so long. Gawd, the way you make me feel and drag it out. I wanna cum so bad, but you won’t let me. Then bam! Wow. It’s incredible.”
After that they got dressed. Mindy gave her a final kiss and she went home. Once there, she brooded over what had to be simply the most humiliating experience of her life. It had been wonderful yet it was still forced sex. It had been exhilarating yet humiliating. It made her closer than ever to Mindy and made her feel like her fate with David was sealed. If he could make her do that, was there any limit to what he could do? David had been electrifying, but even Mindy, just from her looks, her touch, her kisses, and her enthusiasm, had been more so. Just thinking about Mindy laying naked on her towel in the backyard made her heart pound again. She so didn’t want to be a lesbian, so why was that image so exciting? She didn’t want a repeat performance, but she knew that next time it wouldn’t take as much effort by David to make her. And the next time even less. 
David came back after dinner as she was doing the dishes. Her mom was with her in the kitchen, so he was just there, not doing anything. He didn’t even send her vibes, but as soon as she was done with the dishes she went to her room. A day ago this was one of the last things she’d ever have done, but today was different. She stripped off her clothes and laid down on her bed. “Fuck me, David,” she said. She didn’t want to belong to him, want him, and need him. Right now, however, she needed affirmation that she hadn’t gone totally lesbo. 
He caressed her for several minutes, but didn’t enter her. She didn’t ask a second time. She refused to plead with him no matter how much she wanted him. As she fell asleep that night she felt like something was missing rather than that she’d just added a new dimension to her life. How was she going to face Mindy at school? Neither of them had bothered to call the other to talk about it. She wondered if Mindy was going to have the same awkward feeling. 
It was still dark outside when Debbie woke up early Monday morning. She jerked at the handcuffs, angry that he’d done it again. That wasn’t what woke her up, though. It was the odd feeling of her mouth and the way she was drooling on her pillow. Struggling to sit up, she realized she had a ball stuffed in her mouth and there was nothing she could do to expel it. No exasperated “David!” came from her lips. She swung her feet out of bed and walked to the light switch. Using her shoulder to turn on the light, she looked in the mirror to see a bright red ball firmly lodged between her pearly white teeth. A leather strap ran around her head, holding the ball gag in place. 
Like magic her shirt went up over her head to hang on the cuffs. Her pants went to the floor and he made her step out of them. Then pressure on her shoulders told her to kneel. She heard him whispering, “Mine, mine, mine,” as she knelt and wondered what he was up to. She felt less like a girlfriend and more like a subject kneeling before her liege, or a slave before her master. Looking down she saw the silver chain with the letter D hanging almost to her tits. Cuffed, gagged, and collared. She could only hope that he removed the cuffs before it was time to get up. 
As she knelt, keys, two of them this time, floated to her. A key entered the padlock behind her head and then fingers undid the strap. The gag came free and David put it and the keys in her panty drawer. She realized even if the cuffs had been removed, she couldn’t have taken out the gag. It had been locked in place. The keys did not return to free her from her cuffs. 
What happened next shocked and disgusted her. She felt his cock press against her lips, insistently trying to pry them apart. It was a battle she felt she could win until he grabbed her wrists and pulled up on them. He pulled them up high, forcing her to bend forward until her forehead pressed against the carpet. Then he pulled harden and it hurt… bad. She couldn’t even scream out in pain lest she bring her parents on the run to see what was wrong. They’d find her naked and cuffed. Explain that. 
“OK, I’ll do it,” she said, her voice strained. He let go of her wrists, but didn’t help her back to an upright kneeling position. She had to struggle to get up and push off with her forehead to get up. Then she opened her mouth for him. As his cock pushed past her lips, she pursed her lips around it and sucked, fighting to keep it from going too far in. He respected no boundaries, pushing deep into her throat, only apparently deterred by the less than appealing gagging noises that she made. After that he simply fucked her mouth, occasionally testing her gag reflex just because he could. 
The good news was that his cock had no taste. It was there. It was hard and soft at the same time. It was warm. It was long and slender. He slid it in and out with his hands on her head. When he came, there was no flood of semen into her mouth. It felt every bit as demeaning as if he had raped her mouth and flooded it with cum. When he was done, he uncuffed her and tucked them away in her panty drawer. Then he left. She put her pajamas back on and climbed into bed. It was 4:00 am and she didn’t get back to sleep. 
She felt like she had the taste of boy cum in her mouth. Finally breakfast, sausage and eggs, drove that imagined taste from her mind. She hurriedly got her things together and left for school early, hoping that David gave her some space. 
At school she sought out Mindy right away. “Hi,” she said with a shrug, suddenly feeling shy. “Guess yesterday was a big surprise, huh?”
“Totally,” agreed Mindy. “Can you come over like Tuesday? Mom will be gone and dad is pretty clueless. Let’s me do whatever. He won’t notice.”
No, I can’t come over. I don’t want to do that… ever again. It’s just not me. “Sure,” said Debbie. “That’ll be fun.” She was surprised at how enthusiastic she sounded. Maybe she could have a fling with Mindy and then they could break up. Yeah, that would do it. But that would ruin their friendship. Damn David. He was making life so complicated. 
Then Tuesday, Mindy cancelled. She said she wasn’t feeling good. She was out of school for the rest of the week. Her mom wouldn’t let Debbie talk to her when she called. It left Debbie wondering just how sick Mindy was. 
That whole week, David was there just as she got home from school. He fucked her and then he was gone. He wasn’t there in the morning with more “presents.” He didn’t come to school. She didn’t feel warm and cozy, up to no good, or seriously horny from him. Their afternoon sessions were more perfunctory than passionate. 
Mindy called her Saturday morning. “I’m sneaking out. Gotta talk to you. Don’t say a word. I’ll be at your front door in 10 minutes. I won’t knock. Just let me in. Gotta talk. Gotta talk.” She sounded a little crazy and her next words explained why. “You gotta keep this a secret. Like you kept David a secret.” Click. 
Shit! Debbie felt a wave of jealousy. David is cheating on me! 
Comment on this story
Ghost in the Mind
By Kenna
Chapter 5
(bg, gg, d/s, bd, humil, oral, spank)
Debbie stewed in her room for a few minutes. It was a good thing her parents had gone to visit some friends. She had an earful she wanted to give to Mindy. She’d have to figure out a way to handle David, but she could at least tell Mindy… hmmm, just what could she tell Mindy. If David was forcing Mindy like he forced Debbie, then what could she do about it? She wasn’t sure about the answer to the question, but she sure could make a stink over it. Why am I so upset over this? Wouldn’t it be good if he moved on to Mindy and left me alone? 
She went out on the front porch to wait for Mindy. When she arrived, Mindy said, “Where are your parents?”
“Out,” said Debbie. “All day over in Oak Grove.”
“Perfect,” said Mindy. Not wanting to hear anything from Debbie yet, she put a finger to her lips and pushed past her into the house with a bag in one hand. Debbie practically had to run to keep up with Mindy as she beelined for Debbie’s bedroom. 
Right on Mindy’s heels, Debbie shut the door and then turned around, angry as hell, but Mindy was kneeling on the floor, looking up with worry. “You were smart,” she said to Debbie. “You were smart and didn’t say anything about David. I told my mom and dad. I’m seeing a shrink now. I’m crazy, you know. Nuts. He won’t leave me alone, but now I’m lying and saying nope, nobody in my head. I’m just fine. They just don’t believe me.” She winced and said to thin air, “Sorry.” It might have looked strange to anyone else, but Debbie knew exactly where David was and Mindy had just spoken back to him. Spoken to him like David had just admonished her. Verbally. 
“He talks to you?” demanded Debbie, growing angrier. He doesn’t talk to me!
“Oh, yes, talks. That’s all. He doesn’t touch, except… well, you’ll see. He says he touches you, nice, caresses. He doesn’t touch, but he talks. He’s in my head all the time. He won’t let me sleep. He won’t stop talking. He wants me to be yours. Belong to you. A slave. See?” She fished out a chain with a D on it. Just as her D was plainly for David, Debbie was sure this D was for Debbie. “I will. I have to. To make him stop.” Debbie could see that Mindy was desperate. Her friend sounded nuts, the way she was talking rapid fire. 
“OK,” said Mindy to David. She stood up and stripped off her clothes. “He says I should be naked for you. You like it?” She knelt back down. 
Debbie looked at her friend… her slave. Yeah… she did like it. She found it exciting to have Mindy naked because she had to be naked. “So, he doesn’t fuck you?”
“No, that’s just for you,” said Mindy, wincing at the word fuck. “I’m still a virgin, well, kind of. He says it takes a boy to make me not a virgin.” She reached into her bag and pulled out a fake cock, bigger than David’s. “This doesn’t count,” she said as she pushed it into her pussy. “Wanna watch?” She pulled it out and pushed it back, watching her mistress as she fucked herself. “Wanna do me?”
“Maybe,” said Debbie. “You mean, I own you?” Like David owns me? “I can make you do anything I want?”
“Yeah, I will, I promise. Then David says he’ll get out of my head. Besides, it’s not so bad. I’d like to be yours. You’d let me cum, wouldn’t you? He won’t. Oh, he teases and teases, but he won’t let me cum.” She didn’t stop fucking herself with the fake cock. “You’re pretty and I think you’re sexy…” She looked at the unseen David, who spoke to Mindy, though Debbie couldn’t hear anything. Debbie decided she preferred David’s hands to his voice if that was the choice. “Mistress,” Mindy said, obviously responding to David’s prompt. 
“He gave you something for me,” said Mindy. “In your drawer. Cuffs and a gag. Put them on me, mistress.” She reached into her bag and pulled out a leather paddle. “Then spank Mindy’s naughty ass. You gotta.” She looked again at David, listened and then turned back to her mistress. “OK, you don’t gotta. You can do it if you want or not, Mistress.” Mindy reached into her bag and again before Debbie could go get the cuffs and gag and pulled out a handful of handcuffs. “You don’t even need yours, you can have mine.”
“Stop!” said Debbie. “Stop telling me what to do. Be quiet and let me think.”
“Sorry, Mistress,” said Mindy and then she shut her mouth and waited. 
“Stop doing that,” Debbie pointed at the dildo that was still moving in and out of Mindy’s bare pussy. Her slave looked disappointed, but stopped that, too. “You said David doesn’t touch you except… Except what?”
“Except this,” she pulled the cock from her pussy and put it to her lips. Then she pushed all 6 inches of it in her mouth and down her throat. She made a gagging sound, but then managed to relax her throat so she could leave the cock there. Debbie just gaped at how easily and casually Mindy shoved the cock way farther than she thought possible. It made her wonder just how many times in the past few days she’d had it in her mouth all the way. Then Mindy pulled it back out. “Except he does it with his cock, too. He showed you what it was like once, but now I’m supposed to blow him for you. You never have to again.” She opened her mouth and David’s cock slid between her lips and down her throat. 
Debbie watched with fascination as Mindy’s mouth opened wide and then her head bobbed back and forth in rhythm to David’s thrusts. David was nothing but a disembodied cock and a voice for Mindy. Hands and cock for Debbie. Voice and cock for Mindy. Now that cock was raping Mindy’s mouth. The mistress hadn’t missed what her slave said. She’d never have to suck David’s cock again because her slave would do it for her. And David’s cock would never enter Mindy’s pussy. That was reserved for Debbie. Smiling as her mind accepted the new situation, she leaned forward close to Mindy’s face. “Suck him, slave. Suck him for me. While I watch. David, I want to see you cum in her mouth.” Not that she would actually see him cum, but she could see Mindy’s cheeks hollow as she sucked David and she saw Mindy’s throat bulge with each thrust. 
It was exciting to watch and even more exciting just to think about David taking the past week to train Mindy just for her. Her best friend. Her cute best friend. Her very lesbian best friend. Though Debbie hadn’t been all that excited about having sex with Mindy, the idea of being able to make Mindy do naughty stuff was enough make her want Mindy sexually. 
It took David a couple of minutes before he came. Debbie had to wonder what it was like for Mindy to suck a cock. Debbie remembered how she’d been forced to blow David once and hadn’t liked it. If Mindy wasn’t into boys, then it must be especially demeaning. And then to do it right in front of Debbie, her best friend and new mistress. Debbie shivered just at the thought of that. David was apparently rubbing off on her, because she got a thrill from thinking how humiliated Mindy had to be right now. 
After his orgasm, David faded away as usual. He couldn’t keep up the effort it took to be even partially in their world after that. The time he spent recovering was getting shorter, but he still had to leave. 
Mindy knew she was alone with Debbie. David’s orgasms left her with the only peace she’d had for the past few days. Now any hope that she’d have peace for these few minutes faded as she saw the look in Debbie’s eyes. 
The new mistress would never have accepted her role, never even known what to do with a slave if it hadn’t been for David. He’d broken barriers with her, doing more than teaching her about sex. He’d turned her into a slave to his desires. Debbie had accepted that she could be a sex slave. Now it took no effort at all to imagine Mindy as a sex slave… her sex slave. And she’d was aroused from Mindy stripping for her, watching Mindy suck a cock, and, of course, the sexual energy that David generated when he got excited. 
Debbie took off her shorts and panties and lay down on the bed. Then she got up again and picked up a pair of handcuffs. She cuffed Mindy’s hands behind her back and then said, “Lie down on the bed. On your stomach.” She picked up the paddle that Mindy had shown her and tapped it on her palm as Mindy eyed her with dread. Then Mindy went to the bed and lay down. 
“Don’t move,” said Debbie. “Don’t scream either.” Dang, she knew what she wanted, but she still had to think about how to do it. She got her ball gag and forced it into Mindy’s mouth and fastened it behind her head. “OK, you can scream,” she said. Then she started spanking Mindy’s cute little bottom. After four swats, Mindy was squirming and trying to scream, but she couldn’t make much noise with the gag in her mouth. “Spanking my naughty slave’s pretty bottom,” said Debbie after the fifth swat. “Gawd, this is fun.” She delivered another five swats. Jeez, she couldn’t believe how much fun it was to make Mindy scream and kick without being able to really do anything about it. 
Then she rolled Mindy onto her back, removed her gag, and climbed up on the bed, squatting over Mindy’s head. “I wanna cum now,” she said. “Use your mouth and tongue.” She made sure she was in reach of Mindy’s tongue and peered between her legs to watch Mindy. Her slave didn’t appear to be put out a bit to be given the chance to run her tongue up and down another girl’s slit. “Little lezzie slut,” said Debbie. “David sure picked the right girl to be my slave. Have a good time.” 
The comment made Mindy blush, embarrassed that Debbie had said out loud what they both knew to be true. Her little pink tongue eagerly tasted her mistress, lapping up leaking juices at first before centering her attention on Debbie’s swollen clit. She certainly had enjoyed making Debbie cum with her fingers last weekend. Being so close to her mistress’ sex was better than her fantasy affair with her best friend and better than just her fingers. Her mistress’ pussy got messy and she started making slurping noises… just too much juice to control.
“Oh, yeah,” said Debbie. “Be noisy. Be messy. I like that. I wanna hear you… eat me. Yeah, let me hear you eat me.” She was getting close to an orgasm and the sounds from her slave made it even better. The little pink glow to Mindy’s cheeks was priceless. Moments later she came, barely able to hold still enough that Mindy’s tongue could coax the best possible orgasm from her mistress. 
A little shaky from the wonderful cum, Debbie sat on the bed and ran her hands over Mindy’s body, much like she had last weekend. With gentle caresses, she elicited moans of pleasure from her slave. It was obvious from her quick response and the shiny gleam of wetness on her pussy that Mindy was incredibly excited already. Debbie just sat and teased her slave, touching, tweaking and tormenting her nipples. Occasionally she leaned down and kissed Mindy which brought arousing noises of pleasure from her slave. Her hand wandered to Mindy’s pussy and she teased her clit relentlessly. 
Mindy seemed to lose all sense of reason as she squirmed on the bed. Sometimes she begged with coherent words and sometimes she just grunted like an animal. Debbie thought this was more fun than spanking Mindy, so she kept it up, feeling herself getting aroused all over again. When she couldn’t take it any longer, she squatted down over Mindy’s face again without a word. 
Seeing her mistress ready for another orgasm, Mindy inhaled deeply and then started noisily eating pussy. Her own body was on fire, desperate for an orgasm. The taste and smell of her mistress kept her on fire without sating her. Again Debbie came and then returned to caressing and teasing her slave. “Want to cum for me, slave?”
“Uh huh, yeah, yeah, please, mistress,” said Mindy. She’d been begging for at least half an hour so she knew her mistress knew she wanted to cum. “Just your fingers. That’s all I want. All I deserve. And I’ll eat you again.”
“You’ll eat me again and again, even if you don’t get to cum,” said Debbie. She put a finger firmly on Mindy’s clit and rubbed hard and fast. As soon as Mindy’s body tensed in orgasm, she pulled her finger away. “Eeeee, please, mistress,” squealed Mindy at the sudden loss of stimulation. The orgasm seemed to go on hold, slipping away, painfully away. She needed to be touched!
Then Debbie put two fingers on her slave’s clit and rubbed hard. Mindy went crazy, writhing, twisting, turning, squealing, and screaming as she lost all control. Shocked at the intensity of her slave’s orgasm, Debbie found it thrilling to know she’d done that. Perhaps David was making Mindy be her slave, but after an orgasm like that, Mindy would bow to her of her own accord. As Mindy wound down, Debbie pulled her fingers away and put them to her slave’s mouth. “Clean my fingers, slave,” she said. Mindy eagerly sucked her own juices from her mistress’ sweet fingers. 
What seemed like a long time was actually only an hour and half. Debbie had owned a slave for just a short time, but she’d thoroughly enjoyed her slave. David had made the idea acceptable to her and then given her a slave of her own. The little girl who had started to feel used and abused by her ghost now had an outlet to her frustration. She looked down at the naked form on her bed, thinking about how much fun she was going to have with a slave. 
Mindy looked so relaxed that Debbie thought she needed to keep her slave from taking a nap. She took Mindy’s nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and pinched hard. Her slave groaned and then started whimpering. Her nipples responded by hardening despite the pain. Debbie squeezed, but wished she could leave Mindy in pain without even the little effort she was expending. Then she had a thought. “Be right back, slave,” she said and dashed out of the room. A minute later she returned with two clothespins which she promptly clamped on Mindy’s hard little nipples.  
Mindy watched with curiosity as the first one was clamped on her nipple. When she realized what was happening and how much it hurt, she squirmed to avoid the second one. The only problem was that there was really nothing she could do for the second one except watch again. Debbie steadied her slave with one hand and clamped the tender nipple with the other. “Perfect,” she observed. 
She wanted to rest a bit before doing anymore with Mindy, so she said, “Tell me about your week with David. What did he do to you? Tell me. What did he make you do? Did he strip you? How many times did you suck him? How did he teach you to take it all? What else?” 
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Where to begin? Mindy had to think back to when it started. It seemed so very long ago. She’d been a different person back then. 
He first came to me on Monday morning. You remember… we’d just done it that first time on Sunday. I thought… jeez, it sounds silly now… but I thought he was my conscience at first. Talking inside my head. I don’t know why I’d have a boy for a conscience, but what was I supposed to think. The voice… you know, it turned out to be David, but not at first… said he’d watched me with you the day before. Said I was a naughty girl. But he liked it and wanted to see it again. So, here I am telling myself to do it again with you. That’s what I thought anyway. 
Only it doesn’t stop. He goes to school with me and pops off in my head at inconvenient and annoying times about me being a lezzie and liking it. Duh. I knew that, but I know it’s wrong, too. Somewhere in there… around second period, I think… I stopped thinking it was my conscience and started thinking I was going crazy. How would you explain a voice in your head? 
Anyway, it wasn’t until I got home that he says his name is David. Says you know about him. Says he’s a ghost that lives in your house. OK, so… ghost doesn’t sound quite right. He’s not scary and the room isn’t cold and there aren’t funny noises, but I’d rather believe he’s a ghost than I’m going crazy. And he’s a boy ghost who watched us. You know, he’s freaking me out. Not like I can pretend he didn’t watch because he knows all the details. And he starts talking about how he wants to see it again. Nonstop.
I go, “La, la, la, la, can’t hear you.” Trying to ignore him, but it doesn’t work. By the time dinner comes, I’m like nuts. He’s talking during dinner. So, I go, “Can you hear that?”
“Hear what?” asks mom. 
“The… ummm… voice.” You can’t imagine how stupid I feel just to be asking that. I already knew the answer. If they could hear it, they’d have mentioned it by now. But, I was desperate. I had to ask. 
“What voice?” asks mom, really nervous like. 
“That voice!” I say. “He just said he saw me… watched us.”
“Holy cow, Mindy,” says my brother. “Flipping out?”
“Shut up, Matthew,” says mom. “Honey, you’re scaring me. You hear a voice?”
“Clear as day,” I say. “His name is…” I get this really horrible feeling that I shouldn’t have said a word. I really do sound nuts. “… David.”
“You hear him right now?” says Dad. 
I just nod. Then I say, “Stop it, David!” You know, talking to thin air. Mom looks like she’s looking at a complete stranger… me, you know… like she doesn’t know me at all. I think I must have turned white as a sheet. 
Dad goes, “There’s nobody here, Mindy.” Duh!
“He’s a ghost,” I say even though I know I’m getting in deeper. I just gotta explain. I gotta let them know I’m not crazy. “Say something, David. Say it so they can hear it!”
“Ghost?” goes Matt. “Here? Creepy…” He doesn’t say anymore. Not with the look mom and dad give him. 
So then mom like gets up from the table and makes me get up and go to her bedroom and dad follows, too. They shut the door. “You still hear it?” says Dad.
“Yeah, he follows me. He was at school all day and now he’s here.”
“Baby, lay down.” Baby? Mom never says things like that.
“I’m calling the doctor,” says dad. 
OK, OK,” said Deb. “I get the picture. They call the doc. Doc says you’re crazy. What about you and David?”
“It’s important, Mistress. You gotta know why I did everything I did,” says Mindy. “Just let me finish. I’ll keep it short.”
So the doc the first day asks if anything odd happened within the last couple of days. When I hem and haw and say kinda, sorta, he says, “I won’t tell your parents. But, I need to know… as your doctor, so I know what’s going on with you.”
I give him a pretty toned down version of Sunday, something like, “I made out with a girlfriend.”
“Hmmm,” says the doctor and says I’m feeling guilty. I should accept what happened. Kids do those kinds of things. Experiment with each other. It’s OK. Pats my head. “Yeah, it’s OK, so don’t beat yourself up over it.”
I’m pretty freaking scared, Mistress. David is still there, but I clam up about him. The doctor thinks I’m guilty. My parents think I’m nuts. I think I’m pretty freaking screwed. OK?
So, the doc says I’m just stressed out and I get to go to school Tuesday. Was I weird on Tuesday? Yeah? I thought so. It was hard to do anything with David talking, talking, talking. 
So, cut to Tuesday afternoon at home. I’m pretty well convinced I’m not just feeling stressed or guilty or anything. David tells me that he’s your ghost. Been with you for seven years? That right? OK, really. I wasn’t sure if I should believe him or not. Then he says it. “I’ll stop talking if you take off your clothes.” For peace of mind? Crap, yeah, I take off my clothes… in my bedroom of course. Said he’d already seen it all anyway. 
Only he doesn’t stop for long. He starts up again. Talking dirty now. Talking about my body and what he wants me to do and… I can’t do anything about it. He even took my clothes. I’m naked and… anyway, he says he’ll shut up if I play with myself. So I do. A couple of times. He says he’ll shut up if I talk dirty to him. So I do. 
So, picture this. I’m lying naked on my back on my bed saying stuff like, “Fuck me, David,” and “Play with my tits, David,” and “Watch me diddle myself.” Bam! The door opens and there’s mom. Heard everything. I am mortified and turn about seven shades of red. I don’t know what all mom can tell, but I’ve cum four times and trying for the fifth as I’m talking to David. I don’t even remember how I got there… you know, to that state of mind, except David just drove me there.
Doctor gets called, I don’t go to school for the rest of the week cuz this time he decides I need ‘observation.’ Only now I deny David. Just made him up. I’m OK. Just stressed out like you said doc. Yeah, and they want to believe me, but I can tell they don’t quite. Getting caught frigging yourself while talking to a non-existent boy makes parents worry, you know? Pretty hard to talk your way out of that. Want worse? I got worse. Mom tells dad about it. Jeez, Louise, caught their daughter frigging herself silly and talking to a guy. Thanks for sharing, mom. 
‘Observation’ consists of me staying home and my mom checking on my every hour. David tells me I have to stay in my room or else. Mom doesn’t mind me wanting to be alone.  Probably better for me if I’m not alone, but David doesn’t want that. Alone in my room with David and mom staying home from work to check on my every hour. I got clever enough to deny David. David got clever enough to not bother me when mom checked on me. So, she doesn’t catch me with David again. He’s still there with me, but I get to act normal when mom looks in on me. 
Wednesday after lunch, he goes, “Down on your knees.” I kneel down, naked of course. He has handcuffs. His voice was one thing, but handcuffs floating in the air? Jeez, it’s like the first time I knew he was really more than a voice in my head. He tells me to put my hands behind my back. 
Mistress, I did not want to do that. I go, “David, you’ll take them off before mom comes, right?” I don’t expect mom for another hour but I want to make sure he doesn’t leave me naked, kneeling, and cuffed when she peeks in on me. 
“Do it,” he says. “Do it. Do it. Or I’ll make noise and your mom will come right now. Caught naked again. They’ll send you to the nuthouse.” 
My skin crawls as I put my hands behind my back. He wouldn’t even promise to have them off when mom comes. I mean, what if I’m kneeling, naked, and cuffed when she comes back? But, I don’t have a choice, so I do it and he puts the cuffs on me. 
“Now open your mouth and blow me,” he says. 
I’m like huh? He’s not really real. How could I do that? I open my mouth and feel his cock touch my lips. Gross! I don’t want a boy’s thing in my mouth, but I do it anyway. He doesn’t taste as good as you do, Mistress, but I have to. He doesn’t just put it in my mouth, but that very first time he pushes it down my throat. I’m gagging and choking, but he doesn’t care. Nothing I can do about it. He fucks my mouth, all the way out and all the way back in. That first time I never got used to it. It was horrible. 
Debbie knelt over her slave straddling Mindy’s stomach as she listened to the story. Slowly she started to rub her pussy. She wanted Mindy to lick her again, but she didn’t want to interrupt the story. 
“He’s got to you, too, hasn’t he, Mistress?” said Mindy as she watched her mistress play with herself. She knew she wasn’t the same girl she was a week ago and it was obvious Debbie wasn’t the same girl she knew as her best friend. Being forced to relive the week with David by telling the story was embarrassing and cruel. On top of that, telling the story while her Mistress got herself off was mortifying, except that the view was exquisite as her Mistress practically put on a show for her. Still, this was not the Debbie she knew. It was someone else entirely. 
Dutifully the slave continued her story as a tingly, twisty feeling built in her tummy as both story telling and watching her mistress aroused her. 
I remember each time. He raped my mouth four times on Wednesday. By the fourth time I was kinda used to it. It still made me gag, but I guess I was used to the gagging and it didn’t seem so bad anymore. Imagine that, me sucking cock four times in one day. Every time he made me kneel, cuffed me, and fucked my mouth. He talked about how he liked it. Fucking my mouth. Raping a lezzie’s mouth. 
Oh yeah, he did make sure mom never caught us like that. 
Wednesday night while I’m in bed, he does it two more times. Just wakes me up and fucks my mouth. Made me sleep naked, but he didn’t cuff me those times. On Thursday he has a ball gag and a paddle. He likes to paddle me standing up and bent over at the waist or sometimes he made me kneel on the floor with my chest on the bed. Then Thursday afternoon he tells me he’s training me to be your slave. I’m gonna have to do whatever you want. You know what? I felt relieved. I wasn’t going to be his for much longer. I was going to be yours. I liked that idea. 
“God, Mistress,” said Mindy. “Want me to lick you. I will. I mean, I like watching you. It’s hot. Making me wet, but I’d like to lick your pussy and make you cum again.” She waggled her tongue at Debbie. “Would you like that?”
“Finish the story,” said Debbie with a little shudder. Yeah, she’d like that, but she wanted to hear all the story more than she wanted her pussy licked. “What about Friday?”
Well, OK, so Thursday I blow him six times. That’s the day he said he had you do it once, but I’d be his cocksucker from now on. By Thursday afternoon, I don’t mind a cock deep in my throat. I still make a gag sound once in a while, but it’s really OK.
Friday? Well, more of the same. Friday he has a dildo, you know, the one in my bag and makes me take my own cherry. Mistress, I did everything for him. All he had to do was ask or tell me. I put the dildo in my pussy and fucked myself until I came. I sucked it clean. I fucked myself in the ass and that’s a big fucking dildo. 
“Jesus,” moaned Debbie, trying to picture that. She quickly scooted forward to line her slave’s tongue with her dripping pussy. “Eat me, slave,” she commanded. She already had herself on the edge so it was just seconds before she came, her fingers entwined in Mindy’s hair and pulling her up as her smooth thighs gripped Mindy’s head tightly.  
With that done, she uncuffed Mindy’s wrists and said, “Fuck yourself in the ass for me, slave. Show me how you do that.” She couldn’t imagine the big fake cock going inside Mindy’s tight asshole, so she had to see it for herself. 
“Yes, Mistress.” Mindy retrieved her dildo and got back on the bed with her ass in the air. She lined the cock up with her ass and slowly started working it in, wiggling it side to side as she loosened herself up. “Fucking my ass for my Mistress,” she grunted and then got the head of the cock through her sphincter. It took a minute to get the cock buried to the fake balls in her ass. Then she started sliding the cock in and out. 
Debbie pushed Mindy’s hand off the cock and took control of it. She worked it in and out at the same pace Mindy was using and then started doing it harder and faster. The view of Mindy’s slender ass with a big cock embedded in it was incredible. The mistress felt herself getting more and more aroused at the sight and the sounds of Mindy grunting. She was already close to cumming when Mindy pled, “Please, Mistress, may… may… I cum?”
“Can you cum with just this?”
“No, Mistress,” gasped Mindy. “I need… to… t-touch my c-clit.”
“You like this?”
“Ooo, yes, Mistress. M-Mindy loves… ass fucking. All… all the way. You do it better… than me.”
Debbie put two fingers to Mindy’s clit. Pounding the cock in and out of her slave’s ass, she fingered the hard little button. Mindy squealed in pleasure as an orgasm rocked her body. Then she collapsed in a heap on the bed. 
“Oh no, don’t do that,” gasped Debbie. “On your back and…” She was about to tell Mindy to eat her yet again, but she had a different idea. Evilly different. Diabolical. Something Mindy had said while telling about her past week and an image of something like that only worse. After Mindy turned on her back, she handed Mindy the dildo. “Clean it off.”
Trained to please her Mistress, Mindy still recoiled at the idea. It had just been in her ass. She took the dildo and looked at it. After a few seconds of hesitation while she pondered the consequences, she put the plastic cock to her lips and pushed it into her mouth. Fear of David and a promise to her Mistress motivated her to clean the foul dildo. The taste of her own ass was quickly chased away as she was rewarded with her Mistress’ pussy again. 
It was getting close to lunch as the phone rang. Debbie was tempted to ignore it, but her mom called to check on her sometimes. It wasn’t her mom; it was Mindy’s. Mindy’s mom’s voice reminded her that Mindy had snuck out of the house. For a moment she considered denying that Mindy was at her house, but she thought that would just be more trouble than it was worth. “Yeah, she’s here. We’ve just been hanging out.”
“Is she… OK?”
“Yeah, she’s fine,” said Debbie. “Wanna talk to her?”
“Just tell her to come home,” said her worried mom. 
Damn! There goes a day of fun. Debbie wanted more, but she knew she’d just have to wait until another day. She would take what time she could with her new slave, but Mindy’s mom couldn’t find out about them. “OK, I’ll tell her right now.”
Mindy got dressed. Leaving behind her bag of cuffs, a dildo, and gags, the slave went home. If everything went as promised, David would never return to bother her. She was fulfilling her commitment, but she could only hope that he fulfilled his. Not that she wouldn’t ever hear and feel him again. He had promised to stay away from her when she was alone, but distinctly said he would be there with her and Debbie. 
Left alone again, Debbie had lunch and then her mom called to make sure everything was OK. She told her mom that Mindy had come over, but nothing about what they’d done together. 
Just when she thought she’d have a quiet afternoon, David came back. Actually he’d been there for quite a while, watching her and Mindy, but watching seemingly from a distance. Content to let Debbie have her fun with her new slave. Now he came closer, filling the room with the presence of a horny boy. Debbie sighed with resignation. She’d gotten used to doing what he wanted, but now she had a name for it. She was his slave. “Yes, Master?” she said. 
Angrily he slapped her face and she wondered what she’d done wrong. He seemed larger, looming over her and filling the room with anger and disappointment. “Yes, David?” she said tentatively and felt him soften and touch her cheek with approval. She understood that David was her master, but his name was still David. 
She’d been looking forward to a day with Mindy, but now it looked like an afternoon with David with the new feeling of being his slave. David stripped her, gagged her, and cuffed her. Then he picked up the clothespins that Mindy had worn. He teased Debbie’s nipples to hardness and put the clothespins on the sensitive, hard nubs. Debbie gasped in pain, feeling now what she’d done to her own slave. His hands guided her to lay face down on the bed and she wondered if she had just given him ideas on how to treat his slave. With a sinking feeling, she watched him pick up the paddle. Damn, she thought. Am I gonna suck a dildo that was up my ass? 
David swatted her ass more than she’d done to Mindy. He delivered ten strokes to each cheek as she screamed into the gag. Being spanked was bad enough, but to remember that she was a bona fide mistress who had just done this to her own slave was utterly humiliating. Had David given her a slave just to add to her humiliation? Oh how the turnabout ate at her. 
Again she wondered about the fate of her ass as he continued to mimic her morning, just with her role reversed. He teased her mercilessly until she lost all reason and found herself begging for release. At least he stuck to his promise that she wouldn’t perform oral sex on him as Mindy had done for her, but he fucked her in a way that kept her from cumming. When he did let her cum, it was only after an hour of desperate begging. Then he put two fingers to her clit and got her off. Seconds later his fingers pressed against her lips and she cleaned off her juices, just as she’d made Mindy do. 
He fucked her again. His energy was incredible, more than she’d ever seen from him. He’d fucked her three times and hadn’t faded once. Now after the third time, he stopped, but didn’t fade. 
Debbie waited for a minute, wondering what he was waiting for. There was definitely an advantage to having him speak. He could tell her what he wanted. The problem was that after a minute she knew what he wanted; he just couldn’t say it. If he could speak, he’d say, “Fuck yourself in the ass for me, slave. Show me how you do that.” Everything else was a repeat of the morning. It was time for that. 
“Yes, David.” Debbie answered as if he’d clearly asked for it. She picked up the dildo slowly, hoping he’d give her a sign that this was not what he wanted. Lacking that, she got back on the bed with her ass in the air. Please, please, stop me, David, she silently begged. Instead, she felt the sexual energy in the room go up a notch. She put the full, round head of the cock, now magnified in size by her mind and her virgin ass and started working it in as she’d seen Mindy. She grunted with pain as it entered and she understood why Mindy took so long to get it in. “Fucking my ass for my Master,” she grunted and as it sank to the plastic balls. Then she started sliding the cock in and out. 
David did not take charge of the cock to do it himself. He just watched as Debbie learned the pleasure of a cock in her ass. It hurt bad at first, but as she relaxed it got easier. Then it started to feel good. It was several minutes before she picked up the pace and truly fucked herself in the ass. She’d started it for him, but now she was doing it for herself. She could so easily reach up and rub her pussy and cum, but that wasn’t how it was supposed to happen. “Please, Master, may… may… I cum?” she begged. 
He’d been waiting for that, enjoying the script as it played out. Without hesitation, David put two fingers to Debbie’s clit. Debbie felt the orgasm rise up and take her. She couldn’t have controlled herself if she wanted to. “Yes, David,” she moaned. “Debbie l-loves… ass… fuh-fucking… for you!” 
Completely spent, she knew there was one thing left to do. She rolled to her back and held the dildo a foot from her face, staring at it. At least Mindy had the advantage of not knowing this was coming. Debbie had seen this coming over an hour ago. Dreading it, she was humiliated beyond words to know she was about to do what she’d found so exciting when Mindy did it. She was going to do it for David. She was going to do it without so much as a command from him because she had to. She felt an intense tingle in her pussy as she put the cock to her lips and sucked on it. 
He was in her in an instant, fucking her hard and fast. He came quickly and this time he faded. She lay there stunned for several minutes afterwards. She’d been so high on being a mistress and he’d taken her so low. Why did she feel so happy? She started to think of what else she could make Mindy do, devious, devilish ideas that she knew she’d do shortly afterwards. Her heart pounded as she started to finger her pussy with one hand. The other hand held the dildo to her lips so she could suck it. He may not care if she could take it all, but she did. All she needed was a little practice. 
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Try as she might, Debbie couldn’t hook up with Mindy on Sunday. Her parents took her out and then Mindy’s parents took her out and then it was late. She did manage to get over to Mindy’s house after dinner, but they couldn’t sneak off for her to play mistress to her slave. After a harrowing week and then Mindy sneaking out on Saturday, her parents were keeping a close eye on her. At least Mindy’s mom pronounced Debbie “a good influence on Mindy.” And it was all because Mindy started acting normal after the Saturday morning session. It was easy to return to normal now that David was leaving her alone. 
No time with Mindy didn’t mean that Debbie didn’t have time with David. No sirree, her master showed up in mid-afternoon while her mom was baking and dad was mowing the lawn. It wasn’t the kinky master-slave play, just a rousing romp with an invisible boy. She liked that better than when he made her do kinky stuff, though she wondered when she’d started to like having sex with David even though it was still essentially rape.  
Ten minutes before bedtime on Sunday night, David showed up with a present. She didn’t like his presents. Aside from the necklace that screamed that she was owned, he didn’t give her things that anyone else would call a present. She looked at the pair of panties with disdain. They were rubber panties with a dildo mounted inside, aimed right where her pussy would be when she put them on. So blatantly sexual. She wondered where he got these things. How and where did he get anything? She was pretty sure ghosts did not have shopping malls. Perhaps she could ask Mindy to ask David.
It wasn’t like he handed her his presents. The chain had lain on her nightstand. She’d woken up with cuffs and gag already in place. The panties were on her bed. Holding them up for inspection, she started to pull off her pajama pants, but he stopped her. “OK,” she said. “Not putting them on tonight? When then?” She thought for a second. “Oh no, David, not school? Tell me you don’t want me to wear them to school.” A brush of his hand against her cheek. Was that a yes, you’re right, I don’t want you to wear them to school or yes, I do. 
She put them away in her panty drawer figuring he’d let her know in the morning. David would let her know so there was no sense in worrying. When she climbed in bed, she fell asleep quickly without a care in the world. 
In the morning when she opened her panty drawer, she had her answer. There was only one pair of panties and it was the rubber ones, extra special dildo included. She didn’t even bother to ask. She just pulled them up her legs, stopped with the panties nearly up, lined up the dildo with her pussy, and settled it in place with a tug of the panties. Then she put on her school uniform over the panties. Now that she was wearing them, she wondered how the hell she was going to take them off for gym class without being noticed. Panty-less was embarrassing. Pulling a dildo out of her supposedly virgin, 11 year old pussy in a crowded locker room… she was pretty sure there wasn’t a word to describe how that would feel.  
She paced back and forth in her room, trying to get used to the feel of the dildo inside her as she walked. Walking funny would only draw attention to her and she didn’t want that. She couldn’t imagine what would happen if her mom saw her walking funny and made her explain. Well, when she did try to imagine it, she saw herself in the same predicament Mindy had been in last week. Yeah, I’m wearing panties with a cock in my pussy because David… you know, my ghost… is making me do it. One trip to the funny farm for me. 
So, she practiced and in a few minutes she was able to walk normal. Now she had to worry about how to get through the day like this. It had only been in place for a short time and already it was starting to make her feel tingly. At breakfast she figured out that if she sat still, it just felt odd, not tingly. So, if she could manage to sit still in class, she would be OK. 
After breakfast, she went to her room to get her backpack for school and saw another pair of rubber panties on her bed. She rushed over, wondering just what these could possibly be for. This pair had not one, but two dildos in it. There was also a remote control with two sets of on/off buttons. Assuming the remote control had something to do with the panties, she pushed an on button and one of the dildos started to quietly vibrate, more like a low hum. She turned it off and tried the other button. That button vibrated the other dildo. She had a sinking feeling as she realized one was for her pussy and one was for her ass. When would David want her to wear them? And would he make them vibrate insidiously inside her. Damn, she might cum from that. In public! For now she went to put them in her panty drawer and out of sight. When she got there, she saw a message. On the top of her dresser, bobbie pins were neatly laid out.  
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Sweet, thought Debbie. I have to put up with one for David, but Mindy’s getting two from me. And Mindy… not me… it going to get the vibrator treatment.  With a sinister smile, she stuffed the second pair of panties and the remote into her backpack and hurried off to school. Suddenly the day wasn’t looking so difficult anymore. Sure she’d have her own problems, but Mindy’s would be double… quadruple even. “Thank you, David,” she said. 
Debbie was relieved to see that Mindy was at school. Apparently her “psycho” episode had passed sufficiently that her parents allowed her out. Approaching her slave, she realized the look on her face gave away the devious intent from the way Mindy looked at her. She tried to look friendlier. “Hi, Mindy,” she said. She couldn’t very well call Mindy a slave in school. 
“Hi, Debbie,” said Mindy cautiously. 
“C’mon, I have something for you,” said Debbie, leading the way to the girls’ bathroom. First thing in the morning the bathroom was pretty empty, so she took Mindy to a corner and handed her the panties. Showing her the dildos, she said, “One goes in your pussy and one in your ass. Go in the stall and put them on.”
Mindy gave her a sick look and whispered, “Yes, mistress.” Then she went into a stall and pulled down her panties and put on the new ones, taking her time to work the two protrusions into her body. 
While Mindy was doing that, Debbie thought about how her slave should act like a slave at school without being obvious. Somehow Mindy had to show her respect and the simple, “Hi, Debbie,” that Mindy had greeted her with just didn’t sound right. She decided on what to do and then wondered when to use the remote control for the first time. She decided to wait until they were in class to get the maximum surprise from her slave. 
As soon as Mindy came out, Debbie smirked, “How do they feel?” Her slave didn’t need to know that she was wearing a similar pair. 
“Full, mistress” said Mindy. They were alone in the bathroom. “Do I have to wear them all day?”
“Of course,” said Debbie. “I want to watch you pull them out after school, too. At my house.” She started toward the door and said, “By the way, in the morning what I want you to say when you see me is, good morning, Debbie. Don’t call me mistress at school, but don’t just be casual with a hi or hello or something. It’s good morning, Debbie. Understand?”
“Yes, Debbie,” said Mindy as they left the bathroom and walked into the hall. They went and joined some friends, so there was no more mistress-slave interaction between them. By the time class started, Mindy was comfortable with the twin dildos, and the two were acting like best friends again even if there was a little tension between them. 
Debbie waited until about 20 minutes into class before fingering the remote in her pocket. Mindy sat right next to her, so she’d get to see her slave’s reaction up close. The teacher had finished the daily lecture and handed out a worksheet to do. Debbie pushed the on button for the dildo in Mindy’s pussy. 
“Ahhh,” gasped Mindy, making heads turn to look at her. She colored bright red. Aware that Debbie was looking at her, the slave turned her head to look at her smiling mistress. Debbie loved the wide, pleading eyes from her slave as she begged silently for the dildo to be turned off. Mindy shifted in her seat, trying to keep the vibration from her clit. 
“Something wrong, Mindy?” asked the teacher.
“”Umm, no, Ms. Young,” said Mindy. “Just… umm… there’s more problems on the worksheet than I expected.”
Debbie almost giggled as she heard Mindy make her excuse. She knew the feeling of trying to explain David’s antics without sounding crazy. Now Mindy was forced to do the same about her antics. How much more fun it was to be on the giving end of the torment than on the receiving end. She looked again at Mindy, enjoying the distracted composure and silent suffering. Mindy looked again at her mistress, pleading for the vibration to stop. Debbie’s eyes shot wide open suddenly and it took every ounce of control to not gasp out just as Mindy had. Now why hadn’t it occurred to her that David would have the remote for her dildo? The worst part was the slight smile that crossed Mindy’s lips, telling Debbie that Mindy knew exactly what had just happened. Gawd, having a vibrator in her pussy was one thing, but doing it right in front of her slave was humiliating in the extreme. She turned back to her worksheet, feeling an incredible rush. Just to get ahead, she did something that David couldn’t do to her. She turned on the vibrator in Mindy’s ass. 
It took Debbie a minute to figure out how to make David stop her vibrator. When she turned on Mindy’s, David had turned on hers. It just made sense that if she turned off Mindy’s dual stimulation, David would turn hers off. She just wasn’t sure she wanted to do what was necessary. It was fun making Mindy suffer. Almost enough fun to stand the torment herself. But, she didn’t want to cum and could feel her pussy getting wet as the tingle built, so she turned off both of Mindy’s vibrators. 
Mindy visibly relaxed as her torment ended. Debbie suffered for a few more seconds, long enough to wonder if David would follow suit. Then her vibrator turned off, too. So, it seemed she practically had control of her own vibrator as well as Mindy’s. She had planned to do it to Mindy once each period and she decided not to change that plan. 
As they switched classrooms between first and second period, Mindy couldn’t wait to say, “So, you got some, too?”
“Shhh,” said Debbie. “I have almost the same. There’s just one… thing… in mine. I don’t have anything in my bottom. So don’t look so smug. And if you don’t wipe that look off your face, I’ll make you pay for it after school.” Even as she said it, she remembered that whatever she did to Mindy was going to be done to her later. She just hoped and prayed that Mindy never found out about that little twist. 
The two had every class together, but in second period they were all the way across the room from each other. Before they split up, Debbie asked, “How close were you to…” she looked nervously around, “… cumming?”
“Close,” admitted Mindy. “Another minute maybe. Please don’t. I don’t know if I could stay quiet.”
“Or sit still?” asked Debbie. She figured she’d have a problem with both staying quiet and sitting still.
“Yeah, or that,” said Mindy. She took her seat and Debbie left her to go sit down. 
Second period was science with a short video, 10 minutes of the teacher describing an activity, and then a hands on lab activity. They all got up to cluster around some tables and examine seashells. Standing at one table with a clear view of Mindy at another table, Debbie pushed both buttons and watched her slave stiffen noticeably. Steeled for the same, Debbie barely batted an eye as her vibrator came to life. She let it run for five minutes before turning Mindy’s off. It was just enough time for her pussy to start to feel wet. Seconds later, hers turned off. 
Third and fourth period went the same, Debbie teasing Mindy and David teasing Debbie. At lunch, Debbie decided she was going to let Mindy and her cum. As they were finishing their lunch, she turned on Mindy’s vibrators. When hers turned on, too, she got up and said, “C’mon, Mindy.” With her slave in tow, Debbie left the cafeteria and went outside. Sitting down under a tree, she told Mindy to remain standing. There in relative privacy, she let the feeling take her and watched Mindy surrender to the pleasure as well. 
Having the power to make Mindy squirm and gasp was thrilling to Debbie. She’d been doing it all morning, though Mindy had gotten pretty good at holding still and staying quiet. Now Debbie’s arousal was heightened as Mindy no longer felt compelled to hide what was going on in her body. Mindy stood with her legs spread, slowly humping the air and moaning softly. “Fuck me, Mistress,” she said. “Make… me cum.” She clutched at her chest, almost fondling her own nipples. Debbie thought if she ordered her to, Mindy would strip right there. “So hot… thank you, Mistress. I’m gonna cum. Thank you, Mistress.” 
Mindy’s knees got wobbly, but she managed to stay standing as an orgasm rolled through her slender, young body. “Doing it… right now!” she gasped so there was no mistaking that she was cumming. 
“God, Mindy,” moaned Debbie. “Cum for me.” It was incredibly hot and she felt her own arousal go up a notch as Mindy fought to keep from fully expressing her pleasure with screams of ecstasy. She could tell Mindy wanted to thrust her hips forward and back, fucking the air, but managed to keep from being so very blatant. 
As Mindy’s orgasm wound down, Debbie turned off her slave’s vibrators and focused on her own rising orgasm. Her body was on fire and she now felt what Mindy had felt. A burning desire to play with her tits. A burning desire to touch her pussy. A burning desire to rip her own clothes off. Then, the worst possible thing happened. David turned off her vibrator. She whimpered as the hum deep inside her stopped. She turned on Mindy’s again, thinking he’d turn hers back on, but nothing happened. She felt her desire slip away. “No, David, please,” she said. “I let her cum. Let me.”
There was no answer. No rekindling of the fire from the vibrator or a touch from his hands. “David, please?” she moaned 
Mindy knelt down in front of her. “David says you have to beg better than that.”
“Beg? Better?” repeated Debbie incredulously. Beg in front of her slave? “David… your slave needs to cum. Please, let me cum and then I’ll do anything. Want me to... ?” She cut herself off. No sense in giving him ideas. “Tie me up and spank me after school, just let me…” 
Mindy’s mouth suddenly opened wide and Debbie could tell David’s cock was in her 11-year-old slave’s mouth. Right there on school grounds, Mindy was kneeling and blowing David. Debbie stopped begging and just watched as her slave’s mouth made an O and her throat bulged, full of cock. Over and over the cock plunged in Mindy’s throat and Debbie forgot all about cumming for the moment. She was incredibly aroused and watched to touch herself, but the thick rubber panties and intruding dildo made it impossible for her to masturbate. All she could do was watch until David came and then pulled out. 
For a few seconds, Mindy gasped for breath as she wildly stared at Debbie. Then she dropped her gaze to stare at the grass between them. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” said Mindy. “David just punished me for lying. He didn’t say you should beg better. That was my idea.” She looked up at Debbie, her eyes begging for forgiveness. “He wasn’t gonna let you cum at all. He said it was nice of you to let me, but he never planned to let you cum at school. I… I thought if you begged better then…”
Anger filled Debbie’s eyes. “You? My slave? You wanted me to beg? This afternoon, after school, I am going to punish you for that.”
Mindy had never seen Debbie this angry. She couldn’t even remember a time when Debbie had been just a little angry at her. There was nothing to say. She’d hoped that David would let her Mistress cum with a little begging, but that wasn’t the real reason she’d told Debbie to beg. She’d enjoyed the brief turnabout where she was forcing her Mistress to beg. Guiltily she accepted her fate. Her tummy did flip flops as she realized she was going to suffer through two and half more hours of school with nothing on her mind except the pending punishment. 
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The first class that Debbie and Mindy had after lunch was gym. Debbie had figured out a way to avoid the total embarrassment of pulling a dildo out of her pussy in public as she changed into her gym uniform. She went to the toilets and was about to go into a stall to remove the rubber panties when she saw Mindy, apparently with the same idea. Mindy was about to enter a stall when she stopped and backed out. With a sick look she turned to Debbie. “David says this would be cheating. We have to change at our lockers.”
“Maybe you do,” said Debbie, “but I’m not trusting you anymore.” Mindy had lied about David wanting her to beg, so she figured Mindy was lying again. However, she discovered that all the doors to the toilet stalls were shut and wouldn’t open when she pushed on them. With dwindling hope and growing desperation, she tried each door. Apparently David wanted her embarrassed. She glared at Mindy. “OK, I guess I have to believe you this time.”  
In front of her locker, Debbie started to change clothes. As she set her backpack into the bottom of her gym locker, the remote control fell out and clattered to the floor. “What’s that?” asked Paula, picking up the remote. “You brought a remote to school? You watching TV in class?” A quick glance told her the remote was much simpler than a TV or DVD player remote, so she knew it wasn’t for that. “What’s it for?”
Debbie grimaced as the remote fell into Paula’s hands. She didn’t like the bigger, aggressive girl. Paula was hard to get along with, a bully to most of the other girls. If you weren’t her friend, you were a target. Now Paula held up the remote out of Debbie’s reach and pushed one on button and then the other. 
On the far side of a row of lockers, Mindy was about to remove her panties as quickly as possible to avoid being seen when suddenly the vibrator in her ass went on and then the one in her pussy. She couldn’t take them off without getting caught if the vibrators were going. “Debbie!” she protested in surprise, her voice louder than she expected. She blushed briefly as girls around her looked at the outburst, but they had no way of knowing what she was responding to. They’d know soon enough because it was going to be impossible to get out of the panties without being seen. 
Paula looked at the remote in her hand as she heard the distant exclamation from Debbie’s best friend. “Huh?” she said. “What’s this do? How did she know…?” What could the remote possibly have turned on that got a response from Mindy like that? 
“I can’t tell you,” said Debbie, trying to grab the remote from Paula’s hand. “Give me that. It’s mine.”
Paula wasn’t about to give up that easily. She pushed Debbie against her locker. “Tell me what it does, dipshit.”
“Nothing,” said Debbie. She felt the vibrator go on in her pussy. Not now, David! She tried to squirm away from Paula. 
“What’s that?” asked Paula as she felt the slight vibration in Debbie’s body. She felt around, her hand ending up on Debbie’s pussy, feeling the vibration through Debbie’s skirt. She pulled her hand away as she realized where she was groping. The worldlier Paula knew at once what was making the soft hum. “You got a vibrator?” she asked in surprise. Sweet, innocent little Debbie had a remote controlled vibrator in her pussy? She lifted Debbie’s skirt and saw the rubber panties. “Oh my God,” she said as the pair started to earn the attention of the girls around them. 
“Don’t,” whined Debbie as her worst fear was unfolding with a vengeance. “Leave me alone.”
But Paula was not to be deterred. “Pull them down and show us,” she said. She pushed the off buttons, but nothing happened. “How come it doesn’t work?”
“It’s for…” Debbie cut herself off. No sense in going there.
“It’s for what?” demanded Paula. She looked over her shoulder in the direction of Mindy. “This is her remote? She’s got one, too? And she has your remote. No fucking way. A couple a lezzies with toys.”
Debbie just wanted to disappear or die. Her face was red hot as her tormentor got right to the truth and announced it to all in earshot. Though it wasn’t quite true. “She doesn’t have mine. I… I don’t know who has mine.”
It was just too good an opportunity for Paula to pass up. She stepped back from Debbie. “Oh, Mindy,” she called out. “Come over here and let’s see what you have?”
Mindy didn’t rush right over, but she did come trudging around the lockers and up to Paula within a few seconds. Paula lifted Mindy’s skirt. “You two are kinky,” she said. Seeing curious faces around her, Paula knew that most of the other girls had no idea what was going on. She was quite sexually aware and now she knew that Debbie and Mindy were not nearly as naïve as she expected. She just had to make sure all the girls got the full story. “Take off your clothes,” she told the two. “Everything but the special underwear and then show everybody what you got.”
By now there was a semi-circle of girls around the three and no one was standing up for the pair of lezzies. They were all waiting to see what was going on. Changing into her gym uniform in a locker room of girls doing the same thing was perfectly acceptable to Debbie. The idea of stripping down while they watched with her as the center of attention was not. Yet with Paula looming over her threateningly, she started to take her clothes off. Her hands trembled with humiliation as she removed her blouse and bra. She wondered how many of them noticed her nipples were hard and swollen. Paula didn’t say anything because her attention was on her victim’s crotch. 
Unzipping her skirt, Debbie dropped it to the floor, naked except for a pair of kinky rubber panties. Next to her Mindy kept pace. “What the fuck?” said Paula. Even she had never seen anything like what the two girls were wearing. The panties were black rubber, bikini panties that stretched to fit tightly around the two girls’ hips. Everyone could see they were out of place on sixth grade girls. “Wonder what’s inside those panties?” said Paula as the two hesitated before the final step. 
It was perfectly within her role as mistress to make Mindy go first, but it didn’t even occur to Debbie to issue that order. In fact, her subconscious thought was that the mistress always went first… in orgasms and in humiliation. Bullied and crumbling under the pressure of her curious peers, she pulled down the panties, feeling the long dildo pull free from her obviously non-virgin pussy. A collective gasp went up from the gallery as the hard black plastic cock, glistening with juices, pulled free, still vibrating. It stopped humming once it was clear of her pussy. 
Debbie looked to her slave as Mindy did the same thing, revealing not one, but two dildos still vibrating until Paula turned them off. The mistress’ only consolation was that Mindy had more reason to be embarrassed than her. The two huddled together, red from their horrified faces to the tops of their small breasts. 
The crowd got a little smaller as some girls expressed their disgust with the sight, but that only meant the remaining girls were more intent on watching Paula demean them. Debbie and Mindy could hear the snickers and giggles as they stood with their panties around their knees, fake cocks still pointed at their target. 
Debbie hoped that Paula was finished with them. Humiliated to the core, she just wanted to put on her gym uniform and put this moment behind her. “Put them back on,” said Paula. “We wanna see you fuck yourselves.”
Debbie’s eyes pleaded for mercy, but that only fueled Paula’s mean streak. “No, I won’t,” said Debbie. She looked at Mindy and added, “We won’t.” She started to pull them all the way off so get into her gym uniform. 
“Yes, you will,” snarled Paula. She pinned Debbie against the locker behind her. “If you won’t, then I will.” Enlisting the aid of several of the other girls, Paula forced Debbie to her back on the center bench between the lockers and then pulled up the panties. Restrained by several sets of hands, Debbie struggled helplessly. She couldn’t believe how horrible it felt to have her panties pulled back up, the cock pushed into her pussy for the audience, and then the panties pulled the panties snug with a little wiggle of her hips to settle the cock all the way inside her. 
Beside her mistress, Mindy cursed David for getting them into this. She knew they’d never live this down. Part of her hated the public exposure. What would her friends think of her? What about her reputation? There could be no more secrets about her sexuality and her sexual experience. She didn’t wait for Paula to force her to wear the panties again. As she filled her pussy and ass in front of half the sixth grade, she felt a hot wave of desire. She watched Paula’s finger as it slowly moved to the remote buttons and then turned her on. With a pleasant sigh, she knew if Paula left it on, she’d cum. Right in front of them all. She heard the little gasp from Debbie as David turned on Debbie’s vibrator. Only one thing would be better than cumming now. That would be watching her mistress cum. “Please,” she said, “turn them off or we’ll cum.” She knew Paula would do exactly the opposite. 
“Mindy!” gasped Debbie. She understood that admission would only get Paula to leave them on. She surely didn’t want to have an orgasm in the girls’ locker room in front of everyone. Her eyes swept the little semi-circle of girls, seeing eager eyes wanting to witness her humiliation. There was just a little relief in the moment from the fact that she didn’t have to hide it anymore. Five times today she’d had the insidious vibrator tease her toward orgasm. She knew that David wasn’t going to turn it off this time. He wanted her to cum like this. Now she could embrace the desire that threatened to skyrocket her body to incredible pleasure. Humiliated, at the mere thought of cumming, her body betrayed her as the thought became reality. She didn’t like it, but her body was uncaring of the audience and of the cell phone camera in Paula’s hands. Her hips started to rotate and hump back and forth like she was fucking David. Tingles danced through her body as she fought and failed to control herself. 
Letting the moment take her, Debbie looked at her exquisitely beautiful, sexy slave as Mindy’s body reacted in similar fashion. Excited by the public humiliation, the slave made no attempt to control herself. The slender girl’s hips rocked slowly, erotically and her nipples stood up hard. Debbie licked her lips, not even aware of the desire she expressed in her eyes. Then she felt the pent up orgasm take her. She locked eyes with Paula and said calmly, “I’m cumming now.” Her hands went to her tits, pulling at the small nipples to accentuate the feeling. With a loud gasp, she came with a furious blush. Beside her, she heard Mindy’s squeal of pleasure, too. 
The audience was stunned to silence and a few girls started to wander away, shocked and aroused at what they’d just seen. The remaining girls giggled, bringing fresh waves of heat to Debbie’s and Mindy’s cheeks. “What a pair of sluts,” said Paula. 
Paula opened the empty locker behind Mindy and backed the girl into it. “Have fun with each other, you two lesbos,” said Paula as she pushed Debbie into the same locker, facing Mindy. There was barely enough space for the two to fit. As she was pushed in, Debbie raised her hands in front of her so her hands were conveniently on Mindy’s chest. Her intent had been to resist the push into the locker, but she found her hands fondling Mindy with desire. As the door slammed, her lips were on Mindy’s lips. With yet another insult heaped upon them, being stuffed in a locker at least satisfied Debbie’s wish to disappear from view. Unfortunately, she was pretty sure the other girls knew exactly what was going on in the locker. The locker was cramped, pressing the two lovers against each other naked except for their stimulating panties. While the rest of the girls went to the gym, Debbie and Mindy got their own workout of multiple orgasms in the confined space. Only at the very end, when the batteries died, did they have a moment of peace. 
As the other girls trooped into the locker room after class, an exhausted, smiling pair nearly fell out of the locker. Their smiles faded and they blushed anew as Paula reminded them of their now lowly status amongst the other “straight” girls. They couldn’t deny the label of lesbian that was practically branded into their foreheads. They didn’t want to deny it between themselves, but no middle school girl wants to be ostracized by their peers as these two were. The looks on the faces of the girls, the titters and jeers, and the distance they kept as if homosexuality was a contagious disease told Debbie and Mindy how their peers regarded them now.  
Debbie and Mindy could hardly focus on class for their last period of the day. David wasn’t there and neither vibrator came to life. It was just impossible to wind down from the mind blowing orgasms and the realization that their lives were ruined. They stewed in their private thoughts as they waited for the end of school. 
They were the best of friends and mistress and slave, so as normal they met after school to walk home together. Debbie wanted to get her slave alone. Punishment was far from her mind. She just wanted to embarrass her slave to take the edge off her own embarrassment. In this case it was definitely better to give than to receive. 
Private time between mistress and slave was not to be, however. Paula caught up with them, smirking as she said, “You’re coming home with me. I have something special planned.”
“We can’t,” said Debbie, speaking for them both. “We have to go home.”
“Tough shit,” said Paula. She was six inches taller than them and looked like she may have entered puberty in third grade, easily the most physically developed in the sixth grade. Her reputation was as a slut who prided herself on taking the virginity of as many boys as possible. Now that she had her hooks into the two innocent little girls, she was going to take advantage of them. “I know you saw the camera in gym, so you’re coming home with me and doing what I say.”
Debbie could see no way to escape the blackmail, so the two followed their new “owner” home. As they got to her home, Paula told them what was in store for them. “I’ve invited some of my boyfriends over and they’re gonna fuck you all afternoon. We’re gonna teach you not to be lesbians, you stupid bitches.”
Gang raped? Panic swept through Debbie for about two seconds before calm filled her face. She was confident that while David had tolerated and probably enjoyed their humiliation at the hands of Paula and the other girls, he would not let another boy touch her. She smirked back at Paula. “How many boys? Cuz you’re gonna take them all, you stupid bitch.” 
Paula’s jaw dropped at the look and the venom of the retort. Nobody talked back to her. Yet, the look of calm was echoed in Mindy’s face. Mindy even said, “You got it, Debbie. David won’t let them touch us.”
“You’ll do what I want or else,” said Paula, her voice quavering with uncertainty. The look on their faces shook her confidence. “Who’s David?” Her face went white and she screamed, making Debbie recall her cousin Rob as he tried to take advantage of her. She turned to run and met the closed bedroom door head on. Backing up she frantically tugged at the door to no avail. She screamed and screamed, unable to escape whatever it was that David was doing. 
Desperately Paula turned back to Debbie. “Help me,” she begged. Her legs were wet with pee running from under her skirt. Then her eyes rolled back in her head and she fainted. 
It was their turn to take advantage of Paula, so Debbie and Mindy stripped their nemesis and tied her to the bed in preparation for her humiliation. When Paula woke up, she was staring up at Debbie’s naked pussy. The bound girl was wearing Mindy’s panties with the vibrators turned on. “Please, no,” she begged. “I don’t do girls.” She found out seconds later that she was very wrong about that. Debbie lowered her pussy to Paula’s face and rubbed her juicy pussy all over the straight girl’s face. “When me and Mindy both cum, then we’ll let you go,” she said. She looked down into Paula’s eyes, “Twist them, Mindy.”
Paula moaned and then screamed as her nipples were twisted and pulled viciously. Her tongue darted out in surrender and she licked Debbie with surprising enthusiasm. As the vibrators took control of her, she discovered that there was pleasure to be had despite her sexual orientation. Her reluctance faded as her body went higher and higher, orgasms crashing through her body as she tasted her first pussies. 
With both her and her slave sated, Debbie pulled Paula’s panties down, untied an ankle, pulled the panties off one leg, retied her ankle, and repeated the process with her other ankle, leaving her tied spread eagle, but now naked. Debbie patted Paula’s cheek. “I’ll send the boys up.” She wrote in big letters on Paula’s stomach, “Fuck Me.” Mindy took the marker and wrote just under Paula’s tits. “Squeeze Me.” Giggling, Debbie took the marker back and wrote on Paula’s chest above her tits, “I Give Blow Jobs,” with an arrow pointed at her mouth. 
As they left Paula’s house, they met an impatient queue of boys waiting at the front door to ravage a couple of girls they never thought they’d get to sink their cocks into. To their surprise, their two intended victims sauntered out. “She’s waiting for you in her bedroom,” said Debbie as they brushed past the astonished boys. 
“She decided to do you all herself,” added Mindy. 
Paula struggled to undo the knots that held her to the bed. It wouldn’t do for her parents to find her like this. She thought she might be able to get the ropes loose and get out until her door pushed open and five of the seven boys she’d invited over came into the room. They ranged from 11 to 14, all from middle school. “No, wait,” she said. She might like boys, but she’d never done it with more than one at a time. She’d never felt like she wasn’t the one in control. “You’re supposed to do Debbie and Mindy, not me,” she said, though the notes on her naked and bound body said otherwise. 
“That’s what you said,” agreed one of the boys. “But you said you’d have them ready for us. They just left and…” he grabbed his crotch, “… I’m horny so…” He undressed and knelt over her. The other boys all stripped too, waiting to take their turn with Paula. She’d thought she was setting the other two up for an orgy, not planning her own gangbang. 
“Don’t,” she whimpered. “Untie me.” She struggled frantically as it was her turn for embarrassment. Naked and tied, there was no way she could protect herself from the five boys and the looks on their faces said she was in for a long afternoon. It galled her to know that her two innocent little victims had turned the tables on her. 
The boy on top of her bent to kiss her and found a strange taste on her mouth. “Holy shit,” he exclaimed. “She’s a muff diver, too.”
“No, no,” argued Paula, starting to cry. She knew just how it looked. “They made me.” Oh, how did she lose control? She remembered the terrible fright and passing out. She just wasn’t sure how to explain it. Or the fact that her pussy was wet and ready. She knew why, but she didn’t dare explain to the boys what had happened. The first cock of many plunged into her helpless pussy. Hands groped her tits. They were hands that had been there before, but only with her permission. Now they took liberties with no regard for her pleas for release. As she was being fucked, another boy positioned himself over her face and forced his cock into her mouth. 
As she satisfied cock after cock, she could imagine Debbie and Mindy laughing at her. She’d called them sluts in the locker room, but now it was her that was the cock slut. Just as she’d had no mercy for her victims, the boys showed her no mercy. Twice she managed to get a wrist free, but they simply retied the ropes even tighter. They laughed as they coated her face with cum, forced her to swallow their cum, alternately made her scream with frustration and pain or helplessly giggle from tickling, and filled her pussy with cum. Despite her horror and humiliation, she came several times.
After the first couple of cocks, she stopped pleading. It was doing her no good anyway. Three of the boys used their cell phones to take pictures of her. Pictures of cocks in her mouth, cocks in her pussy, and her cum covered body. “Can’t wait to show these pics to everybody,” said one of the boys.
“Yeah, put them on MySpace,” said another. 
Paula didn’t even bother to protest the ultimate humiliation of having her humiliation posted on the web for all to see. She wished she’d never met Debbie and Mindy. It felt like she’d fallen into a carefully planned trap. 
After two hours, they finally untied her and left. She crawled to the shower and washed herself off with the feeling that she’d never again feel completely clean. Planning at least a little revenge, she reviewed the pictures on her cell phone in preparation for posting Debbie and Mindy on MySpace. She scrolled through all the pictures three times before she accepted the fact that the pictures she’d taken were no longer there. The bitches had deleted the pictures. 
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Actually David had deleted the pictures. Since “coming aware,” as he considered the moment he became sexually aware of the human presence he had adopted, he’d been gradually defining his desires and limitations. Watching Debbie with girls was immensely satisfying. Imagining her with boys was unacceptable. He was experimenting with ways to share her with girls. If he could have sent the pictures to only girls, he would have, but he understood the wide audience that would have seen his slave’s pictures. That was unacceptable. 
Humiliating his slave was exhilarating. Frustrating her with her inability to explain his presence and his antics was exquisite. Imagining and realizing new experiences for her was arousing. Every little bit was planned to create mystery, suspense, and confusion. Adding Mindy to his stable had added a new dimension of jealousy and envy for Debbie. He perceived that she didn’t want to share him with her slave and did so only reluctantly. She didn’t want Mindy to feel anything that she didn’t also feel and wanted to experience even the demeaning treatment that she meted to her slave. 
Two hundred years his spirit had been tied to the same patch of ground through three houses built and torn down and his interaction with the real world had been limited to a small space he called his own. He was grateful to Debbie for freeing him with her caring. No one else had ever become attached to him as she had, allowing him to roam with her and then later alone. Now his victims couldn’t escape simply by running away. Between Debbie and Mindy he found himself more focused with better stamina.  
There was not and never had been any reason he couldn’t speak to Debbie or touch Mindy.  It amused him that Debbie thought bobbie pins was the most efficient way he could communicate with her. He’d done it once to keep her from seeing his true abilities, such as typing a long, complex message on her computer. Then she’d started to toss bobbie pins on the nightstand for him to frame answers that he could easily have spoken in her ear. The true joy was in getting her to do things without him ever needing to speak. She anticipated his desires and surrendered meekly, more meekly than if she could have verbally sparred with him. Oh yes, making her work to try to read his intentions was paying off well. 
He stayed and watched Paula’s gang rape, very glad he hadn’t subjected his precious possessions to that. To watch the slut Paula learn a level of sex that was beneath even her promiscuity was exciting. The boys couldn’t have stopped raping her even if they’d had a touch of conscience. Nope, not with him lending a sexual charge to the room as he stroked himself to orgasm after orgasm. It was an orgy of humiliation for the girl that he’d orchestrated and it made him excited beyond control. 
That evening he went to the “ghost shopping mall” to get what he needed to continue broadening Debbie’s and Mindy’s sexual experiences. He could go anywhere he wanted, though that hadn’t always been the case. Now he went to the sex store and perused the equipment there as he made plans to up the ante even more. Hormones and desire still raged through his body as he collected what he wanted. He parceled it out to Debbie over the next few days, planning for Saturday to be the big day when it all came together. 
The first things Debbie received Tuesday afternoon were bondage magazines with certain pages dog eared for her to find easily. Transfixed by the pictures, she imagined Mindy in the suits that were shown. If she only had one of the suits. Some would make Mindy absolutely helpless, totally at the mercy of her mistress. Some of them were just plain sexy. Was David planning on giving her one of each? She couldn’t possibly use them all at once.  
At school Paula cut Debbie and Mindy a wide berth and most of the other kids acted like nothing odd had happened. Except that there was now some attention on both of them as they changed into their gym uniforms. With awkward glances the girls wondered what surprises the two would bring to school again. Tuesday they were pantyless, making them self-conscious, but hardly embarrassed after Monday’s humiliation. 
On Wednesday, Debbie received a gift that made her get back into the bondage magazines again. She’d been focused on the positions and suits on the bondage victim, not the apparel and gear of the mistress. And the strap on dildo was definitely for her to use on Mindy. Along with that were a black leather corset, long black latex stockings, and long black latex gloves that matched a picture of a mistress in one of the magazines. When she tried them on, the black framed her otherwise naked body, accentuating her pussy and tits. Hot! Clothes that don’t cover anything! She couldn’t wait to wear them for Mindy. David seconded her opinion by taking her right then and there. He’d done it when she first got home from school. That was routine, but to do it a second time meant she really got to him. That made the sexy clothes even better. 
On Thursday she received the bondage harness. It was a network of straps that would crisscross her slave’s body, framing her cute little tits. All in black leather, she knew it would look sensational on Mindy and again she put it on so she could see how it went on. She didn’t want to look like she’d never seen it before the first time it went on Mindy. Again her measure of how sexy it was came when David fucked her a second time. 
On Friday, David finally gave her the suit she wanted to use first on Mindy. She laid it out and put it on herself. At least partly because there was no way the wearer of the suit could put it all the way on herself and get it off, too. Part way in the suit, she felt David’s presence and his hands began to finish the job of suiting her up so she’d be completely helpless for him. “No, David,” she said firmly. “Mindy first, then me. Mindy tomorrow. OK?”
When he backed off, she said, “Thank you, David. You know I’ll wear it for you anytime, but just this once… Mindy just has to go first.”
Then on Saturday morning, David gave her the third of three suits she was expecting. It would definitely be the last one she used. It was the least revealing and looked like the most restrictive. Not to mention it looked a little big for her. She put it aside and called Mindy when her dad left to go fishing. There was a narrow window when her mom was going shopping and they’d be alone. She wanted Mindy there when her mom left so there would be no wasted time. “I’ve got a surprise for you,” she told her slave. She wondered if David had done anything to prepare her slave for the surprise. Would it truly be a surprise or had David spilled the beans already?
“Yeah, I know,” said Mindy. “David said you had a surprise, but he won’t tell me what it is. I’ve got a surprise for you. David won’t say, but I’ll bet you’ll be more surprised by mine.” 
“What is it?” demanded Debbie, a bit angry that David would let her slave surprise her. Mindy wasn’t allowed to tell her. Debbie just had a stew for a few minutes as she waited for Mindy and her surprise. 
When she answered the door, Debbie’s eyes opened wide at the promised surprise. She wasn’t sure if Mindy would be more or less surprised by her surprise, but she certainly was surprised to see Paula standing beside Mindy, looking nervously at the ground. Meekly, the former bully looked up at Debbie. “All those pictures...” she said. “The boys took all those pictures of me when you tied me up. I was so scared that everybody would see them. They’re… they’re gone. All the boys said none of the pictures got saved.” 
“Huh?” said Debbie, confused at what Paula was trying to say. They’d left Paula naked and tied and the boys had apparently taken pictures. Now the pictures were gone? “So what?”
Paula looked at Mindy in confusion and then back at Debbie. “You,” she said the word like an accusation. “You sent me one of the pictures yesterday with a note. Come with Mindy to your house today or else.”
“Oh, yeah,” said Debbie, feigning knowledge of the blackmail plot she saw unfolding. Not her, but David. David had blackmailed Paula for her. She brightened up as she saw the potential. She did have three special suits. That would account for two of them. Briefly she wondered if there were any more surprises. If a third girl showed up, she’d have a suit for that one, too. 
“Get in here,” she said sternly. She had to remember that her mom hadn’t left yet or else she’d let Paula know just what was in store for her. Leading the two up to her room, she shut the door and turned to face her two slaves. 
Mindy was already kneeling with Paula looking very shocked. “Well,” said Debbie, tapping her foot pointedly as she looked at the kneeling Mindy and then at Paula. She hoped Paula would get the message, but her new slave wasn’t about to give in that easily. “Kneel down and say, how may I serve you, mistress.”
“How many I serve you, mistress,” piped up the kneeling Mindy. 
“How’d you get the pictures?” asked Paula. 
“I just did,” said Debbie. “That’s for me to know and you’ll never find out. Now kneel or else.”
Paula knelt, making a show of her reluctance. “How may I serve you, mistress?” she mumbled, staring at the floor. 
“No, no, no, no,” said Debbie. “Look at me and say it clearly.”
Through tight lips, Paula said, “How may I serve you, mistress?”
“Well, let’s see,” said Debbie. “Strip. Put on what I give you. Eat my pussy. Eat her pussy. But for starters, I want you to say something else. Say, you’ll do anything to keep the pictures from getting out.”
“I didn’t think you were like this,” said Paula. “I thought you were nice.” She stared at Debbie for a few seconds before she broke down. “I’ll do anything to keep the pictures from getting out.”
“Good, slave,” said Debbie, enjoying the look of silent rebellion that crossed Paula’s face briefly before she accepted that she had no choice. “When my mom goes to the store, I’ll show you what that means.”
It was about 10 minutes later that her mom announced she was going to the store. When the garage door shut, Debbie said, “Strip. Both of you. Everything off. Do it quick. We haven’t got much time.”
Mindy had a smile on her face as she whisked off her clothes for her mistress. In 30 seconds she was completely nude, her preteen body proudly on display. Paula took her time, reluctantly getting her clothes off and needing some prodding from her mistress. “I’m going to have to punish my slave for being slow,” she said. When it didn’t look like Paula took her seriously, she picked up a paddle and tapped it on her palm. “I am going to use this on you,” she told Paula. “How you behave determines how many times I use it on you. Take your time. I’ll just spank you more.”
Even the experienced Paula was shocked at that announcement. Last Monday was her first experience with bondage. Now two sweet little girls were leading her to bondage, spanking, and slavery. She sped up as she took the threat seriously. With no room for negotiation, she decided to stop underestimating the innocent Debbie and start considering her an experience adversary and her new mistress. 
Debbie almost changed her mind about who was going in which suit. It would be great of have Paula utterly helpless, but she had her heart set on that suit for Mindy. When she thought about it, she decided that the bondage harness would look best on the big titted Paula. “Here,” she said, holding out the array of straps. “I’m putting this on you. Hold still.” She pulled the harness around Paula, fastening the straps in back and adjusting it so her slave’s tits had straps crossing between them. Then she pulled the crotch strap through, tucking it well inside Paula’s slit and fastening in tightly in back. 
“God, this is too much,” said Paula, looking down at herself. 
“Quiet,” said Debbie. She cuffed Paula’s hands behind her. Then she cuffed Paula’s ankles together. “Don’t want you running away,” teased Debbie as she helped Paula to a kneeling position. Finally, she cuffed Paula’s wrists to her ankles. “Stick out your tongue,” she commanded. “I want to see what’s gonna lick my pussy soon.”
When Paula hesitated, Debbie swatted the slave with the wooden paddle. After Paula stuck out her tongue, Debbie said, “Now this is for being so slow getting undressed.” And she promptly delivered five swats to each of Paula’s ass cheeks, enjoying the surprised gasps that turned to yelps of pain. “Now, let that be a lesson to my naughty slave. Do what you’re told and do it quick.” She backed away. “All you have to do now is watch me with Mindy. You’re turn for attention will come soon.”
Turning her attention to Mindy, she showed that slave the suit she’d be wearing, earning a perplexed look from the slave. She had Mindy lie down on her back on the bed and put her arms into the arms of the full body leather suit. What was odd was there were no holes at the end of the sleeves. Mindy’s arms went in and her hands became useless as they fit into dead end mittens. Debbie put Mindy’s legs into the legs of the suit and zipped them up. Again there were no holes at the ends of the legs, so as Debbie zipped the suit up the center, Mindy was encased in black from toes to neck and down to her fingers. Debbie secured a ring gag and blindfold on Mindy, leaving little besides her mouth showing. That was all she needed from Mindy anyway. 
The third suit that laid in her drawer and waited for another day was not much different from the one Mindy was wearing in some ways, but very different in others. It too was a single piece, but of latex rubber instead of leather. It too concealed the entire body with the addition of a hood that pulled up and over to hide everything except the victim’s mouse and nose. A big difference was the single piece latex suit had no seams or attachments. Mindy wore a suit with plenty of rings at strategic places for bundling her up even more. 
Flipping Mindy onto her stomach, Debbie attached the rings at the end of the legs to rings by Mindy’s butt, bending her legs up behind her. She attached rings at the end of the sleeves to rings on her shoulders. Turning Mindy to her back again, she looked like a quadruple amputee, with limbs cut off at elbows and knees. The finishing touch was to peel off Velcro pads that covered her tits and pussy, exposing all the naughty bits for Debbie’s delight. 
Now the mistress took the time to put on her garb. Wearing the black corset, black stockings, and black gloves, she looked the part of the mistress. Looking at Paula, she said, “Maybe later you can wear that suit and I’ll call those boys again.” That brought an enjoyable look of fear to Paula’s face. She patted Mindy. “This slave doesn’t get cocks because she doesn’t like them.” Not entirely true. She did get David’s, but aside from a brief glimpse so frightening that she’d blocked from her memory, Paula didn’t know about David. 
Paula shifted nervously. That suit looked like she’d be even more helpless than she had been on Monday if that was possible. “But, if you’re good, I’ll just keep you to myself,” added Debbie, making eating pussy sound a whole lot better to Paula. 
Just as a not so subtle reminder, Debbie picked up the paddle as she stepped in front of Paula. “Eat me,” she said. 
Paula’s tongue leaped out at the command. Photos, paddles and threats of gang rapes were too much for her. She’d done this twice before on Monday, once for Debbie and once for Mindy, so by now it was less disgusting. Debbie grabbed two handfuls of Paula’s long, brown hair and used it to control her slave, rubbing her face against the soaking pussy as Paula lapped at the juices. “That’s a good lezzie slut,” cooed Debbie just to tease her new slave. “Make mistress happy with your hot tongue. I own you now and forever. If you’re good, I’ll let Mindy eat you in return. If you’re really good, I’ve got a cock to use on you.” 
It felt marvelous to force the straight girl to demean herself so completely. It felt great to get even for the humiliation she’d felt at school on Monday. “My little pussy slut,” she said. “Nothing but a tongue for me to use. How’s it taste? How’s it feel to know your whole purpose in life is to make me cum?” She came in a tremendous rush of tingles and shivers as she looked down on the helpless erstwhile bully. Revenge was sweet.
Finished with Paula for now, Debbie put clothespins on the big nipples that adorned her tits and then turned her attention to Mindy. “You hear what she just did for me, Mindy?” she asked. “You want to do the same thing? You want to eat mistress? You couldn’t watch her, but she’s going to watch you.” She smiled as Mindy nodded eagerly to each question. “You love it, don’t you, slut. You’d love to eat mistress with Paula watching.” She settled herself down over Mindy’s mouth and without further invitation, Mindy’s tongue slithered out of the hole of her ring gag and licked her mistress. 
“Just like Paula,” said Debbie. “Nothing but a tongue for me. Get it deep in me. Use it like a cock.” She shifted so Mindy was aimed at her clit. “Now make me cum.” She was on fire. David was there, too, driving her on with his own sexual energy. Paula and Mindy were both dripping wet from the burning aura of sex in the room. She came quickly, feeling like she could cum and cum and cum. But there was more to do. She wanted to pleasure her slaves, too. 
Putting on the strap on cock, she plunged it into Mindy’s well lubricated pussy. It just a couple of strokes she was deep inside her slave. “Now Paula gets to watch you get fucked, slave,” said Debbie. “Bet she wishes she was getting this.”
The door to her bedroom opened. “Debbie! Mindy! What on earth?” exclaimed Debbie’s mother. She stood with her hands on her hips, glaring at the three girls in disbelief. 
Debbie pulled out of Mindy’s pussy, the incriminating evidence jutting out from her crotch. She blushed and tried to stammer out a response. Caught in the act! She’d lost track of time. How would she explain this? Her life was ruined. 
Then she caught sight of the third suit. She’d put it in her drawer, but it was lying on the floor now. How did it get there? Come to think of it… it was bigger than the rest. Why did she have three suits? She looked back at her mom. “Wanna give me a hand here, David?” she asked. 
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Mindy didn’t know how Debbie would respond to the surprise of having Paula fall under her control, too. She didn’t much like the idea of sharing time with Paula, but she’d given up expecting to have choices around David and Debbie. It was a little disappointing that Debbie seemed to take Paula’s ‘surprise’ appearance without much fanfare. It was almost like she was expecting it. After following her mistress up to her bedroom, she rather enjoyed watching Paula learn her place. Wanting to be the favored slave, she was quick to kneel, respond, and strip for their mistress. 
As Debbie unveiled the surprise attire she and Paula would be wearing for the morning, Mindy’s reaction was more shock than surprise. She’d never imagined anything like that, but after the vibrating panties, she knew there was a lot out there that she hadn’t imagined. The fact that there were two suits told her why Debbie hadn’t seemed all that surprised. Even if Debbie hadn’t known it was Paula, she was prepared for two girls. 
Paula looked erotic in her harness and Mindy looked longingly at the big tits accented by leather straps, wondering if she would get a chance to play with her fellow slave. As a slave, Paula was a lot less intimidating, even sexy and desirable. Up to now she’d had eyes only for Debbie, but with Paula naked and bound in the same room, Mindy hoped that Debbie would “force” her to do something… anything… with Paula. 
A sense of disappointment was her first reaction to being encased in leather, gagged, and blindfolded. She felt like she was hardly a participant anymore. She wanted to gaze upon Debbie and Paula. She wanted to run her hands over them. Completely helpless, she could only wait for her mistress to come to her. It was that completely helpless feeling that slowly turned her from disappointed to curious and then to excited and aroused. She could hear Debbie with Paula. In her mind’s eye she could see them. She wanted to join them, unaware that she was squirming with frustration in her bonds. Imagining Paula’s humiliation, she put herself in Paula’s place, getting aroused at the thought of being tied, forced to do something against her will, and then taunted and teased about it as she did. 
By the time Debbie came to her, Mindy was trembling with excitement. She wanted nothing more than to taste her mistress and make her cum. What was humiliation for Paula was immensely satisfying to Mindy. The feeling of being on display for her mistress with nothing but her pussy and tits exposed was thrilling. Her mistress wanted her this way and there was nothing she could do about it. Paula could see her, too. Paula was watching her eat Debbie. Her reward was to hear and feel her mistress cum just from her tongue. Then her reward was a cock in her pussy. She hadn’t seen the fake cock or known that Debbie was wearing it, but as she felt Debbie push it in her and felt Debbie’s body thrusting at her, she tried to imagine the sight of her lovely mistress now with a cock to use. She tried to beg through the cursed gag. She wanted to see her mistress. She wanted to watch herself get fucked. 
Then she heard Debbie’s mother’s voice and Debbie pulled out. Mindy flopped around on the bed, trying desperately to cover herself. What little bit of face that could be seen on the slave turned bright red. Being caught was embarrassing, but being caught in the act of being fucked, unable to explain, and even unable to move to cover herself was horrifying. She didn’t want to lie there with her pussy wet and her body tingling as Debbie’s mom lectured them! She imagined Debbie’s mom trying to explain to her parents just how she’d been caught. What she was wearing. What she was doing. 
Kneeling on the floor, Paula jumped as the door opened and Debbie’s mom came in. She, too, had a horrifying picture of her parents learning about her. Worse, she wasn’t even a lesbian, but who would believe her now? Mindy was at least partially covered, but Paula felt completely exposed. Like her fellow slave, Paula couldn’t cover herself. Unlike Mindy, she didn’t have to imagine the grown-up’s eyes on her and the look of disgust at her behavior. 
Then Mindy and Paula both felt the atmosphere change in the room as Debbie asked David for his help. They had no idea what was on Debbie’s mind, but they clearly felt Debbie go from submissive guilt to assertive confidence. 
Debbie didn’t bother to cover herself. Her body was just as much on display as her slaves’. She was exposed by choice. It felt sexy and she wanted her slaves, at least Paula for now, to see her like this. Her slaves were exposed because she wanted them that way. Because she owned them. Now she didn’t mind that her mother had caught her in the act. If she was right, then pretty dang soon, she’d have the upper hand on her mom. 
Debbie’s mother, Charlotte, felt the quick change in her daughter as well. She didn’t understand it at all, but she also wasn’t going to put up with the defiance that had just appeared. “I don’t know what you think you’re doing, young lady,” she said, “but you are way too young to be doing any of this. Where did you get this and…” she grimaced, “how long have you been doing it?”
When David didn’t respond immediately, Debbie’s confidence was a little shaken. She didn’t want to have to answer those questions. “David, I need your help.”
“Who’s David?” demanded her mother, wondering if there was a boy in the room, too. Then she remembered a long talk she’d had with Mindy’s mother last week. “David? Mindy’s David? The ghost she was talking about? You…” Her eyes narrowed as she stared at the barely recognizable form of her daughter’s friend. She only knew the mouth, tits, and pussy belonged to Mindy because Mindy was here when she left and it wasn’t Mindy that was kneeling on the floor. “You filled her head with those ideas?”
Suddenly Charlotte’s eyes focused on midair. She gasped and backed away, fighting the panic that had seized Rob and Paula at the same sight. “What is that?” she asked with a trembling voice, assuming they could all see what she was seeing. David was not a pleasant sight. For decades after his death, the 16-year-old boy had kept the same form as he had in life. Gradually anger over his brutal death had turned to malevolence and that had changed his appearance to what he was now. There was still the image of a handsome young boy with a head, arms, and legs. There was just more than that now. Seven tentacles grew from his torso and waved menacingly at Charlotte as she tried to back away. Three of the tentacles had at various times barely penetrated Debbie and Mindy, fucking them with what the girls felt as small, slender cocks. Two of the tentacles had pincers, perfect for tweaking young nipples. The remaining two, which had never touched the two girls, had suckers on the tips. 
“That’s David,” said Debbie, assuming her mom was seeing the ghost. “He’s a he, not an it.”
“Debbie,” said her mom, trying to sound calm. “Get yourself and your friends out of this room.” It was easy to tell that Debbie couldn’t see the creature, yet she couldn’t understand why Debbie exuded trust and caring for it. What she saw was a terrible threat that she had to save the girls from. “Do it now.”
“Uh uh, mom,” said Debbie. She took off her strap on and picked up the suit that lay on the ground. “We’re gonna put you in this and for starters, I’ll need all your clothes off.”
“Debbie!” snapped her mom. “You don’t know what you’re doing. Now put that thing down. You’re scaring me.” David was scaring her in one way, but having her daughter accept and even cooperate with the thing in her room was much more frightening. It was obvious that her daughter was completely serious about putting her mother in that suit and then she’d be unable to help them. Somehow this thing was taking control of the three girls and making them do these disgusting things. She needed to be the adult and set things right. Trying to regain some control, she said. “I’m your mother and I’m telling you to get out of here. Now!”
Despite her brave appearance, Charlotte was petrified. She’d backed all the way up to the wall and there was no place left to go. It was a fight to keep from screaming. Then David grabbed her wrists with his two pincers, wrapped a tentacle around her ankles, and wrapped another around her waist. She surrendered to the urge to scream as David laid her down on her back 
“Shhh, mom,” said Debbie. She still couldn’t see David, but knew her mom was now completely at her mercy. “Calm down, mom,” she said soothingly. “It will all be better soon.” She started to unbutton her mom’s blouse and then pulled it open and off over her shoulders. Her mom tried to struggle, but David had her restrained, shifting his hold on Charlotte as needed so Debbie could get her clothes off. “I’ll get you in the suit and then you can relax.” She took off her mom’s shoes and socks and then pulled down her pants. 
“No, no, no,” sobbed Charlotte as her daughter stripped her. She didn’t want to calm down and relax. She didn’t want to be restrained with eerie tentacles. And most of all, she didn’t want to be in the suit that Debbie had. A quick glance at her compatriots, Mindy and Paula, told her that Debbie intended to completely restrain her. Helpless like that, she’d be no good to herself or her daughter. “Debbie, don’t help him.”
Debbie just smiled patronizingly and patted her mom’s hand. “I’m not helping him. He’s helping me. You’d just make us stop. You’d just send me to a shrink like Mindy’s mom did. You just don’t understand.” She reached behind her mom’s back and undid the catch of her bra, pulling it free to expose her full, round tits. She felt a surge of sexual energy in the room. “Don’t you dare, David,” she said. “I’m yours. You better not like her tits like that.” Then she pulled down her mom’s panties. 
Picking up the suit, she looked at it more closely than ever as she tried to figure out how it went on. It didn’t have arms or legs. It was just a single sleeve for her mom’s entire body. She started at the feet. David helped her get her mom’s feet started and then roll the suit up her long legs. “How many hands have you got, David?” she giggled as he restrained her mom’s arms and legs and managed to help her with the suit, too. 
“Tentacles,” gasped her mom. “Tentacles. He’s got tentacles. And arms. God, Debbie, can’t you see him?” She tried to struggle as the suit rolled up her legs and over her hips. David pinned her arms at her side as the suit kept going up over her tummy and then her tits. She couldn’t move her arms or her legs now as the suit went up over her shoulders. 
“Nope, can’t see him,” said Debbie as she rolled her mom to her side and zipped up the back and then pulled the hood up and over her mom’s head. Debbie carefully tucked away the last wisps of hair so they were hidden in the hood. The woman was totally covered in rubber except for her mouth and nose. Mercifully, she could no longer see the creature that was controlling her daughter. 
Debbie looked at the long black form on the floor. She could make out legs, the broadening of hips and the narrowing of the waist, a general rise where two tits stretched the material out, shoulders, and a head. Aside from that, the form was featureless. Slight perturbations in the surface told her that her mom was struggling. There was just no chance that her mom would get free. “Mom? Can you hear me?”
With a sob, the head nodded. 
“Good. I’m David’s slave, but I like it that way. Mindy and Paula are my slaves. Mindy likes it, Paula doesn’t. Now you are my slave, too.”
“Debbie, let me go. I’m not your slave. I’m your mother.”
“Shut up,” said Debbie. “You are my slave and I’ll show you. Here’s what you get for talking back.” She easily rolled her mom to her stomach. Using the wooden paddle, she delivered ten firm swats to the round bulge in the back of the suit right between the hips. Her mom grunted in pain and then started sobbing. “Now these are for calling David a thing.” She gave five more swats, now earning screams from her helpless mother. “And these are for fun.” She delivered five more swats as her mom screamed and struggled. 
The mistress rolled her slave back over. “Now it’s time for you to say, how may I serve you, mistress. Say it.”
“Debbie, let me go this instant,” her mom said through sobs. Then as she felt herself being turned over again, she screamed, “Debbie, no, no, please, don’t.” She couldn’t do anything to control her daughter. She couldn’t even move a muscle. Her daughter was about to spank her again and she was helpless to prevent it. Ten more swats cracked across her burning hot ass. She’d never spanked her daughter, so she knew it had to be David’s influence that was making Debbie do this. She screamed through all ten swats, filled with pain and frustration. 
Debbie rolled her slave back over. “I can do this all day,” she said. “Dad won’t be home until tomorrow night. So, what’s it gonna be, bitch slave? Spanking or groveling?”
Charlotte had been about ready to go along with her daughter’s delusion for now. There was nothing else she could do except appease her daughter and hope for eventual freedom. Then Debbie used the words ‘bitch slave’ and ‘groveling’ and she wasn’t about to grovel for her daughter. Not yet. “Please, honey,” she said, trying to sound soothing despite her sobs. “Mommy doesn’t want to play this game. Tell David to go away. Please.” Half a second later she was screaming, “No, Debbie, not again. It hurts. You’re killing me.” 
“My name is not Debbie. My name is mistress,” said the girl as she swatted her slave another ten times. “I can do this all day. I will do this all day. I want my bitch slave to ask how she can serve her mistress.” This time she just left her slave in position on her stomach. “Say it.”
“H-how may I serve… you… mistress.” The slave had to force the words out. 
“You’re doing it already,” said Debbie as she turned her slave to her back again. “Do nothing.” She ran her hands over the rubber suit, feeling an odd thrill just from the feel of the smooth, shiny material. The subtle moves of her victim trapped within the suit added to the excitement. She could tell from looking when her hands went over tightly wrapped thighs, well protected pussy, tummy smoothed and flattened by taut material, barely noticeable tits, and blinded eyes. Yet it was ever so much more fun to feel her slave mom try to shrink away as the mistress daughter touched her in places she shouldn’t. 
Rising and stepping away from her newest slave, Debbie got a bit gag and returned. “Open your mouth,” she said and then put the hard rubber gag between her mom’s teeth. “Bite down now.” She pulled the straps behind her slave’s head and secured it so that the corners of her mom’s mouth were pulled back. “Wait for me,” she said. “When I come back, I’ll let you lick my pussy, mommy.” The last word came out softly with a savage glee behind it. Even Debbie was surprised at how exciting it was to have her mommy at her mercy and at the thoughts that ran through her head of just what she wanted from mommy. 
The mistress knew without question that there would be no more surprises for the weekend. Either David had foreseen the future or, more likely, he had just planned for her to be caught, but he had been prepared for three slaves and no more. She had no doubt that there would be no more interruptions. David was so wonderful. 
With Mindy and her mom gagged, she decided Paula needed a gag, too. She waved a head harness with a ball gag in front of Paula and said, “Open wide, silly bitch.” She hoped that Paula wouldn’t, but the 12-year-old had just witnessed Debbie with her mom and opened without hesitation despite being called a silly bitch. If asked, she would have agreed that she was a silly bitch. Debbie pushed that ball gag in between Paula’s teeth and then fastened the harness over and around Paula’s head. 
Then a similar harness and gag floated up in front of her face and she wished she hadn’t gagged Paula. Did that give David the idea or was it that with all three slaves gagged, it was her turn? She didn’t know. Only Paula could actually see what was going on, but Debbie didn’t like even that. There was really no choice however, so she put the gag in her own mouth and fastened it in place. She couldn’t protest at all when David showed her a short chain with unmistakable nipple clamps at each end. She clamped her own nipples and then David took the center of the chain and pulled on it, stretching her nipples out and she tingled at the look on Paula’s face. It was renewed fear in the eyes of the slave as she realized if the mistress was forced to do these things, then the mistress would have no mercy for her. The center of the chain lifted and then settled on a hook that protruded from the center of Debbie’s ball gag. As David put it there and then left it, Debbie’s hard little nipples were pulled up stretched and taut, locked there for as long as David wanted her like that. Sure she could easily reach up and undo it herself, but that wasn’t allowed. She didn’t even think of it. 
She was ready to get back to fucking Mindy who was patiently waiting… what else could she do anyway? Yet, David had just a little bit more in store for his slave. Debbie felt the corset tighten more than she had done. As it tightened, it narrowed her waist uncomfortably. Again it was something that she could have undone, but there was no thought of that. The corset, the gag, and the chain might as well have been locked in place until David decided to unlock them. He could have restrained her hands, but then she needed them to discipline her own slaves. 
Pausing, she waited to make sure David was finished before strapping on the cock and returned to stand beside the bed. Mindy was perched on the edge of the bed, right where Debbie had left her, but not nearly as wet now that she’d had to lie waiting for several minutes. With more care than the first time, Debbie worked the big dildo into her slave’s tight pussy and then started to fuck her. She started to narrate the action. Not a single word was intelligible, but she didn’t care. She’d let her slaves imagine what was being said about them. “My fuck toy,” was what she tried to say, looking at Paula to make sure the older girl was listening and watching. “Mindy doesn’t like cock, but she loves mine. My hot little slave all helpless for me. All she can do now is take my cock. Too bad we had an interruption from my naughty new slave,” she looked at her mom, enjoying herself even though the bitch slave couldn’t understand and didn’t know she was being addressed. “Now I’m back to fucking my favorite slave.” She wished she could make sure her mom know that the interruption was only temporary and the behavior that her mom so abhorred was back underway. 
Looking back at Paula, she said, “You know what, silly bitch?” She decided she liked that name for Paula. Paula shifted nervously as Debbie’s attention turn on her. “Mindy likes being embarrassed. She got all hot in gym class with you making her cum. Did you notice that? Now I’ll bet she’s getting all hot knowing that you’re watching her get it good.” She kept stroking in and out, teasing Mindy with her words and building Paula’s anticipation. “You’re gonna get it next. You like cock, huh? You’re gonna love getting it from your mistress.” 
She kept talking for the benefit of all her slaves. “Can you make more noise, Mindy?” The little slave hardly needed encouragement at verbalizing her pleasure. Ironically, she was already making plenty of it. “My new slave… my mommy… wants to hear an 11-year-old cum. Bet she’d like to see it, too. Maybe she’ll tell your parents how much you like my cock. Maybe she’ll say how hot you look like this. Maybe she’ll tell them you like being my slave.” She knew the opposite was true. Her mom couldn’t and wouldn’t say anything by the time the weekend was over. But Mindy responded to the suggestions with whimpers and whines before exploding in orgasm. 
Just before she left Mindy alone, Debbie leaned over the slave and lined her mouth up with Mindy’s. Since she was gagged, she was drooling and trying to talk didn’t help any. Letting a strand of drool drip into Mindy’s mouth, she looked knowingly at Paula. She didn’t need to tell Paula who was next. 
Then she did come to Paula and laid the girl on her back, spearing her with the strap on. If nothing else, Debbie was getting herself hot from using her slaves and teasing them with words only she understood. Her nipples hurt from the clamps and hurt even more from the way the chain tugged with each thrust, but she didn’t mind. “Your turn for some girl cock,” she said to Paula. “Gonna cum for me like you cum for boys.” The cock slid in so nice and easy, Debbie was surprised. “Maybe you do like girls, huh? All hot and wet for this already. You liked watching Mindy get it?” To her surprise, Paula blushed as if understanding her words. It was simply obvious to the 12-year-old what her mistress was talking about. She knew she was hot and wet, but not why. With Debbie’s words came knowing looks at her wet pussy, so she knew very well what Debbie had noticed. 
Debbie fucked Paula to orgasm and then unfastened her ball gag at the corner of her mouth. Slobber poured from Paula’s mouth and then she swallowed the rest. It was a relief to be ungagged even though she knew the reason. “Open wide,” said Debbie. With the intent so obvious, it wasn’t hard to understand those two words and even if she hadn’t, she knew what her mistress wanted. Unlike Mindy, she could see what was coming as Debbie drooled into her mouth. 
“Thank you, Mistress,” said Paula. She blushed when her mistress looked surprised. “For… for letting me cum,” she said. “It...” she sighed, “… felt good.”
“You’re welcome,” said Debbie. The words again were unmistakable to Paula. It made Debbie feel wonderful to have her slave thank her. It just affirmed her control over the silly bitch. She took off Paula’s nipple clamps and again said, “You’re welcome.” They’d been on long enough. Then she tried to put Paula’s gag back in place, but David stopped her. Behind her gag, Debbie smiled and then leaned close to Paula’s face and as clearly as possible said, “Cock sucker.” 
“Cocksucker?” repeated Paula, not sure she heard it right. Then she felt David’s cock at her lips. “Ohhh,” she said as the cock slid into her mouth. 
Charlotte couldn’t believe the nightmare she’d been thrust into. Lately she’d felt that Debbie was up to something, but to discover her daughter holding a strap on party with two bound preteens was beyond her comprehension. In just a few seconds, her mind ran through how to stop it, how to prevent it, and how to punish Debbie. What happened after that was a frightening slide into a foul world of sex and debauchery that she considered too sordid for adults, let alone her 11-year-old daughter. 
It didn’t occur to her that Debbie had never seen David. What to Debbie was virtually a game with the ghost of a 13-year-old boy, Charlotte saw as Debbie in league with a hideous creature that had twisted her impressionable young mind to its will. She wanted to shrink away from the tentacles that waved at her, but tried to stand her ground in maternal defense of the girls. When those tentacles had seized her in their iron grip, her flesh crawled. Then the two of them, David and Debbie, had wrapped her in latex and left her helpless. Any option she had to rebel was ripped away by the insistent, painful spankings. She’d never felt pain like that in her life. To be subjected to that with no ability to protect herself was frustrating and demeaning, but it had the desired effect. She knew she was beaten. 
In the dark she could hear the sounds of the girls and knew that Debbie was having sex with Mindy. It was a mystery to her that Debbie’s voice became muffled and incoherent and took her a few minutes to realize that all four of them must be gagged now. It was clear when Debbie finished with Mindy and moved on to Paula since the direction of her sounds changed. Without being conscious of it, she knew that Debbie was making her rounds and that after Paula, she’d be Debbie’s target. 
At times she tried struggling. It was just too unreal to believe that she was so absolutely helpless and that Debbie intended to leave her like that as long as it pleased the young mistress. Each time she tried, she came to the same conclusion. She was totally at Debbie’s mercy. As her turn approached, she remembered Debbie’s threat. When Debbie came back, she’d be forced to lick her own daughter’s sex. Revulsion and horror filled her as she imagined the inevitable. 
Then it got quiet and she knew her turn had come. Again struggling failed her. On the outside it barely looked like she was doing anything when she strained her tired muscles against the unyielding material. She never knew rubber could be so restrictive, but enough of the material stretched tight around her was keeping her stored quite nicely. 
Now Debbie removed the strap on and moved to her mom. She’d made her mom a promise of what was to come. Removing the bit gag, she positioned her hairless slit over her mom’s mouth, wondering if her mom had ever done anything like this before. Rubbing her soaking pussy on her mom’s mouth, she was angry that her mom turned her head to the side. So, it was gonna be that way, was it?
“Please, Deb… mistress,” whined her mom as Debbie rolled her onto her stomach. “No more. I can’t. I won’t do that.” Instantly she regretted the little act of defiance. Her ass still ached from her previous spanking and now she was going to get more. 
Debbie just started spanking. She didn’t stop at ten even though her mom was screaming. At the sixteenth swat, her mom finally managed to scream, “I’ll do it.” Debbie gave her two more swats as her mom screamed it out again and again. Then when she got a reprieve, Charlotte gasped out, “I’ve never… mistress.” 
Squatting over the only pink space on the black clad form, Debbie rubbed her pussy over her mom’s mouth and nose. “Never done this?” said Debbie, very aware of how much more exciting it made it to know that her mom was like Paula… an avowed straight woman about to take a step she really, really didn’t want to. Though her mom clearly understood the question, Debbie was getting frustrated. She wanted to taunt her newest slave and she wanted the slave to understand every word. Rising up slightly she looked at David, where she felt his presence, and pointed at her gag. “Please?”
Responding to her request, David removed the gag by unsnapping it from the head harness. He didn’t want to give the appearance of giving in to Debbie’s request, though he knew it would look like that. He wasn’t so much giving in to her as he just wanted to hear his slave at her best. He felt he’d trained her well and now she was going to prove herself to him. 
“Thank you, David,” said Debbie and then she turned her attention back to her mom. “Never, ever licked a pussy, mommy?” she asked. “Never wanted to? Hmmm, I was Paula’s first pussy, too. She didn’t want to either, but now she likes it.” That wasn’t very true, so Debbie corrected herself. “At least she’s learned there are worse things than licking her mistress’ pussy. You’re learning, too.” She settled back down over her mom’s mouth and watched as her mom took her very first ‘voluntary’ taste of a female.
After a few tentative licks, Debbie said, “You’re gonna do it until I cum, mommy. And it has to be better than that or you’ll be here all day. So here’s the deal. I just fucked Mindy and Paula. I’ve been waiting a while for you to lick me. I’m all hot just knowing you’re naked inside this suit. I think it’s just too hot for words to know that you don’t want to do this, but you have to. It won’t take much to make me cum. If I haven’t cum in five minutes, I’ll spank you ‘til you can’t scream anymore and leave you in the suit until tomorrow morning.”
Charlotte stuck her tongue out more boldly, getting familiar with her mistress’ pussy enough to find her clit and then focus on that. She had no doubt her daughter would do just as she threatened and knew she wouldn’t be able to stand the punishment. Her reluctance was obvious, but nevertheless she bent to the task. 
“Licking your own daughter’s pussy,” said Debbie. “Tasty, isn’t it? You’re gonna get me all hot, wet, and excited and then you’ll get your reward. My cum. That’s your reward. You’re my slave, so making me happy is what makes you happy. Slurp up those juices.” She looked over at Paula. “Yeah, do it. Paula’s watching my mommy eat pussy. Do it good and maybe I’ll fuck you with my cock. Maybe I’ll let you blow David.”
Grinding her pussy into her mom’s face, Debbie taunted, “Yeah, mommy, you didn’t even know I’m not a virgin. Thought I was sooo innocent and here you are… nothing but a tongue for me. Nothing but my tongue toy to make me cum. I own your whole body and all I’m letting you move is your tongue. Inside me. That’s the spot. Do it good and I won’t spank you.” 
The tingles built in her body and she squeezed her own nipples the way she liked as her mom took her higher and higher. “Good, slave,” she cooed. “I love your tongue. I’ll bet you love my pussy. Looks like you do. All for me. Your whole life is about making me happy now. Jeez, I’m getting all juicy now. You like it? Mmmmm.” The tongue didn’t slow down a bit as her juices poured out of her excited pussy. “I’ll let you do this every day now, mommy. Yeah, oh, yeah.”
Debbie found it hard to talk, hard to concentrate as she got close to cumming. Now she just focused on slowly humping as her mom’s tongue worked her engorged clit. “F-faster now,” she moaned. When her mom did it faster, it didn’t take much longer and she came long and hard. Even after the orgasm passed, she rubbed her pussy across her slave’s mouth and nose, sharing the aftermath. “Good job, mommy,” she breathed. “You should be proud of yourself.”
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Charlotte was proud of herself for doing such a good job. Not knowing how David’s presence, thoughts, and emotions could change the way people around him thought, she didn’t think it odd that her body responded to Debbie’s erotic demands. Her pussy was wet with desire. It had felt good to eat out her 11-year-old daughter and make her cum. It was the best sex she’d had in years and she wanted more. She thought about Mindy and Paula… going down on them next. What would it take to please her mistress enough that she’d be allowed to cum?
Debbie lay on her mommy slave for a few minutes before she decided what she wanted to do with her slaves next. She pulled the hood off her mom and then unzipped the back of the tight latex suit. Peeling the suit down just enough to expose her mom’s tits, she wasn’t sure if the suit would continue to contain her mom’s arms and hands or could her mom wriggle out of it. She was pretty sure that if her mom made a bid for freedom, David would stop her. She thought only that her mom had buckled under the spankings, not that she was winning control of her newest slave.  
Suiting her mom up had happened pretty fast and she’d been too distracted by her mom’s defiance to pay much attention to her body. Now she took a good, long look at her mom’s tits and put her hands on them. They were even bigger than Paula’s. It was all relative of course. Paula’s tits were big for a sixth grader, but no match for Charlotte’s full, adult tits. 
The few minutes of rest had given Charlotte just enough perspective that for the moment she again was a mother who didn’t want her daughter touching her like that. Though her body was on fire with desire, that didn’t stop her from abhorring what had just happened. And there was more yet to happen. The mistress enjoyed the look of disgust on her mom’s face at being fondled by her daughter. The slave didn’t dare talk back, but she still showed her reluctance to surrender, which only fueled Debbie’s desire to sexually humiliate her mom. It was fun, and wonderfully tingly, to play with her mom like this. “Nice tits, mommy,” she said, trying to goad a response from her slave. “Maybe after I finish here, I’ll strip the suit all the way off, put my fake cock back on, and fuck you.” 
Charlotte held her tongue, not knowing what to say. The wrong thing could make her daughter angry and lead to another spanking. On the other hand, she’d totally lost control and enjoyed eating out her 11-year-old daughter. If she gave into that urge, she could start a spiral of erotic desire that she was amazed to see in her little girl. All this had been going on right in front of her, possibly for years, and she hadn’t seen the way her precious angel was being seduced and corrupted by a vile creature. All she could do for now was take what Debbie was dishing out. She accepted that she was totally at the mercy of Debbie and David until they decided to release her. Once she was no longer the focus of their attention, she was figuring an exorcism was the only thing to do… something she wouldn’t have considered remotely plausible when she woke up this morning. 
Torn between animalistic desire and her maternal instinct, she fought to stay in control. She could even feel herself sliding slowly toward surrender again, if only temporarily. She hated herself for her weakness. It felt good to have little hands play with her tits and in seconds the idea of an exorcism faded from her mind. Once again she didn’t find the idea of her daughter riding her face or fucking her all that unappealing. To her horror, she felt a growing lust and wiggled her hips seductively. “Yes, mistress,” she said, surrendering to desire. “Mommy would like her mistress to fuck her.”
Debbie figured David would keep her mom under control and even help tie her up so she was helpless, yet accessible. However, the words that came from her mom suggested that there would be no need for David’s help. She, the mistress, was in control of her three slaves with or without David. She removed Mindy’s blindfold and gag, lifted her off the bed, and set her beside her mom. “Suck on her tits,” she told her youngest slave. She was rewarded with a bright smile from her slave, who eagerly squirmed her way up to suck on the nearest tit. Then Debbie brought Paula over to her mom’s other side and gave her the same instruction. The 12-year-old was nearly as enthusiastic. 
Standing back to admire the scene of her two young slaves attending to her mom’s tits while her mom moaned with pleasure, Debbie was thoroughly enjoying the role of mistress. The day was going better than she expected. Looking in the direction she knew David was, she said, “We make a pretty good team, don’t we, David?”
Paula and Charlotte didn’t respond to the off hand remark, but Debbie felt David withdraw from her and the room grow cold. Her brow furrowed, concerned over his reaction. It was Mindy whose head jerked up from her assigned task and looked at David before telling Debbie what she heard. “Mistress,” she said, “David says you’re not a team. He’s the master and you’re the slave.”
“But we are a team,” insisted Debbie. “At least, he helps me get slaves and then I make them do stuff for him. You are doing what I want. I own you.”
“Mistress!” Mindy’s voice trembled. “He’s yelling at you. He’s pissed. Kneel down. Now! You’re… you’re not a team. You do the stuff for yourself. You enjoy making your slaves… us… do stuff. You don’t do it for him.” She paused and listened to David. “You’d be nothing without him,” said Mindy softly. 
Debbie blanched at Mindy’s words. Her slave was clearly repeating what David was yelling. She knelt quickly, embarrassed to do so in front of her slaves, but frightened about what would happen if she didn’t. “David, I’m sorry,” said Debbie, pleading for forgiveness. She couldn’t hear him, but she could feel the emotion. “I didn’t mean it that way. I… we… both enjoy it, don’t we? My slaves are your slaves, aren’t they?”
“Uh oh,” said Charlotte as she looked over to see what was going on. She could see David’s anger in the way his tentacles waved and the expression on his face. A chill of fright shot through her body and she wasn’t even the one he was angry at. 
“Thank you for everything,” said Debbie, trying to appease her ghost’s anger. Suddenly David was behind her and she felt her corset tighten even more. It was already uncomfortable, but now it made breathing difficult. She could only manage quick, shallow breaths. Her small tits seemed to grow in size as flesh was forced to rearrange. “David,” she gasped, the word barely coming out at all. “Please.”
One of the bondage magazines rose from her desk and pages turned. Then the magazine dropped in front of her and she looked at the page that was displayed. It was a picture of a woman in bondage, wearing stockings, gloves, and a corset similar to hers. It was how David wanted her now. “Yes, David,” she said, casting a sick look at her slaves. They were going to see her submit to David. They were going to see her tie herself for him. 
He offered her a long strand of rope. She took it, found the middle, and tied a loop around her narrow, corseted waist. Then she ran the rope between her legs, carefully tucking it into her pussy. The position required the rope to be attached to the ceiling, so she looked up and saw the perfect attachment point. She had a basket hanging from the ceiling in the corner of her room filled with stuffed animals. Climbing on her bed, she took the basket down and ran the rope through the hook. It was sturdy enough to hold her; she’d watched her dad put a molly bolt through the ceiling for the hook. Now it would have to hold most of her weight. Getting off the bed, she pulled the rope taut and then pulled even more to the point of lifting herself up on her toes. The rope dug into her sensitive pussy and up the crack of her ass to the ceiling and back to her hands. She was hanging herself from the ceiling. Torturing herself. For David. 
“Can you hold this, David?” she asked, offering the end of the rope to David. “Or tie it to something?” There was no response. “Please?” She was left standing on her toes, rope in her pussy and the other end in her hands. He wouldn’t even help her torture herself. She felt foolishly on display for him and for her slaves. A hot blush of shame colored her cheeks. 
The wooden paddle that Debbie liked to use on her slaves rose in a ghostly hand. “Mistress, I’m sorry. He’s making me,” said Mindy and then looked at David. “Sorry, but she’s my… I… yes, David.” Her eyes focused back on Debbie and her voice lowered. It seemed to Debbie that her best friend was possessed as she repeated exactly what David was saying, even mimicking his voice as best she could. It was the closest Debbie would get to hearing her master’s voice. “You’re my love and my slave. My conduit to your world. You’ve given me so much. But, you are still a weak little girl… my possession. You forget your place. You are a mistress only when and if I allow it. You are always my slave.”
The paddle smacked across Debbie’s bare, unprotected ass, the force of the blow making her jump. Her toes scrambled for purchase on the carpet to take some of the weight off the rope digging into her pussy. It didn’t occur to her to give herself some slack in the rope. This is what David wanted. She fought just to breathe in the tight corset, but she hung on to the rope tightly. She was as helpless as if she was tied hand and foot. Her hands were occupied. Her ass was raised and available. She could do nothing but take the punishment David meted out. As David spanked her again and again, Debbie didn’t even have the breath to scream. Tears rolled silently down her cheeks as her bottom turned brilliant red. 
The paddle was just one of her punishments. The humiliation of being torn down from mistress to David’s obvious slave was crushing. Worse, he’d called her a weak little girl, putting their relationship into clear perspective. He loves me, but he’s just using me, too. I’ll never be any more than his possession. The humiliation and his words lingered long after the paddle dropped to the floor. 
Four females were bound and helpless in the room. What a sight that would have been if anyone had found them like that. Debbie’s three slaves were bound in relative comfort. For the slave/mistress, her arms started to ache, yet still she held onto the rope. Even when it became a struggle to keep herself up, she held on, straining on her tiptoes. Her feet, legs, hands, and arms all ached. Finally, David took the rope from her and lowered her so she could stand flatfooted. 
Watching her mistress suffer, Charlotte again started to think like a mother. A helpless mother indeed who could only watch. She didn’t dare complain or argue. David would only turn his wrath on her. She could have wiggled her arms free of the latex suit, but she was too afraid of the consequences. When the spanking ended, she saw David circle his errant slave, drinking in her agony as if it was nourishment to his evil soul.
When the atmosphere of the room changed from anger to lust, Charlotte saw David release Debbie from the self-inflicted bondage and then push her to her hands and knees. Unable to tear her eyes away from the sight, she watched as David mounted the exhausted 11-year-old and took her from behind. She hated the idea of watching, realizing that Debbie had lost her innocence long ago. If she hadn’t known that before, she knew it now. 
Debbie pushed her hips back, helping David thrust his cock deep inside her. Only Charlotte could see that he was raping her with a tentacle, not a cock. True, the end of the tentacle resembled a cock, but it was a tentacle nonetheless. Charlotte cringed in disgust, but did nothing. Unable to protect herself or her daughter, the worst thing was that she knew she’d lost herself once in sexual desire and would do so again. 
There was nothing about what David had forced her to do that excited Debbie. The pain and humiliation made her miserable. Yet as soon as he pushed her to her hands and knees, she was filled with lust. Punishment was over and she’d successfully aroused him to the point where he couldn’t help himself. Being raped, the physical stimulation to her clit and the mental image of herself as so sexy, was what turned her on. She was getting David’s fully attention. Rather than think of being raped in front of her three slaves, she considered it demonstrating her supremacy in his eyes. In that she was right. David used only her pussy. The others would service him with their mouths. 
One by one she looked at her three slaves, locked eyes with them, and told them with the look on her face that she was David’s one and only. She was being rewarded for her loyalty and desirability. They were merely spectators to David’s love for her. Moaning with pleasure, she surrendered to the bliss of an orgasm. She took that moment to look again at her mommy slave, sharing her orgasm with that slave in particular. Practically daring her mom to say something. “Fuck me, David. You’re wonderful. Up my hot pussy. Make me cum. Please, I want you to cum in me.” She felt him tense and spurt his ghostly sperm into her, leaving her emotionally full but physically empty. 
Debbie felt incredible as she collapsed forward and rolled to her back. Surrounded by three slaves, her master has just shown how special she was. She thought about what to do next with her slaves. When she was ready, she rose and knelt beside her mom. “You’re still my slave, so you have to obey me. I’m going to take your suit off and you are still my slave, so don’t try to get away.” She peeled the suit off her mom and admired the naked woman lying on the floor in front of her, especially relishing the fact that her mom didn’t dare move. 
As Debbie pulled her suit off, Charlotte could see David in the background, watching and waving his tentacles menacingly. It was like he was daring her to disobey. Having just witnessed her daughter’s punishment, she had no desire to antagonize the ghost. She still had the same confused feelings, disgust over the way her daughter looked at her and the plans the little mistress might have, but mixed with a sexual lust generated by David’s recent orgasm. Her body wanted what her mind rejected. She trembled, looking forward to losing her senses again to fall into that pool of desire her daughter offered. Only that would chase away the fear and revulsion. She bit her lip and then said softly, “Take me, mistress.”
Surprised at the words that came from her newest slave, Debbie considered how to take her mom. Her mom’s body was slick with sweat, overheated from being trapped in the tight suit. It wasn’t sweat that glistened around and in her pussy, though. “You’ll cum for me, mommy?” She made it a question. 
“Yes, mistress,” sighed the woman. “For you.” 
“Of course you will,” said the mistress. “In time.” It took her several minutes to get Mindy and Paula out of their bondage, but she’d been recently satisfied and so she was in no rush to make her slave happy, so she took the time. Once the two girls were also free, she said, “Both of you, get between her legs and lick her pussy. Eat her good. Make her cum for me.”
Obeying without hesitation, Mindy and Paula scurried to Charlotte’s pussy and started taking turns licking her juices and teasing her clit. Debbie leaned over her mom and played with her big tits. “Cum for me, mommy. I want you to cum good for me. Cum with a couple of little girl tongues in your pussy. Show me you’re an obedient slut for me.”
“Thank you, mistress,” said Charlotte. Thank you for letting me fall back into mindless bliss. To forget about right and wrong. To do nothing but enjoy. She looked down at two cute little sixth graders as they took her higher and higher. Two girls she’d known since first grade. Two girls she’d never thought of this way before. 
When it was clear her mom was close to an orgasm, Debbie got her strap on and secured it in place. She waited until her mom had a couple of orgasms on the tips of those talented tongues. “Now move,” she told Mindy and Paula. Then she knelt between the eagerly spread thighs and slid her cock into her mommy slave’s pussy. “Now, it’s time to really cum for your mistress,” she said as she started stroking hard and fast. “You like little girl tongue, but you love a big cock inside you, don’t you? Cum for your mistress. Cum good and then you’ll repay your fellow slaves.” Pounding into the womb from which she sprang 11 years ago, the mistress drove her mommy slave to another mind bending orgasm. 
“Now, Mindy,” said Debbie as she pulled out of the clenching pussy. “Ride her face. Mommy, eat pussy. Eat 11-year-old pussy again.” 
Charlotte voraciously ate pussy, first Mindy’s and then Paula’s, taking them both to orgasms. It felt wonderful to perform for her mistress. She could do this all day, except that her mistress finally called a halt to it. 
It was still just late morning when Debbie called a halt to the string of orgasms. They’d all cum several times. It was time for a break. She told them all to get dressed in short shirts and tank tops, no panties or bras. Not even a bra for her mom. Paula and Mindy borrowed two of her skirts and since Paula was taller, the skirt seemed even shorter. Knowing David’s desire without even the need for him to express it, Debbie dressed just the same way. She blushed just at the idea of what she was planning for her slaves and the knowledge that David would probably expect the same from her. 
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Satisfied that she had her slaves dressed for a morning of public humiliation, Debbie said, “Let’s go.” Her slaves led the way out of her room with her last out. But David’s hand pushed against her chest and she stopped. The door shut with her alone in her room and she wondered briefly if David was going to rape her privately. Her question was answer when David showed his true intention. He showed her a page in the magazine, specifically folding and bending the magazine so she could see only one picture. It was a close up picture of a woman’s breast with a gold ring dangling from the nipple. 
“You want me to make my mom get her nipples pierced?” she asked. The mood in the room said that was not what he wanted. “You want me to hurt my mom’s nipples?” No, in fact, that was farther off from what David wanted. She looked at the picture again. The piercing was the prominent feature. “You want us all to get our nipples pierced?” She felt the soft brush on her cheek that meant yes. “Today?” Yes, he brushed her cheek. 
Debbie was stunned at the command. Like so many other things, she knew it wasn’t a request. Still, this was so outlandish that she pondered her options and, like always, came up with the simple answer that he’d eventually find a way to make her do it. Mindy going nuts for a week, her mom surrendering so quickly, Paula coming to the house to be her slave, and her own experiences all pointed to that answer. 
As she came out of her room, she told the other three, “David has a special request. We’re going for a drive.”
Her mom stood her ground. “What’s David’s special request?” 
“I’ll tell you in the car, mommy,” said Debbie, sternly. 
Charlotte wanted to argue. She wanted to know where they were going before they got started, but instead she caved in. “Yes, mistress.”  
Debbie sat in the front seat with her mom. Paula and Mindy were in the backseat with David right between them, which presented a unique problem for Charlotte. “David,” she said. “You’ll have to duck down or something. I can’t see out the rear view mirror.” David simply vanished. “OK, that will work,” said Charlotte and she pulled out of the garage. She knew he was still there, just no longer visible. 
“We’re going to get our nipples pierced,” said Debbie. 
Charlotte stepped on the brake, bringing the car to an abrupt halt in the driveway. “That’s ridiculous,” she said. “There’s no place in the world that will pierce the nipples of three middle school girls.” She wasn’t even considering that her statement didn’t rule out her nipples being pierced. An angry David reappeared in her rear view mirror. “It’s just the way it is, David,” she said, feeling strange to be addressing the wicked looking ghost directly. 
With a few more minutes to think about it than her mom, Debbie already had the solution to that. “It’s OK, David. We’ll go and get mom’s nipples pierced. She’ll pay attention to how it’s done. Then we’ll go home and she’ll pierce ours for us. We’ll get it done for you, David. Don’t worry.”
Still Charlotte didn’t move the car any further. “What will your father say?” she insisted. She could hide her embarrassing weekend enslavement from her husband, but not the piercing. 
Debbie hadn’t thought that far ahead. Daddy wouldn’t notice hers, but he wouldn’t miss it when his wife suddenly had pierced nipples. After a couple of seconds, she looked up at her mom and answered, “Probably, what the hell did you do that for?”
Charlotte snorted at the literal answer her daughter gave. “Yeah… mistress. And how can I explain that?”
“That’s not my problem,” said Debbie. This particular problem wasn’t her problem. She’d already faced similar questions. Questions like explaining how her panties could come down in class, why she was wearing no panties, and why she and Mindy had on matching rubber panties with vibrators. She’d also have to figure out how to explain her nipple piercings, but her mom’s piercing would be her mom’s problem. “Now let’s go.”
“I don’t even know where to go for that,” countered her mom. That wasn’t true, but it seemed plausible enough. 
“Second and Trout,” piped up Paula. “There’s a place on the corner that does tattoos and body piercing.” At the looks from the others, she said, “What? I just know about it. My cousin got her belly button pierced there.”
With no more arguments, Charlotte pulled out of the driveway and headed toward the dreaded destination. All the way there she tried to think of other excuses, but there were none. Her only option was to outright refuse and she couldn’t bear the thought of the consequences of that refusal. Tied and spanked? Probably. Her mistress daughter had already suggested that the three girls be pierced at home. Charlotte could easily imagine herself bound and helpless with her daughter trying to pierce mommy’s nipples. If it was going to be done, she wanted it done right.
The woman was embarrassed just to be in this part of town. Walking into the store was one of the hardest things she’d ever done. Then to ask to have her nipples pierced was mortifying. At least it was a woman who led her back to be pierced. She took off her shirt. “You have nice nipples,” said the woman. “This will be pretty easy. I’ll need a big target though. You want to do it yourself or you need some help?”
“Do what?” asked Charlotte. 
“Play with your nipples to make them hard.”
“Umm, do it myself,” she said, rolling her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers to harden them to full, fleshy nubs. A big target just like the woman wanted. 
At the offer of anesthesia, Charlotte said, “No, but thanks. I… my girlfriend wants me to pierce hers myself.” She blushed when she realized how lesbian that sounded. “How… how do I do that?”
“I don’t recommend it,” said the woman. “Unless she’s… underage?” 
“God, no,” exclaimed Charlotte. “She’s just… wants it done personal.”
“OK, well, I’ll sell you the needles you’ll need. Gotta be careful of infection. It’ll hurt, but you can numb it with ice first. Wanna try that?” The woman proceeded to show Charlotte how to pierce a nipple, using Charlotte’s own as the example. Numbing with ice wasn’t perfect, but it was at least possible to hold still while the needle pushed through. The woman put gold rings through the holes. 
Pulling her tight shirt down, Charlotte saw the rings made a definite impression. There was no doubt she had rings in her nipples. Now she just had to make it home without being seen like this. She bought the needles and three sets of gold rings and went out to the car. 
As soon as her mom slid into the driver’s seat, Debbie said, “Show us.”
“Mistress, not here,” insisted the slave. “I can’t show them to you three girls here. They’ll see.” No sooner had she said that than she realized she’d just bought three sets of rings and there were three underage girls in the car. What if the woman was looking out the window? Would she be suspicious? 
“OK, but at the first chance,” said Debbie. “We wanna see.”
As Charlotte started to back the car out of the parking spot, the woman who had just pierced her came out of the shop. She tapped on the window and Charlotte rolled it down. She gave a knowing look at the occupants of the car and said, “I’ll do them for free.” 
That answered Charlotte’s question about how obvious she was being. Three girls waiting in the car and three sets of gold rings. “It’ll be safer,” agreed Charlotte. She saw no use in denying it and it was apparent the woman not only didn’t mind, but was eager to pierce the girls. 
“Yeah,” nodded the woman. “We want to do them right. Drive around back and I’ll open the back door for you. Just one thing,” she added, lowering her voice. “I get to help them make the targets.”
Charlotte turned to the human in charge and said, “She’ll pierce you and your friends, Debbie. It’ll be cleaner and safer. She’ll do it right… better than me. She just… wants to… umm… play with your nipples herself to make them hard. Is that all right?”
Debbie didn’t need David’s help to make that decision. She wanted to see her slaves have their tits played with by a complete stranger and get their nipples pierced. The fact that she’d have to submit to the same treatment meant David would get the same treat watching her. “Yeah, that sounds like fun. Let’s do it.”
With the window rolled back up and the woman gone, Debbie turned to look over the seat at her two slaves. “This is gonna be fun, huh? I can’t wait to watch her suck your tits.”
A couple of minutes later they’d been snuck into a room at the back of the shop. “Shirts off, everybody,” ordered Debbie. “You, too, mommy,” she added. Now she got the chance to check out the rings than dangled from her slave’s nipples. As she hooked a finger through each one, she realized just how much more she’d be at David’s mercy with handy rings to pull on. In front of the other woman, she avoided tugging hard on her mom’s rings. She’d save that for later. Last of all she pulled her shirt off. 
“Do her first,” said Debbie, pointing at Paula. “She’s got the biggest nipples.” 
The woman eyed the 11-year-old issuing the orders, already getting an impression that this wasn’t a mom out to pierce her daughter and a couple of her friends. She put her hands on Paula’s small tits, fondling them for a couple of minutes now that she had the chance. Reluctantly she started sucking on them and finally stopped with the nipples hard and swollen. Then she pierced the first of three preteens. 
Watching the woman enjoy herself, Debbie said, “Now do her.” She pointed at Mindy. “She’s got barely any tits at all. Like me.” The woman’s eyes were glued to Mindy’s nearly flat chest. “Would you like her to lick your pussy?” asked Debbie.
Without even thinking about asking Mindy if she would, the woman addressed Debbie. “Would she?”
“Yeah, of course,” said Debbie. “And would you like to lick Paula’s,” she asked, nodding toward Paula. 
“Yeah, abso-fucking-lutely.” She couldn’t help but notice that Debbie was deciding who would do what. The little 11-year-old clearly had some control over all of them, even her mom. 
“Pierce our nipples first,” said Debbie. “Then we’ll play. But, I’d like it if you stripped down with us.” She looked at her three slaves. “Get the skirts off.” Charlotte, Paula, and Mindy all stripped down to just shoes and socks. Then the woman did and finally Debbie removed her skirt. 
The woman set to work on Mindy, thoroughly enjoying the chance to fondle the 11-year-old. Her mouth hardened the nipples set atop the barest hint of tits while her hands fondled just about everything else. In the meantime, Debbie just admired the woman’s body. She had piercings of her nipples, belly button, labia, nose, tongue, and lip. There were tattoos scattered around her body. She looked over at her mom, imagining artwork on her mom’s body. Perhaps someday soon mommy would have even more to explain to daddy. 
Though she took her time preparing and then piercing Mindy, the woman worked quickly on the little mistress. There was an aura about her, a definite sense of authority that made it seem the offers of liberties with the other girls didn’t apply to Debbie. 
With the piercings finished, Debbie said, “OK, Mindy, get to it. Slurpy, slurpy.” The woman lay down on a sofa against the wall and Mindy knelt between her tattooed thighs, making the appropriate slurping noises as she ate the now dripping pussy. “Up over her face,” she told Paula and the woman found herself attending to and being attended to by a pair of preteens. 
Unable to stand the erotic sight, Debbie ordered her mom to her knees and made her third slave eat her. The woman’s view was blocked, so she didn’t get to see the girl’s total control over her mom. That did little to curb Charlotte’s humiliation as she lapped at her daughter’s pussy. She cast a glance at the other woman to reassure herself that her debasement couldn’t be seen. But then Debbie said, “Yeah, mommy, eat my pussy. It’s so hot to watch Mindy and Paula. If you can make me cum before she does Paula, she won’t get to see you down on your knees with your tongue in my pussy.”
Charlotte ate pussy for all she was worth, getting her daughter to cum first so she wouldn’t be caught in the act. Shortly after that, Paula and the woman both came. Once the woman was alone on the couch again, Debbie made her mom kiss her pussy again just for fun. 
After they left the piercing shop, Debbie wondered if the woman had considered the implication that now three preteens could describe every tattoo on every part of her body, including the rose, the snake, and the fine print that said, “Made to Be Licked.” With enough slaves to keep her happy, she had no plans for another, but the woman could come in handy someday. 
Charlotte couldn’t wait to get to the safety of home where she could put on a bra and dress properly to hide the obvious piercing. For that matter, she didn’t want to be seen with three girls that sported rings in their nipples so clearly. She was dismayed when Debbie announced, “Let’s go to the park.” She cast her mistress an incredulous look, but was quickly stared down. Heading for the park, she wondered what was in store for them there.
Debbie at least understood the implications of her mom, an adult, being spotted with three girls with nipple piercings. She was also still working on just how she could explain her own piercings to friends and classmates. Consequently, she had her mom park away from the crowd and led them around looking for just the right situation. Finally, seeing four boys, around 12 to 14, playing Frisbee near the wooded part of the park, she led them there. “Go stand by the edge of the trees,” she told her mom. She wanted the boys to see three girls, no adults at first. 
She was a little bit behind Mindy and Paula, who stood where the boys could see them. “Raise your skirts,” she told them. “All the way up.” She was satisfied when she could see her slaves’ full bare bottoms, knowing the boys could see their naked pussies. The two slaves blushed as they exposed themselves in public. No one except four boys could see them, but that was more than enough. Mindy hated the idea of luring even one boy over with her nudity. Paula had already taken on several boys at once and had no desire to do so again. Yet, neither could defy their mistress as they felt the soft breeze blowing against their bare slits. 
One by one the boys noticed. The game stopped and they wandered over. Debbie felt like she was fishing and reeling in the boys with her slaves as the lures. As the boys got closer, Debbie said, “Now, lower your skirts and let’s go to the woods.” The looks of disappointment on the boys’ faces faded as she called to them. “Follow us.” 
Now she led her two slaves and four boys toward the more secluded part of the park. As she got to the tree line, she looked back over her shoulder and saw the boys had stopped when they saw her mom waiting. “Raise your skirt,” she told her mom. “Show them that they shouldn’t be afraid to come on over.”
Oh Gawd, thought Charlotte as her daughter gave her the order. She looked at the four boys as they hesitated. With a word she could send them away, but then she’d be in big trouble. Instead, she grabbed the hem of her skirt and raised it slowly up… showing some thigh… hinting at a view of her pussy… finally up high enough that the four boys could clearly see her private treasure. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to disobey. Her heart pounded as the boys perked up and came even closer. They were just a few feet from her when Debbie said, “Let’s go where nobody can see us.”
There was already nobody in sight except the eight of them, but where they were had the chance of detection. Now Debbie led them deeper into the woods and behind a thicket. She had a sinister smile on her face at the thought of what came next. She’d finally thought of something that her slaves could do that David would never make her do. 
Charlotte followed, feeling light headed at the thought of what might happen. Will Debbie let the boys touch me and the other two girls? Will I have to do more than just let them fondle me? How far can Debbie push me and how far will I let her? The truth was, though, that Charlotte wasn’t letting Debbie do anything. She was following every humiliating order without any boundaries. 
“Take off your skirts and shirts,” Debbie told her three slaves. With a smirk, she watched as the three stripped down to just what they had in the privacy of the piercing room. Only now they had an audience of horny young males. 
Debbie enjoyed the looks on her slaves’ faces. Their reluctance to strip was obvious and, once naked, the way they squirmed uncomfortably told her just how they felt. Her mom in particular wanted to cover herself with her hands, but she knew that was not allowed. The result was her hands kept straying toward a modest pose only to fall to her sides again, displaying everything. 
Wondering how she’d let it go this far, Charlotte felt her heart pounding again, forcing a brilliant red blush to her face. Raising her skirt had been bad enough. Now she’d just stripped down on command and could see the boys’ eyes mostly focused on her. This was humiliating and she could feel David’s desire, now aware of how that made her feel. That was the catalyst that made her excited for more. She’d been aware of the fear he could instill, but this was more insidious. Her breathing quickened as she looked at the boys with her own growing desire. Yet, it felt horrible to know that the desire wasn’t truly hers. 
To her left, Paula felt embarrassed, but the frightened feeling of facing four boys faded. It was not just her alone that would be satisfying the four. A couple of them were pretty cute and she would have fucked them for fun on her own. Still, there was something very wrong with not being able to choose when and with whom she had sex. She hated the idea of being under Debbie’s control, especially if Debbie was just going to share her with the world. 
Of the three slaves, only Mindy was genuinely excited. She wanted nothing to do with boys, so stripping for them was the farthest thing from her mind. Being forced to stand naked for the small group was humiliating and that was what made her excited. She looked at her fellow slaves, sharing their embarrassment. She wiggled her slender body just to make sure the boys noticed her. Desperate for even more stimulation, she considered fingering her wet pussy for the small gathering. Instead, she said, “Debbie, make me do more. Make us all do more.”
Mindy’s request was unnecessary. Debbie didn’t need to say anything more. Seconds after seeing the girls strip, the first boy closed the distance and put his hands on Charlotte’s tits. “Wow, man, this is so cool,” he said as he cupped and fondled them. “This is OK with you?” he asked just to be sure. 
Watching the small hands on her tits, Charlotte knew it was definitely NOT OK, but she also knew that wasn’t the right answer. Without looking over at her mistress for support, Charlotte nodded and said, “Yes, that’s why we’re here. Naked. For you.” She felt a definite tingle in her nipples spreading to her pussy as her body surrendered to David’s sexual energy. Not far behind it, she could feel her mind slipping in that direction, too. 
A second boy joined the first, putting his hands on Charlotte’s pussy and ass. The two other boys decided that Paula and Mindy needed some attention as well and soon all three girls were being fondled. 
As she was enjoying the humiliation of her slaves, Debbie felt David’s hand at the zipper of her skirt. She casually brushed it away. “Not here, David,” she said. “Only for you.” His hand returned more insistent, tugging down her zipper a couple of inches. “Here? Now?” asked Debbie, suddenly realizing that David wasn’t kidding. She’d counted on this being something that David wouldn’t expect of her. She caught David’s wrist. “Please, don’t make me do it in front of them.” 
As she held his wrist for a moment, she felt David pinch both nipples and pull them out. It was the first time David had showed her that he had more than two hands.  Gasping in pain, she said, “Yes, David.” Then she unzipped her skirt and dropped it on the soft ground. David hadn’t given her any more sign than her skirt, but she knew she was to go the whole way, so she pulled her shirt over her head and dropped it, too. 
One of the boys with her mom turned his attention on Debbie. As he came to her, Debbie felt a firm pressure on her shoulders and she knelt as David wanted her. David poked his cock against her lips and then withdrew. “Want… want a blowjob?” she asked the boy, her face burning with shame. How could David do this?
Charlotte was still standing as her boy pulled on her nipple rings and then licked the swollen nubs atop her full, round globes. She gasped with pain, but it was preferable to what the girls were doing. Just a few feet away, Paula was on her back with her legs spread, showing her boy how to fuck her. Another few feet away, Mindy was kneeling and unzipping her boy’s shorts to fish out his cock. She eagerly pulled it out, thoroughly lost to the sexual rush she got from forced sex. With a smug feeling, Charlotte could see Debbie’s boy already had his pants and underwear around his ankles and Debbie’s head was bobbing back and forth. 
With a mouthful of cock, Debbie felt David’s cock probe at her pussy and she spread her legs. His cock slid up inside her and she knew what it was to be taken at both ends. Then Debbie felt him probe at her asshole, too, and enter her. She hadn’t believed her mom when she said that David had multiple tentacles, but now she could tell he had at least two that felt like cocks. The tingle in her body built rapidly to a powerful rush that swept her to a place where pleasure existed, but reason did not. 
Charlotte’s smugness faded as the boy with her forced her to lie down, removed his belt, bound her hands behind her back, and then rolled her onto her back. Once she was unable to protect herself, he pulled harder on her nipple rings, hard enough to bring tears to her eyes. “Please, don’t,” she whined. 
He only smiled, enjoying the power he had and her inability to stop him. Pulling harder, he forced her to arch up off the ground, her body straining skyward to relieve the pain in her nipples. 
The others were all having sex, but this boy wanted nothing more than to make her whimper, beg, and plead. She wanted to scream, but someone would hear and she didn’t want to be caught naked and tied in the woods with seven children. Blowing him or fucking him was rapidly becoming preferable to what he was doing. As she begged, he started to laugh at her. It was so frustrating to be at the mercy of the young sadist. She blushed with humiliation and shame to be forced to beg only for his amusement. 
“Take off your clothes,” she panted to the boy. “Put your cock in my pussy and fuck me hard. Fill me with cum. Show me what a boy can do with a woman. Put your cock in my mouth. I’ll show you how to feel good.” It felt like he was going to pull her nipples right off. “Anything,” she whimpered. “Please, I’ll do anything you want.” 
Finally the boy released her nipple rings and let her relax. He stripped, spread her legs, and put his cock into her wet pussy. “Yeah, fuck me,” she moaned as she felt him enter her. She didn’t care anymore that she was being raped by a young boy as a glorious tingle filled her body. She only cared that this was preferable to the incredible pain. As he fucked her, she lost herself to desire. She came as he fucked her and then felt him shoot his young cum into her pussy. 
With just one boy all to herself, Paula was on familiar ground. It didn’t matter that she’d been coerced into stripping in the woods for this boy. She coached him in how to fuck her as she had so many other boys. He was just another notch in her belt. Doing the boy was much better than having her mistress force her to be a lezzie. As he came, she came as well, tightening her pussy around his slender cock. 
Sucking cock, Mindy and Debbie both received a mouthful of cum. With a cock in her ass and pussy, Debbie came several times as she sucked cock. By the time Mindy was done, all four boys had limp cocks and she still hadn’t cum yet. Her mistress didn’t even know, let alone care, that Mindy hadn’t cum. 
As the group took a collective break from the first round of sex, David disappeared. Debbie didn’t even notice he was gone until she felt him come back. Even then, it wasn’t out of character for him to vanish right after sex and return later. This time was different though as he returned not from the ghostly world where he went to recover, but from a real world destination where he’d gathered ropes. His return was accompanied by a mix of feelings that Debbie hadn’t gotten from him before. Disgust, jealousy, and a little anger filled the air. On top of all that was a definite aura of disappointment. 
“What’s wrong, David?” she asked as she felt his discomforting presence looming over her. 
The answer was just a rope that seemed to everyone except Charlotte to tie itself around Debbie’s wrist. The free end of the rope then ran around a tree and was tied there. David tied Debbie’s other wrist to another tree with her lying on her back. Then he tied her positioned her so a large tree was between her knees and tied her ankles together on the far side of the tree. Through it all David did nothing to indicate why we was doing it. At the end, she was completely helpless, though he had carefully made sure none of the boys could put his cock in her pussy, not with a tree between her legs. 
All that Debbie could think of was that she’d done something wrong. Yet, he’d tacitly approved everything, hadn’t he? He hadn’t stopped her from coming to the park, luring boys into the woods, and offering up her slaves to the boys. It was his idea to force her to participate. He hadn’t once expressed disapproval of how she’d chosen to use her slaves. And she hadn’t made any assumptions that she was anything but a slave herself. 
As David finished tying her, she looked to Mindy, the only person who could communicate with her master. “Mindy?” she asked, her voice quavering with confusion and humility. “What’s he doing?”
“He’s tying you up,” said Mindy with a smirk that irritated Debbie. As a slave, Mindy had no right to look at her like that and have that kind of attitude. She struggled helplessly against her bonds, forcing herself to accept that she could do nothing about it for now. “He’s not very happy,” added Mindy. “You went too far.” 
She cocked her head and listened for a moment to the voice only she could hear. “He says you know he wants you to do everything your slaves do. He says that makes it your idea that you just blew another boy. It’s your fault. Oh shit… he’s… all of us?” She addressed the last three words to David directly. Then she looked back at Debbie. “He called you a slut.”
Straddling Debbie’s face, Mindy lowered herself and said, “He’s going to show you what sluts do. So, now eat me while everybody watches the slut.” She brought her pussy down to Debbie’s mouth. 
As Mindy lowered herself, Debbie felt a surge of anger. How dare her slave take advantage of her? She wanted to snap at Mindy and tell her to leave her alone, but as quickly as the anger came, it was washed away with the knowledge that Mindy wasn’t doing this on her own accord. David was making her. And Mindy had asked… all of us? Was she, the mistress, about to lick all her slaves’ pussies? Even mommy’s? She jerked at the ropes as Mindy’s pussy touched her lips. The frustration was tangible as she realized she could do nothing. Then the blush erupted on her face as she smelled and tasted slave pussy. David was teaching her a real lesson this time. In front of four boys and her slaves, her tongue came out and started licking Mindy’s hairless slit. 
Debbie simply wanted the horrible act to finish. It wasn’t that she minded pleasing her slave, but only when her slave deserved it and only in private and only when she chose to. Her lack of control and the audience combined with the knowledge that this was her punishment was the penultimate humiliation. 
As Mindy came and dismounted her face, now slick with slave juices, Debbie learned that even the penultimate humiliation could be topped. When Mindy had been astonished that David would make her do ‘all of us,’ she hadn’t realized that David meant all of them, three girls and four boys. Now one of the boys lowered himself down, his hard cock sliding between her lips and into her mouth easily. Her pussy was off limits, but her mouth was not. He fucked her face… there was no other way to describe the experience. Another boy followed him. 
After the second boy filled her mouth with cum, Debbie looked up to see her mom standing over her. “No, please,” she said, shaking her head. Her mom slowly lowered herself down. Eating out a slave was bad enough, but mom had a look on her face like I told you so and now you’re getting what you deserve and damn is this gonna be fun, all rolled up into one. 
Debbie was too far under David’s control to disobey his will. No matter how strongly she objected, she still started lapping at the pussy pressed against her face. “That’s it, baby,” said her slave. “Eat mommy. Show them all what a slut likes.” Her mom ground her face against her helpless face, relishing the chance to debase her mistress and daughter. 
As she ate the hairy pussy, she felt David’s cock enter her own pussy. After that, no matter how hard she tried to dislike licking that particular pussy, her body surrendered to David’s cock and she came. She came a couple of times with the scent and taste of her mom filling her. Then when her mom came, she slurped down the juices that poured out. 
The nightmare continued as the remaining two boys took their turns in her mouth. She felt like she’d swallowed a quart of cum when Paula finally lowered her slave pussy to Debbie’s face. Exhausted, defeated, and thoroughly humiliated, Debbie ate one more pussy in the afternoon shadows in the woods. 
Ghost in the Mind 
By Kenna
Chapter 13 
(d/s, bd, humil, oral, spank)
Debbie thought the nightmare was over when she’d finished making all four boys and her three slaves cum with her tongue. It looked that way as the sated boys left the four girls alone. Her nightmare was over, but a new one had already started for the slaves. 
While the last of the boys were having his way with Debbie, David gave instructions to Mindy. The 11-year-old looked around nervously, her gaze settling on Charlotte. The other three boys were already getting dressed, unable to get it up yet again. Mindy walked over to Charlotte and said, “Charlotte…” she ducked her head shyly as Charlotte raised her eyebrows. “He… David calls you that. Sorry, Mrs. Cantor. He wants us to kneel face to face.”
Charlotte patted Mindy’s head. “It’s OK, dear. Mrs. Cantor seems a little stiff when we’re out the in woods naked together.” She knelt down, taking Mindy’s word. “What’s he got in mind?”
Mindy shrugged. “Dunno. He didn’t say that part.” Mindy watched a short bit of rope float through the air while Charlotte saw the rope in David’s hands coming to them. The rope looped through Mindy’s left nipple ring and then through Charlotte’s right nipple ring.
“Oh, shit,” said Charlotte. She didn’t even need to see or feel more to get the idea, but then the rope pulled tight and the two nipple rings touched and David tied them together with a knot. He did the same with their other nipple rings so they were trapped face to face, nipple to nipple. 
“Oh, God,” said Mindy, looking up at Charlotte’s face. She was several inches shorter than Charlotte. She blushed and said, “He wants us to… ummm…” She stretched up as high as she could, her chin now level with Charlotte’s collar bone, “… kiss.” Her head was tilted back and her mouth was slightly open. Kissing the woman was a little exciting. She didn’t mind it except that it was Debbie’s mom. It was a woman she’d never thought of like this. 
Charlotte looked down at the precious little face as Mindy waited for a kiss. She didn’t think Mindy was making this up. It was more than a little painful to kiss like this. Painful and embarrassing to follow the instructions of a horny ghost. Charlotte had to lean forward and down, hunching her back and pulling her tits away from Mindy’s. “Ooo, oww,” she said as the rings pulled at their nipples. 
“Owww, Charlotte, it hurts, do it quick,” said Mindy. She felt Charlotte’s lips peck at hers with their nipples stretched out half an inch each. Then she looked sideways at David and sighed. “He wants us to count to 5… 5 seconds.” She moaned just in anticipation of what that meant. She leaned back and up, feeling her nipples stretch again as Charlotte’s lips pressed to hers and their tongues met. Oh, yeah, that made it worth the pain as Charlotte gave her a real kiss and held her head lovingly. “Wow,” she said at the end of the 5 seconds. 
The last of the boys finished cumming in Debbie’s mouth and Paula mounted the tired girl’s face. Without orders from David, Mindy reached her hands up to cup Charlotte’s tits. It felt good to fondle the full breasts of Debbie’s mom. Charlotte looked askance at Mindy. The girl had said nothing, so she suspected this was Mindy’s doing. There wasn’t much she felt she could to about it though. Naked and helpless in the woods was hardly a time to tell the girl to get her hands of her fellow slave’s tits. Besides, she reasoned, now that Mindy had done it, David would make it a command, especially if she protested. 
After the initial shock of kissing her friend’s mom, Mindy was excited at the chance to take advantage of Charlotte. Kissing was not something she’d do without another order. Not that kissing hadn’t been nice, but it had hurt, too. Her hands could roam just about anywhere with a preference for Charlotte’s tits, so she spent her time enjoying them even though it looked like Charlotte was a little uncomfortable being fondled by an 11-year-old girl. 
Paula ended her ride on Debbie’s face and came over to stare down at the two other slaves with a smirk. Behind her, Debbie rested as she recovered from her ordeal. The smirk faded when the closest pair of tits came untied. It was hard to smirk when she had a sick feeling of why that particular rope came undone. “David says kneel down,” said Mindy, turning the faded smirk into a grimace on Paula’s face. She knelt down and watched as her left nipple was tied to Mindy’s right one and her right nipple to Charlotte’s left nipple. Now they knelt in a triangle, tit to tit.  
Mindy just had to smile as she delivered David’s next command. “You have to kiss us both. Five seconds each.” She promptly leaned into a five second, full tongue kiss that was more fun than it should have been. This one didn’t hurt, kissing was something she enjoyed, and the fact that Paula hated it was icing on the cake. Then it was sweet to watch Paula kiss the taller Charlotte. She didn’t watch the kiss. She watched the nipples stretch. Oh shit, she rose up as tall as she could, the nipple attached to Charlotte stretching as Paula’s did. She hadn’t thought about that. 
A couple of minutes later, Debbie walked over to the embarrassingly bound trio. Like so many things David expected, to anyone watching them it would look like they could easily undo the bondage. That only added to their discomfort… so close to being free, yet so very far. Debbie felt a little better to see that her slaves were not enjoying themselves. She put on her clothes and then looked around the area. “Hey, Mindy,” she called over. “Where are your clothes?” It wasn’t just Mindy’s that were missing. All three of the slaves had no clothes. They weren’t her clothes that were missing, but it still shocked Debbie. How would she get her slaves out of the woods and to the car? What did David have planned?
Then, it suddenly didn’t seem like her problem. She smiled. She had her clothes. A wonderful tingle filled her as she thought about how embarrassed her slaves would be. There was really no choice but for them to make a run for it across the park. She knew how it felt to be on their end of a humiliating situation, but this time it wasn’t her. For a moment she pictured them making a run for it across the park while still tied together at the nipples. 
She had another thought that made her worry. “Mommy slave, where are your car keys?”
Charlotte looked around frantically as if they would appear in midair. “I put them in the pocket of my shorts,” she said. “We need those keys.” She needed her clothes, too, but without the keys she could only guess how they would get home… dodging from hiding place to hiding place. And then the house was locked, too. 
Maybe, just maybe… Debbie checked her own pockets. Yes! David had put them in her pocket. “Never mind,” she said, dangling the keys. “I’ve got them. Now get yourselves untied. You definitely can’t make it to the car like that.”
“You can’t be serious,” said her mom. “We can’t make it to the car tied or untied without our clothes.” Her fingers were busy untying one of the simple knots. “You’ll have to convince David to give us back our clothes. Or run home and get some more for us.”
“It’s a mile and a half there and a mile and a half back, mommy slave,” said Debbie. “I’m not going all the way there. If that was even an option, then David wouldn’t have stolen your clothes in the first place. I’ll tell you what, though. I’ll go unlock the car so you can run to it and the doors won’t be locked when you get there.”
“My house is closer,” said Paula. “You can go there and tell my mom that somebody stole our clothes and get some more.”
“You three don’t get it, do you?” said Debbie. “I don’t want to help you. I don’t get to help you. Me and David want to watch you run across the park. Come on and take a look. Maybe it won’t be that bad.” She led the slaves to the edge of the woods. “Besides,” she said on the way. “Don’t you all want to show off your new jewelry?” Three slaves shook their heads in unison. From some bushes they surveyed the challenge. The park was not crowded, but at least ten people could see them run the 20 yards to the car. 
“I’ll go unlock the car, then you can make a run for it,” said Debbie. “Let me make it clear. You have to make a run for it. No waiting for dark. No waiting until there are fewer people. When you see me get in the car, run for it.” Without waiting for agreement or argument, she stepped onto the freshly cut grass of the park and strolled to the car. She unlocked the doors and slipped into the front seat. 
She rolled down all four windows a little bit each. The three slaves came running. Her mom ran with her hands over her breasts to keep them from bouncing, but Mindy and Paula just ran full out. Charlotte just focused on the car, ignoring all the amazed eyes as they turned to watch her lead two naked preteens across the park at a dead run. She couldn’t believe her own daughter was making her streak across the park. She ran to the driver’s door of course. Mindy ran for the rear door of the driver’s side and Paula for the passenger side rear door. Once she was sure which one Paula was headed for, Debbie locked that door. Charlotte and Mindy slid quickly into the safety of the car, but Paula found herself tugging on an unyielding door. 
“Oh, Paula,” called out Debbie teasingly. “Tell me you like being my slave.”
“C’mon, mistress, open the door,” said Paula, looking frantically around. She was mostly hidden behind other cars, but not entirely. In plain sight of two boys and a girl, she was the appropriate shade of crimson for her efforts. She tugged again and then hissed through the open window, “Yes, I like being your slave.”
“You like eating pussy.”
“I like eating pussy,” whined Paula. 
“You’ll never touch another boy except David without my permission.”
“Please, Debbie… yes, yes, OK, I’ll never touch another boy without your permission.” As Debbie unlocked it, she yanked open the door and climbed in. 
Charlotte already had the engine running, so as the last door slammed shut, she pulled out of the parking lot. “Did you enjoy that, mistress?” she asked sarcastically. 
“What I’d really enjoy is a trip down the highway with you honking at all the trucks as you pass them,” said Debbie. “So don’t be cute or I’ll have you do that.” She looked over her shoulder at Paula. “Well, buckle up. Don’t want my slaves hurt.” Then she smiled sinisterly. “I’ll make a pussy loving lesbian slut out of you yet, Paula,” she taunted. Just to make sure David understood she’d learned her lesson about who was really in charge, she said, “Thank you, David.”
Back at Debbie’s house, the mistress made her slaves all go to her room and kneel down. The missing clothes were all waiting in her room. On top of them was a CD. Curious as to the present that David had left her, she put the CD in her computer. As she looked at the pictures on the CD, it never occurred to her that David might have some old-fashioned computer savvy. Somehow he’d stolen the pictures from the boys who’d taken them and that was obviously magic. She just assumed he’d used the same magic to give her all the pictures of Paula’s extended party with all those boys. 
After just viewing a couple of the hundred or so pictures, she stopped, told Paula to stand up, and tied Paula’s forearms together, parallel across her back. Then she tied Paula’s nipple rings to the ceiling, making sure the rope was taut enough to pull the 12-year-old up on her toes and stretch out her nipples. She admired the view of the slave dancing on her toes to keep the tension off her poor, sensitive nipples. Then she set up the pictures to play in a slide show, 5 seconds per picture. 
Paula strained to minimize the pain. There was no comfortable position and soon she learned that she was going to be in pain no matter how hard she tried. Her feet and calves ached and her nipples just down right hurt. On top of that, she had to watch as picture after picture rolled by. Her naked. Her with a cock in her mouth. Her with a cock in her pussy. Her with a cock in both mouth and pussy. Her fellow slaves knelt on either side of her, feeling for her. Her mistress stood a little behind her where she could speak right into her ear, occasionally piping up with opinions, “Ooo, I like that one… you look good in that one… that’s perfect for MySpace… how’d you like that?”
Wondering how Debbie had gotten those pictures, Paula knew she was seriously screwed. The pictures were embarrassing. The narration by her mistress and the ideas that Debbie had of how to use them against her turned the 9 minutes of the slide show into utter humiliation… partly because of the pictures and partly because she knew sweet little Debbie, a girl she’d obviously misjudged, owned her in every way. 
When the slide show was finally over, Debbie stepped in front of Paula and simply said, “Tell me what you’ll do to keep those pictures private.”
It took Paula a few seconds to fully understand the command. Debbie had prompted her in the car about what she was going to do. Now she was expected to tell her mistress in her own words. “Mistress, I’ll… I’ll lick your pussy… whenever you want. I’ll do everything you ask. I’ll lick their pussies. I’ll kiss you and show you how much…” her voice got soft with shame “… I love you. I’ll… I’ll let you tie me up… just like this or however. I’ll run naked across parks. I’ll do whatever David wants.”
Debbie put a finger to her lips. “Just one word is all you have to say, slut. Anything. That’s what you’ll do at least until we graduate high school. Then we’ll see. I’m betting by then you’ll love being my slave so much that you’ll just want to stay with me. Don’t you just love being my slave?”
“Yes, mistress,” moaned Paula. 
She lowered Paula so the girl was standing flatfooted and then stretched up to kiss her. With her fingers entwined in Paula’s hair, Debbie tilted her slave’s head to the side and pressed her lips hard against Paula’s, thrusting her tongue into Paula’s mouth. Dissatisfied with the response, she said, “Want back up on your toes?” When Paula shook her head, Debbie assumed her slave got the message and kissed her again. Paula’s mouth opened and let Debbie’s tongue in to show that even her mouth belonged to her mistress. She returned the kiss, pretending she was kissing a boy. As she kissed Debbie, she felt her mistress’ finger in her pussy, rubbing her clit. It didn’t take long for her to feel the growing surge of arousal. She didn’t have to pretend she was kissing a boy anymore. 
“So, what will you do for me?” asked Debbie again, tilting Paula’s head back and kissing her throat. 
“Anything,” breathed Paula. 
“I want you back up on your toes and I’m going to spank you.”
Paula knew her mistress didn’t need anything from her to do just that. All she could do anyway was watch as Debbie tugged on the rope and pulled her up on her toes again. “Yes, mistress,” she gasped, just in case Debbie did want her agreement. 
Debbie stepped back to admire the helpless form. Paula’s tits were like orange halves topped with big brown nipples. Her narrow waist accentuated the flair of her hips as she entered womanhood. Her full round bottom made an enticing target as it waited helplessly for a paddle. “How many swats does my slave deserve?”
“Mistress?” Paula wasn’t sure how to answer the question. “Your slave doesn’t deserve any.” She waited two seconds before she added with resignation, “But that’s pretty much the point, isn’t it?”
“Yeah, I suppose it is,” agreed Debbie. “Well put. By the way, whenever I spank you, I want you to thank me after each swat. Oh, and count them for me, too.” She pulled back and swatted Paula hard. 
Paula yelped as the paddle struck her. “Yes, mistress, thank you, mistress, that’s one, mistress.”
“Just say, one, thank you, mistress,” said Debbie. “Not all the rest of that.” She swatted Paula again, admiring the way the paddle flattened Paula’s fleshy round ass and how her ass quivered afterwards. 
“Two, thank you, mistress,” said Paula through gritted teeth. Eventually she screamed out, “Twelve, thank you, mistress,” before her mistress lowered her to her knees. 
Dripping from the feel of power, Debbie pulled Paula to her pussy and let the newly affirmed lesbian slut lick her to orgasm. Then she pushed Paula to her hands and knees, strapped on her cock, and took her slave from behind, her hips slapping against the warm, pink bottom. “Cum for me now, slut,” she said. “Cum and tell me you don’t need boys anymore. You have me.”
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After Paula came, swearing her allegiance to her mistress, Debbie said, “Let’s have a sleepover. Both of you call your moms and tell them you’re spending the night. My mom will be here to chaperone,” she winked. Then she looked at her mom. “You’re invited, too. You’ll have a good time at our slumber party.”
With a sick feeling, Charlotte doubted that she’d have a good time at all. “Mistress, I need to do some things this weekend. Like go to the grocery store so we have food for the week. You can’t keep me all weekend like this.”
“OK, mommy,” agreed Debbie. “Go to the grocery store and nowhere else. No bra allowed though.” Then she stood by as her two younger slaves called home and got permission to spend the night. With everything set and her mom already going to the car, Debbie said, “Break time. Much as a like playing with my slaves, you may have three hours to yourselves. Go home, have lunch, and pack a toothbrush and pajamas for the sleepover. But be back by 2:02 or else.”
She went up to her room to take a nap, but there on her desk were bobbie pins laid out in another message:
[image: image6.wmf]
“Yeah, so it’s on Monday, I can study for it later,” she said to David. Her book lay open beside the message. “Now?” Since when did David care if she studied for math or not? What was he up to?
For starters, tugs at her clothes told her she was going to study naked. If he started anything, how would she be able to concentrate and study? She didn’t see the point if he wanted to fuck her or something. “OK, OK,” she said, stripping all her clothes off and almost sitting in the chair. Only almost because she felt his hand between her little breasts keeping her from the seat. “Something more?” she asked. 
He handed her a vibrator and then helped her put it in her pussy. “How is this…?” He put a finger to her lips. Then he showed her an alligator clip with a wire dangling from it. When she tried to take it, he slapped her hand. All she could do was wait until he showed her what that was for. Very quickly she wished he hadn’t as he spread her open and clamped it onto her clit. “Owww, aahhh,” she scrunched her legs together, trying to ease the pain. That didn’t help, but after 30 seconds it wasn’t quit such a sharp pain. 
She was apparently ready to study because then he pushed her to her chair. “Study now?” She felt the familiar touch to her cheek. She didn’t even know he paid attention to her classes, but the book was open to the right chapter. A pencil and paper were at the ready. First she reviewed the book and then she worked a few problems. After the first one, she got a little taste of why he’d given her a vibrator. It hummed to life, giving her a quick thrill. “Well, OK,” she said enthusiastically. Studying wouldn’t be so boring if she got a little reward for working a problem. She worked another one and got another shiver of delight. This was so cool. 
On the third problem, she wrote down the answer and… “Eeeeekkkk,” she squealed as a jolt of electricity shot up the wire, through the alligator clip, and right into her clit. “What the hell?” she gasped. “David? What was that for?” Studying wasn’t going to be much fun if he did that occasionally. Hmmfph. She worked another problem and got a nice tingle. Another and she screamed in pain again. “David? Why?” Now that was more than frustrating to have him participate in her study session with random inputs. 
She started another problem and then paused. What if he was telling her when she was wrong? She went back to the third problem and reworked it, getting a different answer and a different response from David, the hum of the vibrator to reward her for a correct answer. “OK, I see how this works,” she said. She reworked the fifth problem and came up with the same answer. “Yeeeeeaahhh,” she squealed. 
Going back and reading again, she figured out what she was doing wrong and got it right the next time. So, studying wasn’t going to be fun. It was going to be a challenge. She had a reason to work harder. If only she was better at math. She got three right in a row. The intermittent inner tingles were hardly enough to get her excited, but it did feel good. Then she missed the next one and yelped in pain. Dammit. She reworked it and got a different answer, but no reward or punishment for it. Frowning she wondered if she should continue. What was with the no response? She didn’t need to ask if he was paying attention. He was still there, his presence right over her shoulder… since when was he a math tutor? “No more rewards for getting it right on the second try?” He touched her cheek. 
She flipped ahead in the book. The test was on the entire chapter. Seven sections. At least twenty problems per section. “How about I only do the odd ones?” she asked. “Eeeaaaaahhh,” she squealed as he demonstrated a novel way of saying no. “Jeez, David, that’s over a hundred problems.” The vibrator wasn’t making much of an impact, but if she missed 20 or 30 problems, her clit would be fried. 
She started doing more problems and she started getting better. Taking her time helped, but there were still occasional errors. And the errors got more costly as now he started to increase the duration of the shock. “Eeeaaaa, aahhhh, eeeeeeee,” she squealed, squirming in the chair on about her tenth error. Notably the vibrator was not turned on longer as she got more and more correct. 
For a while each problem was an ordeal as she worked it through, nearly afraid to write down the answer. She cringed each time she underlined the answer the way her teacher wanted to see “the final answer.” After a while she decided just to work them out without fear. It didn’t help matters to be afraid. Then she got to the section on adding and subtracting complex numbers. There were just more ways to screw up one of those problems. Convert it to a regular fraction wrong. Find the wrong common denominator. Add them wrong. Reduce them to simplest terms wrong. Convert them back to a complex fraction wrong. She screamed a lot in that section. 
It was frustrating to be so helpless. Worse, she knew she wasn’t all that helpless. She was determining when she got shocked or pleasured. Her aching clit reminded her of that. Knowing that didn’t make it feel any better.
After an hour, her mom stuck her head through the door to see why she was screaming. Debbie turned and gave her a weak smile. She backed out quickly when she saw her daughter studying math in the nude. She didn’t want to know what was going on. It just looked too kinky. 
Two and a half hours later, she finished, knowing she’d used up most of the three hours of time she’d given her slaves. So much for her nap so she could stay up late and play with her slaves. She was wishing she hadn’t even let them go. Maybe then David wouldn’t have made her study so hard. Begrudgingly she had to admit that she was better prepared for the upcoming test than she’d ever been. 
Coming downstairs, she found her mom cleaning house. “Do that naked,” she said. Her mom’s mouth dropped open, but then she stripped, put away her clothes, and resumed dusting. When Mindy arrived fifteen minutes early, Debbie made her strip and help with the housework. 
Paula waited until the last minute to knock on the door. Debbie waited a full minute before answering the door and then tapped her watch. “You’re late.”
“But I was back on time. I knocked at 3 hours.” Paula felt a chill as she looked at her watch now. It was a minute past and it did look like she was just getting there. 
Debbie tapped her watch again and shook her head. “A minute late. You should have come back a little bit early so there was no chance for a mistake. Now you have to strip right here on the front porch.”
“But…”


“Which picture would look best on MySpace?” mused Debbie. 
“Yes, mistress,” said Paula. She kicked of her shoes and socks. There were cars going by and kids across the street playing. Quickly she pulled her shirt over her head and dropped her shorts. Facing the house for minimum exposure, she took off her bra and panties. 
“Turn around once and then pick up all your clothes,” ordered Debbie. Only after Paula had done both of those did she let her slave in. Leading Paula to her mom, Debbie said, “Put her to work, too, mom.” 
Then she dashed up to her bedroom. “David, may I play with the slaves like this? Make them do stuff around the house? After dinner we’ll get naughty, OK?” He brushed her cheek. “Oh, and since it’s not sex, can I please not have to do the same things I make them do?” Again he touched her cheek. “Kewl.” She ran back downstairs, ready to enjoy being the mistress of three house slaves. 
It was almost as much fun to make them do housework as it was to make them do the naughty stuff. She made Paula and Mindy clean the kitchen and called her mom up to her bedroom. Debbie was responsible for cleaning her own room, but as of today that rule was gone. Smugly she said, “Clean my room, mommy slave.” It was especially fun the way her mom scowled and grumbled as she cleaned her daughter’s room. Debbie ran between the kitchen and her room, constantly checking on her slaves and getting a thrill from being in charge. 
“Come here, Mindy,” she called to her favorite slave after a while. She looped a string through both of Mindy’s nipple rings and pulled it tight and then tied a knot. The string pulled Mindy’s rings and her nipples inward. She backed away from Mindy, looked at her handiwork, and decided that it really looked silly more than anything else for Mindy’s small tits to be turned inward. Then she got a longer string and tied one end to one ring, ran the string behind Mindy’s neck, and down to the other ring. This time when she pulled it tight and tied a knot, it left Mindy’s small tits turned up pertly. “Oh, I like that,” she said. It was just the right amount of tension to hurt a little bit and it made her tits look nice. After that, she did the same to Paula and her mom. The three slaves finished the afternoon looking like that. At dinner Debbie let their tits rest. 
When dinner was over and the dishes done, Debbie announced the slumber party would begin. Pointing at Paula and Mindy, she said, “You two put on your pajamas and wait in the family room. You have my permission to start necking,” she added with a wink. She figured Paula wouldn’t go for that. “Mom, let’s go to your room.” 
 In her parents’ bedroom, Debbie said, “Mommy, you must have sexy things that you wear for dad. Do you have anything that might fit Mindy and Paula? I want them sexy tonight.”
With a sense of foreboding, Charlotte pulled down the bin she kept on her top shelf with all her sexy undergarments and nighties. She had some things that would be a little big on the two girls, but still would look sexy. However, she was worried that she had a lot that would fit her and she just knew Debbie would want her to look sexy tonight, too. She also wasn’t very happy about sharing parental secrets with her daughter. 
She went through the things and held up a black garter belt and black stockings. “These would fit one of them. The garter belt is adjustable and stretchy. The stockings are tight and expand to fit and the garter belt will hold them up. The bra… well, it does adjust. It might fit Paula.” She held it up for Debbie to see. The cups were only half cups that might me a little big for the 12-year-old, but would mostly support her tits from underneath. 
Pulling out a white body suit, she held it up. “I haven’t worn this in years. I used to be thinner and even then this was tight.” She didn’t mention how much her husband liked her in the tight, sheer one piece. “It might fit Mindy.” Searching a bit more, she found a sheer, pink baby doll nightie. “This would fit her, too. It’s pretty much a one size fits all.” 
Debbie took all three. “We’ll see how they fit. Now, would you like to be buck naked or wearing something from your collection?” She’d thought her mom would have one or two sexy things and was surprised at the variety. The question was rhetorical as she dug into the bin intent on finding the sexiest thing she could for her mom. 
“I’ll find something. I know the perfect thing,” she said, trying to get back into the bin and find it before her daughter found something else. 
“No, I’ll pick,” insisted Debbie. She pulled out a paper bag with clothes in it and dumped it on the bed without noticing how her mom held her breath. The girl held up a short plaid skirt and once she got it out, discovered it was shorter than she’d thought. There was a white blouse, frilly panties, bra with pink flowers on it, knee socks, and black patent leather shoes. It was obviously an ensemble packed together. “Gawd, mom, you’re kidding,” said Debbie. “Dad likes you in that? That’s kinky.” She looked at her mom who seemed a little pale. “And you are so wearing it tonight. I want that on you and your hair in pigtails with pink ribbons. A little blush on your cheeks and some lipstick, but no other makeup.” 
She grinned as her mom went from pale to red in a flash. “I’ll be back in 10 minutes. Don’t come down on your own.” Then she ran down with an armful of clothes for her other two slaves. 
As she expected, the two girls were sitting on opposite ends of the sofa watching TV. Mindy was wearing just a T-shirt and panties. Rather plain, but then she didn’t expect to wear them for long. Paula had on pink pajamas with red hearts on it. Debbie walked around the sofa, staring at Paula’s pajamas, about the last thing she’d expect on the school slut and bully. “She got them for Christmas from her grandma,” blurted out Mindy. “Her mom made her bring them.” She giggled as Paula blushed. 
“You’re adorable,” said Debbie, adding to Paula’s blush. She felt a little tingle shoot through her from David’s excited reaction. “I don’t suppose mommy knows her sweet, innocent little girl will be busy all night licking pussy.” She almost didn’t want to get Paula out of the pajamas and decided she wouldn’t yet. If Paula was adorable and her mom was about to come downstairs looking like a school girl… Debbie looked at Mindy. “You gotta come with me.” She led Mindy up to her room wondering what she could put on Mindy to make her look as incredibly, humiliatingly cute as Paula and her mom. 
As she went through her drawers, Debbie couldn’t find anything she wanted. It was all her clothes that she’d wear any day, so of course there was nothing embarrassing there. That’s when she thought of the costume she’d worn for Halloween two years ago. Her mom kept all her costumes for reasons only moms understood. The costume had looked quite proper on a 10-year-old, but on a bigger girl… hmmm. She went to the closet and got out the maid costume.
Bringing the costume back to Mindy, she told her slave to put it on. The main part was a two piece black top and skirt. When Mindy put on the skirt, Debbie helped out by pulling the waist up until it was around her ribs and the hem of the skirt was barely below her crotch. Then Mindy put on the top, little apron, and little cap. As a finishing touch, Debbie went to the bottom of her panty drawer and pulled out something that she would never wear. Helping Mindy into the Hello Kitty panties, she pulled them up snug against her slave’s pussy. 
There was no blush on Mindy’s face. She liked being cute for her mistress. This was cute and sexy. The finishing touch was white knee socks. That would have to do since Debbie didn’t have shoes that worked with the costume. “Now go down to the family room and wait.”
Bouncing with excitement, Debbie went to her mom’s bedroom and opened the door. It had been more than ten minutes. Her mom was waiting, wearing the short tartan skirt that, like Mindy’s, barely covered her crotch. With her hair in pigtails, she looked like a school girl. Debbie raised her skirt to check on the frilly panties. “God, mom, that is just too naughty. Let’s go show them.”
“Mistress,” Charlotte hesitated. She took a deep breath as her mistress turned an angry eye on her. “Please don’t make me wear this. I don’t want them to know what your father and I… It’s too personal.”
“Jeez, mommy,” said Debbie. “They don’t know we found it in your collection of sexy stuff you wear for daddy. Just you and me.” Holding out her hand, she said, “C’mon, little girl, let’s go show off your cute clothes.”
Charlotte reached her hand out slowly and took Debbie’s hand. Once her hand was firmly in her mistress’ grasp, her will to resist was gone. Debbie led her by the hand down the hall, down the steps, and into the family room. “Ta da,” said Debbie as she stepped aside and let her mommy enter the room. Charlotte walked in and faced the couch, giving a little curtsey. Debbie moved around her and stood beside the couch so she could get the full effect. Then her mom put a finger in her mouth, slouched a bit, knocked her knees together, and looked away shyly. It was the perfect finishing touch for the little girl look. 
“God, mommy, is that what daddy likes?” she said, adding a blush to the cute little pose. She grinned at her mom to let her slave know that it hadn’t slipped out accidentally. Then she told her mom to turn around, walked up to her, and flipped up the short skirt to show off the frills on the panties. “We’re gonna have fun with this little girl tonight,” she winked at the other two slaves. 
Then she turned to the couch. “Speaking of little girls, look at what our precious little Paula is wearing tonight. Cute pink PJs. Her mommy thought they’d be perfect for a slumber party. I think they’re just perfect for our new lesbian slut… kinda of a bedtime slutty take me now look. By the way, David approves.” She walked closer to Paula. “A true slut would be wearing nothing under those PJs.” The 12-year-old squirmed nervously. “Oh, yeah, I think you’re not wearing anything else. Extra points for Paula.” 
Debbie was enjoying herself and her slave’s humiliation. “And here we have Mindy the maid. Gotta stand up for us, Mindy,” she said. When Mindy bounced to her feet, Debbie said, “Isn’t she a perfect little girl, too.” She lifted up Mindy’s skirt to show off the panties. “I think she’ll have some special maid duties tonight.” Debbie knew she couldn’t embarrass Mindy. The little slut was preening and trembling with anticipation. 
The mistress could feel David’s presence, but he was keeping his distance and letting her have fun for now. She was indeed planning on having fun, but she expected that David would enjoy the action, too. There was a sense of surprise, arousal, and anticipation from him that told her she was succeeding in piquing his interest. He was giving her free rein for now to see where it led. 
“Now we’re going to play strip poker… sort of.” She looked at Paula as she added, “Some of us are a little short on clothes to lose, aren’t we?” Getting a deck of cards, she said, “You just get one card. Low card takes off an article of clothing. Mommy, you can’t take off the shoes, socks, or skirt. Mindy, you can’t take off the socks, apron, or cap.” That evened the odds for Paula. 
She got the slaves in a circle, sitting on the floor and dealt out three cards. Obviously the mistress was not playing with them. In the first round, mommy lost and took off her blouse. “Check it out, girls,” said Debbie. “Even a cute little bra with pink flowers. Do my parents know how to get kinky or what?”
When Paula lost the next hand, she took off her PJ top to put her tits in full view. “Bingo,” said Debbie. “Got some skin from the slut in PJs. Looks like she could be an early loser. Oops, did I mention first one naked gets to do something special? Hope it’s you, Paula.”
Her mom lost the next hand and took off her bra. “More skin, and this time from the little school girl. Puts you pretty close to losing, mommy. I’d like to see you doing something special for us. Oh well, either way, you’re gonna be naked soon. Nice nipple rings… you too, Paula.”
Mindy finally lost a hand. She took off her panties and then sat cross legged on the floor, flashing her bare pussy. “Jeez, you are such a slut, Mindy,” said Debbie, finally getting the slightest bit of blush out of her youngest slave. “Yep, skin from the slut who likes being a slut. Gotta love it though. I think somebody’s going to get a taste of that tonight.” She looked at Paula and her mom as she said that. 
The next hand was lost by Paula. “Damn it,” she said as she tossed down her card and stood up. Sliding down the PJ bottoms, she proved that Debbie had been right. No panties, just a lightly furred pussy for them to see. She was not only the first one naked, she would be the only one naked for a while. 
“That’s what I want to see,” said Debbie. “Maybe you should call home and tell mommy that you lost your pajamas in a game of strip poker.” She chuckled. “What I want… what the loser gets to do… is for you to stand up on the coffee table and sing us a song.” She waited until Paula was standing on the table, using it like a stage. Perhaps Paula thought she would get to pick the song, but as soon as she was in position, Debbie asked, “You know the song I’m a Little Teapot? Of course you do… with the cute little motions that go with it? Yeah, Paula, you get to perform that live, on stage, and naked.” She held her hands up to her cheeks as she said, “Oh, God, I forgot. Wait there.” 
Debbie ran out of the room to the den and picked up the camcorder. Coming back to her slaves, she pointed it at Paula. “Now do it, slut.” 
Paula gaped at the camera. Debbie already had over 100 stills of her being tied and raped. Now she’d have a video of her acting perfectly comfortable as she performed live, on stage, and naked. And doing a silly children’s song. “Be enthusiastic,” said Debbie. “And… action!”
With a shaky breath, Paula sang, 
I'm a little teapot, short and stout
Here is my handle [one hand on hip], here is my spout [other arm out straight]
When I get all steamed up, hear me shout
Just tip me over and pour me out! [leans over and tips arm out like a spout]

I'm a clever teapot, yes it's true
Here's an example of what I can do 
I can change my handle to my spout [switches arm positions and repeats tipping motion]
Just tip me over and pour me out 
“And the audience goes wild,” said Debbie, panning across the two spectators who then felt obliged to clap enthusiastically. She turned off the camera. “Jeez, Paula, you know more of it that I did. I just wanted the first verse. That was fucking awesome. More points for you.”
Paula only felt more miserable at the idea that she’d performed longer than she needed to. She stepped down and rejoined the circle of slaves. At least she just had to sit and watch now as cards were dealt to the other two. 
Debbie paused as she felt David’s presence and arousal grow stronger. “Just a little bit more, David, OK? It’ll be worth it.” She shrugged. “Guess you’ll let me know.”
Mindy lost the next hand and took off her top, grinning at the looks she got from the other two slaves. “Yeah,” she shrugged, “it looked better with the skirt way up high.” It just looked pretty stupid now without the blouse to hide the top of the skirt. She slid it down, but rolled up the hem so her pussy was still visible. 
“Down to the last card,” said Debbie to build the suspense. “One winner… one loser. Who will it be? And what will the loser get to do for us?” She picked up two cards and held them up facing her. The right hand was Mindy’s and the left hand was mommy’s card. “Mommy, I’ll let you make a choice. Should it be high card is the winner or low card is the winner this time? You get to choose.”
Charlotte stared at the backs of the cards. There was no clue there. Looking at her mistress, she couldn’t divine if she had a high or low card. She could change a win into a loss with the wrong choice. “Let’s make it be… high card,” she shrugged. 
“Uh oh,” said Debbie as she turned her mom’s card to show a 2. Mindy had a 10. “Let’s see the little girl’s pussy. Stand up and pull down your panties for us.” 
Charlotte did as she was told. The moment was less embarrassing than she’d imagined. Paula was naked and Mindy was nearly so. She was just one of the girls. She held up her skirt in front so the others could see her neatly trimmed bush. Then she looked at Debbie, wondering what her task would be as the second place finisher. From the look on David’s face and the wave of his tentacles, he was getting excited and she wasn’t feeling very comfortable at the moment. 
“Sit on the table, mommy,” said Debbie. “Lift up your skirt so we have a good view and play with yourself.” She pointed the camcorder at her mom. 
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As the little red light went on to let her know she was being recorded, Charlotte put David out of her mind, lifted her skirt, and fingered her pussy for three 6th graders. There was no blush this time either. Even when the camcorder panned over the audience so there was no mistake who she was performing for. Fact was, she loved the school girl fantasy as much as her husband. Sitting there with the short skirt hiked up and diddling herself… it was just different partners. Leaning back, she tucked the hem of the skirt in the waistband so it stayed up and out of the way. Then she cupped a tit and squeezed it. “Gawd, girls, it’s so naughty. But, I lost, so I have to.” She imagined she was back in 6th grade and these were her friends. It was a chance to live out something she’d never done at that age. “Just watch me, girls. I’m doing it for you.”
Paula, Mindy, and even Debbie watched transfixed as Charlotte went above and beyond her assignment. The woman drew the girls into her fantasy, as if she was a true innocent performing for innocents at a slumber party. “It’s feeling good now,” she gasped as the three wide eyed faces stared at her. “You’re all gonna have to try it tonight. Just… just watch me now.” Her fingers sped up. “So… good… hot… to have you… girls watch me.” It was exciting to do it in front of the young girls. Try as she might, the fantasy of her being just another girl at the slumber party faded. She was a mother performing for three girls. As the rush hit her, she fingered herself fast and furious. Her body jerked in orgasm as she looked straight at the camcorder and said, “Watch mommy cum.”
Aside from Charlotte’s breathing, the room was silent for several seconds. Debbie lowered the camcorder. “Damn it,” she said. “I wasn’t going to let you cum yet, mommy.” Somewhere in there it had just become impossible to stop her. Debbie felt weak in the knees and started to strip off her own clothes. Completely naked, she said, “Mindy, do me with your tongue. Mommy, how would you like a 6th grader to lick your pussy?”
“Yeah, mommy would like that a lot,” said Charlotte. At Debbie’s command, Paula was doing that just that seconds later. Charlotte would really like to do Paula and Mindy, too, but she’d have to wait for her mistress’ command. 
David pressed Mindy out of the way. Debbie gasped with surprise and delight as he slid his cock into her tight pussy. “Yes, David, now’s perfect. Take me. Rape me. Let me cum on your cock.” She’d managed to hold him off long enough to get the game over. 
Kneeling and ready to eat her mistress, Mindy’s mouth was suddenly filled with David’s cock. How is he doing that? Fucking Debbie and doing my mouth at the same time? Then she realized she was probably being violated in the mouth by one of David’s tentacles. That seemed terribly obscene and distasteful, except that she was beginning to like blowing him and by now she didn’t care what she was sucking on. David’s sexual energy filled the room and the four females succumbed to his power. 
Temporarily out of control, Debbie allowed a mini-orgy to ensue. Even she went down on each of her three slaves, so caught up in David’s excitement. Then afterwards, as they all lay around, cuddling and kissing, she remembered her place and the rest of her plan. Mindy had lost everything but her knee socks, but her mom still wore the skirt, socks, and shoes. David was gone, so she could continue. 
“OK, new game,” called out Debbie. “Each of you gets to tell me what you’d do to prove your love for me. You first, Mindy.”
Caught off guard by the question, Mindy recounted some of the things she’d already done. “Well, I’d kiss you, lick you, and make you cum. I’d… wear rubber panties with vibrators in them and I’d let you fuck me with your strap on. I’d let you dress me up and strip me down. I’d dance naked on the front lawn.” She finished with something original. 
“Naked on the front lawn,” mused Debbie. “That would be pretty good. How about you, Paula?”
Paula fell back on the simple standard. “Anything, mistress. Anything you want.”
“OK,” said Debbie, thinking how boring that sounded. “Mommy?”
Charlotte had a little more time to think about her answer than the others. “I’d share the milk from my breasts with you. I’d change your diaper. I’d provide you with everything you need… food… clothes… a house. I’d teach you how to walk and talk. Then one day I’d let you go off to school on your own so you could start your own life. I’d hug you and kiss you every day. Then I’d probably sneak into your room late one night and let you suckle on my breasts again and do the same to you. I’d kiss you like you were the most special woman in the world to me. I’d use my tongue on every inch of your body, but I’d enjoy your pussy the most. Then, the next morning, I’d fix you breakfast.”
Debbie was beginning to notice a pattern here in the way her mom went above and beyond. For a few seconds she was speechless.
Mindy broke the silence with, “Wow.”
Paula added, “Can I come live here?”
Debbie gave her mom a mother-daughter hug and kiss. “OK, mom, you win. The prize is you can go to bed and go to sleep now.” She looked at Paula and Mindy. “You other two have some work to do.” Turning back to her mom, she added, “You can sneak into my room any night.”
Charlotte almost didn’t want to go. The night was still young and the party was just getting going, but then she didn’t know what Debbie had planned, so she took advantage of the dismissal and left the girls. It was only after she left that she no longer felt the urge to stay and play. 
“Mindy, go up to my room. Get two ball gags, two sets of handcuffs, two nipple clamps, two vibrators, and all the rope you can find,” ordered Debbie. “Paula, go up with her and bring back your paddle.”
My paddle, thought Paula. She didn’t think her answer had been that bad. She scampered after Mindy, following her mistress’ instructions. A few minutes later, the two slaves returned, one laden with bondage gear and then other carrying just the tool that would be used on them… or just her… once they were bound. 
As she started preparing her slaves, Debbie felt David return. Aloof, weak, and watching from a distance. She was pretty sure he’d cum in her pussy, Mindy’s mouth, Paula’s ass, and mommy’s mouth. The sight of an invisible cock in Paula’s ass had been rather interesting. 
She wanted her slaves gagged and wanted the gags to be tied together so they were face to face, nose to nose. Taking a short piece of rope, she tied the straps at one side of both balls together and then tied the straps at the other side of the balls together. While she did that, David was apparently bored, because he left. Then she popped a ball into Paula’s mouth and the other into Mindy’s mouth. She fastened the straps behind their heads. They were kind of pressed together, but not exactly the way she wanted. 
Then, as she was trying to tighten the ropes holding the gags together… Thud. She looked at the carpet at her feet. There on the floor was a double ball gag with the balls connected already. “Oh,” she said sheepishly as she picked it up. “They make them like that.” Removing the gags from her slaves, she put in the one David had brought. Now that was just right with Mindy and Paula nose to nose. 
Using the nipple clamps, she clipped together the girls’ nipple rings so they were now nipple to nipple. Then she ran a long rope through all four rings. The slaves were positioned right under the balcony that overlooked the family room from the second floor. She tossed the loose ends of the rope over the balcony rail and then ran up to the balcony. Pulling the rope taut so her slaves were on their toes, she tied it tight to the rail and went back down to them. 
“Handcuffs,” she reminded herself. Cuffing both slaves with their hands behind their back, they were just as helpless as she wanted them. Then she slid a vibrator into each pussy and turned them on low. 
Slapping the paddle lightly on her palm, she said, “Both of you are going to get swats, but Paula was the loser of the show your love for me contest. I mean, really, Paula, that was boring. More imagination next time, please. Mindy, she’s going to get twice as many swats as you get. How many swats do you want?”
Mindy looked into pleading eyes inches from hers. Both of them understood she could pick a lot of swats and then Paula would get twice that. Her eyes twinkled with delight at the thought. If only she could extract some sort of offer from Paula. What would Paula do for her if she picked a small number? Would that be more fun or would watching Paula get it over and over and over be more fun. She remembered the humiliation in the locker room and being shoved into the locker with Debbie. Now was a chance for revenge. “A hunner,” she said behind the gag. 
“A hundred?” repeated Debbie incredulously. 
Mindy nodded. “A hunner.”
“Holy shit,” said Debbie. “Two hundred for Paula?”
Mindy nodded. “Hoo hunner.”
“I don’t think so,” said Debbie. “I’m not giving out three hundred swats. But I will swat you until you scream and then Paula gets double that number.”
Debbie rubbed the paddle on Mindy’s pert little bottom and then delivered a swat just as hard as she could. Mindy rocked forward, pushing Paula back. The taut rope yanked on their sore nipples and Paula grunted in pain until she managed to tiptoe them back to their starting point. Aside from the sound of the paddle and Paula’s grunt, there was no other sound in the room. As Mindy stayed silent, Debbie wondered if she’d set the wrong goal. What if Mindy managed to take a hundred swats before she screamed?
Hanging by her nipples, Paula had the same thought. Mindy had been remarkably placid as her bare bottom was swatted and her nipples stretched. Even now she stared into twinkling eyes that told her Mindy was enjoying herself or at least enjoying tormenting Paula. The 12-year-old’s eyes showed exactly the opposite… fear at having her fate in Mindy’s hands. 
As Debbie continued to pound swat after swat into Mindy’s bright red ass, it was Paula who started crying. She yelped with each swat as if it was her own bottom being spanked. She pleaded into the gag for Mindy to scream, but her counterpart stayed quiet. The only sign that she was being spanked was that after the eighth swat she started flinching. 
Thoroughly enjoying the close up view of the tears that ran from Paula’s eyes, Mindy just figured screaming wouldn’t make the spanking any less. There was no point in screaming unless she wanted to call a halt to the spanking. As they passed 20 swats, she decided that she wasn’t going to make it to 100. Against her will, tears started to leak from her eyes. At 23, Mindy groaned… her first audible sign the pain was getting too much. 
Debbie stopped spanking. “About time,” she said, taking the groan as enough sound to stop. Much as she wanted to punish Paula, she didn’t really want to give her slave even 46 swats. Then Mindy started protesting and Debbie could make out that Mindy didn’t think she’d screamed yet. Jeez, she wants Paula to get more? Debbie gave Mindy a sudden hard slap. Caught by surprise, Mindy screamed… just a little before she bit it off, but she knew it was a scream. 
Shaking her head furiously, Paula tried to dissuade her mistress from fulfilling the promise of double what Mindy just got. Try as she might, there was nothing she could do to stop Debbie from walking behind her and swatting her very hard. At just the first swat, Paula yelped. By the tenth swat, Paula was screaming, twisting, and turning. “Hold that hot ass still for me, bitch,” said Debbie. “It’s gonna get spanked 48 times and I’ll have to add to it if you keep trying to get out of it.”
Biting hard on the gag, Paula forced herself to stand still for her mistress. On the other side of the shared gag, Mindy was laughing at her. Adding insult to injury. She burned with frustration and humiliation at the galling experience of taking so many swats by Mindy’s choice and then having Mindy laugh about it. 
By the time they reached just half her quota, Paula’s throat was raw from screaming and she was running out of tears. She didn’t think she could take another 24 just like that. Then Debbie stopped. Mindy objected, with a muffled, “Hey.” Paula’s eyes rolled to the left to look at Debbie as her mistress stepped up beside her. Looking hopefully at Debbie, she wondered if she was getting a reprieve. At least a rest. Debbie hadn’t said she’d get them all at once. 
“What would you do for me and for Mindy if I didn’t give you the next 24 swats?” asked Debbie. “I know you’ll do anything for me, but this time I want you to do things and at least pretend that you enjoy them.” She rubbed the red hot bottom. “So, what kinds of things do you think we should let her do, Mindy?”
Mindy didn’t try to express her ideas. She couldn’t really with the gag in, but she did nod her approval for the whole idea. Making Paula trade something for swats was something she’d been hoping for. 
“I think it goes without saying that Paula licks two pussies until we cum. And you don’t get to cum the rest of the night. How’s that sound to you, Paula?” The slave nodded eagerly. “And you’ll do it like our pussies are the sweetest thing in the world.” Paula nodded again. “And we’ll record it, too.” Paula nodded. Anything. “And you’ll lick Mindy’s spit off her chest.” Paula’s eyes darted down to the wet spot where Mindy had drooled on herself. It was hard to see, but she had an idea of how much she’d drooled, so there was probably that much on Mindy, too. She nodded a little less enthusiastically. How much would Debbie make her do?
“And Mindy gets to name something, too,” she said as she removed Mindy’s gag. 
Mindy smiled evilly at Paula as her mouth came available. “I want to fuck her ass with your strap on, mistress, and make her suck it clean.” As Paula’s eyes opened wide, Mindy said, “Or can I do the next 24 swats?” Paula nodded, then shook her head as she realized they might not understand what she was agreeing to. Yes to sucking the strap on, but no another 24 swats. 
Debbie went back up on the balcony and undid the rope holding the girls on their toes. Back on the first floor, she unthreaded it from their nipple rings. Then she removed Paula’s gag and both sets of handcuffs. 
“I think Mindy’s spit needs to be taken care of first,” said Debbie. “Remember that you’ve chosen to do this. You want to do this. So, you have to ask.” She pointed the camcorder at her slave. 
“Mistress! That wasn’t part of the deal,” complained Paula.
“Paula slut, I’m not making you do something more. Just that I said you had to make it look and sound like you like doing it, so asking is part of the deal. Ask nicely and make it sound like it’s your idea. Don’t forget to say please and thank you. Maybe think of how you’d ask mommy for a piece of cake.” She looked at Mindy and added, “Oh, and I said lick it off her chest, but some’s run down to her tummy, so lick it all off. She does have a gorgeous tummy, doesn’t she?”
“Yes, mistress,” agreed Paula. Debbie pushed the record button on the camcorder as Paula said, “Mistress, may I please lick the spit off Mindy’s chest and… gorgeous tummy?”
“Yes, you may, Paula,” said Debbie. 
“Thank you, mistress,” said Paula with a smile. She leaned forward and ran her tongue up Mindy’s tummy, licking up the sticky drool. Her tongue ran up between Mindy’s breasts, across the tops of her breasts, and up to her collar bone. 
Mindy watched Paula closely as she very carefully made sure she got all the spit. When Paula was finished, Mindy pointed at her chin. “A little here for you, too,” she said. 
That wasn’t part of the deal, but Paula didn’t want to argue again. She licked Mindy’s chin and then Mindy shifted to touch their tongues together. She put her lips to Paula’s and pushed her tongue in Paula’s cooperative mouth. She felt used, but Paula knew she was expected to look like she was enjoying this, so she didn’t know what to do except kiss Mindy back. 
“OK, that’s good,” said Debbie. “Wow, you really got into that.” She turned off the camcorder. “Now, you have my permission to lick Mindy’s pussy until she cums. But, you have to ask Mindy.” She turned the camcorder back on. 
Debbie got a couple of seconds of Mindy’s body and then panned to Paula. “Mindy, may I please lick your pussy and make you cum?”
“Are you sure you wanna do it?” prodded Mindy, keeping a straight face. 
“Yeah, Mindy, I’m sure.”
“So, you’re really into girls, huh?”
Paula managed to keep a smile, but it was clear Mindy was going to embarrass her. “Yeah, I like girls. I really like your pussy, so can I lick it? Please?”
“Sure,” said Mindy. She lay down and spread her legs. “Pretty juicy for you. You like that?”
“Yeah,” agreed Paula. As she knelt between Mindy’s slender legs, she said, “Thank you, Mindy.” She was very aware of the camera to her right as she ran her tongue up Mindy’s juicy slit. Under orders to make it sound like Mindy’s pussy was the sweetest in the world, she said, “Mmmmm.” Then she turned her focus on Mindy’s pussy. The better job she did, the sooner it would be over. 
Mindy just wasn’t going to make it very easy. Taking hold of Paula’s hair, she tilted Paula’s head back so she was looking into Mindy’s eyes as her tongue worked in the hairless pussy. “Holy cow, you really do like it, Paula. Lick me with that lezzie tongue. I love it when you’re so good at it.” She teased Paula by waggling her tongue at her victim. “Yeah, show me how much you like the taste of pussy.”
Making sure she always had Paula’s face in the picture, Debbie zoomed in and out. Sometimes Paula’s face filled the screen and sometimes she had most of Mindy’s body in it, too. Paula couldn’t keep from making slurping noises as she was flooded with Mindy’s arousal. Mindy teased Paula, gradually changing from words to excited moans. Debbie recorded it all. 
“God, I love you, Paula,” said Mindy. “Do you love me?” She made sure of the answer by using her hands to nod Paula’s head. That was the last thing Mindy said as Paula’s tongue took her higher and higher. A minute later, her body shook and shivered as her orgasm hit her. 
Paula pulled away, a strand of girl juices running from her lips to Mindy’s pussy. She wiped it with the back of her hand and then licked the spot on her hand. Realizing what she’d just done, she blushed. At least it did look like she enjoyed it. 
Debbie stopped the camcorder again and set it aside. “We’re not recording me,” she said. “Now ask me, Paula.”
“Mistress, may I please lick your pussy until you cum?”
“Yes, you may,” nodded Debbie.
“Thank you, mistress,” said the slave as she set about pleasuring her mistress. 
“Holy cow,” said Mindy a couple of minutes later. “She’s all wet back here. I think she really does like it.” She giggled. “She just doesn’t want to admit it.” She lay down with her face close to Paula’s. “Mmm, num num num,” she said. “You like pussy. Show mistress just how much you love pussy.” She watched closely as Paula proceeded to show them both with her enthusiasm. It didn’t look faked to Debbie or Mindy. 
Moving behind Paula, Mindy ran a finger through Paula’s dripping slit from her clit to her asshole. Using that lubrication, she twirled her finger in Paula’s ass hole. “Gonna get a big cock in here next,” she said. “Bet you love that, too. Bet you love that it’s gonna be me.” As Paula whimpered loud and desperate, Mindy stopped playing with Paula’s ass and moved back close to her face. Paula had sounded different… like she wanted her ass fucked… like she really did love that it was going to be Mindy. “You love me? You love our mistress?”
Paula nodded her head as she eagerly ate pussy. “Jeez,” said Debbie. “She really does.” She pushed her hips higher. “Faster now, Paula. Eat me and make me cum.” It was just seconds before she came. 
“Can I make her cum, mistress?” asked Mindy. “You said she couldn’t but what if she begged for it really nice? Can I?”
Paula raised her ass up in the air. “Please, Mindy, you said you’d fuck my ass. Please do it now. Ride my ass.”
Surprised, Mindy dashed to Debbie’s bedroom to get the strap on. She came back trying to put the strap on in place as she ran down the stairs and into the room. Mindy looked as desperate as Paula sounded. Finally she got it on and put the tip to Paula’s ass. She drooled some spit where the poker met the pucker. Then she slowly started to push it in. That ended quickly when Paula thrust back and took the cock with a gasp. “You’re not gonna cum, are you?” asked Mindy, concerned Paula might get herself in trouble. “Mistress said you couldn’t.”
Paula saw an opening. Mindy had offered to let her cum if she begged well. She just didn’t know if their mistress would go along. “Please, mistress, I never knew how good girls could be. I wanna be your slave. I love it when you make me do stuff. I love you. I love Mindy. Please, please, please, may I cum again tonight. You know I’ll do anything. Now I’ll like it. You can even give me the other 24 swats if you let me cum.”
Debbie was surprised at Paula’s admission and impressed at her sincere begging. It was the last thing she expected to hear. “One thing left on your to do list and then…”
“Please, Mindy,” said Paula. “Let me suck the cock that’s in my ass.” The cock slid smoothly out and Paula turned quickly. Kneeling at the cock, she said, “Mistress, would you do something for me?” she asked softly. “Will you tell me you want to see me suck it?”
“Well, you know I do, Paula,” said Debbie. “I want to see my Paula slut suck the cock that was…” Paula’s lips slid down around the cock, taking it all “… just in your ass.”
The two girls watched Paula enjoy the foul act. She didn’t so much enjoy sucking the cock as she did that her mistress wanted her to suck it. “Mindy, you may now make her cum.”
As turned on as she was, Paula came quickly for Mindy’s talented tongue. Then the girls trooped up to Debbie’s bedroom and fell asleep in a tangle of bodies. 
The next morning, David woke up Debbie before the others. Climbing out of bed, Debbie lay down on her back and let David take her. He fucked her pussy and her ass at the same time. After he came, she sucked both tentacles clean. Positioning her on her hands and knees, he pulled her arms back and tied them, leaving her ass sticking up in the air. She wasn’t surprised when he delivered 24 swats to her vulnerable, bare bottom. The other two girls woke up on swat number 15. She just couldn’t stay quiet any longer. 
Sunday afternoon, Charlotte took Debbie shopping. With just the two of them on a boring errand, she figured correctly that David wouldn’t tag along. She needed to talk to her daughter. “Debbie, you’ve got a pretty good deal going what with three slaves who do whatever you want. But have you thought beyond tomorrow? What happens… Don’t look at me like that. I’m being your mother right now, not your slave. Just let me finish.
“What happens next week, next year? Will he turn everyone around you into a slave? All your girl friends as your slaves? And you never get to have a boy friend? When will it end? Don’t you want to get a job, get married, and have kids? And do you think David will let you do any of that?”
“I like being a mistress,” said Debbie. “I don’t want to change.”
“So, you’ve got Mindy and Paula already. Mindy loves you and will always be there for you, as your slave if you want. Paula… well, you have all those pictures on her. You want me to be your slave? If you agree to get rid of David, then I’ll do that whenever your father is away.
“Don’t you see you’re not getting to be a normal 11-year-old? Your life will never be normal. He’s using you and you’re going right along with it. What happens when you decide you want out?”
Debbie shrugged. “I can’t get out anyway. He won’t give up. I’ve tried telling him to leave and ignoring him and disobeying him. It doesn’t work.”
“Maybe you can convince him to leave,” suggested her mom. “Maybe you can make him want to leave.”
“How?” asked Debbie, recalling a time just a few weeks ago when she wanted that. She’d come to accept her fate and hadn’t thought about it lately, but she did want to be normal again. Who knew what David would do next to humiliate her in school or in public?
When her mom explained just how she thought Debbie could chase David away, Debbie was skeptical. “That’s all? It sounds too easy.”
“Just give it a try,” said her mom. 
That night when David came to her, ready to rape her, she said, “David, how come your cock is so small? I mean, I used to think it was good, but it’s really pretty tiny, don’t you think?” She felt David’s anger as she insulted his masculinity. “Three tentacles that you can use like cocks and they’re all so skinny. Almost like pencils.” Now that was an exaggeration, but it hit David hard. 
David’s cock probed at her pussy. “It fits pretty easy,” she said. “Cuz it’s so little. So cute.” Only it wasn’t fitting in. It was pushing, but not getting in. She reached down and took it in her hand, holding up the limp cock. “What’s the matter? Can’t get your little man to stand at attention for me?” She held it right up in front of her face. “Hi there, little guy. How about you come back later when you can get it up?” She felt the room go empty as David rushed out. Maybe it really was that easy. 
 The next morning she woke up tied spread eagle to the bed. As she awoke, his cock slid into her pussy. “Oh, good,” she said. “The little guy got hard.” He thrust a few times. “Just not doing anything for me anymore. Really? You can’t make it bigger?” She gave an exasperated sigh. “Could you just untie me so I can take a shower while you get yourself off?” It took quite an effort to ignore the sexual energy that he projected, but she had to if this was going to work. “I mean, you can fuck me as I clean up in the shower, can’t you. That way you won’t be such a bother.”
She felt his cock stop pumping. It seemed to be smaller, limper. Again she took it in her hand and pulled it out of her pussy. “Jeez, it feels like spaghetti this morning,” she said. Holding it in one hand, she lifted the tip of the cock and let it fall limply back down. “You don’t happen to know any man ghosts, do you? Somebody with a real cock?” He fled from the room again. The only drawback was she was still tied to the bed. 
About 20 minutes later, her mom checked on her. “What’s this all about?” she asked, not sure if David was lurking somewhere. 
Debbie was pretty sure he wasn’t there, but she still didn’t want to take any chances. “He tied me up, but then he couldn’t get it up. Pretty disappointing if you ask me. Can you get me untied?” As her mom untied her, she said, “His cock was about as stiff as that rope.”
“Well, maybe he’s just tired of you,” said her mom, chuckling at her daughter’s metaphor. 
“Just as well,” said Debbie. “I was getting tired of him. I got Mindy, Paula, and you now. Girls are so much better.”
Monday evening, David came to her again. The energy he projected was weaker than usual. “Time for you to try again?” she asked. “Getting kind of silly, don’t you think? But, bring the little guy over and let’s see if we can get him to stand up.” This time when he left, there was a sense of finality. She knew he wasn’t coming back. 
Ghost in the Mind
By Kenna
Epilogue
Two blocks away, 9-year-old Cindy’s bedroom suddenly got warm and cozy. It had been a long time since her room felt like that. There was no monster under her bed. No monster in the closet. And when her step father came into her room at 2 am, even that monster left in a hurry and never came back. 
David planned to do it different… better this time. He filled her room with his presence, protecting her and making her feel very, very comfortable. She talked to him from the very first as if he was a real person. It was clear she knew something supernatural had moved into her room and she accepted it completely, even getting books from the library on ghosts and other supernatural things. 
Then, after two weeks, he appeared to her. He was visible and audible to her, sharing himself completely this time instead of playing around with her as he had with Debbie. She took one look at him and said, “So there you are.” She’d been about to start reading her book on ghosts for the third time. “You’re a ghost, aren’t you?”
“Yes, I’m David,” he said, very pleased that she hadn’t recoiled in fear and disgust.
She surveyed the tentacles, the pincers, and his normal looking body at his core. “What’s your full name?” 
“Jeremy David Allen,” said David, “but call me David.”
She giggled. “You have three first names.” Then she held up the book. “It says here in my book that if you know a ghost’s whole name then you own him. So, Jeremy David Allen, I’m going to call you my bitch. Don’t argue.”
Jeremy suddenly felt trapped, as surely as if he were a genie in a lamp. As surely as if she’d clapped irons on him. He’d never heard of such a thing, but this little 9-year-old had it right in her book. He tried to pull away and couldn’t.
Circling him, she examined his tentacles, noting they were like three cocks. Her step father had made sure she knew what a cock looked like and various uses for it. Sweet little Cindy, climbed up on her bed and wiggled her cute little bottom to settle it in place. Her legs dangled off the side of the bed, too short to touch the floor. Unfortunately for David, she’d seen far too much already in her nine years. “So, bitch, I wanna watch you fuck yourself.”
Cindy’s bitch froze as he realized not only was she serious, for him it was anatomically possible. 
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