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By Kenna
Chapter 1 – Claiming May
(bd, d/s, oral, humil)
A story with Jackie and May. 

Send comments to cpwm_kenna@hotmail.com. Feel free to repost this anthology, 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. This is the original posting. 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 GaiaFlunkie for the inspiration to continue. 
This is a series of vignettes with each chapter a different story with the same characters as Ghost in the Mind and Girl with a Ghost. You should read them first, in that order. These stories are not in chronological order since each should be able to stand on its own. 
Choosing Jackie (a.k.a. Jack-Jack) over Cindy, May knew there would be changes in her life. Some changes she hadn’t counted on. Part-time slave, my ass, she thought. April is as full-time as ever. Indeed, part-time to April meant she decided when she was Cindy’s slave and that was all the time except Monday, Wednesday, and Friday at school. What it meant to May was she slept alone. At night, April was either tied in Cindy’s bed, on the floor at the foot of Cindy’s bed, or in one of the drawers under Cindy’s bed. It meant that April got to be Cindy’s slave all the time, right in front of May. 
The big change she expected was that Jackie didn’t have magic and so Jackie couldn’t do the more extreme situations Cindy had concocted. She was prepared for the separation. She knew she couldn’t spend all her time with Jackie, though by now, Jackie’s parents were aware of the intimacy of their relationship and pretended as if their daughter wasn’t getting her pussy licked behind her closed bedroom door. They were liberal minded enough to understand they couldn’t change Jackie and the consolation that they shared had become a standing joke between them, “At least she’s not going to get pregnant.” When she was with Jackie, May got what she needed. She’d also expected that while she’d merely changed owners, Jackie had other plans for her. 
The two girls were deeply in love, but May loved Cindy and April as well and choosing Jackie had been a hard decision. In the end, there were two overriding factors, the first of which was Cindy was for Cindy. Jackie was committed to May. They’d even drawn up and signed a contract, something Cindy would never do for April. 
CONTRACT OF VOLUNTARY SLAVERY

Jacqueline (hereafter known as Mistress) and May (hereafter known as Kitty) agree to a life as Mistress and slave. Mistress and her Kitty agree to enter into this contract, of their own free will, wherein Kitty will be slave to Mistress forever and ever, though either Mistress or Kitty may break the contract with 30 days’ notice.  This isn’t, a legally binding contract; the strongest bonds are those of the heart.

Upon the signing of this contract, Kitty transfers to Mistress the power of decision making for her life without exception.  This contract takes effect immediately upon Kitty’s sixteenth birthday and will be renegotiated every six (6) months, for the purposes of refining details, duties and obligations of both Mistress and Kitty, understanding that this is a relationship that should always be growing and maturing, lovingly nurtured by both parties.

Both Mistress and Kitty understand that this contract is not the sum total of their relationship; that they exist also as Significant Others, to include —but not limited to— loving and caring for each other, learning about each other and growing together, respecting each other’s opinions and the right to have them (even if not agreeing with them) and respecting each other’s beliefs and values.

TERMS 

I. The MISTRESS: 

A. The Mistress accepts her Kitty’s desire to belong to her as property. The Mistress will, at all times, treat Kitty as precious property that must be cared for with love.  She will ensure that Kitty’s basic needs are cared for: health, shelter, clothing, food and drink.  She will never take her Kitty’s submission for granted, nor abuse the priceless gift of that submission.

B. The Mistress agrees to honor the Kitty's verbal safeword of JJ and/or snapping her fingers and/or grunting three (3) times rapidly, to indicate her inability to take any more of the current activity or a need to talk freely.  At that time the current activity will cease and a time of recovery will be allowed before continuing. 

C. The Mistress understands that Kitty greatly enjoys humiliation and will, at any time of her choosing, embarrass the hell of out her Kitty. 
II.   The Kitty: 

A.   The Kitty's only goal is to please her Mistress.  She acknowledges her complete and total submission to her Mistress in all areas.  She will do anything and everything her Mistress commands her to do regardless of the degree of humiliation, embarrassment or pain and accept any form of punishment if she fails to do so. Even if Kitty does not want to perform as commanded, she will respond as if her Mistress can physically force her to perform. 
B.   The Kitty shall keep her body available for the use of her Mistress at all times, and renounces all rights to her own pleasure, comfort and gratification except as her Mistress chooses and permits.  The Kitty agrees not to touch or fondle her genitals, bottom, and breasts without the express permission of her Mistress.  The Kitty must strive always to be ready to orgasm at any time; however, she must ask permission to actually have one and, immediately afterwards, must thank her Mistress for that privilege.  
C. The Kitty agrees that she eats, drinks, sleeps and uses the bathroom only when given permission to do so by her Mistress.  The Kitty is not permitted to use the furniture unless given specific permission do to so.
D.   The Kitty will perform any sexual acts, utter any sexually explicit language, and position her body and eyes in the way befitting Kitty status or position it as commanded.
E.   The Kitty will, when in the presence of others, especially other Mistresses, Masters, and slaves, behave herself in such a way that it brings honor to her Mistress.  However, the Kitty is allowed to be playful and "uppity" with others as long as it is not improper and/or in bad taste.  Subtle pride and conceit is expected of her; the lack of it taken to the point of docility and passivity is not desired.

F.   The Kitty will use her "safeword" of JJ and/or snapping her fingers and/or grunting three (3) times rapidly to indicate her inability to take any more of the current activity or desire to talk freely.  Failing to use the safeword and bringing harm to herself —either emotionally, mentally or physically— may, at her Mistress's discretion, result in corporal punishment.  She agrees that she may never use her safeword in a careless or premeditated fashion to get out of receiving a certain action by her Mistress.  

G.   The Kitty agrees that she will not "play" or have sexual relations with anyone but her Mistress unless commanded to do so by her Mistress.

H.   The Kitty agrees and understands that once a week she and her Mistress will have a conversation to assess her progress and discuss any problems they may be having.  She understands that this will be the time to discuss anything that confuses or perplexes her about her submission, as well as make suggestions that might be helpful to her Mistress.  She agrees to be totally honest regarding her fears or concerns regarding her training and submission, and will answer any question put to her honestly and directly, as well as volunteer any information her Mistress should know about her physical or emotional condition.  While her Mistress expects her Kitty to speak honestly and forthrightly about anything that bothers her, she will not whine or complain.  She will phrase her concerns politely and respectfully, and then graciously accept her Mistress's judgment in these matters without further complaint (although she may bring the topic back into discussion at the next meeting).

III. Sexual Acts: 

A.   Understanding that Kitty trusts her completely, Mistress makes these promises to Kitty: 

1) Blood - Under no circumstances will any act be performed that involves bleeding.

2) Permanent marking - Under no circumstances will any action be performed that will result in a permanent mark that may be visible when wearing normal clothes.  These actions are —but are not limited to— branding, tattooing and piercing.

3) Transferal - There will be no transferal under the terms of this contract, of Kitty, either by sale, gift, auction (permanent or temporary), assignment or bequest, to any party or parties.     

4) Recordings - Recordings are of an intensely personal nature, and will never be shared or distributed by any means.  

IV)  Disciplinary Actions: 

A. Erotic Disciplines - a form of exercise and instruction intended solely as a means of submissive and/or sexual training, education, and stimulation, and of the strengthening of the Kitty's character, spirit, and disposition.  Use of the safeword is allowed in this case. 

B. Disciplinary Punishment - these are administered as a direct result of the Kitty's disobedience to the Mistress's commands.  Use of the safeword is not allowed.  Disciplinary Punishment is divided into four distinct categories:

1) Privilege punishment: the revoking of bestowed privileges.  The basic necessities (well-being, shelter, food and drink) will never be revoked as a method of punishment.  

2) Confinement punishment: 

3) Arousal punishment: being kept aroused and unable to climax while being ignored and untouched except when needed to maintain the Kitty's arousal, or her long-term, continual climaxing.

4) Corporal punishment: 

VIII) Closing Remarks: 

This document may be changed to meet the needs of the aforementioned Mistress and Kitty as is required.  Mistress will NEVER intimidate Kitty to agree to changes to this contract. Both parties enter into this agreement with the understanding that this is a representation of their trust for one another and that they do this of their own volition.  Therefore as of the date below, the  Kitty willing indentures herself to her Mistress forever and the Mistress indentures her leadership and vigilant caretaking of the  Kitty's life. 

AGREED BY:  _______________________ MISTRESS      DATE:____/____/____

                        _______________________ Kitty                   DATE:____/____/____

The second thing that convinced May was, as Jackie put it, “I missed the puberty train.” Cindy and Jackie were both 14, but Cindy had changed from cute into a beautiful young woman and Jackie… Well, Jackie looked 11. And Jackie was proud of it because it turned May on. Her little girl look fed her slave’s humiliation fetish. May wanted to be dominated by a little girl.  

*****

Within two weeks of choosing Jackie, May had no lingering doubts that she’d made the right choice. The first sign was just two days after her 16th birthday. She was helping Mistress with her homework. Mistress had tied Kitty as expertly as Cindy’s magic ever did. Kitty was naked in a forced kneeling position with her arms crossed behind her, a spreader bar between her knees, a big red ball in her mouth, and Kitty ears and tail. Kneeling beside Mistress, Kitty felt more like a mere decoration, more distraction than help since Jackie kept looking at her as she read. When Mistress finally got out a worksheet, the level of the desk was just high enough that Kitty couldn’t even see the paper. 
As Kitty wondered how this was helping, Mistress held the paper in front of her. It was multiple choice. She read the first question and her Mistress had marked A. It was so obviously the wrong answer that Kitty knew her Mistress was just toying with her. “Unh, unh,” she grunted. 
“You think it’s B, Kitty?” asked the young dom. As she erased her mark, she said, “What would happen to Kitty if I find out tomorrow that this is wrong? Hmmmm?”
“Ihee es hank,” said Kitty. 

“You wish it was just a spanking,” said Mistress casually. After that she got serious, marking right answers and holding it down for the older girl’s review. On number 8, Kitty grunted once. “A? You think it’s A?” She flipped pages in her book and then read a passage aloud that confirmed her answer, C, was correct. 
“I inuh hee a ook,” said Kitty with a sorrowful expression. 

“I’m sorry, did you just make an excuse, Kitty?” She reached into her drawer and pulled out two nipple clamps. After teasing Kitty’s nipples to hardness, she clamped one. “This is for being wrong.” As she clamped the second nipple, she said, “This is for making an excuse. If I didn’t know better, I might think this was April begging for pain.”
It was so easy. Me kneeling here with my tits pushed out. Her with those dang clamps. Here, let me hold still, Mistress. Got a good target? Squeeze that nipple a little harder, why don’t you? Like the tits on the big girl? Luckily, that was the only mistake Kitty made. 
Finished, Mistress stood up and pulled her chair away so she could stand directly in front of her slave. Kitty thought she was exquisite. Short hair framing a cute face. Wearing the school uniform from May’s school even though she went to public school, she looked like a grade school girl, not an 8th grader. She didn’t think directly in terms of the flat chest, narrow hips, and bare (shaved) pussy; Kitty just knew it was a much younger girl she knelt for. 
“Keep your eyes on my face,” said Mistress and then she put a foot up on her chair. The skirt was already shorter than allowed at school and she knew she was exposing her panties to her slave. “Oh, I’ll bet my Kitty wants to look somewhere else, doesn’t she?” She held up five fingers in front of her face where Kitty was looking.
“Unh, unh,” grunted Kitty in response to the unspoken command. On a scale of one to five, two was how wet she was. Being a decoration got her going, not to mention the vibrator in her pussy humming on low. She didn’t dare lie, but she wouldn’t get to look until she was at least at four. 

“So, perfectly on display for me,” said the Mistress. “Push those pretty tits out.” As she teased Kitty, she heard the doorbell. “Dang it, who is that?” She looked at her watch. “Holy cow, I forgot…”

Forgot what? Kitty didn’t miss the surprise and concern in Mistress’ voice. “Uhhnn?” she grunted. 

“Class project,” said Mistress. “It’s Susie. We’re doing it together. Here, move…” She half dragged, half bounced Kitty into her closet, careful not to give her precious possession a rug burn. “Wait here… duh, of course you will,” she said, sounding flustered. She turned Kitty to face the door and then shut it.  

Kitty was sorely disappointed at the interruption. This was only their second time together since her birthday and now she was locked in the closet instead of playing with Mistress. Just when I was getting going. Homework done and it’s playtime, but nooo, just hide me away… like I’m nothing… ashamed of me. Well, duh, not like I want Susie sauntering in and finding me like this.
Hearing the two girls return, Kitty listened in as they talked about Susie’s boyfriend getting to second base. “Not like you really care about that,” said Susie after a couple of minutes. “After you and Cindy… well, you ever gonna have a boyfriend? I mean, it’s cool if you don’t. Maybe another girlfriend?”
“I don’t know about another girlfriend just now,” said Jackie. “I was thinking more in terms of a slave, you know, like Cindy’s sisters.”
“That’s just too… I dunno… weird? Kinky? How could a girl let herself get like that? I mean, I know you like being… umm… you have anybody in mind?”

No, don’t you dare! We’re just getting settled sorta. I don’t want anybody to know about us yet. Especially after ‘how could a girl let herself get like that?’ Like what? Weird? Kinky? A lesbian? A submissive? Tied in a closet? Gawd, if she opens that door, it’s like saying I’ve got a girl like that. Why don’t you ask her how she let herself get like that? Kitty squirmed in frustration. She wasn’t ready to be shared. Cindy didn’t share us right away. Class project. Remember the class project. 
“You have anybody in mind I could convince?” Jackie countered with her own question. 

“Uh uh, I mean, how would I know? Not like you can ask somebody, hey, you wanna be a les… lesbian sex slave? Sorry, is it OK to say that?”
“Lesbian? It’s what I am. So long as you don’t shout in out in class or something. You wanna see something cool? What if I’ve already found one? What if she’s tied in my closet? What if you know her already and the last thing she wants is for you to know?”
Kitty didn’t even realize she was at a three just from the possibility that the door might open. As Mistress suggested she was hidden in the closet, Kitty felt the powerful tingle as she moved to a four on the wetness scale. She’s gonna. Oh my God, she’s gonna. Jackie’s trophy. Claiming me. Announcing me. Look, she wants it so bad, she left Cindy for me. Nipple clamps! I’m still wearing them. 
“Are you kidding me?” said Susie. “Right now? In the closet? Holy shit, is it May?”

What the fuck!!? Why is it May? Does everybody know… what turns me on? Why not April? Because April’s the pain slut and Jackie’s… not that mean. She was staring at the door with big eyes, anticipating the moment when… whoosh, the door opened. Blinking in the light, she saw Susie gaping at her. 
Kitty bounced on her knees, protesting so loud it alarmed Mistress. “Uh uh, uh uh, oh gaaah, uh uh!” She felt like she was 11 again and the door opened to expose her to Cindy’s friends. Only this time it was only Susie… that same Susie… Cindy’s and Jackie’s friend. And I’m fucking 16 years old. A high school sophomore and for God’s sake, Mistress just showed me off to an 8th grader. What if she says something to her friends? Can she embarrass me more than this? What is she staring at? Oh, fuck me to tears, my tits are bouncing… didn’t do that when I was 11. 
“It’s freaking May. God damn, it’s May. God, Jackie, you know I don’t… but I know you do. You are so freaking lucky! What? Did Cindy give her to you for the day or longer? Is she yours now?” She laughed at the beautiful girl kneeling helplessly and looking like she wanted to be anywhere but here. It was nothing special to her to see a naked girl, but the look on Kitty’s face was hilarious. “Her face is so red right now.” 
Susie squatted down eye to eye with Kitty. “You are like so…” Kitty thought the girl was going to say weird or kinky or something. “… screwed.” Looking up at Jackie she said, “This is it. Like that time in Cindy’s closet when she showed off her… what did she call them… trophies. She’s your trophy. She’s yours.” The last two words came out full of awe.
“Yep,” said Jackie. “She’s mine forever and ever. Isn’t she sexy?”
“I suppose… I mean, if I was into girls and if I was into bondage, she’s sexy. Can she come out and play?”
“You want your pussy licked?” asked Jackie in surprise. 

“Not even,” said Susie, blushing at Jackie’s interpretation of her request. “I don’t even want to go there. We spanked them last time. She’s already so wet. Did you notice? Of course you noticed. Gawd, was she like this five years ago? I didn’t even have a clue.”
“How about that, Kitty? Want to come out and let Susie take a few swings at your bare bottom?”
“Ih aah haw u anh, Ississ,” said Kitty. “I anh ih aaa.”

“Such a good girl,” said Jackie. 

“Why? What did she say? You understood that?”

The young Mistress wasn’t about to tell Susie that her slave said if that’s what you want, I want it bad. The intimacy of her obedience was none of Susie’s business. “She said yes.”
“I could tell that,” said Susie. “She nodded even. That’s OK, I could tell it was …umm… special. So lucky. You’re a…” She leaned close to Jackie and whispered. “You’re a perfect match. You belong together, you know.”
“Help me get her out? You don’t mind touching a naked slave, do you? She’ll absolutely hate it.” Jackie winked. 

When Jackie hooked her arms under Kitty’s arms, Susie did the same, chuckling at how Kitty cringed. Susie did mind touching a naked girl in certain places, but this wasn’t one of them. That made it more surprising that Kitty did mind even the slightest touch from her. As the two carried her out, Susie observed, “No magic, huh?”

“Nope, that’s Cindy’s. Don’t ask me how.” She’d never asked Cindy. She didn’t expect a straight answer. 

Taking off the nipple clamps, Jackie said, “She was naughty. These were her punishment.” She tipped Kitty forward to rest on her forehead and wide spread knees. “This is for fun,” she said as she handed Susie a wooden paddle. “Don’t know how much you know about her and April. Kitty gets five swats.” April would get more than that and love it. 
“Fun? She think so, too,” Susie asked rhetorically and then planted a firm swat on the upturned ass. 
“Unn, Ississ,” said Kitty.

“She counts them?” asked Susie. 

For God’s sake, does she have to make a big deal out of everything? With just one swat, Kitty’s face was redder than her bottom. 

“A little harder,” said Jackie. 

Susie shrugged and swatted Kitty harder. “Oo, Ississ.” Susie clearly understood eee, or, and eye as Kitty counted each swat. 
When it was over, Mistress put Kitty back on her knees. This time when Mistress showed her five fingers, Kitty grunted four times. “Watch this,” said Jackie, winking at Susie. 

Wondering what she was supposed to watch, Susie saw Kitty’s eyes go wide. “Uh uh, uh uh, nooo, eeees, naw aah.” She looked to see what Kitty was protesting so vigorously and saw a remote control in Jackie’s hand. Then Kitty was squirming, practically dancing on her knees. “Gaaawww, Ississ, naw…” 

As Kitty screamed, “Eeeuuh rriiiis,” and her body convulsed, Susie turned scarlet to match the brilliant color from Kitty’s nipples to her forehead. She put a hand to her hot cheek. “Holy shit, you just made her… cum. Like I wanted to watch that.” Despite her protest, the invited guest couldn’t take her eyes off Kitty as she bounced and bobbled. She’d never seen anything like the intense pleasure Kitty was enjoying. Realizing that she was at least part of the reason Kitty was so excited, Susie said, “It’s so personal, you know. Wouldn’t you rather cum in private? But holy shit, you’re doing it right there, right now.”
Stunned that her words seemed to re-ignite the improvised explosive device trying to explode and spray the room with sex, Susie grinned at Jackie and then said to Kitty, “Never wanted to see something like this, but you’re having a good time showing off.” This time as Kitty screamed out, “Eeeuuhh rriiis,” Susie understood. “Jesus Christ? It’s that good? God, you are out of control. Your… your boobs are like going everywhere.” It was fun to turn the older girl that shade of red. 
Finally, Mistress turned off the vibrator and Kitty calmed down, still red in the face and now panting heavily through her nose. Susie looked at her friend and said, “I think I should go now. You… she… umm… have fun. Going now.” She opened the door, backed out of the room, and paused in surprise. Did May… Kitty… just say thank you, mistress? Knowing the answer, she shut the door, hurrying away before she did something she’d regret. Tingling with excitement, she didn’t want to go further with the two girls. She was halfway home before she realized how envious she was. When I do myself, it’s never like that. Maybe I need to get Jeff to third base.
“Good girl,” said Mistresss as soon as Susie left. She stroked Kitty’s hair and scratched behind her fake ears. “Such a good Kitty for me. My trophy and now Susie knows that you’re mine… and I’m so proud of you.” She took off her shirt and skirt. A bra wasn’t necessary so now she wore only thigh high stockings and little panties adorned with a teddy bear over the crotch that would have embarrassed any other 14-year-old. Pausing to remove Kitty’s gag, she then removed her panties and offered her dripping pussy to her slave. She reveled in the sight, sound, and feel of the eager tongue cleaning her inner thighs and pussy lips before diving in to find her clit. “Did you see how red she got when you came? And just think… she knows what you’re doing right now.”
It was a multi-sensory experience for Kitty as well. The soft skin of Mistress’ thighs. The smell of arousal. The taste was like… like nothing else in the world. It was a delicious privilege that she’d earned. It tasted like success covered with a creamy topping of warm love. And the sight… she’d never had to tell Mistress how much she loved the hard little pebbles on the flat landscape of her chest, her smooth pussy, or those freaking thigh-high stockings that made Kitty want to sit back and stare at her powerful little mistress. Mistress just knew. 
Such a wonderful Mistress. I’m owned! I’m really, really owned! She showed me off! Mistress’ trophy! Indeed, it was better than the brief collaring ceremony Mistress had conducted just yesterday. That was a formality that showed her devotion to her Mistress. This was a visceral, erotic claiming of her that she’d never forget. She took her Mistress to three orgasms and expressed her disappointment with a soft sigh and sad eyes when it ended. 
*****

A week after that, the young dom unveiled a handmade bondage device. To some it might look like a crude contraption compared to the professional equipment Cindy always had. To Kitty it was magnificent… handmade by Mistress for her. It was a square frame of four 2x6s, each two and a half feet long. The joints were braced with L-brackets and looked professionally done. Lacquered and sanded three times, it was as smooth as Mistress’ thighs. 
Not that Kitty had any time to admire it that first time. It lay on the bedroom floor and Mistress positioned Kitty in the frame with her hands on the floor in two corners and her feet in the other two corners and put leather cuffs on her slave’s wrists and ankles. Each cuff was secured to a corner by an eight inch chain. Kitty was chained to the frame, but the chain was long enough she could move her hands and feet inside or outside the frame, or even perch on the frame. The two things she realized immediately that she couldn’t do were raise up or drop to the floor. It looked like she could even move the frame with her attached to it… clumsily, but it was possible. On her hands and feet with her butt up in the air, she didn’t feel sexy at all. Vulnerable yes, sexy no.
“Eyes on the wall!” With Kitty staring straight ahead, Mistress ran a hand lightly down Kitty’s back. “So beautiful, so helpless. I could spank you all I want.” Smack! She swatted Kitty’s bare bottom with her open hand. “I could tickle you,” she said and reduced Kitty to giggles in a second. “I could fuck you.” She poked a finger in Kitty’s pussy. “You slut! I haven’t even started and what’s that? … A two? Already?” She swatted her naughty Kitty’s butt playfully again. Grabbing Kitty’s tits as they hung down accentuate by gravity, she said, “I could play with your tits. Big bouncy boobs.” At 16, Kitty had tits the size of oranges and nipples like half dollars and Mistress enjoyed them immensely. 
When Mistress walked around in front of her, Kitty looked at the pink form when it came into her peripheral vision. When did she get naked? Smack, take off her top? Tickle, take off her shorts? Poke, take off her panties? “What is my naughty Kitty looking at?” Oh God, the wall. I’m looking at the wall… at least now I am. 
“Ississ, ihee ih ooking aah yooty.” 
“How sweet,” said Jackie as she retreated from Kitty’s sight. “Did Kitty have permission to look at her beautiful Mistress?”
“O!” said Kitty explosively as the first swat landed on her available, helpless ass just as she answered with what was supposed to be a more dignified, no, Mistress. “Unh, Ississ.”

“You’re kidding me,” said Mistress. “You thought that was playtime? Kitty was naughty and this is punishment.” Kitty didn’t count punishment swats, only playtime swats. “Kitty doesn’t get playtime now.” Amidst muffled yelps of pain, she rapped off nine more swats, reddening Kitty’s ass and bringing tears to her eyes. 
This time when her diminutive Mistress walked into her peripheral vision, Kitty stayed focused on the wall. “Oh, how Kitty wants to look,” said her Mistress. “Wants to look, but can’t. I can look all I want at my naked beauty. Bare skin everywhere and it’s so beautiful and it’s all mine.” Frustrated, Kitty stared at the wall as her Mistress silently looked for a full minute.
“Kitty may look,” said Jackie. She moved quickly to stand inches in front of Kitty’s face. “Oh, what I can do with my Kitty,” she continued where she’d left off before the interruption by Kitty’s misdeed. “Stand here and make her stretch… yes, a little farther… lick Mistress.” Her slave was beautiful, but it wasn’t just that. Her obedience and desire to please thrilled Mistress; it was an awesome feeling. 
After letting Kitty lick her outer lips, Mistress stepped away. “I could look all day, but that’s only half of what this is for. Step outside the box… just your right hand and foot.” She tilted the frame toward Kitty’s right. “Lie down on your side.” The two worked to get the bound slave on her side with the frame standing up on its side. “Now roll onto your back, Kitty.” Mistress lifted the frame as Kitty rolled to her back. “Put your feet here,” she pointed at the corners and waited until Kitty had her legs spread and her feet supporting the frame. “Put your hands here.” When Kitty had her hands on the other corners, Jackie stepped away. “Now hold it level. Just like the glass table top.” 
Heavier than the table top. And wider… I’m stuck holding it with my legs even wider. How wicked Mistress is. It was one of Kitty’s favorite positions, putting her helplessly on display without actually binding her. At least she hadn’t been chained to the table top. She steadied herself as her Mistress tried to set a plastic cup at each of the four corners. Dang it, I should have known. It was a never ending task for her Mistress. With just two in place, Kitty shifted and they cups fell. Another at the next corner and it fell before Mistress got to the fourth corner. Two more in place and they fell. 
Jackie frowned and collected the fallen cups. “It’s OK, Kitty,” she said. “Maybe this needs some work. You used your knees on the table. Your legs are too long and it makes it uneven.” It was her fault for building something that wasn’t quite right, so she soothed Kitty with caresses, crooning that she had a good Kitty and she was proud of her. 
Stepping into the frame to straddle Kitty’s sides, Mistress said, “The best part is there’s no table top in the way. Not just showing off everything, but I can touch everything.” She squatted down and rested her hands on Kitty’s breasts. “Do you know how much Mistress wanted to do this? I wanted to touch the decoration. Now I can.” 
She frowned again. “It’s too heavy, isn’t it?” She knew that, but expected Kitty to be able to hold it longer. Stepping out of the box, she set a 2-foot long 6x6 post under a corner and another under the adjacent corner. “Lower it down now. Let it go with your feet and just rest on these.” She guided it down until the frame rested on the supports. Then, she put posts under the other two corners and guided them down. Kitty was still spread wide, but now her limbs dangled from the corners instead of supporting them. 
With a sigh of relief, Kitty relaxed. Her arms and legs ached from the awkward position of holding the heavy wooden frame in the air. It was a little scary as well since if it fell, it would fall on her and she couldn’t imagine where her limbs would go if they were chained to the frame as it lay on her. What now? She watched her Mistress put on long thigh-high stockings. These were black spandex, fitting Mistress’ slender legs like they were painted on. They didn’t look easy to put on and she knew Mistress was going to all this trouble for her. White stockings, striped stockings, black stockings… it didn’t matter. They all drew attention to that perfect pussy so well. Then Mistress did something different. She pulled long gloves onto her arms, again in black spandex right up to just inches below her shoulders. 
Kitty didn’t know if she liked the new look, except that her heart beat faster. All the parts that anybody was allowed to see were covered and all the private parts reserved just for Kitty were… well, they were on display. It wasn’t a term she’d thought of for Mistress before. Kitty was on display often. Mistress was never until now.
With delighted anticipation, Kitty watched as Mistress stepped into the box to straddle her again. Then the perfect, pert ass perched itself on the frame between her legs. Those delicate, dainty, hidden feet lifted up and rested on the sides of the frame. On display! For me! Kitty stared up at Mistress’ slick, bare pussy spread wide not more than three feet from her face. Those legs… long and lean and leading right up to that beautiful pussy. It was mesmerizing. 
The look on Kitty’s face was at least as good as Mistress had imagined. She didn’t think of herself as on display as much as she was teasing her slave. Kitty liked to look and now she could. She just couldn’t touch. With one hand, Mistress caressed her chest, building the tingle in her nipples. With the other hand, she brought a vibrator to her lips and licked it all over before turning it on and pressing it to her pussy. “Oh yes, Mistress thinks her Kitty is sexy. Just watch what Mistress thinks of her Kitty. You can watch me cum and know it’s because of you. Because you can’t close your legs. Because you can’t cover your tits. Because from up here I can see everything that I own. Because you want to cum, but can’t.”
Kitty had never seen anything like this. Mistress was on display and playing with herself. She wanted to be part of it, but she wasn’t. Just a spectator. And that’s being part of it. I am part of it. She wants me to watch… to tease me… to make me want her… and it’s working. I’ve never watched. It’s always been my tongue. Just look at her. Yeah, yeah, I can’t cover up. I’m owned. But Mistress, you’re just as much exposed. You’re showing me… rewarding me… is she really? I don’t deserve a reward, do I? No, she’s just doing it… for me.
From her vantage point, Mistress could see Kitty squirm and the wetness seep out of her pussy. She’d teased Kitty by having orgasms and denying them to Kitty, but she’d never had the nerve to boldly expose herself and cum. It wasn’t the act of exposing herself that was thrilling, not like how Kitty got aroused by it. It was that she was doing it for Kitty and only Kitty. It was Kitty’s response. It was the power to cum right in front of Kitty knowing that it excited Kitty. 
After two orgasms, Mistress tossed the vibrator onto her bed and dangled one foot down from her perch. Nestling the foot against Kitty’s pussy, she made slow circles. “Kitty wants to cum now. Will Mistress give her permission to cum?” She pointed her toes and dug her big toe between the glistening lips. “My, my, Kitty is wet, isn’t she? Kitty aches for her pleasure. But Mistress is having fun just sitting here and looking at her toy. Not allowed to cum and can’t beg. Maybe Kitty would like the gag out so she can beg.” She held up five fingers.
“Unh, unh, unh, unh, unh,” grunted Kitty. 

“Yeah, I can see that.” Mistress made circles in Kitty’s pussy with her toes for several minutes. The clumsy, inexpert digits were nothing like fingers as they rubbed Kitty without the possibility of climax. Kitty writhed and moaned in the aching distress of need. Then Mistress rose from her perch and stepped out of the box. She knelt at the end of the frame, staring at the wide open, wet pussy. “Kitty has permission to cum, but… Kitty can’t right now. So, the question is… Does Mistress want Kitty to cum or not? And will Mistress help her?”
Leaning forward, her face was inches from Kitty’s pussy. She could smell the arousal now. “Nothing Kitty can do to stop me,” she said and ran her tongue over Kitty’s equally bare pussy. God Almighty, nothing Kitty wants to do to stop Mistress! “Mmm, Kitty will cum for Mistress.” This time she ran her tongue right up the juicy slit. Oh, the delicious noises Kitty made for that! She circled the hard button and then sucked on it. “Mmmm,” she rumbled and then got down to pussy eating in earnest. She pushed two fingers into Kitty’s fuck hole while she licked, nibbled, and chewed on Kitty’s clitty. It was a rare treat that the 14-year-old lesbian loved, but withheld anyway just to make it more special. This was the first time since they’d signed the contract. 
Kitty’s weight was comfortably on her back, though she was dangling from the frame. It certainly made her vulnerable. Looking down past her rapidly rising and falling breasts, she could see Mistress’ eyes watching her. When I do it for Mistress, I look up submissively She’s looking at me… so powerful. Daring me to resist. It’s me getting licked, but I’m still the sub. Feels so good. Wow, what she can do with her mouth. She almost felt like crying for joy, but the tingling of an approaching orgasm overrode everything else. 
Jerking at her restraints in the heat of passion, Kitty nearly tipped the whole frame and supports over. Oh shit, no! That was close. She has to stop or else… How can I tell her? She grunted into her gag, but Mistress’ eyes merely twinkled with delight. Oh… my… God… it’s up to me. I have to hold still. Driving me crazy and I can’t move. The feeling hit her and her muscles tensed. Her face registered the pleasure. “Eeeuuuhhh rriiissss,” she moaned into her gag. Aside from that, she looked like an alabaster statue, as she experienced a wonderful orgasm – the mental bonds to protect her Mistress no different than physical ones.  
Easing herself out from under the frame, Mistress uncuffed her Kitty and lifted the frame free. Then she lay down beside the panting teen and caressed her cheek. “You are so beautiful all the time… more beautiful, I think, when you cum. Sexy. So sexy. Mistress is so very proud to have Kitty as her slave.” Her hand wandered to a breast. With almost none of her own to speak of, Jackie was as fascinated by the globes as a boy would be. 
“Such a wonderful slave,” she crooned. “Don’t worry that you couldn’t balance the cups, Kitty. It was impossible and besides, now that you’re mine, I’ll think of new ways for you to decorate a room. Susie thinks you’re a pretty decoration. No, no, don’t be embarrassed. She’s mentioned you twice since then. That makes me so proud. She’s not into girls, but she talks about you. Maybe you’ll convince her to give it a try. Hmmm? How proud that would make me. Oh, I’m not that kind of a girl,” she mocked Susie’s voice. “But what you’ve got in your closet just might make me that kind of a girl.”
Rising up on an elbow, Mistress took Kitty’s gag out. “Don’t speak,” she said as Kitty’s mouth was freed. The older girl’s cheeks were slick with drool and Kitty took a few seconds to swallow what hadn’t leaked out. “You know how much I love you, Kitty,” said Mistress, “and I know how much you love me. I’ll never let you say it. You’ll have to keep showing me… all the time. You do that so well.” She kissed Kitty’s warm lips, assaulting her slave’s mouth with her tongue. When she felt Kitty’s tongue playing with hers, she broke the kiss, “Yes, do.”
Cindy was adamant that a slave’s tongue did not enter the mistress’ mouth, but Mistress allowed it if Kitty asked nicely with her tongue. Mistress liked the feel of her lover’s tongue as they tasted the sweetness of each other’s lips and more. They kissed in silent passion for several minutes before Mistress stopped. “Kitty will get me too excited,” she said teasingly. “Mom will be home soon though. Get dressed and be normal, Kitty.”
As May dressed, Jackie struggled with the long, tight gloves. “Dang it, May, give me a hand with these,” she said when May had her bra and panties on. 
“OK, Jackie,” said Kitty. It was hard to roll the gloves and the stockings down and Kitty realized how hard it had been to put them on. She put them on for me. There were times that May was allowed to talk freely, but even ‘act normal’ had its limitations. She couldn’t thank Jackie or even say how good she looked in the gloves and stockings, but that didn’t stop her from expressing herself. As she knelt to roll down Jackie’s stockings, she looked up at Jackie’s face and then slowly down the luscious body, pausing with her eyes on the pretty pussy and licking her lips. It took just two seconds, but said so much.
*****

Alone with her mom later, Jackie asked, “Can I sleep over at Cindy’s house tomorrow night?” It was Thursday and sleepovers at Cindy’s house were common on Friday and Saturday nights. 
“No,” said her mom flatly. Maggie knew what went on between Jackie and May and she was tired of the secrets. In particular, given that she’d accepted that Jackie was in love with another girl, she didn’t want her daughter hiding it anymore. “Why don’t you ask what you really want, Jackie?”
The 14-year-old’s brow furrowed. What’s this about? What I really want is to spend the night at Cindy’s house. Then I can be alone with May and… ohhhh. “Can I sleepover at May’s house?” she asked cautiously and felt her face warm at the admission. 
“Yes, you may, Jacqueline,” said Maggie. “Think I’m blind? Sweetheart, I don’t know if you’re experimenting or if it’s permanent, but I’m not going to forbid you from seeing May. That would probably only make you want to do it more. You’d probably just sneak around and it’s just safer here than wherever else you might do what you do.”
Do what we do? “Mom, she helps me with my homework. You know April and May are gonna be co-valedictorios. They get like straight As all the time.” Because Cindy punished them if they don’t. And now I’ll punish May. “My grades are better, too, you know.”
“Co-valedictorians,” Maggie corrected her daughter. “Your grades are better, but…”

“They’re both gonna be doctors. They’re really smart.”

“Jacqueline, I came home early on Tuesday and before I went back out to the store… May is noisy.”

Again, Jackie felt her face warm at her mom’s words. May is not noisy. I gag her so she’s not. Well, kinda of muffled noisy maybe. Oh, shit, Tuesday… I took her gag out for the last one. “Sorry, mom, guess that’s sorta… obvious. I’ll gag her next time.”
It came out of her daughter’s mouth so easily that Maggie laughed at the joke and Jackie joined in. “Yeah, that might work,” she chuckled, happy that the embarrassing moment was defused. She’d made her point that she knew they were having sex without actually having to say the word. “Just one more thing.”
“Yeah?”

“Girls your age and May’s age… they fall in and out of love easy. I’ve seen the way you two look at each other, Jackie. I know you’re in love and it looks… special. I hope she doesn’t break your heart.”
“It is special, mom,” said Jackie. “And it’s forever.”

Maggie gave her daughter a comforting smile. “I hope so, but if you need to talk about anything, anything at all, you let me know.”
“OK, sure,” said Jackie. 

It might have ended there except Maggie got to thinking about her daughter so glibly mentioning a gag and the locked footlocker in Jackie’s room. The footlocker had always been there, but the padlock had appeared about a month ago. Respecting her daughter’s privacy was one thing, but she had a responsibility to protect her as well. After dinner, she went up to Jackie’s room. “Where’s the key for your footlocker. I want to see what’s in there, Jacqueline.”

Jackie paled. “It’s private, mom. And personal. You can’t.” 
They both knew that mom could… that can’t really meant don’t do it. “Jacqueline Jackson! It’s private, personal, and locked and you’re 14. Let me see it.”

“It’s embarrassing,” said Jackie. 

“A rule to live by, Jacqueline… never do anything you’re ashamed to tell your mother,” said Maggie. 

“I’m not ashamed,” countered the teen. “I’m afraid. Afraid you’ll… s-stop us.”
“I could get your father  to…”

Get dad to what? Open it? “No! I’ll open it. Promise me you won’t be mad.”

“I promise that I love you no matter what and I’ll do what I think is right.”
“You won’t understand,” complained Jackie, but she got the key from her drawer. Kneeling in front of the footlocker, she saw her whole future with May vanish.  Grounded. Forbidden to see May. After mom had just said she wouldn’t forbid it. Unlocking her greatest fear, she twisted the key slowly and pulled the padlock free. She glanced back at her mom, somehow hoping that her mom would relent. Stepping back, she refused to open it herself. 
Maggie saw the reluctance, even fear, that was uncharacteristic of her boisterous, confident daughter. She took her daughter’s place, kneeling in front of the footlocker and lifted it slowly, almost afraid to see what was so damning. Inside were coils of rope, several gags, paddles, and clothes she hadn’t seen before. The reality seemed worse than her imagination. Of all the things she saw, she picked up Kitty’s headband with furry cat ears. Holding that up to show Jackie, she said, “What is that girl making you do?”
What is May making me do? Nothing. Mom doesn’t get it. “Mom, it’s me that ties up May. It’s what I make her do.”

All this time, Maggie was working with the wrong assumptions. That May, as the older girl, had asked Jackie out. That May had initiated the relationship and sex. Faced with a footlocker full of bondage gear, that May was taking advantage of her daughter. Jackie’s words inverted all those assumptions. She was stunned that it was all based on Jackie’s initiative. Despite the disconcerting ropes and gags, she felt a little proud of Jackie knowing that Jackie was “dating” a sophomore, a beautiful and successful girl. That Jackie had seduced the older girl. Jackie went out and got what she wanted.

“Mom, you can’t stop us. It would crush May,” said Jackie in the few seconds of silence as her mom digested the news. 

Crush May? Maggie thought she knew May, but this was a different side of her. Dependent on Jackie? Needs this relationship? Needs to be tied? “I don’t see how I can let this continue,” she said. 

“Mom, you just said it was OK to experiment.” Jackie threw her mom’s words back at her with a brief flash of anger.  
“Don’t you throw a fit, young lady,” said Maggie. That was her term for a Jack-Jack attack from which even she was not immune. 
“Do I look like a Jack-Jack attack?” asked Jackie evenly. “When was the last time you saw me do that? More than a year ago. Maybe I am mad, but I don’t do that anymore. May doesn’t like it.” It wasn’t exactly true that May didn’t like it. More to the point, the one and only time she’d had a Jack-Jack attack when May was tied, May was scared witless. She hadn’t even been mad at May, but helpless slave and Jack-Jack attack didn’t belong in the same room. 
That gave Maggie pause. She hadn’t seen Jackie throw a fit in quite a while. Over a year. Because May doesn’t like it? All these years I’ve tried to deal with her fits and she stops because May doesn’t like it. Aside from the fact that it was a lesbian relationship which she found distasteful but had come to accept, May was a good influence on Jackie. She’s calmer. She gets better grades. She’s happy. And she thinks of May first. Not I want to do this with May, but it would crush May. No more fits because May doesn’t like them. May’s also the only one of her friends who calls her Jackie. Maggie just didn’t know what May called Jackie in private.   
As she was thinking, Maggie had set the Kitty ears back in the footlocker was looking over the rest of the contents. She held up the brief skirt and white blouse noting that it was May’s school uniform, but it was too small for May. She glanced at a red faced Jackie and quickly put the uniform back with yet another point in May’s favor. It was intuitively obvious that Jackie wore the uniform which meant she wore it around May which meant May liked Jackie’s look so much that Jackie purposely dressed like a little girl. That’s why Jackie is happy being so petite and underendowed. Like Mother like daughter and Maggie could remember the teasing she’d faced growing up like that until she found a man who actually appreciated her body. It would crush May to lose Jackie. What would it do to Jackie?
“There will be conditions,” said Maggie finally. 
“OK, what conditions?” asked Jackie hopefully. 
“You can’t tie her when there’s somebody else in the house.”

“I don’t ever anyway,” said Jackie. “Well, at least I don’t tie her and… umm… she wears her clothes when I tie her and you’re home… and I don’t tie her as much.”
“Don’t tie her at all when somebody else is around. If that’s a problem, then I’ll take all of this right now.”

“OK, I won’t,” grumbled Jackie. “I’ll make sure she’s OK with it, too.”

“You’ll make sure it’s OK with her? It better be OK with her.”

“Um… oh, I didn’t mean I’d ask her. I’ll tell her and she won’t… uh… have a problem with it.” Shit, don’t tell mom she’s my slave or anything and would never argue with me. “She’ll understand.”
“Make sure she does. For the next week you can’t tie her at all,” said Maggie. “I just want you to see what that’s like. I want to know that you can have a relationship without it.”
A week seemed like an eternity in those terms. Jackie mulled it over for a few seconds though she knew she had no choice. Mom won’t know if we do anyway. I could still sneak it in. Except what if she caught us? No more May at all? Suddenly it was on her shoulders. A mistake right now and she’d be the one responsible for crushing May. “At the sleepover tomorrow,” she said. “There’s something that May wants. It’s not… I need to… Can I tie her and we don’t… umm… have sex? Just the one time all week.”
Oh, God, thought Maggie, too much information. She ties her and they have sex while May’s tied? Why am I surprised? She ties her. They have sex. I said OK. She ties her and they have sex… makes sense, I guess. “No tying at all for a whole week. No exceptions,” insisted Maggie. “Starting on Saturday.”

“OK, thanks, mom,” said Jackie, gladly accepting the compromise. “Starting on Saturday.”

“Finally, look me in the eye and tell me this is OK with May. You’re not coercing her in some way. She enjoys it, too.”

Jackie looked her mom in the eyes and solemnly said, “Mom, I promise you that this is as much May’s idea as mine. She enjoys it. It’s even like she needs it. It’s hard to explain, but letting me tie her is a sign of her love and trust. It’s important to both of us.” She even signed a contract of her own free will, but I am so not telling mom that May is my slave.
“You’ll tell me if it gets out of hand?”

“Yes, mother,” said Jackie with a tone that objected to her mom’s implication that something would ever go wrong. “It won’t get out of hand. I would never do anything to hurt May and she wouldn’t hurt me.” 
It wasn’t until after her mom had left that Jackie allowed herself a grin. May’s mom knew what went on and even showed the young mistress how to tie certain knots. It had always made their house a safe place to play and now she’d just gotten her mom’s grudging approval… with conditions. She still had to worry about her dad or little brother Bernie, but mom was on her side. 
*****

At the Friday sleepover, Jackie and Cindy played with the twins together, but when it came down to touching, caressing, kissing, and licking, they didn’t share. Kitty was disappointed when Mistress announced it was bedtime at a reasonable hour. There was still plenty of time to play more, but of course she didn’t argue. She just didn’t know that Mistress was about to give her something special. It wasn’t even something Kitty had thought about or knew that she “needed.” All she knew was that for the first time in nearly two weeks, she was going to spend the night with Mistress. She’d have been happy if that’s all Mistress had planned. 
Jackie had told her mom this was something that May wanted, but that was true only in the sense that she knew May would like it. Kitty did not get to express her wants. Alone in Kitty’s bedroom, Mistress got a bottle of bubble bath from her bag and led her naked slave into the bathroom. “You’ll learn how to do this for me,” she told Kitty. “I will explain it once. Start a hot bath, as hot as you can stand. Pour in a palm full of this. I want lots of bubbles. Set out two towels. Once the bath is ready, kneel by the tub.” As Kitty got the bath ready, Mistress stripped.
Preparing the bath, Kitty thought it looked wonderfully luxurious. It was something Mistress deserved and she was delighted at the thought of pampering her petite dominatrix. Aware that Mistress was getting naked, she kept her attention on the bath. When the bubbles topped the edge of the tub and the water was halfway up, she knelt. “The bath is ready, Mistress,” she said without looking at Mistress. 
Mistress ran her hand languorously through the bubbles and tested the water temperature. Patting Kitty’s head, she said, “Get in the bath, baby.” 
Surprised, Kitty looked up at Mistress. What? Baby? Me in the bath? She’s going to bathe me? Pamper me? What did I do to deserve this wonderful treat? 
Little things told Mistress everything she needed to know; Kitty was so expressive in many ways. The look of surprise and delight in Kitty’s eyes delighted her in return. Kitty fluidly rose from kneeling to standing, stepped one foot into the tub, and looked at her again, confirming the unexpected permission to use “Mistress’ bath.” She smiled at the tentative nature of Kitty’s movements, taking the uncertainty for what it was. Kitty couldn’t believe Mistress was about to pamper her with a hot bath. From that, Mistress got a deep sense of satisfaction for a way to express her pride and love that obviously surprised, delighted, and touched her slave. 
Even as she lay down with her back against the end of the tub, Kitty moved slowly, her eyes constantly seeking approval. Really? The bath is for me? I can lie down? Relax? While Mistress just stands and watches? This should be for her. Finally coming to rest, her body went limp and she let out a deep sigh of contentment. She didn’t know what she’d done to deserve it, but the bath was heavenly. 

Then… what? What’s she doing? Getting in with me… oh, my God, we’re taking a bath together! It was a double surprise when Mistress stepped in the tub between her spread legs and lay down against her chest, fitting perfectly with that dainty neck between her breasts, head canted to rest on Kitty’s shoulder, and hair right at the level where Kitty could brush her cheek against it. And Mistress purposely placed my arms around her!  In my arms! She’s in my arms! I haven’t ever… have I? Never ever had her in my arms like this. She kept her hands on Mistress tummy where they’d been set, unwilling to do anything else without permission despite how delighted she was and how much she wanted to caress the soft, precious bundle in her arms. 
“In the bath,” Mistress said in her instructional voice, “Kitty may touch Mistress anywhere she wants in any way she wants, but… there will be no sex in the bath.” Her voice softened, “I just want to relax with my Kitty.” She felt Kitty’s hands caress her tummy and little breasts and she caressed Kitty’s legs. 
“My Kitty is very pleasing,” crooned Mistress. “I don’t get to spend enough time with you. Not nearly enough special time alone. My Kitty deserves more time, more attention. I want you to know how special you are, baby. How proud I am to own you. How much I love you. How much I appreciate your devotion and love. My most precious possession.”
Kitty’s heart melted at the words. It felt odd to hold her Mistress and caress her, especially with Mistress saying the soft, soothing words she often heard while in Mistress’ arms. I’m holding her, so I should be saying the words. As Mistress continued, Kitty felt like her Mistress was expressing her thoughts.  It worked both ways. How proud I am that you own me. How much I love you. How much I appreciate your care and love. You are the most precious thing in my life. She couldn’t say them, so Mistress said them for her. 

After a few minutes, Mistress slid away from Kitty and turned to face her. “Stand up.” As Kitty stood, Mistress lathered her hands, stood in front of Kitty, and started washing her slave’s throat with soft caresses. She worked her way down, washing Kitty’s upper chest and then washing, caressing, and fondling Kitty’s full breasts. No sex in the bath, Kitty recalled Mistress’ words. Indeed, Mistress’ busy hands were appreciative without being arousing. Mistress’ progress was slow and methodical, taking care to wash her tummy and then completing the enchanting attention to her front by washing her pussy inside and out. 
Moving to Kitty’s arms, Mistress’ hands took on a different tenor, washing and massaging muscles that ached from the strenuous playtime and sex they’d just enjoyed. From shoulders down to even washing Kitty’s elegant fingers. She turned her lovely partner around and washed and massaged the smooth, perfect skin of Kitty’s back. She could caress and fondle her slave whenever she wanted, but Mistress enjoyed this in a different way. Kitty was still a slave, her property, but it was more like she was pampering a lover. 

As she washed Kitty’s back, Mistress heard the rumbling, “Mmmmm,” that was Kitty’s purr. The sound intensified as she washed Kitty’s alabaster ass. She hadn’t spanked her slave today just so she could knead the round cheeks without worry. She even washed Kitty’s crack and asshole, making them squeaky clean to the sound of purring. 
Kitty was beside herself with joy. The touch was sensuous and refreshing and so very decadent. What a privilege it was just to have Mistress wash her. Add to that the soothing massage, it was better than she could have imagined. She had an urge to wash Mistress, sharing a mutual scrub, but this was definitely just for her. Mistress’ hands were so small, but so firm, strong, and sensitive. 

“Time to wash your hair,” said Mistress and Kitty let herself be guided to a kneeling position. Warm water from the shower washed over her head and then she felt Mistress’ fingers work shampoo into her hair. As the fingers firmly massaged her scalp, she let out a soft involuntary squeak. Purring was something she’d practiced until it was second nature, but Kitty didn’t even know she squeaked her ultimate pleasure. Mistress knew it and often worked to earn that simple, satisfying sound. All Kitty knew was that the shampooing lasted several incredible minutes. 

After Mistress rinsed Kitty’s hair, she said, “Now you will wash me.”

It was a command, but it was what Kitty wanted as well. Her Mistress’ pleasure was her life and now she knew how pleasurable a bath was.  Needing permission to touch Mistress, having free rein to touch her anywhere was an unexpected privilege and pleasure. She washed the slender form in the same order, starting with Mistress’ throat and spending extra time on Mistress’ small mounds. Sometimes she wasn’t consciously aware of it, but right now she enjoyed washing a little girl. A dominant little girl who was “making” her wash her, but a little girl nevertheless. No sex in the bath, but Mistress’ nipples were hard and Kitty washed Mistress’ pussy and bottom, enjoying that most of all. When she finished with Mistress’ hair, she helped Mistress out of the tub and dried her off. It was perfect when Mistress picked up the other towel and dried her off. 
Mistress’ short hair dried quickly, so after a quick brushing, she sat Kitty down and blow dried her long blond hair as she brushed it out. “You should know that Mistress enjoys taking care of her Kitty. It is Kitty’s job to take care of Mistress, but it is Mistress’ pleasure to take care of Kitty.” She brushed for a few seconds, amused at Kitty’s frustrated expression in the mirror and then added, “And I know it is Kitty’s pleasure to do her job well.” The tension faded from her slave’s face. 
There was just one last thing to do. With Kitty naked and face down on the bed, Mistress said, “Hands behind your back, palms together.” With a length of rope, she lashed Kitty’s wrists securely. She had five lengths of rope and the second one was used to tie Kitty’s ankles side by side. Already Kitty was tied well enough that she couldn’t escape, but it wasn’t about captivity and Mistress wasn’t done yet. She tied Kitty’s legs together above and below her knees. Then, she used the final length of rope to tie her elbows together so they touched. Rolling Kitty onto her back, she put a comfortable sized ball gag in her mouth and a blindfold over her eyes and admired her happy slave. Ready for bed, she turned out the light, climbed into bed naked, and pulled up the covers. Kissing Kitty’s forehead, she said, “My, my, look what Mistress has in her bed. Good night, baby. Sweet dreams.”
With her Mistress’ arms around her, Kitty was as satisfied a slave as there ever was. My, my, look what Mistress has in her bed. Me. Naked and tied like a good slave should be. Good night, my love, my Mistress. 
*****

Since May’s parents always went out on Friday night, those had always been the best nights for sleepovers. Now that the girls were older, their parents often spent more time away with their slaves. Two weeks after the last sleepover, they would be gone from Friday night until Sunday noon. Taking advantage of the chance, Jackie came for the weekend. 
After a Friday night of playing and pampering, Jackie had breakfast with Cindy while their two naked slaves waited on them. Midway through breakfast, the two doms gave their slaves permission to eat. Kneeling with their faces in pet dishes, the 16-year-olds gave their mistresses a great view of their asses and pussies. 
“I love watching Kitty eat like that,” said Jackie. They all knew the view was enticing, but she said it for Kitty’s benefit. From this angle, she just had to imagine the blush on Kitty’s face. “Her pretty ass up in the air. Her pussy squeezed between her thighs.”
“Yeah, April looks good, too,” said Cindy. She’d dropped the use of doggy for her slave years ago, though she still leashed April and walked her like a dog sometimes. “I like having Kitty like that. She’s yours and I’ll bet she hates showing off for her little sister.” She winked at Jackie. 
“She loves it and you know it,” laughed Jackie. “Did she just wiggle her ass for us? You know, from this angle, you can’t tell them apart.”
“Twin butts,” laughed Cindy. “Oh, I meant to tell you, Jack-Jack. April entertained a couple of boys a week or so ago… you know, a couple of the regulars. One of them said he misses May and the other one said they look alike so just imagine it’s May.”
Red faced, Kitty stopped eating. If was as if she’d been naked, but she didn’t get pleasure out of it, except of course, when somebody told her about it like Cindy just did. Then it was a brief twinge of arousal. She looked at April who also stopped long enough to nod. Yeah, that really happened. It was one of their worst shared nightmares.
“Who was it? What happened? Kitty needs to know what she did with the boys,” said Jackie. 

“Charlie and Gus. I spanked her before they came, so she was hot and ready for them. I had her… hmm, her wrists were tied to her ankles and she was on her back when they came in.” Kitty had been tied like that enough times to be able to picture herself given to two boys with her right wrist tied to her right ankle and left to left. Her legs would be spread like she was inviting them. Unlike April, she wouldn’t be hot and ready, but it wouldn’t take long like that, especially since Charlie and Gus were in middle school. “She started begging right away,” Cindy continued. “I think she gets off on the humiliation as well. Not so much as Kitty, but she does.”
Cindy laughed, “So get this… Charlie is fucking April and Gus is getting a blowjob from May. It’s like that first time at the pool. You weren’t there. Missed a good one. Half of April was naked and the other half of May was naked. Put them together and you have a whole naked April or May, take your choice.”

For God’s sake! I blew Gus and I wasn’t even here. Not like she ever saw Gus anymore, so she wouldn’t have to face him, but it was still annoying. It irritated her that Cindy could still embarrass her and it made her appreciate Mistress. One thing she knew Mistress would not do was allow anyone to confuse her with April. She wiggled her ass, inviting the two younger girls to look and, hopefully, change the subject. 
“It was always fun watching them make out with each other,” said Jackie. “Like they’re making out with a mirror.” Of course she could tell the twins apart from their faces, but everything else was perfectly identical. 
The two girls finished their breakfast and watched the slaves until they both knelt upright, the sign they were finished. “You could, you know…” whispered Cindy. “OK, with me if you do.”

Jackie grinned and winked. They were both polite enough to not command each other’s slave, but now with Cindy’s permission, she said, “April, clean Kitty and then Kitty, you can do April.”

The older twin looked her sister over and then licked Kitty’s chin, lips, and cheeks to clean off the small amount of breakfast that adorned Kitty’s face. Then April sat back and let Kitty inspect and clean her. The twins might have wanted to enjoy each other in many ways, but cleaning faces was not one of them. Still, it was in their nature that pleasing their respective mistress was pleasing to them.  
Going their separate ways after breakfast, Mistress had special Saturday plans for Kitty in Kitty’s bedroom. “I think I’ll let you decorate the room for me,” she said, laying down her expectations. She tied Kitty’s legs as they had been last night – ankles, above the knees, and below the knees. Then she tied Kitty’s wrists together with her hands in front of her. 
Making Kitty hop to the wall, she turned her slave so her back was to the wall and tied her hands to a hook up high on the wall, just high enough that Kitty was stretched, but standing flatfooted. She tied Kitty’s feet to a hook near the floor. “Such a pretty decoration,” said Mistress, running her hand over the bound form. “You’ll just stand there while I do some other things, but…” She let the word hang for a few seconds. “… it’s not quite right yet.” 
She retrieved a long, firm, curved pillow that she’d brought just for this occasion. On end, it stood nearly as tall as Kitty. Mistress placed the flat side against the wall and worked the pillow between Kitty and the wall. It forced Kitty to her toes as she arched away from the wall following the contour of the curved side of the firm cushion. 
Not just a simple decoration, observed Kitty. Stretched and straining… pushing my tits and hips out… like I’m offering them to Mistress. She already felt the familiar tingle of being helpless and in an embarrassing position. With just Mistress to watch her, it wasn’t the height of humiliation, but Kitty did enjoy the thrill and challenge of catching Mistress’ attention. It was indeed a game for Kitty to squirm and moan to try to get Mistress to look at her. She opened her mouth for the inevitable ball gag. Of course, let’s not let Kitty make too much noise to get Mistress’ attention. 
It was a letdown when Mistress put a blindfold on her. Kitty needed to see or else she couldn’t tell when she’d successfully earned Mistress’ attention. It was practically a rule of the game, but then she knew she didn’t make the rules. “Perhaps I’ll stay and read a book… look up once in a while… or maybe I’ll go watch TV or go home to get some more toys and leave you here on display and wondering if I’m even here. How long can I go without coming to see my pretty Kitty decoration?”
No, not that. You have to stay. I hate it when you leave. I need you to look. It wasn’t the first time Kitty had been bound and called a decoration only to be left for an indefinite period. It never seemed fair to take away the whole point of being on display. She couldn’t play the game of getting Mistress to look… and win an occasional glance. They were playing the other game. A game that was more fun, except that it took so long to play. The game had one rule. Kitty never knew when Mistress was looking or even was there to look. The frustration of being posed so carefully to accentuate her charms, yet left for later would grow into humiliation and then… but it takes hours!
The door shut and Kitty moaned in despair. Then she jumped out of her skin at the sound of Mistress’ voice right in front of her. “Never get to know when I’m here and when I’m gone. There’s just something so special about having a big girl like you…” She squeezed Kitty’s tits to let Kitty know she meant a girl with big tits. As opposed to a little girl like Mistress. “… tied up and waiting for me. Waiting to please me, but only when I’m ready.”

There really was a science project due at the end of the school year, next week, and Susie really was Jackie’s partner. They’d just done all their work at school until today. Susie had considered saying no to the meeting at May’s house for a final review of their display. It wasn’t really necessary. She knew May would be there, certainly tied and naked. She’d thought a lot about what she’d seen last time. Her attempt to get her boyfriend to third base had backfired. After licking and sucking his cock, she finished him off with a hand job, only to be casually rebuked when she said it was her turn. Now she was in between boyfriends and feeling like she deserved an orgasm that didn’t involve her own fingers. Not that she wanted to do it with a girl, but she wouldn’t have agreed to the meeting if she wasn’t willing to face the seduction. I might even let Mistress succeed. 
After an hour, Kitty decided she didn’t like this new position. She drooled whenever she was gagged and she could feel it dripping onto her chest and running between her tits. The arch of her body showed off her tits and pussy, but it was her tummy that was thrust out the farthest. Her flat tummy was actually taut and slim, though she thought she must look like a cow. The steady stream of drool ran down between her tits to her tummy and then dripped to the floor from there. Unable to see, in her mind’s eye, the end of the trail of drool on her glistening tummy must draw Mistress’ attention to the fat belly… not the kind of attention she wanted. She started to ache from the strain and she didn’t know if Mistress had been in the room for the past hour. Though she wanted to be upset with Mistress, she had just started to feel the first tingles of arousal. 
Hearing Mistress’ voice from a distance, Kitty realized that the door was open and probably had always been open. If April or Cindy went by… This is not for them. That brief thought was instantly replaced by the question of, who is Mistress talking to? She clearly heard the words, “Do you want to see my decoration?” 
Oh, God, who is with her? Not April or Cindy. A boy? Girl? How many? Aside from Susie, Mistress hadn’t included anyone in their relationship and Mistress was more possessive that Cindy. Kitty wasn’t sure about the rules of sharing her. “Yeah,” said Susie and Kitty recognized the voice. The tingle that shot through her was not just from the idea of being seen like this… again. It was the memory of Mistress saying how proud she’d be if her sexy body convinced Susie to experiment. Mistress, Kitty, and Susie were all on the same sheet of music. 
“Holy cow,” said Susie as she entered the room. “That is just so… incredible. She’s… tied and so… stretched. Yeah, decoration. That’s the right word.” Susie’s stomach flip-flopped nervously as she gazed at the nude girl. For the first time, she wasn’t looking at Kitty as somebody else’s toy as she tried to imagine touching the soft, inviting skin. She knew how much Kitty enjoyed doing just what she was doing now despite her sounds of protest. 
Jackie noted that Susie was using safe words – incredible, stretched, and decoration – and avoiding others, so she helped out with some of those words. “I think she’s sexy like that and beautiful. Something about having her just… available. She can’t do a damn thing about it, you know?”
“Helpless,” said Susie, a word she’d heard used on the twins before. “Damsel in distress with no one to save her. What now?” She wasn’t ready to take the next step on her own. She still wasn’t sure she wanted to take the next step. Just being there was experimenting with new feelings. 
“We work on the project,” said Jackie. “First, this though.” She removed Kitty’s blindfold. Yes, look at me. Finally. I’m aching for you, Mistress. No, no, don’t look away. Making a deliberate act of turning away, she led Susie to her desk where two chairs were waiting and their posters were laid out. “Let’s both read through our papers… you know, check our hypothesis and data and conclusion.”
“And look for typos,” added Susie. She glanced over her shoulder at Kitty and then started reading. She looked! thought the delighted trophy. 
For the next half hour, Jackie worked on two difficult tasks. The first had always been difficult for her with an enchanting decoration in the room. She forced herself to not look at Kitty despite the sounds from behind her. The second task was keeping Susie occupied with the project and then with what she thought of other projects and then what she thought about science class in general. Jackie never looked at Kitty, but she kept her eye on Susie and the frequency of Susie’s passing and then lingering glances. “She wants us to look, doesn’t she?” asked Susie once. 
“Naughty Kitty,” said Jackie, focusing on the wall in front of her. “Making those noises and probably squirming, isn’t she?”
“Yeah, both,” said Susie. “You’re not looking.”

“I don’t want to spoil her. You can look all you want. You know… the more you look, the noisier she gets. Kinda cool, isn’t it?”

“Sorta,” agreed Susie with a long look before turning back. She understood the rules of the game and didn’t understand why Jackie didn’t look more often. Kitty was working so hard. Kitty was even embarrassing herself by practically begging for attention. And there was the part she’d noticed right off. Kitty was freaking naked and couldn’t do anything about it. I don’t want to look at a naked girl, I’m just looking because I’m curious… morbid curiosity, she rationalized. 
When the half hour was up, Jackie finally turned around and looked. “What a sexy decoration. Working so hard to get me to look. And it is hard not to look at something that beautiful.” She got up and removed Kitty’s gag and blotted Kitty’s face and chest dry. “Hey, Susie, wanna try something?” She got out a pair of nipple clamps and held them up to Susie. “Put these on her.”

“Really?” The visitor took the clamps and looked at them and at Kitty.

“Yeah, really. She’ll hold still for it. No choice in the matter.”

Moving close enough to touch the decoration, Susie caught the musky smell of arousal without knowing what it was. She peered at Kitty’s semi-erect nipples. “They have to be… you know, bigger than that first, right?” she asked, by way of rationalizing why she would dare touch that part of another girl. Then she rolled Kitty’s right nipple between her thumb and forefinger. 
“Ohhhh, gawwwd,” moaned Kitty as someone besides Mistress touched her like that and with Mistress’ permission. Excited and passionate, she had been finely tuned for the past hour and a half to be Mistress’ means of seducing Susie. Not that Jackie gave a whit about getting in Susie’s panties except in the sense that it would be another memorable moment for Kitty. 
When Susie grinned and blushed at the erotic sound, Jackie suggested, “It’s even better if you suck on them a little. They get really big then.” 

Susie bit her lip at the same time that Kitty let out a deeper moan of desire. Her hesitation turned immediately into action. She had to do it just because of that sexy sound and the promise of even more. Cupping Kitty’s tit in one hand, she put her lips to the soft skin and sucked on the hard nub in the center and licked and sucked some more, goaded on by the tantalizing sounds. Then she clamped the protruding nipple to the sound of another, surprisingly erotic sound – a gasp of pain. 
Standing back, Jackie watched the interaction. Kitty’s eyes were on Susie’s fingers and lips, whatever was touching her and then on the clamp as she did the only thing she could; she tried to will Susie to stop. Susie’s eyes were locked on Kitty’s nipples with occasional guilty glances at Kitty’s face. It was as if Jackie wasn’t even there until Susie clamped the second nipple and stepped back with an expectant look at Jackie. Now what?
“Look at you, Kitty,” said Mistress. “Posing so perfectly for us. Aren’t you ashamed of yourself flaunting that sexy body in front of Susie? I know you love it. Love being a toy. I could let you cum, you know… oh, you’d fight it, wouldn’t you? Cumming in front of Susie. Or, are you so excited it doesn’t matter? Would Kitty like to cum?’

“Yes, Mistress,” said Kitty. “Even in front of Susie.”

“Then beg.”

When Susie first came in, Kitty felt a fresh wash of humiliation. Adding that to her frustration of not knowing if she’d been watched at all for the previous hour was like adding a brilliant swath of red to an already intense shade. Mistress could be so cruel to put her on display for others; a cruelty that would blossom into need against her will. Indeed, it was more intense simply because it was against her will.  
Then, for an interminable time, she listened to them talking about middle school science without so much as a single glance from Mistress. Just those casual glances from Susie that made her feel like the definition of kinky. At first it was just that – the glances were curiosity. Somewhere in there the glances became longer. It wasn’t just hey, look at the girl tied to the wall; it was hey, look at those tits, that pussy, those legs, the sexy decoration straining and begging for attention. If wonder if… It was that eerie feeling of being undressed by someone’s eyes except that she was already undressed. Susie was interested. 
Finally, as the pair approached her and she had their full attention, she felt the full brunt of humiliation, frustration, and uncertainty. From across the room they could watch. Up close they could touch and oh, how Susie touched her. Hetero Susie touching her reeked of sex like she couldn’t believe. And it was her sex reeking. Me… Kitty… me… tied, naked, squirming, and moaning… I’m the bait and Mistress just got Susie. It was Mistress’ success, but Kitty knew it was because she was the sexiest thing in the world. 
Kitty knew Mistress well enough to know that her orgasm was a foregone conclusion. Mistress and Susie would surely cum, but Kitty’s reward would be wonderful. She’d get to cum and in the state she was in, it would be fantastic, rocket to the moon level. “Then beg,” said Mistress. 
What? After all that? I’ve been on display for hours. I’m so ready. You got Susie because of me. I deserve to cum and now you want me to beg in front of her? “Mistress! Please! Don’t make me beg in front of her.” Her toes curled in desire. Her hands clenched as if seizing the passion. It was no illusion that her body arched to thrust her tits out even more. Begging not to beg and I’m going to beg anyway. “Please, Mistress, Kitty needs to cum. May Kitty cum? I’m so… so… hot. Kitty will cum so good for Mistress. May Kitty cum for you? May Kitty cum for S-Susie? Please, Kitty aches to cum.”
“Don’t stop,” said Mistress as she went to her bag to get the vibrator. It had a big, bulbous head that, when thrust against Kitty, seemed to vibrate every inch of her sensitive pussy. 
“Please, Mistress, use that… put it in Kitty’s pussy… against Kitty’s clitty. Mistress, make Kitty feel good, please. Rub it in Kitty’s cunt until I cum.”
Jackie handed the vibrator to Susie. “Hold this,” she said and knelt to untie Kitty’s legs and ankles. “Kitty is that excited, is she? I think I will let you cum for me and for Susie. I’ll let you show Susie how fun it is to watch you… to make you.” When Kitty’s legs were free, Mistress said, “Beg with your pussy now. Spread wide and show Susie how wet you are. Then ask her to fuck you.”
Kitty’s legs sprang open and she thrust her hips forward with her eyes locked on the possessor of the vibrator. “Please, S-S… Mistress Susie, please, fuck me.”

Me? Fuck her? Susie looked at the vibrator in her hand in a new light. “What…?”
“She just means use the vibrator on her, not fuck her like a boy,” said Jackie. “Do it. It’s incredible.” She knew it would be. All the signs were there. The wet thighs… clenching hands and feet… thrusting forward to beg with her hips… panting. Nothing like making Kitty beg in front of Susie to really wind her up. She’d carefully orchestrated it so that she’d virtually made Susie’s mind up for her. Here, hold the vibrator… oh look, Kitty’s excited and you’ve got the vibrator… you have to.
It wasn’t as if she had no choice, but Susie was feeling, not thinking. Kitty’s urgent pleas showed her desperate arousal and she had the vibrator in her hand. She stepped forward and pushed the vibrator against Kitty’s dripping pussy and earned more of those delicious sounds. Resting her left hand on Kitty’s right tit, she squeezed the plump flesh as she used the vibrator to spread Kitty’s lips open and get the vibrator right on the throbbing nub of need. 
Kitty’s climax hit almost immediately. Susie didn’t know when the moans changed from mere arousal to a full blown orgasm. She just knew she was riding an unstoppable wave. Kitty’s pleasure was in her hand and she couldn’t stop now. Using her body to press the vibrator against its target, Susie ground her hips against Kitty’s and it looked as if she might be fucking the bound girl. The pillow had vanished and she had Kitty pinned against the wall. When did we start kissing? God, she feels good. Listen to her cum. How can anybody feel such pleasure? When did Jackie get naked? Oh, my, it’s happening!
As Jackie took the vibrator from her, Susie felt like something was missing now. She wanted to finish what she’d started. “Take off your clothes,” said Jackie and that sounded like a damn good idea. As she stripped, she watched enviously as Jackie rubbed her naked body against Kitty’s sleek, sexy form. Then it was her turn again as Jackie gave her back control and Susie felt the warm pleasure of another girl’s body against hers. And just how long would Kitty cum? she started to wonder. 
The answer to that question, as Mistress knew, was just about forever. Technically, Kitty was on her third orgasm, but Mistress was the only one who could tell when Kitty stopped for a breather and then went super nova again. It was fun making Kitty do this and just as much fun watching Susie make Kitty do it. Mistress untied Kitty’s hands and she was free, but still pressed against the wall by Susie’s passion. 
After Kitty’s fourth orgasm, Mistress took the vibrator from Susie and pushed the other girl to the floor. After the intense effort, Susie was shaky and thought it was a good idea to lie down. Then, she was suddenly aware of Kitty’s tongue in her pussy. It was her turn to feel embarrassed as she realized what she was doing, but she also had no intention of stopping. Yeah, it’s really happening. And it’s so right. Might as well share this moment with these two after what I just did to Kitty. Just like she expected, the first orgasm not from her own fingers was the best orgasm of her life. As were her second and third.
As she lay there basking in the warm afterglow of triple orgasms, she watched Kitty devour Jackie’s pussy. Kitty was the real treat to watch, voluptuous and sexy. She’d always thought Jackie’s body was pathetic, but to her surprise, Jackie was an amazing sexual creature. Sexy in her own way.
When it was over, Susie was astounded at how Jackie took control, caressing and soothing the exhausted, glowing slave. On the outside looking in, she realized the amount of energy Kitty had expended for her Mistress. And, after pushing her to the limit, how the Mistress brought her slave back to reality. She moved closer and tentatively reached out to touch Kitty. Jackie put a finger to her lips and nodded. Then Susie reached out and caressed the glistening skin. 
Relaxed and happy, Kitty opened her eyes and watched Susie’s hand as it dodged Mistress’ hand to caress her thigh, brush against her pussy, cup her tit, and stroke her side. Taking advantage of the words in her contract that said subtle pride and conceit were expected, she said, “Mmmm, Kitty likes that, Susie. Such a soft touch on soft, beautiful skin. I think you like it, too. I feel so warm and sexy. Mmmmm.” She languorously stretched catlike with her fingers reaching for the wall, her toes pointed in the opposite direction, and every inch in between taut. She was so stretched, she looked like she’d grown a foot. It was an incredible sight that left the other two girls speechless and eager to caress the sleek Kitty. 
“Mmmm,” rumbled Kitty as she relaxed after a good ten seconds. “Mistress, I think Susie couldn’t keep her eyes off me. Going to spoil a Kitty with attention. I guess it’s not every day you get to see a high school girl tied up for you. So good with a vibrator, Susie, making Kitty cum forever. And such a tasty pussy. I would love to taste your sweet nectar again, but only with Mistress’ permission of course. Maybe you should get one of your own because I’m taken.”
It was tempting, Susie had to admit. She thought of the pleasure she could get if she had Kitty, but she couldn’t have Kitty and she didn’t know who else might play so extreme. She thought of the complications, too. Jackie went to such trouble for her slave between tying, catering to Kitty’s needs (no, she didn’t miss the responsibility on Jackie’s shoulders), and thinking of new ways to play. Then there was the sheer, unadulterated (and unnatural) intensity of the sex. It was too intense and she didn’t want to play either role. 
“Kitty is beautiful and sexy,” said Susie. “I know your mistress is proud of you. Since there’s no other like you, I think I would never be happy with a slave of my own.”
“And Kitty would never be happy with another Mistress,” said Kitty. She rubbed her leg against Mistress. “No one else, but Mistress.” She’d seen Pretty Woman and remembered when the short, round guy treated Julia Roberts like a whore. No way did she want Susie to ever treat her like a slave if they met when Mistress wasn’t around. She wanted to be subtly clear about that. 
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Chapter 2 – Summer Camp
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A story with Cindy, Jackie, April, May, and other characters who don’t want to be in this story
“We’re getting close, Cindy,” Rose called out from the driver’s seat of the van as she took the turn toward Camp Success. She couldn’t see April and May, so she knew Cindy had them in the back doing something that most little sisters didn’t make big sisters do. Jackie was in the first seat behind her; Paula, Nikki, and Cindy were in the next seat; and Markie and Alex were in the very back seat. From the giggles, April was with the three kids in the middle seat and May was with Markie and Alex. 
After a full year with Cindy being mistress to her twin sisters, Rose had come to expect just about anything from her 10-year-old daughter. The twins had started their periods, so they were on the pill. Between their father, uncle, and whatever boys Cindy brought over, it was too risky not to use some kind of birth control.  Rose could reason with Cindy over some issues, but boys was not one of them. Summer camp was another one. She could only wonder what trouble Cindy and Jackie could get in with a pair of twin slaves and four boys; for Markie, Paula, Nikki, and Alex were Mark, Paul, Nick, and Alex, boys in girls’ clothes sneaking into the all girls’ camp. Promises from Cindy had a way of motivating the boys and the promise of a week at camp with 100 girls topped all her other promises. Girls’ clothes were nothing compared to what Cindy promised. 
Busy planning to move, Mark’s parents had been glad to get him out of the house for the week they’d be packing when Cindy suggested the idea. The boys had grown their hair out for six months in what their parents called “a phase” in preparation for the ruse. They were all signed up for Camp Success, a camp for boys and girls, with the genders separated by a lake. There was just the minor issue that Mark, Paul, Nick, and Alex had marked the wrong box on their application. Unfortunately for him, this would be Mark’s last fling with his friends. His family was moving across the country. 
In response to her mom’s warning, Cindy called a halt to the backseat activities. April’s head popped up from Paula’s lap and May’s head appeared in front of Alex. While Paula and Alex made the relatively minor adjustment of pulling up their panties and straightening their skirts, Rose saw the twins go through the process of putting all their clothes on and shook her head at Cindy’s antics. She hadn’t known the two girls were nude. At least they hadn’t been tied.  
It was no secret that Rose was proud of her daughter. As the kids piled out of the van, she felt that pride swell at the sight of the four boys in skirts (to hide their cocks) and tops while the four girls wore shorts and tops. Cindy had managed to get the boys enrolled in a girls’ camp and wear more feminine clothes than the girls. They didn’t even think of it like that, but they were just as much slaves as April and May were; slaves ruled by their cocks. Cindy was the only one of the kids who thought of the boys as slaves who came at her beck and call and did what she wanted. Just to prove it to herself, she’d even stripped, tied, and spanked each one of the boys, but she’d only done it when she had him alone so the others wouldn’t know. The boys all had the same secret – they’d do anything for Cindy and the frequent offer of pussy. 
The proud mother had no doubts that whatever Cindy had in mind for camp would go smoothly for the preteens. Cindy planned ahead and everything always went her way. She kissed all eight of the girls on the forehead, watched them go through the gate into camp, and drove off. 
As it turned out, something went wrong right away. They’d signed up together with the deal that they’d all share the same cabin, but when they signed in, April and May were put in the 12-14 camp and the other six were put in the 9-11 camp. “They didn’t say there were two camps,” argued Cindy. “We’re all going to the same cabin. Says so right here,” she held out their paperwork. 
The counselor looked at the form. “That’s a mistake,” said the college girl. “We don’t mix age groups at all. A 9-year-old can’t keep up with the 14-year-olds. We find this works better.”
“It’s not a mistake,” insisted Cindy. “We’re all together. They…” she nodded at April and May, “… want to be with us. They can keep up with us.”

“If we started making exceptions, then everyone would want the rules broken for them,” smiled the older girl. “Trust me. You’ll have a good time and they’ll have a good time. You’ll make new friends.”

“Cindy,” interrupted Jackie, “we’ll make new friends. Two other girls in our cabin and six other girls in their cabin.” She winked. 

“Oh, yeah,” said Cindy as she got the idea. She always thought in terms of – I’ve got a ghost and I’m not afraid to use him. The counselor had been on the verge of discovering why she was going to break the rules for Cindy, but Jackie’s wink suggested an opportunity – eight new victims – rather than a problem. “All right,” she said to the counselor. “If that’s the rules. It’ll be fun to make new friends.”
The counselor smiled though for a second she thought Cindy looked like Wednesday Addams smiling as that wicked girl eyed her summer camp prey in the movie. She was already concerned that she’d signed up to be a counselor at Camp Success, but they’d changed the name just this week to Camp Kennawannadooyoo. “That’s the spirit,” she said, shaking off the ominous feeling that this wasn’t going to be as much fun as she expected. “The six of you will be in Cabin 8. That’s my cabin, I’m Ms. Dawn and I’ll be your counselor for the whole week. Hmm, let’s see… April and May, those are cute names, you’ll be in Cabin 14 over that way. Ms. Nora is your counselor.” She went through the rest of the process of handing out maps, explaining tomorrow’s activities, and suggesting things for their free time, finishing with, “Now go find your cabins and bunks. I have to check in this next group and then I’ll be up to help you get settled.”
As they headed to their cabin, Jackie said, “She’ll be fun, if you know what I mean. She’s pretty and has a nice body.”

“Didja see those tits?” said Paula. “Can we play with her?” 
“She’s pissed me off already so she’s on the list,” said Cindy. “Know what I like about her? She’s perky, you know, cheery and all. It’ll be fun showing her my ideas for free time.”

“Can’t wait to show her what’s under my skirt,” said Alex.

“Me either,” chimed in Nikki. 

“You’ll do it when I say you can,” said Cindy. “And that’ll be today, don’t worry.”

When they arrived at the cabin, there were not two, but four other girls who’d all claimed bottom bunks. Cindy tossed her duffle on the bed closest to the front. It was even separate from the others; you had to go through a second door to get to the five bunk beds. “That’s for the counselor,” said one of the other girls. 

“We’ll see about that,” said Cindy, but she moved her gear anyway. She didn’t want to arouse suspicion yet. “How come there’s four of you? And ten beds? Ms. Dawn said there were just eight in a cabin.”

“I dunno,” shrugged the 11-year-old girl, “I just figured they got more girls than they expected.”
“Four new friends,” said Cindy. “Guess that’s even better. I’m Cindy. This is Jack-Jack, Alex, Markie, Nikki, and Paula.
“I’m Vicki and this is Gail. We’re best friends. That’s… umm… Becky and her little sister, Deb. We just met.” 
Cindy sized them up, guessing that Vicki, Gail, and Becky were all 11 and Deb was 9. She put her duffle on the last bottom bunk. “Jack-Jack up there,” she pointed at the top bunk above her bed. “Markie and Alex, there, and Paula and Nikki, there.” The little mistress assigned top and bottom bunks to each pair, ignoring the fact that two of the bottom bunks had already been claimed. She looked at the other four girls. “You guys don’t mind if you share a bunk, do you? Doesn’t seem right that you’d take all the bottoms.” 
“I guess that’s fair,” said Gail. “I’ll take the top, Vick.” 

“I don’t wanna sleep up there,” said Deb, addressing her sister. 

“Me neither,” said Becky. “We already have our stuff there. We got here first. You guys can take the top bunk.”

“Suit yourself,” said Cindy. “Makes it even more fun.”

“Makes what more fun?” Becky bristled. She was happy to have won the point, but she recognized the tone of Cindy’s voice as a private joke or something and didn’t like it. Her intransigence was not intended to be “fun” for Cindy and the younger girl’s blithe acceptance was unexpected and suspicious. Moreover, they’d all noticed by now that Cindy ran the clique of six girls, making it six of them against her and her sister. Becky had to stand her ground just on principle; she didn’t want Cindy to rule the whole cabin.   
“Let’s get unpacked,” said Cindy, turning her back on Becky. 
Cindy’s words came out like a command and when the other five girls looked disappointed and then started to unpack, it was obvious to Becky that they’d been watching the brief exchange in anticipation of something. It was clear that the five girls thought fun was about to be had, making Cindy’s retreat more suspicious.  
“Hey, what gives?” said Becky. She was a bit of bully though she was reduced to babysitting her little sister for the next week. Her instincts told her trouble was brewing and it would really be six against one since she couldn’t count on Deb for anything. She just didn’t know what kind of trouble. “What do you mean by fun?”

“We’re all gonna be here for a week and we should all be friends. You know… it would be fair if you and your sister shared a bunk,” interjected Gail. 

While Becky shot Gail a glare, Cindy also looked annoyed at the intrusion. The little dom hadn’t planned to start almost immediately, but with a target practically daring her, it would indeed be more fun. She’d come to play with her lover in private and her slaves in public. She’s also come with an arsenal of boys in anticipation of playing with any girls who happened to catch her attention in some way. Becky was the first such girl. And, unfortunately for Vicki, Gail, and Deb, their mere proximity made them targets as well. 
When Gail waded in, it was eight against one. “All right, jeez,” said Becky, taking Gail’s comment as a way of saving face and avoiding the brewing trouble at the same time. “I’ll take the top,” she said to Gail. 
As the tension faded, the girls all got unpacked and settled in the tight quarters. There were five bunk beds crammed into a cabin meant for four, two chests of drawers with a total of eight drawers, two chairs, the foyer where Ms. Dawn slept, and nothing else. Short a drawer for two girls, Cindy and Jackie didn’t even think twice about sharing a drawer and Alex and Markie shared as well. The girls grumbled over the lack of plumbing and privacy in the Spartan cabin. There was a toilet and two showers in the cabin and little chance for privacy. The boys had no problem with the lack of privacy as they imagined watching the girls change clothes and Cindy, of course, saw nothing but opportunities. 
When Ms. Dawn arrived, she made them all get acquainted by playing a few games, like if you were an animal what would you be? Vicki and Gail opted for bird and butterfly. The boys, forgetting their place, picked lion, horse, eagle, and cheetah all with overtones of masculinity that bewildered the counselor. “An elephant,” said Cindy, “cuz it’s not afraid of anything.”
“Elephants are afraid of mice,” said Becky. 

Cindy extended a toe into the circle of girls and said, “Squish,” as she made the motion of crushing a tiny mouse underfoot. “Nothing scares me.”

After those five, Ms. Dawn was relieved when Jackie said, “I’d be a butterfly, too. They’re so colorful and pretty.”
“I’d be a cat,” said Becky. “I think they’re regal.”
Cindy winked at Jackie and whispered, “A kitty.” Cats might be regal, but they both knew kitties were playthings. 

Last to go, Deb said, “A fish. I swim good and so I’d be a fish.”

“Quite a collection of animals,” said Ms. Dawn. “I guess because I’m your counselor, I’d be an Australian sheepdog so I could keep you all rounded up.” She spent a few minutes assuring them they’d have a good time, they’d all get along well, and they could come to her for anything. Then she told them that dinner was in an hour and they had free time until then. 
“I’m gonna go see where my sisters are. Is that OK, Ms. Dawn?” asked Cindy. If not, she’d go anyway, but be invisible. 

“Just this once,” said Dawn. “You shouldn’t be over on that side of the camp, but I know it’ll make you feel better to know where they are. Be back before dinner. We’ll always go to meals as a group. And take a buddy,” she added, though as all six of the clique headed out, she realized her reminder was unnecessary. 
The six pack made their way through the older girls’ side to Cabin 14 and Cindy went inside, finding her sisters, their six cabin mates, and counselor talking about taking a hike tomorrow. Ms. Nora looked over and said, “Can I help you, sweetie?”

Cindy immediately disliked the counselor for her condescending tone and for calling her sweetie, but she let it slide in favor of future torment for the pretty blond coed. In fact, she uncharacteris​tic​ally acted like a 10-year-old girl. “I just came to see my sisters, April and May,” she said. “Ms. Dawn said it was OK just once. I thought we’d be together and I… I just needed to see where they are. I feel better now.”

“Ah, you’re Cindy,” said Ms. Nora. “Your sisters told me what happened. I’m sorry your plans were upset. They said you have some friends, so you’re not alone, right?”

“Yeah, there’s six of us, but I still miss April and May. They always do so much for me.” She surveyed the other girls in the cabin. At 12, her sisters were the youngest. Four of the girls looked more mature and she pegged them as 14, the upper age limit for the camp. The other two could have been 12 or 13. In just a quick glance, she assigned them names – cheerleader, chubby, boobs, and slut for the older four and who-me? and jock for the younger two. 

“Can we just talk to her for a couple of minutes?” asked April. “You know, just… umm, let her know it’s OK.”

“Ten minutes,” said Ms. Nora. “We’ll all take a break for 10 and then I want to talk about computer activities.” She was impressed at how the twins apparently got along with their little sister. So many times she’d seen older sisters, or siblings in general, want nothing to do with their younger counterparts. It seemed even worse at a camp that split them up, labeling them as big girls and little girls even if that wasn’t the intent. Peer pressure made it cool to dis the younger girls. 
Once outside, April and May casually knelt on the grass, kneeling for their mistress without looking submissive. “What are we going to do, Cindy?” asked April. 
“Somebody missing the paddle already?” teased Cindy. “You are going to have a good time being regular girls. That hasn’t changed.” She wanted to play with her slaves, but they’d also agreed to take advantage of scheduled camp activities like everybody else, like hiking, computer classes, and horseback riding. There would be plenty of free time for their own fun. “I’ll come and get you at least once a day. Now, tell me about the other victims… I mean girls… in your cabin.”
“Cindy! You’re going to play with them, too?” asked May in surprise. “Oh, I get it. That’s why you’re not upset about being separated. More fun for you.” More fun for us, too. She enjoyed the humiliation of others almost as much as her own. “Cassie, you should do Cassie. She threw a fit about changing clothes in the cabin and shared showers.”
“Which one is she?” asked Cindy. Based on May’s description, Cassie was chubby. She’d thought of spanking that big bottom, but not much else. “We’ll see. I don’t like how she looks, but we’ll see.”
“Kendra, was the stuck up, prissy blond next to me,” said April, describing cheerleader. “You gotta do her. She heard us talking to Ms. Nora about you being in the other camp and she called it the camp for babies.” That would be cheerleader. Boobs had the biggest boobs of the girls and slut had a loose top and no bra. Who me looked so innocent that Cindy imagined her surprise when it was her turn to strip. Jock was her favorite in terms of looks. Trim like Jackie but with tits. 
The other girls had come out of the cabin and initially left the four alone. After a couple of minutes, cheerleader came over. “You gonna hang with the little girls all day? We’re going to the snack bar for some ice cream.”
“Jeez,” said April when cheerleader vanished. “Have fun, Kendra,” she called to the empty air. “Didn’t take her long,” she winked at May when Cindy and Jackie disappeared, too. 
“Unnhh,” said Kendra in response to April. She could still see them even if they couldn’t see her. What’s this? What the hell is in my mouth? She got her hands around the base of David’s cock, but couldn’t dislodge it. “Aaaahhh,” she moaned in distress noticing that Cindy and Jackie were grinning. What is it? I can’t get it out. Fuck, I never even saw it and can’t see it now. Clearly her hands grasped empty air even if it felt solid. She struggled, but she was held fast like she was suddenly stuck in glue. April and May giggled and left as if she wasn’t even there and she was facing the two younger girls. 
“I can do magic,” said Cindy. “Wanna see?”

“Uh uh,” said Kendra. 

“Dammit, nobody ever wants to see my magic,” she said to Jackie. Looking back at her victim, she said, “I’m doing it right now. Gagged you and tied you with invisible ropes. Now watch this.”

Kendra’s eyes opened wide as her top vanished and appeared in Cindy’s hand. “Unnhhh,” she protested. What the fuck? How’d she do that? Ohmigod! Now she’s got my shorts. Out in the middle of camp. Help. Help. Can’t you see me? Girls looked right past her. Even Ms. Nora paid no attention to her in just her underwear. NO!! That’s my bra. She shook her head at Cindy, her eyes pleading for the younger girl to stop. She was a firm believer in magic in just seconds. Her shoulders slumped as her panties appeared in Cindy’s hand. 

“I’m going to take out the gag and you better be careful what you say to me,” said Cindy. “I don’t have to keep you invisible. Say the wrong thing and poof, everybody will see you. Imagine Ms. Nora telling your parents you just stripped for no reason and then ran screaming back into the cabin. Imagine trying to convince anybody that April’s and May’s little sister did it.”
I’m invisible? That explains a lot. She’s right. I couldn’t convince anybody that I didn’t do it myself. April and May knew this was going to happen. Is Cindy supposed to have fun or did they say that to me sarcastically? Fuck, I called her a little girl and now she’s teaching me a lesson. When her mouth was free, Kendra kept her voice low like Cindy had, assuming even if they were invisible, the could still be heard. “What are you doing? How are you doing this? I need my… may I have my clothes back, please?”

For a second, Kendra wondered if she’d said the wrong thing. Cindy frowned and then said, “That was too easy. I was hoping I could pop you out naked and watch you run around. I could even make you just stand still while everybody looked. Well, guess you got the message.” She handed Kendra’s clothes back to the now meek girl. Free from the glue, Kendra quickly dressed. 

“Oh, there you are,” said Ms. Nora. “Don’t go wandering off like that, Kendra.”

The teen looked around quickly. Cindy and Jackie were nowhere to be seen. It was as if she imagined it, but she figured the two were still invisible. Maybe even laughing at her. She hurried back into the cabin. 
An hour before dinner, Cindy told Ms. Dawn she looked like a lesbian trolling for little girls. Astonished at the little girl’s rudeness, the counselor took Cindy outside for a talk. Fifteen minutes later, Ms. Dawn followed Cindy back into the cabin. Her face was ashen after Cindy had explained who was in charge while letting David fuck Ms. Dawn in all three holes at once. She was sworn to silence and promised not to interfere with Cindy’s plans. Like so many other of Cindy’s victims, she had no choice. There was no plausible explanation for what Cindy had just done to her and she didn’t want to be labeled crazy. 
After dinner, Ms. Dawn gathered the girls in the cabin and asked what songs they knew. She liked to sing a few songs before giving the girls free time for the evening. Cindy said, “I want to do a magic show.”

“OK,” said the counselor meekly. She’d already seen Cindy’s magic and it was clear there was nothing she could do to protect the girls. 
“What kind of magic?” asked Becky. “That’s all hokey. I’ll bet I can tell how you’re doing it.”

“How am I doing this?” asked Cindy as Becky rose and floated to her. “Or this?” A ring gag with a strap appeared in her hand and then flew to Becky’s mouth, seated itself, and strapped itself in place. 

“Uhhnnn, uh, uhhhnn,” grunted Becky. She looked at Ms. Dawn for support, but the counselor just looked away. How did she do that? Get this thing out of my mouth. Somebody help me. Ms. Dawn, you’re the adult. Help me.
Three more ring gags appeared one at a time and soon Vicki, Gail, and Deb stood in a row with Becky sporting similar gags. “Hokey is it?” said Cindy. “No, it’s real magic. Black magic and you’ll do anything I want for the whole week or else.” She watched the girls struggle for a few seconds held tight in David’s tentacles. “Becky, you ever have anything this big around…” she made an O with her thumb and middle finger “… and this long…” she held her hands apart about six inches, “… stuck up your ass?”

“Uh uh,” said Becky, shocked by the question. “Aaahhhhhh,” she gasped as David’s free tentacle fed a cock up her ass. “Stah ih,” she said. “Ih urrs.” How is she doing that? What is that? It’s too big and it hurts. Please make it stop. 
“Should I do somebody else instead?” 

“Uh huh,” Becky nodded her head vigorously. 

“OK, but first…” Cindy made Becky’s clothes disappear. With her arms at her side, the 11-year-old squirmed as she tried with all her might to cover herself. To everyone’s surprise, Ms. Dawn still hadn’t done anything. 
“Deb, your sister wants you to have a turn,” said Cindy. The 9-year-old’s clothes vanished as Becky tried to deny that she wanted Deb to have a turn. Somebody else. Not me and not her. 
This time when David’s cock went in the 3rd grader’s ass, he held her up so the other girls could see her ass open up to accommodate the invisible cock. “Uhn, uhn, uhn,” grunted the girl as David stroked in and out a few times. That’s yucky and it hurts. Why is she doing this? I wanna go home. 
“Who’s next?” asked Cindy. Vicki was next in line and tried to run, vanish, or deny Cindy her fun in any way possible. In seconds, her small tits and bare pussy was on display for everyone and then she grunted in discomfort for a few strokes. Gail just stood and stared at Cindy when it was her turn. Then, she too had the uncomfortable and eerie feeling of an invisible cock in her ass and the other three girls had a view of her pert ass open as big as the O Cindy had made with her thumb and forefinger. 
“Please, don’t do me,” said Markie, just so the other girls wouldn’t be suspicious. He tried to keep from ogling the nude preteens. 

“I have other plans for you,” said Cindy. 

The four naked victims thought they were saved when Ms. Dawn finally stood. Their hopes were dashed as the counselor astonished them by first removing her clothes and then saying, “Cindy’s in charge for the week. You do everything she says or you’ll regret it. We’re gonna play naughty games and nobody will say a word.” She took the offered gag from Cindy and put it in her mouth and strapped it in place. My turn. Standing with her back to the room, she bent at the waist. “Oh, God,” she groaned as they watched her ass being violated. At least David was in her for much less time than when he’d raped her earlier. 
“Ahh, my little victims,” said Cindy as she eyed the nude preteens. “This is the most amazing magic of all.” She walked down the line of boys, touching each one between the legs and saying, “You now have a cock just like a boy.” When she was done, the four boys stripped to display the power of Cindy’s magic. Not just cocks, but hard ones. 
“Wow, so this is what a boy’s cock looks like. It’s big and hard,” said Paula, playing the part. 

“I don’t know about you,” said Nikki, “but it makes me think they’re pretty sexy.” He nodded at the girls. “I want to fuck one of them.” He eyed Ms. Dawn in particular since he was the closest boy to her. “I’d even do a big girl like her.”

Even Ms. Dawn hadn’t seen that one coming. Suddenly the five nude girls were in the room with four hard cocks. Cindy took Becky out of the line and the boys each chose a partner, Nikki ending up with Ms. Dawn. The girls were already so astonished by Cindy’s magic that no one suspected they’d always been boys. Even little Deb found herself on her back on a bottom bunk with a cock-endowed girl kneeling between her spread legs. She’s a boy now and boys shouldn’t touch me like that. I want him to go away. Since the boys’ deal with Cindy included taking their time,  the boys took advantage of the nude girls to fondle them for a few minutes before fucking them and popping three cherries. Nikki was as delighted to have a grown woman as Ms. Dawn was horrified to be had by an 11-year-old girl magically endowed with a cock. 
Becky hardly felt relief as she was left for Cindy and Jackie. They didn’t spare her the indignity of being felt up and it was creepy to have the two lesbians touch her like that. Then, to her horror, she was hung from the ceiling by her ankles. “You’ll stay like that until you ask nicely to lick our pussies. Since you can’t talk, you can ask by sticking your tongue out as far as you can and wagging it back and forth.”

It didn’t take long for Becky to surrender. The position was uncomfortable and scary. She dangled upside down hardly noticing the four boys when they got down to business and fucked the other girls. By the time she asked nicely, the boys were taking a break so every eye in the cabin was on her as she knelt and licked Cindy’s pussy. She didn’t just have to lick it. She had to make Cindy cum and, as she realized, that meant working hard to lick and suck parts of a girl she never wanted to. As soon as Cindy was done, Jackie took her place. “She likes to make girls do stuff they don’t want to do,” said Jackie. “I’m really into girls and I love a little lesbian lover. Do me good, baby.” Bright red with shame and humiliation, Becky ate Jackie to an orgasm. 
David fucked Ms. Dawn in the ass, filling the room with sexual energy so the girls were eager and cooperative. The girls all came, even Ms. Dawn had an orgasm while Nikki and David fucked her. Now they lay contented and confused in the arms of their partner. It was so wrong, but it felt so right. 

“Who wants to swap partners and fuck again?” asked Cindy when life had returned to the boys’ cocks. 

The boys all raised a hand while the girls shook their heads. “Well, if they don’t want to fuck, then maybe they’ll suck cock,” said Cindy with an evil smile. 

She had David line them up with their ring gagged mouths waiting for something. She held up an eight-inch dildo. “I’m going to take out your gags. You will be quiet and you will suck the boys’ cocks and do a good job. Here’s why you’ll be happy to suck their cocks.” Starting with the counselor, she fed the long cock into Ms. Dawn’s mouth and made her choke and gag on the entire length. “I’ll bet she didn’t like that,” said Cindy. “You’d rather suck a boy’s cock, right?”

Ms. Dawn nodded her head. She didn’t like either choice, but she didn’t want that down her throat again. The passion she’d felt for Nikki was embarrassing and she wondered if she’d lose control again. Would Nikki go down on her in return?

“Uh uh, uh uh,” said Becky as Cindy held the dildo up for her. 
The little dom grabbed Becky’s hair to hold her steady. “Here it comes,” she said. “Try and stop me.”  She fed the whole thing between her lips and down her throat, thrilled at the horror in Becky’s eyes. Get it out! Get it out! Ohmigod! Camp is a nightmare. “Ah, nine-years-old and never seen anything like this,” said Cindy as she poised the cock in Deb’s open mouth. She fed it in, enjoying the helpless girl’s struggling. Vicki and Gail got the same incentive and then Cindy magically removed their gags. 

None of them thought about calling for help from outside the cabin as a different boy picked them. Cindy and Jackie picked Gail for the next round, leaving the other girls to their first ever cock sucking. Markie grinned down at Ms. Dawn as she opened her mouth. “I hope I don’t have to do this. I hope she lets me keep my cock the whole week.” When she licked and sucked his cock, he sighed. “That feels good, cock sucker. I’m gonna cum in your mouth and you better swallow it all.”
Force to eat two pussies, Gail didn’t know if that was better than sucking a cock or not. She didn’t want to do either, but she thought, I’m a girl and girls have sex with boys, not girls. It was dreamy to get fucked. What would it be like to suck a cock? 
That night, the girls slept surprisingly well. Thought of their rapes faded as David made them sleepy and kept them asleep. They’d gone to bed in their pajamas and they woke up in the morning naked and cuddling with a naked boy. Ms. Dawn was the only one without a partner as Cindy and Jackie lay in each other’s arms. 

Cindy and her friends acted as if nothing had happened the night before. Their counselor and cabin mates nervously tried to act the same way, but taking showers made that difficult since it appeared the girls with cock would keep their cocks and the girls without would be the victims. Their little mistress insisted they all take a shower in the double shower area with a boy in one side and a girl in the other and the shower curtains open. 
At breakfast, Ms. Dawn slipped away and went to the cabin to search for Cindy’s stash of gags and that horrible dildo. She found it quite easily since it was suspended in midair when she came in the door. “What the hell?” she asked, reaching for it. Then she learned the consequences of messing with Cindy as, totally against her will, she stripped. “What’s going on? Who’s here? Cindy? Cindy, are you doing this? Stop, OK? I’m sorry. I’ll go back to breakfast.” She sat in a chair facing the door, held still to be tied to the chair, and opened wide for a ring gag. 

Fuck, no, she shivered as the dildo slid between her lips and down her throat. “Ullkk, gukkk, akkkk,” she said. 

Ten minutes later, she heard voices outside the door. Gail said, “We have to wait here. Ms. Dawn will come soon.”

“All the other counselors were at breakfast,” complained Becky. “Maybe we should ask somebody.”

The door opened and Gail entered. The girl paused and stared at Ms. Dawn, tied and naked with the dildo sliding in and out of her mouth. Then something pushed her and the other girls all came in with and without David’s help to form a semi-circle, their eyes moving up and down as they watched their counselor’s mouth being violated. 
Stepping to the front, Cindy took the dildo and pushed it all the way in and left it with the fake balls resting on Ms. Dawn’s chin. “See what happens when you mess with me?” she said to the horrified counselor. “You tried to find my stuff and this is what you get. Are you enjoying yourself?” She moved the balls up and down, using the leverage to make Ms. Dawn nod her head. “That’s good. I enjoy stuffing this down your throat.”

She withdrew the cock and then Cindy said, “I can put this back in your mouth or you can do exactly what I tell you.” The gag came out. “Will you be my sex slave for the rest of the week or do you want this back?”

“I’ll be your sex slave,” said Ms. Dawn submissively. Her plan had obviously backfired and she didn’t know what else to do. 

“Yes, you will,” said Cindy. The ropes began to untie themselves. “When you’re free, you will masturbate for us. You will cum. I want you to pick one of the girls to help you.”

“Help me?” said Ms. Dawn. How will one of them help me masturbate and cum? Bad enough that I have to do that in front of all of them, but what happens to the girl I pick? David had positioned the group so her four choices were front and center so Cindy could easily indicate which girls she meant. 

She was shocked that she’d looked them over to decide which one was prettiest and sexiest. They were all pretty and sexy. Not know what criteria to use, Ms. Dawn said, “Becky, would you help me?” Becky seemed to be the one Cindy liked to pick on, so she hoped that would please her tormentor. 
“Wh-what do I have to do?” asked Becky. 

“Wait a minute,” said Cindy. They all waited until the ropes were clear. “Start masturbating.” 

Blushing, Ms. Dawn slid forward on the chair and spread her legs. She used two fingers on her clit. It felt like she was teaching them how to play with themselves since girls and boys watched with equal interest. Jackie had a camcorder, catching every second of the debauchery. 
“Strip,” Cindy told Becky. “Stand right in front of her and strip for her. I think she’s a counselor in a girls’ camp because she likes to look at little girls. She gets to watch them get ready for bed, shower, and change clothes. Let her look at you all she wants.”

No, I don’t like to look at little girls, thought Ms. Dawn. I’m just not going to make any trouble right now. I’ll play with myself, but she doesn’t turn me on. Heck, I don’t even know if I can cum on command. 
Why’d she pick me? Becky wondered. Does she really like little girls the way Cindy means? Jeez, this is sick. What happens if I say no? Duh, I don’t want to find out. Reluctantly, she slipped off her shoes. After she took off her T-shirt, Cindy told her to make it look sexy. “You know, sway, move your hips, don’t hide behind your hands.”
Oh, God. Becky blushed. Not just strip, but look sexy. She moved her hips as she slid down her shorts. Last night her clothes had disappeared and now she knew she was giving in by doing it herself. David upped the sexual energy in the room so when she took of her training bra slowly and exposed her small tits, Ms. Dawn’s hand sped up and she gasped at the sight of the nearly naked 11-year-old. 

I am going to cum. No question. Dammit, am I turned on by this? She’s just a little girl. Look at her tits. So little. Oh, God, I feel good. Why am I excited. Jeez, she’s going to take off her panties. There they go. Ohhh, there’s her pussy. Little girl pussy and I’m excited. Oh, no, look at her move. Is the little tease turned on? 

“Sit on her leg,” Cindy said, guiding Becky to straddle Ms. Dawn’s thigh and settle her pussy down on it. “Touch her tits.” 

No, don’t, thought Ms. Dawn as Becky’s hands reached for her. This can’t be happening. I can’t be turned on by her. Mmmm, that feels so nice. She’s so close. I can see her cute, sexy body. This is it! I’m going to cum. “Aahhhhh,” she gasped as her body betrayed her. She was naked for a group of boys and girls, admiring a naked preteen, thrilled to have the girl feel her up, and cumming like she was in the midst of her favorite fantasy. 
“Now that’s the true you,” said Cindy as Ms. Dawn’s orgasm ended. “If you’re good, I’ll let you enjoy all the girls.” 

She looked around the cramped space. Unfortunately, David’s influence had everyone turned on and there wasn’t time for anything more. Clapping her hands, she said, “Snap out of it, everyone. We have to go to crafts and they’ll wonder about us if we’re late. You two get dressed. Everybody else, out of the cabin and get some fresh air. We’ll have some free time after lunch and then we can play.”

The boys tried to will their hard ons away and the girls filed out wondering why they wanted to grab a boy and have sex. As Ms. Dawn dressed, she decided that Cindy might be right. I just had an incredible orgasm while ogling a naked preteen and getting felt up by her. It was definitely an unexpected rush. Maybe I am a lesbian who likes to look at little girls because that was a real treat, but so was fucking Nikki last night. 
After the post-lunch sex play, the girls accepted that they were going to play naughty with the boys and even paired off, Vicki and Markie, Gail and Alex, Deb and Paula, and Ms. Dawn and Nikki. Without a partner, Becky had to settle for a lesbian tryst with one of the girls, preferably Ms. Dawn, when they weren’t otherwise occupied. Aftwr dinner, Cindy left them to their fun  and she and Jackie went to April’s and May’s cabin after dinner. 

The pair strolled into the older girls’ cabin and found Ms. Nora telling a scary story. The girls were sitting on the edge of their bunks and just about jumped out of their skin when Cindy stepped into view. “I got something scarier,” she said, winking at her sisters. April and May barely suppressed smiles. They’d missed her all day and wondered if she was going to ignore them all week. 
“How did you get in here?” asked Ms. Nora. “I’ve told you to stay in your side of the camp and now your counselor is probably worried about you. Sorry, girls, I have to take them back.” She stood up and found that’s all she could do. 

Kendra shrunk back at the sight of Cindy, but leaned forward to confirm that Ms. Nora was trapped just like she’d been. Ha, she’s gone too far now. Ms. Nora will find out and Cindy will be sent home. 

“Ms. Dawn doesn’t care that we’re here,” said Cindy. “She’s too busy making out with the boys in our cabin. Boy oh boy, are those girls getting an education.”
Ms. Nora opened her mouth to speak, but a bit gag magically appeared in her mouth and she mumbled something unintelligible. What just happened? What the hell is in my mouth? Why can’t I lift my arms? What is that? She could only guess as the girls watched a pony-like harness fit itself around her head. 
“What are you doing, Ms. Nora?” asked the jock. “That’s sorta weird and all.”

“Uhhing,” grunted Ms. Nora. They think I’m doing this? 

As the last strap of the harness ran under her chin, her arms went up in the air and her T-shirt went up and off. “She’s not doing it,” said Cindy. “I am.” She walked into the center of the room. “I saw you all riding horses today and thought I’d turn Ms. Nora into a horsey.” She pointed at the counselor and her shorts dropped. Point and her bra came off. Point and she was nude. Jesus Christ! How is she doing this? I can’t move a muscle and I’m naked and they’re staring. They’re trying to leave, but they can’t. What’s holding us? What’s stripping me? What can I do? 
“She’s like Matilda,” whispered Cassie, aka chubby. 

“Only evil,” said boobs. 

“Be nice,” said Cindy. “When it’s your turn, you don’t want me pissed off.”

The two girls blanched and the room fell silent. As Cindy continued to point, black stockings went up Ms. Nora’s legs and black gloves up her arms. The stockings and gloves ended in horse hooves and the gloves were connected behind her back at the elbows by a short strap so her hands hung at her sides about navel-level. As she struggled, it looked like she was pawing the air. Next, a leather body harness found its way onto her with straps around and accentuating her tits, between her legs to frame her pussy, and across her belly. Finally, a collar appeared including chains from the collar to her wrists. 
“Ta da, a horsie,” said Cindy. Against her will, the horsie turned in a full circle so they could see her from every angle. “What do you think?”

“Don’t do that to me,” said jock. 

“Or me,” said Cassie. 

“I hear you don’t like being naked,” Cindy said to chubby with an evil smile. 
“Don’t,” whined Cassie. 

“Let her go,” said Kendra. “You didn’t do this much to me and she hasn’t done anything.”

“No, she hasn’t,” admitted Cindy. “I’m just playing right now. I think she’s missing something. A horsie needs a tail.” She held up a tail, but the girls were confused by the three round balls from which it dangled. Turning Ms. Nora around so they could all see her ass, Cindy aimed it at her asshole and the three balls fed themselves into the horrified counselor’s ass. She grunted in pain and struggled, but they went right in. Moreover, Cindy pumped them up so they expanded and wouldn’t come out until she was ready. 

“Oh, gross,” said jock. “You put it in her butt, didn’t you?”

Ms. Nora nodded. Yeah, up my butt and it’s too big to come out. Somebody do something.
“She looks good with it, though,” said Cindy. “Just one more thing that will make her easier to control.” A heavy brass ring about an inch and a half in diameter appeared and they all watched curiously as the almost complete circle slid in the horsie’s nose, one end of the ring in each nostril. 

“Eeeaaaah,” screamed Ms. Nora as the ends of the ring forced themselves through her septum, completing the circle and giving her a nose ring. The girls gasped in horror. 
“I’m gonna be sick,” said who me. Cindy snapped her fingers and who me’s clothes vanished, giving her something else to think about. She shrieked briefly and then a gag silenced her. Heads turned briefly to confirm what they thought they’d seen. The poor girl was nude with the hands pinned to her side so they had an unobstructed view of her tits and pussy. Then they looked back at Ms. Nora. 
Grabbing the nose ring, Cindy pulled down until the frightened girl knelt. “See this?” Cindy asked, holding up her eight-inch dildo. Nora nodded. “You’re going to lick and suck it for me or I’ll have you prancing around the camp and you can try to explain why you’re a naked pony girl.”

Jesus Christ! She could do that and how could I explain any of this. I’ve got witnesses and people would still think we’re all crazy. These girls are too young to watch what she wants me to do, but I’m sure not going to prance around the camp like this. She nodded and Cindy removed the gag. “Lick it,” said Cindy and the horsie laved it with her tongue. 

“Ewwww,” said Cassie.

Cindy turned abruptly and aimed the cock at Cassie, whose mouth opened. The cock flew through the air and right down her throat. “Akkkk, ukkkk,” said Cassie, looking cross-eyed at the balls as they went up and down and the cock fucked her face. 

Holding up her hand, Cindy summoned the cock back. “Take off your clothes, Cassie. All of them or I’ll send this back and leave it there.” She turned her attention back to Ms. Nora, having successfully silenced the girls for good. The horsie resumed licking the cock and when Cindy offered it to her to suck, she sucked on the tip. To her dismay, once it was in her mouth, there was nothing she could do to stop it from violating her throat. At least it was only a few strokes and then it was out. 
“Are you ready to cooperate?” Cindy asked her. 

“Stop this at once,” said Ms. Nora. “This is so inappropriate.”

Cindy snapped her fingers and Ms. Nora disappeared. “Oh well, we didn’t need her anyway. The real question is, are you ready to cooperate?” It looked like Cassie was as she stood naked at her own hand, humiliated at being the only fat girl in the cabin. She definitely didn’t want the cock in her mouth again and she knew Cindy could and would do it. All the girls nodded.
 “April and May, lose the clothes,” said Cindy. 
As her slaves stripped quickly, Cindy held up the dildo. “Who wants to see how this feels like and who wants to get naked?” The vote was unanimous as all the girls stripped quickly. 

Ms. Nora blinked in surprise as she found herself in a completely different room. One man was lustily fucking a pony girl, two pony girls knelt in front of another man, and another pony girl was being whipped by a woman. “Well, where did you come from?” said a big, black man as he leered at her. Fuck me! Where the hell am I? Some place where women dress as ponies and get used. This is how they get their kinky kicks, but not me and now they all think I’m one of them. I don’t belong here. I am so not sucking that big, black cock. Ow, ow, ow! Damn nose ring. Oh, my God, I am going to suck that big, black cock. Ulp. God Almighty, I wish I’d said I’d cooperate.
With her slaves kneeling, Cindy caressed their cheeks. “That’s my good girls. So well behaved, April, and you, too, May.” She looked at Kendra who quickly knelt. “Yes, we’ve already had some time together, haven’t we, Kendra? You were a good girl then and you’re a good girl now. We’ll have some fun, but nothing bad.” 
Taking the hint, Cassie knelt and so did the other girls. “So, Cassie, are you embarrassed about being naked or about being fat?” asked Cindy. 

“Umm, both,” said Cassie, turning scarlet. It wasn’t polite to call people fat, but she didn’t dare tell this wicked magical girl that. 

“Then you should lose some fucking weight,” snapped Cindy. “Look at her,” she nodded toward jock. “She’s proud of her body and she ought to be. She’s hot. Aren’t you? You’re a hot, sexy girl.”

“Yes, I guess so,” said jock. Yes, but I don’t want you to say that. Jeez, in front of all these other girls. I don’t want them thinking I’m sexy. 

“What’s your name?”

“Lynn.”

“Well, Lynn, my name is Mistress Cindy. You’re sexy and you know it and you like it. I’ll bet you like to have boys stare at you.” She didn’t wait for a response. “But not you,” she said to who me. “I mean, you are sexy, but you don’t know it or maybe you don’t care yet. I think that’s cute. Catching the boys’ eyes, but not even knowing it. Stick out your chest. Be proud of your tits. What’s your name?”

“Susie.”

Cindy frowned and looked at May. “What’s your name?”

“My name is May, Mistress Cindy,” said May, bewildered by the question, but no sooner had she answered than she understood Cindy was using her to demonstrate the correct way to respond. 
“What’s your name?” Cindy asked Susie again. 

Susie paused for a second. Mistress Cindy? She wants me to call her that? What does that mean? “My name is Susie, Mistress Cindy.”

“And you?” she asked Lynn. 

“My name is Lynn, M-mistress Cindy.”

“And you?”

“My name is P-patty, Mistress Cindy,” said slut. 

“And you?”

“My name is Jill,” said boobs, rounding out the field. “Mistress Cindy.”

It was enough of a delay that Cindy knew it was intentional. After all the other girls had done it properly, there was just no excuse for Jill to be defiant. She held up the dildo. “Somebody want to find out what this feels like?”

“No, Mistress Cindy,” said Jill quickly. 

“That’s better. I’d rather move on to something else anyway. Something like this.” A ball gag appeared out of nowhere, earning a gasp of surprise from her victims. It popped into Jill’s mouth and the strap went around her head. “Another game I like to play,” she said, holding up a wooden paddle. “You get to make a choice, Jill. You want the cock or you want a bare bottom spanking for being a little slow at calling me mistress?”
“What does that mean?” said Jill. “What’s a mistress and why are you a mistress?”

“Oh, you don’t understand,” said Cindy. “April, what’s it mean that I’m the mistress?”

“Mistress Cindy, it means we’re your slaves.”

“Slaves?” said Jill. “You can’t make us be slaves. She can’t make us slaves.” She sought support from the other girls, but no one spoke up. They didn’t agree they were slaves, but they did understand that Cindy was no one to argue with and Jill was digging herself in deeper. 

“I suppose I could do both,” said Cindy. “You know… put this in your mouth and use this on your bare bottom at the same time.”

“No, please, why are you doing this? What did I ever do to you?”

“Why? It’s what I do for fun. What did you do to me? You were slow to call me Mistress Cindy and now we’re having a conversation and you haven’t called me Mistress Cindy once, you stupid cow.”

She can’t do this, thought Jill. This is wrong. We’re older and she can’t push us around. She can’t get away with calling me a stupid cow. Her eyes fell on the dildo in one of Cindy’s hands and the paddle in the other. I’ve seen her use that cock thing to punish Cassie. That would suck, but so would being spanked. That just wouldn’t suck as bad. Dammit, she made Ms. Nora into a horsie and then made her disappear. She can do just about anything and I’m in deep shit. Maybe I’ll just have to let her get away with calling me a stupid cow. What do I do now? They’re all watching and I have to say something. “Spank me, Mistress Cindy,” she said. 
“OK,” said Cindy. “Stand up, turn around, and put your hands on the bed. Keep them there no matter what.” When Jill turned and offered her ass, Cindy smacked it hard, a sound that was startlingly loud in the small cabin. Jill’s hands might have come up to cover her butt except that David was helping her be a good victim. She couldn’t budge her hands as Cindy gave her two more swats. 

A very contrite Jill knelt back down and Cindy said, “OK, so I have two ways to punish you and believe it or not, those are some easy ones. I’ve got worse if you want to find out. Or you can just do what you’re told like good slaves and we’ll just have some fun.”

Cindy handed the dildo to May and said, “I think Cassie and Nora made this slick enough. Show the girls what a good slave does with that. Fuck yourself for your little sister.”

May blushed at the command. She knew she’d get to cum and she liked how Cindy could get her excited, but it was still embarrassing, which was the point. She was going to perform for her little sister and that would be fantastic. “Yes, Mistress Cindy,” she said and slid it between her pussy lips. 
“Fuck yourself, slut,” said Cindy. “Show them what I’ve trained you to do.”

“God, May, right in front of everyone,” said Jackie. She did so enjoy winding May up. “You didn’t even hesitate. You like having them watch? You like doing it for Cindy?”

For all the other girls, it was the first time they’d ever seen a cock, even a fake one, in a girl’s pussy. They watched with fascination as May embarrassed herself. Even the girl Cindy had pegged as a slut had never seen anything like it. “Know what I think would be even better, May?” asked Jackie. “I think you ought to show your new friends how much you like to eat pussy.” The slender little girl stripped off her clothes without batting an eye and stepped in front of May. “Lick me.”

At the suggestion that she’d like to lick pussy, May turned a brighter red. Sure she’d love to do that for Jackie, but she didn’t want everyone to know it. When Jackie’s pussy was in reach, May was already wound up and close to cumming. She pressed her face into her favorite pussy and licked, lost in the pleasure. There was always something about doing Jackie that turned her on. I shouldn’t even have to do her. She’s not my mistress. Cindy just makes me lick her to embarrass me. Jackie’s not the same. She’s not Cindy and that turns me on even more, doesn’t it? 
“Uh oh,” said Jackie. “I’ll bet she wants to cum and she’s not allowed without permission and her tongue is too busy in my messy pussy to stop and ask. Isn’t that funny? She has to have her little sister’s permission to cum. Don’t you dare stop, May. Just keep licking me and fucking yourself. Oh, what’s that? Did I hear a moan? You want to cum? Mmm, yeah, so bad, don’t you? You need to cum. I can see it in your eyes. Yep, I’ve got a big girl making me happy and she needs a little girl’s permission to cum.”

May ate furiously, making slurping noises in her haste to make Jackie cum. She knew she wasn’t going to get to cum until Jackie did. She’s doing it on purpose. Teasing me. Making me so hot. For God’s sake, I just met these girls yesterday and now I’m tongue fucking Jackie in front of them and fucking myself. The damn dildo is so slippery it’s hard to hold on to. God, I’m so hot and wet and ready.
Suddenly Jackie grabbed May’s head and ground her hips against the older girl’s face. She arched up, her body taut with pleasure. “That’s a good girl, May,” she gasped. “Eat me, I’m cumming.” The other girls couldn’t tear their eyes away from the tawdry sight. Jackie looked younger than her 11 years and she was cumming like she didn’t care who knew. 

“Wow,” said Jackie as she tore herself away. Her orgasm was done, but she could have stayed there for a series of orgasms. She watched May desperately fucking herself. “You want to cum now? Ohh, yes, you need it so bad. Ask me.”

“My God, Jackie, may I cum? Please let…”

“Cum for me, May,” said Jackie. She fingered herself as May exploded into a tremendous orgasm. “Jeeesus Chriiist!” squealed May, her usual announcement of an orgasm. Jackie enjoyed May’s orgasms almost as much as her own. Burning from the humiliation of Jackie’s tease and her loss of control for the audience as she came in a wild frenzy only made May’s orgasm better. In just a day she considered these girls her friends and now they were watching her in her most personal moment. It couldn’t get much better. She came for half a minute before she wound down, panting with exertion. 
“Well, now we know I can reward and punish,” said Cindy. “Which of you want to cum like that?”

To everyone’s surprise, Susie raised her hand. “I… I’ve done it… you know, to myself, but not like that, Mistress Cindy. Can you really make it that good for me?”

“Maybe,” said Cindy. “Time for April to have her fun. You won’t believe this.”

April bounced to her feet and bent over with her hands on the bed like Jill had done. “Spank me, Mistress Cindy. Please, spank me long and hard.”

The girls all cringed as Cindy swatted her big sister over and over. They wondered what had happened to the promise of a reward. How was this fun for April? Her sisters and Jackie knew the sign when April rose up on her toes, straining in elegant beauty after nearly 20 swats as she melded pain and pleasure into one. Every muscle was taut as she imagined she might cum just from the paddle. 
“May she cum, Mistress?” asked May. 

“Yes, I want everyone to know what she can do,” said Cindy. “Get your tongue busy.”

May scooted quickly between April’s legs and started licking her sopping pussy. Cindy resumed spanking April’s brilliant red ass. She didn’t have to hit very hard to keep April at the pinnacle of pain, so she didn’t interfere with May’s ministrations. Pain in the back and pleasure in the front. The whole cabin knew something was about to happen, though none of the other girls could believe April was enjoying this. 

Then, April’s posture changed subtly. The girls thought something happened and Cindy and Jackie knew April had reached nirvana. If possible, she rose higher on her toes, stretched higher, and tightened her muscles even more. Like a rocket, she launched skyward… she never left the ground, but everyone could swear she did. As the girls gaped at the vision of sex and beauty, Jackie made it clear. “She’s cumming now.”

“nnnnNNNNNEEEEEE!” squealed April to the ceiling. The meld was complete and she was lost in indescribable pleasure. May had the timing down perfectly. She licked furiously until the last second and then slid forward between April’s legs. Now behind her twin, she caught April under the arms and laid the fallen rocket on the floor. 

“Wow,” said Lynn. “She came. She got so… excited from that.” She looked at the paddle as if it was magical. 
“I don’t wanna cum like that, Mistress Cindy,” said Susie. 

“I’ll bet you don’t,” said Cindy. “I think I know how you want to cum. May, is she wet or what?”

In surprise, May looked between Susie’s legs and every eye followed. The otherwise innocent girl’s pussy glistened with juices. They ran down her leg and there was a wet spot on the wooden floor.

“Wet,” said May. 

“Holy cow!” said Patty. 
“What?” said Susie. She looked down. “Oh, God, you can tell.”

“Sixty seconds, May, do it,” said Cindy. 

May got on her back with her head pointed toward Susie and wormed her way backwards until her head was between Susie’s legs. “What? No,” protested Susie in surprise. She wasn’t being restrained by David, but she didn’t move as May rose up and ran her tongue up Susie’s juicy slit. “With that,” she said, pointing at the dildo. “Not her. My God, I’m not a…” She cut herself off. It was obvious that April, May, and Jackie were lesbians and she didn’t want to insult them. Still a virgin, she had second thoughts about asking for the dildo. That would leave a permanent, but nearly invisible mark on her. It was a step she didn’t want to take. She glanced to either side, taking in the astonished looks on her cabin mates faces. “What? You want a turn, too? You have to wait. Oh… my… God… this is… she… uhhh… I… nnnn… wha… fuh… fuh…” Sixty seconds? Was that a challenge to May? How long has it been? Ten? Twenty? What if I… “Eeeee,” she squealed and clapped a hand over her mouth. She blushed as she shared the intimate moment of an orgasm, though it didn’t turn her on like it did May. Susie expected it to be over in a few seconds, but she was still cumming as she stared dumbly down at May’s busy tongue. She’s licking me. That’s me… my pussy. Wonderful. Fantastic. I never knew it could feel this good.
Susie’s best-ever orgasm didn’t rival April’s or May’s orgasm. She didn’t collapse in exhaustion, though she wanted to disappear when her senses returned. I just came and they all know it. What will they think of me? What should I say? What should I do?
“Ah, we officially have a voyeur,” said Cindy. “Susie likes to watch. Don’t you? You got turned on watching April and May.”

“No,” said Susie. “It wasn’t like that.” God, my first sexual encounter was with a girl. I watched girls cum and got excited. I’m turned on by girls… by tits… by pussies… dammit, I’m a lesbian.
“Yes, it was like that,” said Cindy. “You got turned on by pure sex. It’s hard not to get a tingle from watching my slaves. It’s OK. April, May, and I like boys and girls. You can, too. Nothing like a girl to lick a pussy good. Nothing like a boy to fuck you right.”

“I like her,” said May, still in a position to look up at Susie’s snatch. 
“Who’s next?” asked Cindy. When nobody spoke up, she said, “Wrong answer.”
“None of us want to do this… with girls,” said Cassie softly. Her eyes opened wide as the dildo came to life. “Don’t… not a… gukkk.” The cock moved rhythmically in and out of her mouth. She struggled to no avail. Stupid me! I shouldn’t have said anything. I don’t want to have sex with these girls, but fuck, this is worse. 
“Stop it, Mistress Cindy” said Patty. “We know what you can do. We’ll do what you want. Just don’t do that to her.”

“If I take it out of her mouth, I’ll put it in yours,” said Cindy. “You want that?”

“No, not me either.” Patty watched the cock rape Cassie’s mouth. She desperately wanted Cindy to stop abusing Cassie, but not if that meant she got to see what eight inches of cock felt. 

“So you don’t want it?” asked Cindy. 

“No, Mistress Cindy.”

“Say it.”

“I don’t want the cock in my mouth, Mistress Cindy,” said Patty warily. 

“Tell me I can fuck Cassie’s mouth with it.”

Patty froze. No way did she want to say that. She didn’t want Cindy to fuck Cassie’s mouth with it… but if it stopped there then it was going in her mouth instead. Moreover, she knew no answer was bad, too. Looking at the floor, she softly said, “You can fuck Cassie’s mouth with it.”

“Stand up,” said Cindy. When Patty stood, Cindy said, “Go over to Cassie and grab the cock by the balls. Do not take it out of her mouth. Just take it almost all the way out.” When Patty had the dildo in her hand, holding it a comfortable inch inside Cassie’s mouth, Cindy said, “Now, you can either feed it back down Cassie’s throat or take it out and put it all the way in your own or I’ll do it for you.”

“Uh uh,” moaned Cassie. Don’t do it. I can’t take it. You take a turn instead of me. Don’t let her make you do it.

Patty paused, working up the nerve. Again she knew either choice was bad, but one was worse for her. Biting her lip, she pushed the cock back down Cassie’s throat as the helpless girl whined in desperation and then gagged before it was even halfway in. She let go of it and stepped away in shame. 

“Well, don’t just leave it there,” said Cindy. “She can’t breathe. The only way she can breathe is if you take it part way out and let her breathe and then put it back.” She watched smugly as Patty took the cock out, let Cassie take a breath through her nose, and then put it back all the way. Wanting to stop, Patty beseeched her with her eyes, but Cindy didn’t say anything, so the distraught girl pulled it out, put it back, pulled it out, and put it back. “Now that’s how you fuck Cassie,” said Cindy. “Go back where you were.”
Unable to meet anyone’s eyes, Patty went back to her kneeling position. In her absence, the cock picked up its own rhythm. 

“What’s three times 23?” asked Cindy. 

“That’s 69, Mistress Cindy,” said Jill. 

“What’s a 69?”

“A boy and a girl doing oral sex at the same time, Mistress Cindy,” said Jill. 

“Sort of,” said Cindy. “It’s when two people do oral sex at the same time. Boy and girl… boy and boy… or girl and girl… and all we got is girls.”
The way she said that and looked at the girls left no doubt in anyone’s mind what she had in mind. “We don’t want to,” said Jill trying to be diplomatic while still saying no. She didn’t want to tell the powerful younger girl she couldn’t do it. She could. Yet, she also didn’t want to just let it go. 
“But you will,” said Cindy and there was no argument. “OK, so look at each other.” There were four girls in her sights. The girls who, so far, hadn’t had to perform for her. “Which one do you think is sexiest. Don’t say it, just think it.”

The four girls looked at each other, taking in the full view of the naked girl friends. In one way it wasn’t a judgment they ever wanted to make. They didn’t think of each other as sexy in a way that meant they were turned on. On the other hand, they did know what made a girl sexy. They were relieved when Cindy said, “You don’t have to answer the question. You can say none of them are sexy, but I’m still going to ask. Jill, who do you think is sexiest?”
“None of them, Mistress Cindy.”

“Kendra, who do you think is sexiest?”

Who do I think is sexiest? Why does she want to know? This is about the 69 thing, isn’t it? If that’s what it is, then I should make a choice. Which girl do I want to go down on? I mean, if I have to. It’s Jill. She’s pretty and she’s got the biggest boobs and I just like how she looks. God, not like that, but if I’m about to pick the girl I’m going to do, then, “Jill’s the sexiest, Mistress Cindy.”

“Kendra!” said Jill. “I am not! How can you…?” Despite her protests, she preened just a little. 
“You are,” said Kendra. “I’m making a choice. I didn’t say I’m into you or anything. Just that… well, if I was a boy then I might be.”

“OK,” said Cindy, cutting off the argument. “Patty, who do you think is the sexiest?”

If I was a boy? I can do that. Besides, Lynn looked good in her bathing suit today. “Umm, I guess Lynn is, Mistress Cindy.”

Lynn blushed at the announcement. She wanted to be, but she didn’t think she was sexy. She thinks I’m sexiest? Aren’t we all pretty sexy? And I’m the top? My turn now. How do I decide? Boys have different tastes and I’ll bet all of us are sexy to some boy. Jill’s got the biggest tits, but Kendra’s got a nice figure and so does Patty. How do you pick who’s sexiest? When Cindy asked, Lynn decided to pick the girl who’d picked her. “Patty.”
“That’s nice,” said Cindy. “Picking each other. Makes it easier. You two…” she indicated Patty and Lynn, “… are going to make each other cum with your tongues. Jill and Kendra, you are going to do each other. I think you all know the stakes. Anybody want to refuse?” She cast a glance at Cassie who was still breathing between strokes of the cock. 

All of them except for Jill had seen this coming. She made a face and Kendra said, “C’mon, how bad could it be? Not that bad.” She, too, looked pointedly at Cassie to make sure that Jill got the hint that it was pussy or cock. 

“Yeah, not that bad,” agreed Jill. “Sorry, I guess I think you’re sexy, too. I just… don’t want to…” She caught herself and hastily said to Cindy, “but I will, Mistress Cindy.”

The girls were all still looking at each other, waiting for someone else to make the first move, so Cindy said, “Well, tonight… right now… lie down like… you know, in a 69.”

Kendra moved first, lying down on her side. Patty lay down and then Lynn and Jill lay down facing their partner’s pussy. “You have to… umm… lift your leg up, I think,” said Lynn.
“Yeah, well, you do, too,” said Patty. The pair tentatively spread their legs so the other could maneuver between the spread thighs. It was Lynn who made the first contact, simply pressing her lips to Patty’s pussy lips. Patty pressed her mouth to Lynn’s pussy and ran her tongue up  Lynn’s slit. 

“Ohh, that’s… weird,” breathed Lynn softly against Patty’s pussy. “Nice weird.” She reluctantly stuck her tongue out and pushed it between Patty’s lips. For a couple of minutes, they poked each other’s pussy with their tongue, gradually getting used to the taste and texture of their friend’s most intimate place. 

Nobody noticed April and May sucking an invisible cock. They’d done it enough times that they knew the mere act of sucking the Great and Mighty Cock made everyone horny. The girls in there 69 wouldn’t hesitate to pleasure each other and they wouldn’t even know why. 

This is disgusting, thought Patty. As disgusting as I thought. Cindy’s making me do something I never wanted to do. I don’t care that she’s sexy, I don’t want to lick her there. It’s wrong and it’s not like she tastes good down there. How long am I going to have to do this before she cum? I’ll bet I have to get my tongue in there even farther and do it like I use my fingers. Jeez, I do it pretty hard and fast with my fingers. She’s not being shy about it. It feels good. Dammit, I’m gonna have to do it like that. I have to do it like I want her to cum. 
Between the two of them, they convinced each other to do a better and better job. Next to them, Kendra and Jill slowly warmed each other up, emboldened by the sounds from Patty and Lynn and then by the tingle in their own pussies. It took a few minutes, but eventually they were enjoying the approach to the ultimate pleasure and eagerly returning the favor. Lynn came first, suddenly putting an arm across Patty’s hips and pulling her own face tighter against Patty’s pussy, furiously licking as she had a wonderful orgasm. 
Looking around to see if it was OK to move away from each other, Patty and Lynn saw Cindy and Jackie busy doing the very thing they thought was disgusting. To their astonishment, it was obvious that the two younger girls wanted to do it. They sat up to watch, glancing at Jill and Kendra as they took each other higher and higher, but it was Cindy that really got their attention. Mistress Cindy was doing what she’d made them do. Cindy and Jackie, two little girls, were having fun doing something that they thought was disgusting… that Cindy had forced them to do… that they’d assumed Cindy was making them do to humiliate and disgust them. The powerful little girl and her friend both came and kept doing it. 

“They didn’t stop,” whispered Patty. “Didn’t they just cum?”

“I thought so,” said Lynn. “Guess they just like to lick there.” 
“You should try it,” said April. Finished with David, she and May were lying quietly on a bottom bunk, cuddling and enjoying the moment together. 

“What?” said Patty. “Holding each other like that?”

“No, licking each other for more than one orgasm. That was their second. They usually stop after three.”

“More than one at a time?” said Lynn. 

“Yeah, just watch.”

Jill and Kendra completed their task in time to watch Cindy and Jackie’s third orgasm. It was clear to the other girls that Cindy and Jackie were lovers and so were April and May. It put a different light on what they’d just done. Was Cindy punishing them or showing them how to enjoy each other? 

“One last thing,” said Cindy. It was bedtime and the girls had put on pajamas of some sort except for April and May. “Nobody say a word or you’ll end up the same. This is how my slaves sleep.” They were naked and she tied them securely, arms behind their backs and legs together. They couldn’t move a muscle. 

“Thank you, mistress,” said April. 

“We didn’t sleep good last night,” said May. “Thank you, mistress.”

Cindy put ball gags in their mouths. The rest of the cabin acted as if they hadn’t watched and weren’t astonished. She could tell they had and were. “It took a while, but I got them trained. I could train any one of you, too.  Anybody who wants to find out how, just tease them about it or tell somebody or anything. I’d be glad to turn you into an obedient and loving slave.”

*****

Mid-morning of the next day, Cassie, April, and May snuck out of the girls’ camp. The only one who’d care they were gone was Ms. Nora and she knew that Cindy had assigned Cassie a task that, if completed, meant she didn’t have to suck the big dildo all night again. They made their way over to the boys’ camp. It was Cassie’s task, but April and May were the witnesses and were there to make sure Cassie’s simple humiliation didn’t turn into a gangbang if she got caught. 

Stopping in the bushes, they could see the cabin farthest from the center of camp. It would be the easiest to sneak into, so Cassie crept up to it and went in. Unfortunately for her, Ted and Lawrence had snuck out of computer class to play video games. They looked up when Cassie came in. “What are you doing?” asked Ted. “You’ll get us all in trouble.”
Cassie froze. No way did she want to suck cock again tonight, but she hadn’t expected boys to be in the cabin. She also knew it was too late to pick another cabin. The others were in more open areas and she thought she’d be spotted. “I’m doing a dare,” she told them. “Just keep playing your games and I’ll be quick.”

Not particularly interested in girls, especially chubby Cassie, the boys both shrugged and went back to a more interesting pastime. They stopped again when they heard the shower running. “You think she’s really showering?” asked Ted. 

“Probably got a swim suit on or something,” said Lawrence. “She’s not naked with us here.”

“Probably,” agreed Ted. “I’m gonna check it out, though.” He crept into the shower room where there were two showers. Cassie’s clothes lay on the floor and he could see her legs under the closed shower curtain. He pulled the curtain open and saw more skin than he was expecting. She was nude. 

Caught, Cassie threw an arm across her chest and a hand over her pussy. She turned bright red in the most humiliating moment of her life. “Get out. Just go away. I gotta do it for five minutes and you don’t have to watch.” She turned her back. Covering her flabby ass with one hand, she tried to reach back and close the curtain. 

“She’s naked,” Ted called to Lawrence. “You gotta see this.” Not that he thought Cassie was very attractive, but she was a girl and she was naked, a combination he’d never seen before. 

“No way,” said Lawrence, summoning the will to set aside his game, too. He looked in. “She’s sorta… umm… fat,” he said.

“Shut up and go away,” shrieked Cassie, turning a brighter shade of red. 

“Turn around,” said Ted. “And you gotta put your hands down. You know, you’re supposed to shower, right? So, shower. Wash yourself.”

“Don’t mind us,” said Lawrence with a grin. 
Hearing Cassie shriek, April and May slipped into the cabin and came up behind the boys. “Yeah, he’s right,” said May. “You have to shower and it’s just too bad you have an audience. Let them watch or else.”

The boys jumped when May spoke, but they turned their attention back to Cassie as she surrendered. No way did she want to suck cock again tonight. She put her hands down. Trying to act as if she didn’t have an audience, she soaped up her body and rinsed off. Thinking it would be cheating to turn her back, she faced the boys the whole time just to make sure. 
“That’s long enough,” said April. It may have not been five minutes, but she was sure that Cassie was sufficiently embarrassed and that was Cindy’s intent. She was more embarrassed than Cindy expected. “Get out, guys. The show’s over.” She shooed them out and Cassie dried herself off and dressed. 

“Gawd,” gasped Cassie once they were back in the forest. “What were they doing there? Did Cindy plan that? Oh, my God, that was simply the most embarrassing thing I could imagine.”

“You got a pretty poor imagination,” April winked at May. “That wouldn’t even start May’s motor.”

“Would, too,” said May. “Just not get me revved up. That was cool, Cassie. Cindy will be impressed.”
“You can’t tell her,” said Cassie. 

“We don’t have to tell her,” said April. 

“We want to tell her,” said May and the twins giggled. 

*****

“We’re going swimming,” Ms. Dawn told her girls that afternoon. She looked at the four boys and then at Cindy. “Can you make their cocks go away for a while?”

“Yeah, sure,” said Cindy, making the boys wonder and worry about what that meant. They’d seen Cindy do a lot of things that just couldn’t be done and making their cocks disappear was not something they wanted to see. The boys hadn’t even brought swimsuits since they thought the plan was just to avoid swimming. 

“Strip down, Markie. I’m going to make your cock disappear,” said Cindy. 

“What are you going to do?” asked Markie. 

“Strip,” she said.

With everyone watching, Markie nervously stripped to the buff. Cindy held up a butt plug that would fit neatly up his ass with crescent shaped handle. “Bend over, sweetie,” she said. Markie bent and she inserted the plug in his ass, four inches deep with the crescent nestled in the crack of his ass. Except for the boys and Jackie, everyone  wondered where an 11-year-old girl got something that was obviously made to go where the sun didn’t shine and be invisible under a tight swimsuit. Reaching between his legs, she pulled his cock back between his thighs and tucked it into a sheath and hooked the end of the sheath to the butt plug. His cock and the sheath were tucked in the crack of his ass and in front it looked like the bulge of a pussy without the slit. 
“Doesn’t that hurt?” asked Paula. 

“No, it doesn’t,” said Markie. He chuckled. “I look like a girl.”

“Like you used to,” said Cindy when he seemed to forget the story was that he’d always been a girl. “Just don’t get turned on. Don’t get a hard on. Your cock will stay in there. It’ll just hurt if your cock gets bigger.” She tossed him a yellow suit. “Put that on.”

She held up a second plug. “Your turn, Paula.”

The other girls put on their suits, Becky and Deb in striped one-piece suits and Gail and Vicki put on modest bikinis. They’d never had a problem changing clothes or showering even though four of their cabin mates possessed cocks. Markie was the center of attention as he figured out how a girl’s one-piece went on. With his cock hidden away, there was no difference between him and the girls. In the tight suit, he looked like a cute, slender girl. He’d worn a skirt for the past three days, but now he blushed at how sexy he looked. The other boys giggled at his appearance. 

Then Paula was wearing a sleek, white one-piece suit. “You’re kidding me,” said Nikki when Cindy handed him his suit. It was a bikini, and not a modest one like Gail and Vicki wore. He pulled on a tight little bottom. “My mom would never let me wear something like this,” he said, blushing. The girls all agreed that the bottom was too sexy for an 11-year-old and his top was equally so. 

“You’re not supposed to bring a suit like that,” said Ms. Dawn. “I shouldn’t let you go to the pool like that.” She looked at Cindy and knew she had no choice.  
“I didn’t bring it,” said Nikki. “Cindy brought it. I forgot to bring one.” A few minutes later, they were all teasing Alex, who wore a similarly small suit. 
“You have a pretty cute bottom,” Cindy told Nikki. She cupped one of his butt cheeks and he turned a vivid shade of red. 

“Don’t, Cindy,” said Markie. “I’ll get a hard on.”

“You’ve got a cute bottom, too,” Vicki told Markie, patting his bottom. She thought her chosen partner was pretty cute and sexy. Markie was a girl with a cock and she preferred to think of him as a boy. After all, she’d sucked and fucked him and boys could have cute bottoms, too. “You gonna get a hard on for me?”

“Later, baby,” he said. “You know I’ll get hard for you, but don’t do it now, OK?” It was already hurting to have her tease him like that.
“OK, sorry,” said Vicki. “I heard a boy’s cock and balls are easy to hurt. I guess yours is just like a real one.”

The boys thought they’d get away all week with wearing skirts or skorts to hide their cocks. They were uncomfortably self-conscious in sleek suits. It felt like people should notice even with their cocks tucked between their legs. On top of that, they were all wearing suits that (on girls) looked sexy. They’d never felt more like girls than right now. “Stop looking at me like that,” Markie told Alex. Jeez, I’ve got a cute bottom and I’m showing it off like a cute girl’s bottom. He’s got a cute one. And Paula and Nikki. Gawd, don’t look at them. Look at Vicki. Yeah, she’s got a cute one. Man, I love her little titties, too.  Crap, I don’t want to get a hard on. Hope the pool’s got cold water. 
Once they got to the pool, it wasn’t too hard to keep their minds off their problem. After just a couple of days as girls, the boys felt comfortable playing with girls. Constantly seeing one of their friends, it was impossible to forget they were role playing as cute girls, so they stayed in character without a hitch. Things were going smoothly until Cindy took the four boys aside for a quick conversation. 
“There’s a price to pay for my help having a week of sex with the girls and Ms. Dawn.” The boys had seen this side of her, but it had never been aimed at them before. “This evening, you’ll pay the price. You’ll get to find out when the time is right. For now, I just want to let you know that I have something planned. You’ve seen what I can do to girls who give me a hard time. Don’t think that you’re safe. The simple rule is… you do it when I tell you or you do it when I make you.”

“What are you going to…” said Alex. 

“Jeez, Alex,” said Nikki, cutting him off. He’d felt Cindy’s paddle, but thought he was the only one. He didn’t want to feel it again. “She said we’ll find out later. Don’t mess with her. We’ll do it. Like it or not, we’ll do it.” He looked at Cindy. “Thanks for letting us come to camp and get more sex than a boy our age ought to… with Ms. Dawn,” he grinned. “I’ll do what you want. Can I spank Alex if he needs some persuasion?”
“Fuck you, Nick…ee, Nikki. You don’t get to spank me. I’ll do it, too.” Whatever it is, it’ll suck bad. She doesn’t screw around and the price will be high. They all had a sense of foreboding, but by the time they were in the cabin after dinner they’d convinced themselves that they owed Cindy. How high could the price be?

*****

After dinner, Cindy paid a visit to the older girls’ cabin. As she’d told them the night before, they were naked and waiting for her. She held up the dildo and Cassie shivered. She’d paid her dues, but she still didn’t like the sight of it. Cindy said, “Cassie did what she was supposed to, so she’s not sucking cock again. In fact, Cassie gets to pick whose turn it is. It can’t be April, May, or Ms. Nora, but anybody else is fair game.”

Patty looked stricken and for good reason. She’d been the one to feed the huge cock down Cassie’s throat last night. She’d had a choice between her own throat or Cassie’s and she’d picked Cassie. 

She wasn’t too happy about being forced to make a choice, but Cassie was relieved it wasn’t her. Taking the dildo from Cindy, she looked at her cabin mates. Patty’s a real bitch for making me suck it last night. It was her hand that put it in. Sure she didn’t really have a choice, but that didn’t make it any easier last night.  Dammit, now I have to make a choice. Whoever I pick will think I’m the bitch. Well, there’s really just one choice, isn’t there? Wish you hadn’t fucked my throat last night, Patty? It made it easier when the look on Patty’s face said she expected to be picked. “Open up, Patty. You get to feel what it’s like.”

“Oh, God,” moaned Patty. She made no attempt to argue. I deserve it. What the heck? Who’s tying my hands behind my back? Jeez, I hate Mistress Cindy’s magic. She tried to keep her mouth shut, but something pried it open and Cassie slid the cock between her lips. “Uh uh,” she grunted as Cassie slid it over her tongue. It looks like I’m helping. My God, she’s actually going to do it. I’m going to get that thing all the way. “Ullkkk, akkkk,” she choked. She couldn’t believe how it felt to have Cassie push it in so deep… until the balls rested on her chin. I can’t breathe. Don’t leave it there! Get it out! 

Giving Patty a taste of her own medicine, Cassie left the cock in for ten seconds and then pulled it most of the way out. She fucked Patty’s throat for a few strokes, wondering when it would go on auto-pilot. 
“Here’s the deal for tonight,” said Cindy. “I’m not staying, but you’ll still do what you all did last night. Somebody, not always Cassie, will keep the cock going in and out. Ms. Nora, you don’t want to go back where you were last night, do you?”
“No, Mistress Cindy,” said the counselor. She’d been used by three men and a woman who thought she was there of her own free will and that she got off on putting up a fight. Though the way she was bound and with a nose ring, it was never much of a fight.
“I didn’t think so. I’ll check back occasionally, but when I’m not here, you, April, and May will make sure everybody stays naked and everybody eats pussy and everybody cums many times. You will personally lick every girl in the cabin and make her cum. If I check in and they’re not doing what I want, then you’ll go back to being a pony girl.” She looked at the group. “Tomorrow night, Patty gets to pick, so you better be nice to her. Ms. Nora, April, May, and Cassie, you’re all safe from sucking that cock for the week. If you want, you can do something like this.” She stopped Cassie from fucking Patty’s mouth. With the cock to its full depth, she grabbed Patty’s nipples and pulled her up on her toes. “She’s already fucked, so it’s OK to fuck her some more.”

Patty was surprised at how easy it was to control her. Cindy pinched her nipples hard and pulled up and she had to go up on her toes. Ow, ow, ow, no, don’t do that. Don’t tell them it’s OK. It’s fucking not OK. Let go of my nipples. For God’s sake! She’s pure evil. 

The little dom let go of Patty’s nipples and vanished. It was a couple of seconds before the astonished Cassie responded to Patty’s desperate gurgling and started fucking her mouth again. 
*****

Back at her cabin, Cindy found the boys and girls naked and waiting. They were paired off as usual, Vicki and Markie, Gail and Alex, Deb and Paula, and Ms. Dawn and Nikki, with Becky sitting alone. The couples were making out, but nothing more. The overpowering desire to have sex wasn’t there yet. Becky was trying not to watch. Even her little sister had a girlfriend with a cock and it was annoying to be the odd one out. Last night, the other girls would use up a cock and she’d have to settle for a pussy once the cocks were soft. She figured she was in for more of the same tonight. 
“Getting warmed up, I see,” said Cindy. “I thought we’d start with some blowjobs. Every girl ought to know how to suck a cock. What do you think, Ms. Dawn? Shouldn’t girls suck cock to keep a boyfriend happy?”

She’d done it a few times for her boyfriends, but she didn’t think 11-year-old girls ought to suck cock. Still, she said, “Yes, Mistress Cindy.” Cindy asked everyone in the cabin, boys and girls alike all agreed that girls should suck cock. Like it or not, the girls had all done it the past two nights and they’d do it again. 
“Well, we’ve got four girls who haven’t sucked a cock yet,” said Cindy. The girls looked at the boys and a chill went down the boys’ spines. “Just because I gave them cocks doesn’t mean they shouldn’t learn to suck cock. Alex, I saw you checking out Markie at the pool. Time to pay the price for getting a cock for the week. You can suck her cock and she can suck yours. Paula and Nikki, you can do each other.”

I knew it, thought Nick. Suddenly he was all boy in his mind. I knew it would be worse than I imagined. She’s gonna make me blow Paul. She’s got us pretending to be girls with cocks and now we have to prove we’re girls. Fuck, I said I’d do it and I know she’ll make me if I don’t. I just never wanted to get that close to another boy’s cock. How bad can it be? The girls do each other and we like to watch. 
So that’s what the price is, thought Mark. She’s got us trapped. I can’t tell them I’m really a boy and even if I did, I’d still suck Alex’s cock.
Yuck! That’s gross! Paul was stunned. How many times have I watched a girl do something she doesn’t want to do? None of these girls wanted to fuck and suck, but she made them all do it. Fuck, I’m gonna be just like one of those girls. A girl with a cock. Who’s idea was that? Why couldn’t we just be boys from the start? It was Cindy’s idea and she had this planned all along. 

Alex spoke up, not aware that the other three boys had already decided they had no choice. “Cindy, we’re… umm, I mean… jeez, having a cock makes me feel like a boy and…”

“And so you’d like to have Nikki spank you and then you’ll do it,” said Cindy, reminding them of the conversation earlier. 

Thus reminded, Alex blanched. “No, that’s not what I meant.” He had been about to try to talk her out of it and then he would get spanked and do it anyway. She’s probably going to spank me just for speaking up. I have to come up with something else. What can I say I was about to say? To his relief, Mark saved him.
“What she means is, could she put on a top and skirt so she feels like a girl again?”

That’s not what I meant. Jeez, Mark wants me to look like a girl while I blow him? I guess that would help. I mean, if he’s dressed like a girl when he blows me, then it won’t be so bad, will it? “Yeah, that’s what I meant,” said Alex. “Could I put something on so it doesn’t look like two boys sucking off each other?”
“That’s a good idea,” said Cindy. “I think you just volunteered to go first. Put on something cute and sexy. Paula, get dressed, too. You can do Nikki first.”

Once the two boys were dressed in tight tops and skirts, Cindy put red lipstick on them. “There you go, Alex,” she said. “Now I hope you feel like a girl. To help you get in the mood, let’s not jump straight into cock sucking. Like you were doing with the other girls when I came in. Start by necking.”
To the boys, that seemed even worse. They wanted to just get it over with and now they had to make out. None of them wanted to make the first move until Mark accepted the inevitable. He put his arms around Alex. “You’re so beautiful, baby,” he said and the real girls tittered. “I’m gonna kiss you.”

Fuck you, Mark. You don’t have to get into it that much. God, maybe that will make it better. I can do the same with him. OK, let’s pretend. “You’re so sweet, Mark,” he said. Then Mark’s lips met his. There was no point in beating around the bush, so they kissed with their mouths open, battling tongues just like they’d been doing with their girlfriends when Cindy came in. Fuck! I’m kissing a boy! Cindy’s getting off on this, I’ll bet. Oh, for God’s sake! He’s feeling me up. What should I do? Alex settled for grabbing Mark’s ass. Pretend he’s the girl with a cute ass. I can do that until I’ve got his cock in my mouth. 
“I want you to suck my cock, baby,” said Mark. “Then I’ll go down on you. Make me cum and I’ll make you cum.” Girl. I’m kissing a girl. Now the girl is going to suck me off. She’s cute. I love that pink outfit. She’s so sexy in it. What am I saying? That’s Alex. Yeah, the outfit is cute and if that was a girl, she’d be sexy. She’s sexy. She’s sexy. 
Without a word, Alex knelt. Eye level with the cock, the fantasy disappeared. He’s half hard already. Kissing me and feeling me up. That’s OK, I want this to go fast. Alex had his hands on Mark’s ass and he licked the other boy’s cock. He’d had enough blowjobs to know to do. As he heard Cindy laugh, he had to work hard to do what had to be done. Mark’s cock was hard before he took it in his mouth. 

I can do this, thought Mark. I can cum in his mouth. Good idea to dress him like that. One of my best friends, but he looks like a sexy little girl. Without thinking, he laced his fingers in Alex’s long blond hair. As hot as any girl. Just me and her. This is her first blowjob, but she’s pretty good at it. He’d never imagined he’d have another boy sucking him off, but he managed to keep the fantasy going. Ms. Dawn was sucking the Great and Mighty Cock. Cindy wanted the atmosphere to be sexually charged. The boys couldn’t help but get excited and Mark pumped his cum into Alex’s mouth after a couple of minutes.  
Likewise, Paul and Nick wasted no time. They knew what was expected and kissed like young lovers. Nick hadn’t said anything and Paul wasn’t about to be the first to suck cock. He waited until Alex was doing the deed and then knelt in front of his friend. To his dismay, the sexual energy in the room had turned him on. I want to suck off Nick. Damn Cindy. I’m horny. He cupped his friend’s balls and licked his cock. When Nick was hard, he eagerly sucked cock. After a couple minutes of work, Nick flooded his mouth with cum. Paul drained Nick’s cock and then showed off the cum like Cindy liked. He blushed at what he’d done, then he swallowed the horrible stuff. 
Mark and Nick got dressed as girls and they went through the same humiliating act. Alex was going to get his cock sucked and he knew Mark wouldn’t have a chance to get him back, so he played a different game. “Hey, pretty girl, how about a kiss?” After a few seconds of a deep kiss, he broke the kiss. “Wow, you’re a great kisser. I think you’re a real slut and you’re gonna suck my cock.”

Asshole. I am not a slut, thought Mark. Why the hell does he have to do it like that? Did I piss him off or something? “I am not a slut,” he said, defending his honor. Alex shut him up with a hard kiss. Is this what he thinks about girls? He’s not like this with Gail. He’s just taking advantage of me. I have to suck him and he’s going to embarrass me about it. 
To Mark’s surprise and humiliation, Alex took of his top, leaving him in just his skirt and panties. Still kissing Mark, Alex felt up his friend’s bare titties. “Kind of flat, but I’ll still let you suck my cock.” Alex tweaked and sucked on Mark’s nipples, trying to convince himself that he was playing with a girl. It didn’t really matter. Like the rest of the room, he was turned on. The way Alex treated him, Mark wanted to rebel, but he could feel David’s excitement, too. His nipples were super sensitive and he was excited. 
By the time he got Mark to his knees, Alex had succeeded in getting a hard on. The pretty girl sucking his cock was eager, a real slut. Alex came the fastest of the four boys. 

With the blowjobs done, Gail said, “Wow, that was hot. You guys sucked cock pretty good and I’m horny as hell and I want a cock in my pussy. Too bad we can cum over and over, but you have to wait. I want you hard, Alex, but I’m not waiting.” She turned to Vicki and kissed her hard. 
When Cindy summoned Ms. Dawn to her for a pussy licking session, Becky looked around, desperate for her own release. The whole cabin seemed to ooze with sex and the only free girl was her little sister. “Oh, fuck, Deb,” she said, lying down atop the 9-year-old. “I’m gonna do my little sister.” She kissed her sweet mouth and quickly moved to eat her pussy. She didn’t mind that Deb held her face tight against the sweet pussy. After Deb came, Becky pulled Deb to her pussy. She couldn’t believe how much of a turn on it was to have her sister eat her. 

When the boys were hard again, they went back to being girls with cocks. They fucked their willing partners, the room a den of preteen debauchery. The girls got each other off again and gave the boys another turn before going to bed. 

As they cuddled in a bottom bunk, Jackie told Cindy, “You’re getting too good at this, you know. We’re only halfway through the week and everybody’s trained. What you gonna do for the rest of the week?”
“Just what I always had planned,” said Cindy. She kissed Jackie. “Three days of loving you with no worries, no interference, nobody who thinks that’s weird.”

“Yeah, nobody thinks this is weird,” said Jackie. “You trained them to just let us play. Cindy! That’s so sweet. You never said anything about that. I love you.”

“I know,” said Cindy. “I love you, too. You, me, and April and May. The rest of them can take care of themselves.” 

Ghost Stories
By Kenna

Chapter 3 – Coming of Age
()
A story with Jackie and May. 

At 23, May was a confident, self-assured first year orthopedic resident in Los Angeles. Anyone who knew her would find it hard to believe she was a submissive and to a college senior at that. Anyone except those who knew her best. She was perfectly satisfied with the dichotomy of successful doctor and total submissive. The weight of decisions May made at work was offset by the lack of decisions Kitty made at home. In that domain, Mistress decided everything. 

It was more nerve wracking for Jackie. She had to balance Kitty’s dependence on her and that burning sexual drive that was so much fun to cultivate against May’s reputation. Only a select few could be trusted with their secret and while Kitty showed no signs that the 20th drop in visit of a guest was any less humiliating than the first, the novelty had worn off for the guests and they visited less.  She couldn’t keep finding new guests.
There were memorable moments like when April and May got their first apartment as college freshman and Mistress had Kitty (then just turned 18) tied spread eagle on the bed. Mistress had hinted something special was going to happen that afternoon and then Bernie, Mistress’ 12-year-old brother, had walked in. His jaw dropped and Kitty spattered the walls with an explosion of humiliation. Seven years earlier she’d cum with an innocent and uncomprehending 5-year-old Bernie in attendance. Over the years, Bernie had hovered in their psyche as a threat that never materialized. Mistress just didn’t dare involve Bernie within the walls of her house, but now… Kitty was well and truly raped by the preteen if multiple orgasms at the pinnacle of excitement could be called rape. 
It could be as simple as Jackie, on a whim, telling May to pee herself “… right now!” That first time at the gym had turned May’s leotard from pink to dark red with May burning in embarrassment. The two of them hastily left and were nearly caught in the back seat of the car in spontaneous and wild sex. Or the requirement that May eat lunch with a button vibrator humming away without permission to cum. Oh yes, there were many ways that Mistress could fire up Kitty or that Jackie could reach out and give May a thrill. Even those opportunities were fewer now; May had to be free of any distractions in med school and now during her 24-hour shifts in the hospital. 
At the moment, May was working on a new opportunity that a 21-year-old Mistress could take advantage of. She was standing in the manager’s office at a bondage club an hour’s drive from their apartment with three documents laid out on his desk. They’d already talked about club policies, especially discretion. May had a specific concern to discuss in private. “My Mistress turns 21 next week and I would like to be able to suggest she bring me here,” she explained. “I want to make sure that no one, not you, the ID checker at the door, or the bouncer has a problem with our patronage. If you turn us away or so much as act skeptical, it will embarrass her and I won’t tolerate that.”
The manager looked at the documents – Jackie’s birth certificate, a copy of her driver’s license, and a notarized affidavit certifying Jackie’s age – and shrugged. “I don’t see a problem, miss. We don’t turn away paying customers and I don’t need all this. A photo ID, her license, will do.”
“She’ll walk in the door looking like this,” said May and dropped a photo of Jackie on the desk atop the documents. She was wearing her schoolgirl uniform and a week shy of 21, looked 12. 

“Holy shit,” said the manager. He picked up the photo and looked at it closer. “She’s 21?”
“Next week,” said May. “You know Go-Go? Kill Bill Go-Go? This is Jackie. She’s divine, she’s perfect, and she’s my Mistress.”
“You like ‘em young,” said the man. 
“I love Jackie. She’s been my Mistress for 7 years now. We started young and she stayed like that.” She flashed an amused smile at the look on the man’s face as he tried to imagine a pair of teenage girls in a d/s relationship. In particular, a beautiful girl who was anybody’s definition of divine and perfect who thought her diminutive Mistress was divine and perfect. 
He scratched his chin as he pondered the picture. He could see May’s dilemma and now it was his. That little girl walking in the club would cause quite a stir, maybe even get them raided just on the suspicion of an underage girl despite her credentials. On the other hand, he knew that same stir would bring in more customers. No matter her real age, she was a fantasy girl for some. A legal Lolita. “Does she have to wear that?”

“You’d prefer this?” May dropped a second picture on the desk. 

“Gukkk,” was the man’s astonished reply as he flipped the picture over. He didn’t even want to look at the apparent child pornography with the mistress wearing nothing but thigh high stockings and a whip in her hand. Taking a deep breath, he picked the photo up and examined it. He cleared his throat. “You two could get a lot of money. Good clean money for a few photo shoots.”

May plucked the two photos off the desk and the three documents and stuffed them back in the folder. “My Mistress decides if photos are taken of me. She does not pose. Should I try another club or will you let her in?”

At the suggestion of another club, the vacillating manager made his decision. Letting them in was risky, but clients came to admire and share their subs and this pair would expand the clientele of his club or the competition. “I’ll make sure you get in without a hassle. When would you come?”
May shrugged. “Don’t ask me. Mistress will decide. Maybe never. Saturday if she asks my opinion, which she won’t. I’d like a tour.” If Mistress brought her, she didn’t want Mistress wandering around like a confused novice. He showed her the public rooms and the private rooms. Public rooms for bondage and for public, shared sex. Private rooms for more intimate play. Before she left, he gave her his business card and a brochure that included a floor plan. 
After she left, he called his contact in vice and had him check that Jackie’s driver’s license was valid. This was the detective most likely to walk in the door of the club and check for violations, so he took the preemptive step of explaining why there might be reports of an underage girl at the club.  
Halfway home, May realized that uncooperative LA traffic was going to make her late. The rule was that on her days off she could run errands, but was to be home when Mistress got home. She was going to be caught by Mistress with the folder in hand. At a stoplight, she wrote ‘For Talk Time’ on the outside of the folder. Talk Time was their weekly open discussion every Sunday at 6 pm and she hoped those words would keep Mistress from looking in the folder until then. She shredded the nude photo and dropped the bits in a trash can at a convenience store. Mistress was waiting for her as she arrived home ten minutes late. 
“You’re late,” said Mistress. “Did you want me to start dinner?”
“No, Mistress. I’ll have it on the table on time.” May stood several inches taller than the little dom, but she felt smaller as the cold wave of Mistress’ disappointment washed over her. There was nothing that hurt her more than disappointing her Mistress. In fact, at this point, punishment would make her feel better. 
Taking the folder from her errant slave, Mistress looked at the words scrawled on the outside. “What’s this, Kitty?”
“Mistress, it’s for Talk Time. Kitty is not allowed to talk about it now.”
“Not good enough. Tell me why I shouldn’t open it right now.” If nothing else, Mistress was curious about the secret contents. 

“Mistress, I had an idea. Your birthday is coming up.”

“Kitty! You naughty, naughty Kitty!” snapped Mistress. “You may never celebrate my birthday. You are a piece of property that does not make choices like that.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Kitty. “That’s not what I meant.”
“Hmmphf,” snorted Mistress. It sure sounded like that and worse, it sounded like Kitty was about to make an excuse. “Get changed. Start dinner. You were late and you’re only making it worse.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said Kitty. She hurried to Mistress’ bedroom and stripped off her street clothes quickly. Naked, she put on her ears and tail and then her maid uniform, what she should have been wearing when Mistress came home and found her preparing dinner. The brief outfit included a black skirt short enough that the slightest bend exposed her bare bottom, white top with two half cups at the top that lifted her breasts without hiding them, a white apron, a white cap, and six inch heels. 

With her heels clicking in rapid, short steps as she entered the kitchen, Kitty saw Mistress sitting at the table, drumming her fingers on the closed folder, and thinking about opening it. Without a word between them, Kitty started dinner, set a place at the table, and emptied the dishwasher. She was grateful that the dishwasher needed to be emptied because getting the dishes off the bottom rack, required bending and a chance to distract Mistress. 

Kitty cooked enough for both of them, but her dinner would be served on the floor, in a dish if she was lucky. She was nearly ready to serve Mistress when her Mistress said, “What did Kitty mean?”

“Mistress? Kitty meant that… um… Kitty is not celebrating Mistress’ birthday. I was checking out an opportunity that is not available until Mistress is 21.”

In the time it took Kitty to change and fix dinner, Mistress had gone from considering Kitty’s punishment to curious about Kitty’s reason for being late to thinking that she’d accused Kitty of something that her very obedient slave would not do.  Kitty’s explanation reminded her that this birthday was different. At 18, she’d become an adult and no longer had to worry about her parents’ opinion. This birthday did indeed open new opportunities. It meant she could take Kitty to bars. What else did Kitty think of? And how could I doubt her obedience? My bad. She didn’t deserve my attitude.
“Set another place at the table, Kitty. Open a cabernet and set out two glasses.”

“Yes, Mistress,” nodded Kitty. Those instructions implied that Talk Time was about to be held three days early. She quickly complied and served dinner for both of them, standing behind her chair until Mistress allowed her to sit. 
“We’re having Talk Time, May,” Jackie confirmed. “Go take off your tail and ears. Put on a robe.” As May tapped out of the room, she said, “And take off the shoes.” She poured two glasses of wine while she waited for her significant other. 
When May padded back in barefooted, Jackie told her to sit and talk. The older girl started with an apology. “Jackie, I didn’t mean for us to have Talk Time on a Friday.”

Jackie put a finger to her lips. “Don’t worry about it, May. You were screwed by the traffic and caught with this folder in your hands. May,” she said her lover’s name with pride, “you could have hidden it, but you didn’t. I guess there’s something to be said for your honesty and so now I think this is important to you. Besides, now I’m curious.” 
“It is,” agreed May, “but understand that I’m making no requests and no decisions. I’m not celebrating your birthday. I just have something to show you and you can decide, as always. I have no choice or preference.” She opened the folder and handed Jackie the brochure. “It’s a bondage club where masters and mistresses take their slaves, people who think like us. You have to be 21 to get in and the club is very discrete. I went there to personally make sure they would let you in. I wouldn’t want them to embarrass you by turning you away.” It went without saying that they might because Jackie didn’t look 21. 
As they ate, Jackie looked over the marketing brochure and carefully read the rules. “You would feel comfortable there, May?”
May’s brow furrowed at the question. Comfort was not the issue. “I think it’s safe there. If you mean am I worried about my reputation as a doctor, I think their policy on discretion is solid and they cater to many other professionals. Yes, I would be comfortable there,” she said. “It would be preferable if Kitty was not comfortable.”
With a laugh, Jackie considered how May could treat Kitty as a different person. It would indeed be best if Kitty was not comfortable. Kitty would hate it. Kitty would be humiliated to the core. Kitty would be so excited that she’d lose control. And May was setting Kitty up. During Talk Time, May could talk about Kitty as a different identity, but this was the first time May had ever suggested a way to embarrass her alter ego. “I doubt Kitty will be comfortable there,” she said, imagining ways to make it very humiliating for Kitty to fuel the fire in her. Just being a slave in public for the first time would be humiliating, but May knew that so Jackie knew she had to do more than just show her off. 
“I’ll think about it,” said Jackie. “Maybe . Maybe next year. Maybe never.” Yeah, we’re going, but I don’t want you to know when. 
*****
Saturday was Jackie’s birthday. May pulled a 24-hour shift at the hospital that ended at 9 am Saturday morning. She had until 5:00 that evening to sleep, half an hour to shower and get ready, and then she’d be Kitty. At 5:30, she came downstairs wearing nothing but ears, a tail, a collar, and 6-inch heels. Finding Jackie in the living room, Kitty shivered with delight. Her 21-year-old mistress was dressed in a tartan jumper, white blouse, knees socks, and tennis shoes. She looked 12. May thought her mistress was divine however she dressed, but she especially thrilled at being dominated by a schoolgirl. 
“Mistress, how may Kitty serve you?” asked the slave. 

“Tomorrow afternoon, Cindy, April, and Bernie are coming over for dinner. We’re having a birthday party.” Cindy and April would, of course, bring their husbands. Jackie made a face. There would be cake and presents and she didn’t like making a big deal of her birthday. “At noon, we’ll say goodbye to Kitty. I expect May will be discrete. No present. No happy birthday.  We’ll have a good time, my love.”

“Yes, mistress,” said Kitty. She was always proud to be Jackie’s significant other as May. Kitty was a secret and Kitty couldn’t show affection, though her affection was obvious.  May and Jackie could appear in public as life partners and she liked that. She still had to be cautious about affection, but May could initiate a hug or a kiss. 
“Tonight, we’re going to play.” Jackie put a blindfold on Kitty, a promise of the unknown that made Kitty uncomfortable.  It was like being in the closet, waiting for something to happen and then a flash fire of humiliation and arousal when Jackie opened the door. Kitty wondered who was going to be there when the blindfold came off. Jackie tied her arms behind her back so she couldn’t hide herself, not that she would. It just made her more aware of being on display and now she couldn’t take off her blindfold. She’d been blindfolded before and hadn’t taken it off despite the temptation. Jackie had once just ordered her to keep her eyes closed, but mischievous, curious Kitty had peeked.
To Kitty’s surprise, her mistress draped a coat over her shoulders and buttoned up the front. Then Jackie snapped a leash on her collar, led her to the garage, and sat her in the backseat. Kitty shivered with delight. We’re going to the bondage club. That has to be it. She’s 21 today and we’re going to the club. Just knowing that mistress had accepted her suggestion was a reward, praise for a good idea. Mistress is dressed like a schoolgirl! She’s taking me and going out of her way to not look 21. I’m going to have a little girl commanding me. She was thrilled at the contrast between her, a beautiful, mature woman, and Jackie, a cute little girl. How wonderfully humiliating that would be. 

On the way, Jackie played classical music to entertain Kitty. There was no conversation. When they stopped, Jackie helped Kitty out and led her by her leash a short distance. Kitty had no idea if there were people around. She was covered up, but she thought it was obvious that she was a slave bound for the club. A door opened and Jackie led her inside. “Ah, you came,” said a man. Kitty recognized the voice of the manager. “She told us you might. We’re expecting you. Just a formality, of course, but I’ll need to see some ID.” Kitty heard Jackie dig in her little red backpack. “OK,” said the man. “Follow me.” Another door opened and they went through. 
Kitty heard several voices and knew they were inside the bondage club. Before Jackie took her another step, the little mistress removed Kitty’s coat. I’m naked. The manager’s getting an eyeful. How many other people? Who are they? How many slaves and how many masters and mistresses? She better take off my blindfold soon so I can see. Jackie tugged her leash and Kitty followed nervously. What does Mistress have planned?
“Holy shit!” said a man. “What’s she doing here?” He looked at the preteen schoolgirl, not at the naked slave.
“Settle down, Skull,” said the manager. “She’s legit. 21 and all.”

“She’s cute,” said another man. 
“This is Kitty,” said Jackie, annoyed that the attention was on her. “I think every little girl ought to have a big, beautiful slave to do her bidding. Don’t you?”

Kitty wanted to see their eyes feast on her, but it was almost as good to feel their eyes. I’m on a leash in the hand of a schoolgirl. They’re all astonished by Mistress. She looks like a little girl and I’m her property. She stretched and preen as best she could. The manager introduced them to the regulars, a total of six men and two women, with names obviously designed for anonymity. Jackie introduced herself as Lolita which was seconded with a, “Damn right,” from one of the men. Some of them introduced their slaves, but Kitty was sure there were more that didn’t get introduced. She imagined them gagged or just not allowed to speak. 

Curious about what one did at a bondage club, Jackie wandered around with Kitty following blindly behind her. Women and men were tied in various positions, some with an obvious master or mistress and some being ignored. She wasn’t the only one with a pet. There was a doggy being ignored and two ponies, a man and a woman, who belonged to the same mistress. One bound woman was sucking her master’s cock and another was being fucked hard. A woman was spanking one of the bound men. One of the men had just untied his slave and was retying her in a different position. The rest were simply displaying their slaves. Jackie admired the bound men and women, though none came close to Kitty’s perfection.
Sitting at a table near the others, Jackie ordered a club soda. She took off the red backpack that made her look like an anime schoolgirl and took out a bottle of water, a dish, and nipple clamps. She poured water into the dish and set it on the chair next to her. “Kneel, Kitty,” she said and guided her slave to her knees facing the water dish. 

When her club soda arrived, Jackie took a few sips and then said, “Kitty, I put your water dish on a chair in front of you. Have a drink. If you need help, just ask.”

The blindfold! Take it off! How long is she going to leave it on? Now would be a good time so I can see the dish. Kitty leaned forward slowly. Her upper chest hit the seat of the chair first. She bent her head down and her nose bumped the rim of the dish. Couldn’t she make this easier? I look ridiculous trying to find it by feel. Finding the water, she lapped up some. Is it quieter in here? Are they watching me? Jeez, she’s making me drink from a kitty dish right in front of all of them. 
Drinking like a kitty wasn’t very productive. Kitty lapped at the water for a couple of minutes, feeling eyes on her. Just watching me shove my face in a bowl. How not flattering is that? Hell, my tits are against the chair. Not like anybody can see them. When she straightened up, she made herself as tall as possible and thrust out her chest. 

“My, my, is Kitty showing off?” teased Jackie. She’d watched Kitty perform for her and anyone who glanced over. Kitty was getting something very different tonight. She planned to keep the blindfold on her slave and she wasn’t sure how humiliating Kitty would find that. “So many people looking at her. They’re amused that the little girl brought her toy to play with here. Probably jealous that I have the prettiest, sexiest slave in the club. So many people staring and Kitty doesn’t know who. Doesn’t even know if they’re looking. Hmm, maybe I could help with that.”

She helped Kitty to her feet and made her spread her legs. Kitty’s glistening pussy told her that her plan was working. “How about some clamps,” said Jackie loud enough that nearby people heard her. “Turn this way so they can watch, Kitty.” She played with Kitty’s tits, tweaking her nipples to hard bullets and then clamped her right nipple. 
Kitty heard her mistress take a step back without clamping the other nipple. Thinking Jackie was admiring her and making sure others did the same, she was astonished when Jackie said, “Would you clamp her other nipple for me?”

“Glad to,” said Tiny. He took the offered clamp. As he palmed Kitty’s nipple, she started. “Jumpy,” he said. “First time in a place like this?” He massaged her tit and then tweaked her nipple. 

“Yes, first time in public,” said Jackie. “She’s loving it.”

We are so going to have Talk Time over this, thought Kitty. The blindfold is too much. Who the hell is feeling me up? Going to clamp my nipple? Nobody but mistress has done that in years and I don’t even know what he looks like. 
Tiny clamped her nipple. “I can tell.”

He can tell? How? I don’t get turned on until the closet door opens or the blindfold comes off. Oh, gawd. I’m wet, aren’t I? Jesus, the closet door is open and everyone is looking. Only difference is I can’t see. They can see me. Dammit, I’ve been so worried about the blindfold, I didn’t see it coming. 

“Could you do one more thing for me, Tiny,” said Jackie, the littlest girl in the club looking up at the biggest man. “Could you lift her up and put her on the chair.”

Big strong hands grabbed Kitty’s hips and hefted her up onto the chair like she was a feather. “Ahhh,” gasped Kitty as she alit on the chair, more on display than ever. “Ohhhh.” Were they looking before? Who knows. Are they looking now? They gotta be. This is how Mistress helps me? Put up here so I know they’re looking even if I can’t see?
“Know what I call her,” asked Jackie rhetorically. 

“Mistress…” whimpered Kitty. 

“She’s my trophy.”

“Mistress, please.”

“Soon, Kitty. Soon,” said Jackie. She sat down, immensely pleased with herself. Kitty was ready to cum. She’d wait until Kitty was ready to explode.

Standing on the chair, Kitty didn’t have to see the eyes on her. She felt them. Staring at me. She put me on a freaking chair… a trophy on a pedestal… naked and tied… on display… and I don’t even know who they are. Strangers. Staring at me. Mistress is so devilish. Damn her, it’s her birthday and I’m getting all the attention. It’s her party and I’m the party favor. How much does she love me? Tons and tons. Getting me all hot and ready. Great orgasm about to be had. She enjoys my pleasure as much as I do. OH MY GOD! Great orgasm about to be had!! In a roomful of anonymous people. Does she know they have private rooms here? She read the brochure. She knows and she’s gonna do it right here. 
“Mistress, take Kitty home,” said Kitty. 

Surprised, Jackie looked closely at Kitty. Kitty had a safe word and hadn’t used it. It was obvious that Kitty was at the height of humiliation. She was definitely turned on. This would be spectacular. Jackie fished out her vibrator. “I’m not taking my trophy anywhere, Kitty. How many people would be disappointed? Everyone wants to see you. When you cum, they’ll be amazed. They’ll all be watching. How could they not?”
She thought it was too soon, but Jackie asked, “Does Kitty want to cum?”

“Not here, mistress,” said Kitty softly. 

“Not with all your new fans watching?”

“Mistress, Kitty wants to see them.”

“You want to know who’s watching?”

“Yes, Mistress. Kitty will cum for you. Please let me see.”

“Kitty will cum for me when I want. Maybe Kitty won’t cum at all if she’s bargaining.”

Kitty whimpered. “Kitty wants to cum.”

“With her blindfold on?”

“Yes, Mistress. On or off.”

“How bad does Kitty want to cum?”

“Bad. Real bad.”

“Hmm, doesn’t sound like it.”

“Mistress,” hissed Kitty softly. “Kitty needs to cum. You know how it hurts so. Please, let Kitty cum.”

“You can cum if you do one thing for me.”

“Yes, Mistress, anything.” Kitty shivered in lust. It felt like she could cum without doing anything. Her orgasm was so close she could taste it. Begging to cum with them watching. For God’s sake, this is going to be noisy. Just do it, Mistress. One more thing and then do it.
“Say that again,” said Jackie. “Say Kitty needs to cum. Please, let Kitty cum. And say it so everyone can hear.”

The club was quiet, so Kitty knew they’d heard even though she’d said it softly. “Mistress, that will just… oh, God…” She raised her voice. “Kitty needs to cum. Mistress, please make Kitty cum.”

“Watch this,” Jackie told Kitty’s audience. She put the humming vibrator to Kitty’s pussy. 

Watch this? Like she’s proud of me? Showing me off like this. God, I get so carried away. She wants to share that with them. It took a mere ten seconds for Kitty’s body to blaze into orgasm. She gasped and shuddered as her body tensed in please. “Jeeeeesusss Chriiiiist,” she screamed Don’t make me. Don’t watch me. Why did I have to tell her about the club? Who the fuck is watching? “Eeeaaaa. Oh, God! I’m… I’m…” Her voice dropped to a low growl. “Mistress, don’t make me. Don’t… stop… please… s-s-stop… oh, Jesus Christ!”

Jackie hugged Kitty’s calves with one arm to steady her, using the other to keep the vibrator against Kitty’s clit. This was the best birthday present ever and Kitty didn’t even know this was what Jackie wanted every day. 
“Fucking A, she puts on quite a show,” said Cruella as Kitty quieted after half a minute. “Time to make mommy happy,” she called to her slave. 

“Are we done, Kitty?” asked Jackie. 

“Yes, Mistress, Kitty’s done. Stop.” Fuck, we’re not done. She’s gonna make me do it again. “Please, Mistress, isn’t that enough? Kitty wants your pussy.” Oh, fuck, like I wanted them all to hear that. Couldn’t she just be happy with one? Her thoughts were cut off as she exploded in mindless bliss a second time. “Jeeesus Chriist! Again! You made me go again!” 

Jackie was proud of herself as she took Kitty through her second orgasm and then stopped. Nobody else had a slave as beautiful as Kitty and nobody else had one who was as intense. The others seemed to go through the motions, enjoying their play without the same level of arousal.
Helping a shaky Kitty off the chair, Jackie sat and discretely removed her panties. “Come find my pussy, Kitty. Don’t let them all gawk at Mistress’ pussy. Get your face in there so you’re the only one enjoying it.”

Still blindfolded, Kitty knelt and found the delicious treat. 

When she finally let Kitty stop, Jackie slipped her panties back on. They’d been in the club for two hours. Everyone who was there when they’d arrived was still there and half a dozen others had arrived. It seemed like most patrons didn’t think of this as a two-hour event to show off their bondage slaves. She got an idea of what was expected in the way of an encore when Skull led his slave over. “Interested in a trade?” he asked. 

“A trade?” she said, surprised. She would never turn Kitty over to another person. “Not tonight,” she said politely. “First time here. I don’t want to push her too far.”
“Understand,” said Skull. He eyed Kitty in disappointment. 
“Be a table, Kitty,” said Jackie. 

“Yes, Mistress,” said the blond beauty. She bent at the waist and grabbed her ankles with her legs straight. 

Smiling at the astonished Skull, Jackie set her glass on the flat spot at the top of the arch right at the base of Kitty’s tailbone. Kitty held that position so the glass wasn’t in danger of falling. “Just so I know, what’s a trade consist of?”

You’ve got a nice big table in front of you, Mistress. Just want to show me off again? And what’s with this not tonight shit and just so I know? You say trade and I can say JJ even faster. She’d never had to use her safe word with Jackie before and deep down she knew that she probably wouldn’t have to over this. She trusted her mistress enough to know she wasn’t up for trade. Just make some idle conversation while I show off my ass and pussy? He is behind me, right?
Skull sat, unable to take his eyes off the contortionist Kitty. “Different kinds,” said Skull. “Trade for a few minutes, an hour, or a day or more. How is she doing that?” He paused to examine Kitty more closely. It looked impossible. Then he resumed his train of thought. “I’d just trade for half an hour or so. You don’t know me. I don’t know you. We’d need to build some trust. Set some terms like she blows me and Blossom goes down on you and that’s it for a first time trade. Honestly, the way you treat Kitty, I don’t want to share Blossom with you for very long. Don’t know how you trained her to be like that. She a 24/7?”
“Yeah, full time,” said Jackie. “We’re a couple.”
“You don’t want to trade her,” said Skull. It wasn’t a question or even a statement. It was more like he was chiding her for even considering it. 

“No, I don’t,” agreed Jackie. “I was just curious about how you traded.”

Now Skull took the time to look Jackie over, thinking he’d underestimated her. She hadn’t batted an eye at the word “trained.” This was a hobby for the others in the club. They were all consensual and he wasn’t sure that “trained” was consensual. Jackie and Kitty were very serious about it. The two fit like a hand in a glove, obviously the result of years of time together. He’d bet anything that Kitty wouldn’t roll her eyes like Blossom did for some of the positions he liked to tie her in or storm out in a huff like Tricks had done after his mistress had spanked him one too many times. He just never would have guessed they’d been a couple since Jackie was 14, or 9 if you counted when Cindy was Kitty’s mistress. 
The two chatted for a few minutes about the club and the other patrons. Jackie looked at her watch. “I have to get Kitty to bed. She has a lot to do tomorrow morning.” She lifted her empty glass off Kitty’s ass and set it on the wooden table. “Up, Kitty, we’re going.”
Kitty rose like her head was being pulled up with a string, smoothly and effortlessly. She turned her head from side to side as if she was taking a final look even though she was blindfolded. “Mistress, the blindfold?” she asked. 

“Just a second, Kitty,” said Jack-Jack. She gave a tug on Kitty’s leash and led her through the first of the doors to the outside. Stopping, she removed Kitty’s blindfold. There was nothing to see but a small, dark room with a lone man to check IDs. “Let’s keep it that way, Kitty. You’ll never know.” She untied Kitty’s arms, removed the leash, and put the coat on her. Kitty had obviously had an embarrassing, and therefore powerfully erotic, evening. They’d be back, but not often. No need to get Kitty used to so much attention. 
Ghost Stories
By Kenna

Chapter 4 – Holiday Fun

()

A story with Cindy, Jack-Jack, April, and May and assorted characters who don’t want to be in this story
Naturally Halloween would be a special holiday for a girl with a ghost. Cindy had a special tradition that one bunch of trick-or-treaters would be the treat for the evening. The year that April and May were 15 was one of the most memorable because of whom Cindy’s victim was. The 13-year-old mistress had been waiting more than a month to get even with a girl in her class who’d poked fun at her. Of course, odd and embarrassing things had started to happen to Drew, but nothing that could be attributed to Cindy. She’d held off on the full power of her ghost until Halloween.  

Drew considered herself too old to go trick-or-treating door-to-door, but her parents insisted that she go with her 11-year-old sister, Cammie. She’d agreed with a great show of reluctance, though the prospect of garnering a bag full of candy was worth the indignity of a teenager reduced to wandering the neighborhood in a costume. At least she got to pick the costume and her parents, with an equal show of reluctance, agreed she could dress like a belly dancer. It was the most risqué thing Drew thought she could get away with. It made her feel rebellious and grown-up that she was wearing something like that while her sister was being a pirate, Captain Jack Sparrow to be specific. She’d even managed to talk her mom out of walking them around the neighborhood. 
As trick-or-treaters came and went, David stood in the front yard, an eerie looking statue that moved quite menacingly if you got too close. Few were ever brave enough to actually touch him and those that did ran back quickly with a feeling of dread. When a small group came that caught Cindy’s fancy, he’d come alive and spirit them off and into the house, parents included if they were escorting their children. Even they couldn’t save the kids and ended up participating in lewd incestuous games designed by Cindy. 
As usual, Cindy’s parents were at a Halloween party, leaving Cindy, Jack-Jack, and the twins home alone. When Drew and Cammie knocked on the door, Cindy opened it with an evil grin. David was already right behind them. “Trick or treat,” said Cammie while Drew was mute in embarrassment. No way was she going to spout off those three words to Cindy. 
“My, my, if it isn’t Captain Jack,” said Cindy. She peered in Cammie’s bag without adding any candy. She looked at Drew. “And a slut. Have I got something special for you. Come on in.” She stepped back and made way for the two girls as David pushed them into the dark house. The door shut with a bang. “Welcome to my party,” said Cindy. “You’re the guests of honor.”
“What the fuck!” said Drew, looking back to see who had pushed her. There was no one there, though something was still keeping her facing into the house and away from the door. Cindy receded into the shadows as David kept Drew and Cammie following her. 
“A party?” said Cammie. “You didn’t say anything about a party, Drew. Who’s here? I don’t want to go to a party with your friends.”

“It’s not… I don’t know what’s going on,” said Drew. “Something’s pushing me. Stop it.” She tried to set her feet, but just slid along until she walked on her own again. “Cindy, what’s going on?”
There was a noise to their right and a spotlight came on. A girl wearing black stood in the light. The two guests goggled at the sight of Jack-Jack wearing a black leather bustier that didn’t cover her nipples, a black leather skirt, and black, thigh-high stockings and holding a whip. “Don’t speak,” said Jack-Jack. “This is our party and you’re the entertainment. Welcome to Mistress Cindy’s dungeon.”
“What?” said Drew. A light went on in front of them and there stood Cindy in a spotlight wearing the same thing as Jack-Jack though with more noticeable tits. Cindy snapped her whip in their general direction and the sisters jumped. 

“Let’s go. I don’t like this,” said Cammie. She tried to turn, but David held her firmly in place. “I’m stuck!” Her voice turned to a whine. “Drew, get us out of here.”
Drew had been trying to do just that. “I can’t,” she said, tight lipped. “What are you doing, Cindy? You can’t keep us here. Let us go.”

Movement to their right caught the sisters’ attention as Jack-Jack tugged on the leash in her hand and Kitty came into view. Kneeling, she was naked except for ears and a collar. Again the girls’ eyes popped out and then they looked away in embarrassment. Yet, in front of them Cindy had led Doggy into the light. Drew looked back at Kitty and then at Doggy in confusion. Cammie chose to look at the ceiling. 
“Your turn,” said Cindy, snapping the whip again. 
“Turn for what?” asked Drew, shifting nervously. “Just let us go. We won’t tell anybody about…” She wrinkled her nose at Doggy in disgust. “… them.”
“You bet you won’t,” said Cindy. “You just don’t know why yet.”

Jack-Jack held out her hand. “Cammie, come here.” Cammie moved toward Jack-Jack and took the last step without David’s help as she took Jack-Jack’s hand. The lights went out, leaving Drew in the dark. Kitty and Doggy stayed where they were as Jack-Jack led Cammie down the hall and up the stairs to Cindy’s room. 
“Cindy, I wanna go home,” said Drew to the darkness. 

“Sorry you picked on me?” 

“Is that what this is about?” said Drew, regaining her composure as Cindy’s words made some sense of what was going on. It didn’t explain how Cindy was doing what she was doing, but it did explain why and it rankled the pretty brunette. “You’re gonna try to scare me over a few pranks?” She again tried to unstick herself to no avail. “You’re gonna get it for this.” She jumped as a light went on to spotlight her. 

“Such a slut,” said Cindy from just outside the pool of light, making Drew jumped again. As Cindy moved into the light, Drew discovered her hands were pinned to her side. “That’s kinda sexy, you know?” 
The way Cindy looked her up and down made Drew shrink back. “What? Are you queer or something?” said Drew. “I can see your boobs, you know.”
“Jesus, are you stoopid,” said Cindy. “I got you trapped. You are totally at my mercy. You are already so fucked and you want to insult me? I do it with boys and girls. You’re gonna do it tonight. You’re gonna suck my tits. You’re gonna eat my pussy, you lezzy slut. In fact, you’re going to beg to eat pussy.”

“No way,” said Drew, though her confidence vanished and her fear returned even stronger than before. “You can’t make me do that and I won’t beg.” Though so far I’m doing everything she wants. I want to leave, but I can’t. I’m just standing here while she looks me over. How creepy. 
Cindy was amused at her victim’s choice of costume. “A harem girl,” she observed. The bottom layer of Drew’s costume was a pink bikini. The modest top contained her tits and the equally modest bottom clung to her slender hips and hugged her pert bottom. On top of that, Drew wore a flimsy, diaphanous maroon top and pants. She had on pink slippers and her hair was done up in a thick pony tail. Rings on her fingers and a gaudy necklace completed the costume. 
“I’m a belly dancer,” said Drew. 

“Same thing,” shrugged Cindy. “Dressed like a sex toy for a guy.” She carefully undid Drew’s pony tail and removed her jewelry. 
“Stop that,” insisted Drew. “Don’t take my stuff. Give it back.” Her foot went in the air and Cindy took off her slipper and then her other foot offered itself to her tormentor. “Stop it!”

“Go ahead and try to stop me,” said Cindy. “Put your hands on your head.” Drew’s hands went there as if of their own volition. “You may try to move them and try to stop me,” said Cindy. She lifted the flimsy top up and Drew’s hands went up in the air so Cindy could get it all the way off. 
“Cindy, this isn’t funny,” whined Drew. “You want me to say I’m sorry? I’m sorry. I won’t pick on you again.”
“Too late for that,” said Cindy. She slid down the maroon, harem girl pants and Drew helped by stepping out of them. 

“Don’t, Cindy. Please,” whined Drew. “Stop right there. You don’t… umm… you don’t want more, do you?” What the hell is going on? I can’t move when I want and when I don’t want to, I’m just helping her strip me. 
“You look cute in that,” said Cindy, admiring the bikini, the last of her victim’s clothes. “Would you rather it was me taking it off or a boy?” She reached behind Drew and undid the clasp of her bikini top, then stopped. 
“Neither,” said Drew. “I don’t want to be… naked. I’ll do something else, OK? Name it. I’ll do anything but this.”

“Ask me to take off your top,” said Cindy. 
“What? No!” said Drew. “I don’t want you to.” Where did that come from? she wondered when she saw the wooden paddle in Cindy’s hand. “What are you going to do with that?”

“I’m going to convince you to ask me to take off your top,” said Cindy. She swatted Drew’s ass three times, hard and fast. 
At the first swat, Drew shrieked at the indignity. By the third swat, she was crying from the sting of the paddle. “Stop it,” she insisted when she had a break. “I’m telling.”

“Ask me to take off your top.”

“And what? You’re gonna spank me until I do?” As Cindy stepped back in position, she hastily said, “No, no, don’t!” Three swats later, she said, “You are in so much trouble.” Her ass hurt, but she was still defiant. 
“Who’s gonna stop me?” asked Cindy. “Nobody here but you and me. Maybe I’ll be in trouble later, but right now, your ass is mine. I’m gonna do whatever I want all night long. Ask me to take off your top or you know what comes next.” 
“Cindy, you can’t.” Three swats later, she realized that Cindy could. Yes, she is going to spank me until I ask that question. God, I don’t want her to do it and I don’t want to ask, but my butt is so sore. She’s a real bitch! “Cindy, will you… will you take off my top?”

Her top was already loose, so Cindy just lifted the straps off Drew’s shoulders and when Drew extended her arms cooperatively, Cindy slid it down them and off. Dropping it on the floor, she said, “You can see mine and I can see yours. Now ask me to take off your bottoms, slut. Ooo, yeah, I want to see you buck ass naked in my family room. Ask me to take them off and tell me you want to be buck ass naked.” She waved the paddle as a reminder. 

“Cindy…” Drew started a plea, but quickly cut it off. “Will you take off my bottoms?” She paused and Cindy waved the paddle again. “I… I want to be buck ass naked.”

“Say please,” said Cindy cruelly. Drew had given in too easy. 

“Please,” said Drew. She eyed the paddle. “Oh, dammit. Please, will you take off my bottoms. I-I want to be buck ass naked. Please.” Oh God! She’s really gonna do it. Do something. I can’t move. She can do anything she wants. No, no, no, there they go. Down my thighs. She can see my pussy. Down my calves. Oh sure, I’ll step out of them for her. Oh God! Now I’m just posing for her. I’ve never felt so helpless in all my life.
Cindy stepped out of the light, leaving her victim on full display. “What do you think, Kitty?”

“She looks so sexy like that, Mistress,” said Kitty’s voice from the dark. “She was so cooperative, too. I think she really does like it.”

“Doggy, what do you think?”
“She’s looks yummy, Mistress. And helpless, too. Bet she’ll be fun.”

“Jack-Jack?”

“No, Kitty, she doesn’t like it. It wouldn’t be as much fun if she did. I wanna see her beg for pussy.”

“How about you, Cammie?” asked Cindy. 

A light came on to show Cammie where Cindy had been when the two sisters first came in. She wore the same black leather bustier, shorts, and stockings with a whip in her hand. Jack-Jack had prepared her, even telling her what to say. “She looks like a good little slave.”
Cammie didn’t really want to be part of this, but given the choice between Drew’s fate and being a mistress, she’d chosen to get some clothes. Along with the clothes came some requirements. Like saying what she just said and being bossy. She left the light and walked up to her big sister. Stopping in front of Drew, she put a collar on the naked girl and then a headband with floppy bunny ears. “Now you’re Bunny.”
“Help me, Cammie,” said Drew. That got her. She looks sorry. She wants to help. But she’s not gonna help. What did they do to her? I suppose she got spanked until she agreed to this. 

Cindy said, “Say, help me, Mistress.”

“What? No way,” said Drew, looking down at her little sister. “She’s not gonna help me no matter what. You’re making her.” What the hell? You put down that fucking paddle, Cammie. “Don’t you dare!” Get away from me. I’m so not saying… “Mistress,” she blurted out before Cammie could set her feet. “Help me, Mistress.” She glared at Cindy as her face burned in shame. What the fuck! She glared at Cammie for the little chuckle that escaped her sister’s lips. 
Cammie heard the word come from her big sister and felt a sense of satisfaction. It felt like she was the big sister. I’m in charge. Take that, Drew. For all the times you took the big piece of cake or called me a twerp or beat me up. For all the times you and your friends made me feel like a little girl. Hah, now you’re the little girl. 
“Don’t let her get away with looking at you like that, Cammie. Give her a swat,” said Cindy 

She did glare at me, didn’t she? Cammie eyed the paddle in her hand and saw the look of anger in Drew’s eyes. She swatted her sister’s bare bottom. It wasn’t a hard swat, but Drew’s ass was already sore and the swat earned a yelp of pain and surprise. 

You are so gonna get it when we get home. Drew was astonished that her little sister had actually dared to swat her, but she knew better than to say anything. This was a nightmare and now even her sister was taking advantage of her. Play the mistress now while they make me be a slave. You’ll get yours. She was already getting the feeling that she couldn’t tell anyone what had happened here. How could she explain being helpless and how could she bear the humiliation of admitting she’d been stripped naked and spanked… by Cammie even!

The lights all went on. Doggy and Kitty moved to stand in line next to bunny to get ready for the next game. “Touch your toe,” said Cindy. Like she had years before when she started on April and May, she pointed at bunny’s right hand and then her left foot. Bunny bent and touched her toe and then went back up. Down, up. Down, up. Down, up. Cindy played with her red-faced puppet. She pointed at the other hand and right foot. Down, up. Down, up. Down, up. She played with Doggy and Kitty, making them do the same silly dance. 
When Cindy tired of that humiliation, she fastened a belt around Bunny’s ankles. “Bunny,” she said. She waited until Drew realized that was her name. “Bunny, you should run… or should I say hop. Kitty and Doggy like to chase bunnies and when they catch you… “

Suddenly free, Bunny looked down at her bound ankles. Hop! I have to hop or what? Feeling foolish, she hopped past Cammie and Cindy, turned left in a panic, and hopped up the stairs. Why didn’t I hop for the front door? Duh, because I’m naked. For God’s sake, I’m hopping naked through Cindy’s house. Look what she’s got me doing! Where am I going? Is there a safe place? She heard footsteps pounding up the stairs behind her. Halfway down the hall, Doggy caught Bunny and took her down. Rolling the hapless girl to her back, Doggy sat on Bunny’s legs while Kitty passed by and caught Bunny’s arms, pinning them down. Caught already. I didn’t stand a chance. What are they going to do? Oh God, no…

Doggy leaned forwarded and licked Bunny’s tits. “Mmm, yummy,” cooed Doggy. She lapped at each nipple and then settled down to suckle on the hardening nubs. 

“Get away from me. Stop that,” protested Bunny, but she was no match for the two older girls. Her view of Doggy was blocked as Kitty leaned over her. “What are you…” Kitty’s lips pressed to hers. Bunny squirmed and sputtered as Kitty chased her lips around. She felt Kitty’s tongue pushed between her lips. Gross! They’re making me. 

After a few minutes, the fight went out of Bunny. Her nipples were hard little bullets that tingled with an unexpected and unwanted thrill. She’d surrendered to Kitty’s kisses, not returning them, but not fighting them either. Just when she thought it couldn’t get worse, she felt Doggy’s fingers probing at her pussy. Still pinned, she managed to squirm a little as Doggy teased the hard button that betrayed her. To her dismay, Doggy abandoned her tits, removed the belt on her ankles to spread her legs, and moved down to lap at her slit… and it felt indecently good. 
On her way to a forced orgasm, Bunny heard her Mistress’ voice. “Huh! She doesn’t like it, but she does like it.” Kitty sat back and Bunny looked up to see her little sister standing next to her and watching intently. 
“Stop it,” whined Bunny. “Not with a girl. I don’t want her to do it. I’m not queer. I’m not. Cammie… Mistress, help me. Make them stop, please.”
“She says it feels good,” said Cammie, nodding toward Cindy. “Does it?”

“Ohhh, no,” moaned Bunny. Can’t say that like I mean it, can I? But that’s not the point. “Mmmm, yes, but I don’t w-want her.” She focused on Cindy. “You win. I’ll d-do… mmm… anything. Just… just… ohhh… don’t let her…ohhh… mmmm… fin-finish.” 

“Don’t worry,” said Cindy. “She knows how to do this forever without letting you cum.”

Thank God! At least I won’t actually cum from this. It may feel good, but I won’t lose in the end. That was small comfort for another couple of minutes until Bunny discovered there was something worse than cumming on another girl’s tongue. Forever? She can keep this up? I’m so close it hurts. I can’t take it anymore. “Tell h-her to… ohhh… my… Gawd… to st-stop… mmm.” 
“Nope, that’s not the plan,” said Cindy. She watched with growing excitement as her nemesis squirmed in mindless desire. After another minute, she said, “The only way this ends is with you cumming. And the only way you get to cum is if you beg for it.”

Screw that! I’m not begging. Bunny stared at Cindy and saw the resolve in the mistress’ eyes. Can’t take this. If she’s not gonna stop, then… “Please, may I cum?” she asked. 

Cindy just smugly smiled back. 
Oh fuck! She knows it hurts. She knows I need it. Beg for it or else.  “Please, Cindy… M-mistress… ohhh, Gawd… may… may I cum? I-I’m begging… mmmm… you. Please? May I cum for a girl?”

Cindy looked at Cammie. 

For God’s sake! Bunny turned her attention to her little sister. “Please, Mistress. Ohhh, Gawd… I need to… mmm… to cum so ba… mmm… bad. Please, say I… hooo… can. May I c-cum for a g-girl?”
“With me watching,” said Cammie. 

“With you watching,” said bunny. 

“Yes, you may,” said Cammie. 

Seconds later, Bunny erupted in a glorious orgasm, squirming and straining against the two girls holding her down. Her body tensed in what looked to Cammie like pain, though she moaned in distinct pleasure. She came for several seconds, seeing stars from the power of the experience. When it finally passed, she opened her eyes. They all watched. Fuck me! A girl just ate me out and I came. It was incredible, but it’s so humiliating. What’s next? What else can Cindy make me do?
“Now about begging to lick a pussy,” said Cindy, answering the unspoken question. “Time to beg to lick Cammie’s pussy.”

“Hers? Uh huh. Not hers. Not yours. Not anybody’s,” said Bunny firmly. She felt good, with an odd feeling of appreciation that might even deserve some payback, but not that. 
 “Mistress Cindy is the best,” said Doggy. “She’s my little sister. Wanna watch?”

“Yeah, Cindy is great. You do her and I’ll do Jack-Jack,” said Kitty. She leaned over Bunny. “She’s not my sister, but she’s still good. You gotta do Mistress Cammie.”

“I can’t…” said Bunny. 
Doggy looked at Cindy. “Please, Mistress Cindy. May Doggy lick your pretty pussy? It’s all juicy and ready for me. May I run my tongue through your slit and show you what a big sister is for? I’d love to do it with Bunny watching. May I make you cum with nothing but my tongue?”

Kitty chimed in. “Mistress Jack-Jack, may I eat your pussy? May I suck your nipples? Taste your juicy slit? Suck on your clit? Please, make me go down on you.” She looked at Bunny again. “Your choice. Mistress Cammie’s pussy until she cums or Mistress Cammie’s paddle until you beg even better than us.”
Doggy lifted Bunny’s legs up and passed them to Kitty. Holding Bunny by the ankles so her ass was ready for a spanking, Kitty said, “There you go, Mistress Cammie. She wants it the hard way.” 
Cammie took half step back, about all she could do in the crowded hallway. “No, I’m not gonna spank her. It’s OK. She doesn’t have to lick me there.” Up to now it had been fun in a way, but she didn’t want to spank Drew for real. Despite her resentment of some things, she loved her sister and spanking was out of the question. Besides, she didn’t understand the point of being licked down there. She didn’t quite accept the concept in sex ed that there were parts of her down there that weren’t associated with peeing. 
Cindy looked at Jack-Jack. “You gave her the choice, right?” Her girlfriend nodded. “And told her she couldn’t back out?” Again Jack-Jack nodded. “Dang it. It would have been more fun like this, but…” She waved her hand and Cammie rose up in the air and floated into Cindy’s room. It was more of Cindy’s magic than the two sisters had seen and they both gasped in surprise. 
“Put me down,” squealed Cammie as she disappeared through the door. 

With a frown at Bunny, Cindy said, “You want it the hard way and it looks like she does, too. Now I get to have two bunnies.” Leaving Bunny with Doggy and Kitty, she went into her room where David had already stripped Cammie. 

Floating and now seeing her clothes removed by an unseen force had Cammie frightened out of her wits. “Scared Cammie? You should be. I can do black magic,” said Cindy, her voice low and creepy. “Your sister screwed with the wrong girl and now I’m using my magic to get even.” Cammie couldn’t see it, but Cindy watched as David curled a tentacle around the 11-year-old’s waist, up her back, and around over her shoulder to brush a cock against her cheek. Cammie looked like she might die of fright. 
“Now, you behave or I’ll use my magic to show you something really scary,” said Cindy. It was, after all, Halloween and there was plenty of time left to scare the bejesus out of a couple of new slaves. 

Cammie gulped and nodded as Cindy collared her. Just having the older girl put on a collar instead of the collar putting itself on was reassuring. Cindy added bunny ears and a ball gag since this bunny wouldn’t have a speaking part like Drew Bunny was expected to beg. She blackened Cammie Bunny’s teeth, leaving only the two front teeth white so she looked like a buck-toothed bunny.  She even took the time to draw whiskers on bunny’s face. 
When Cammie Bunny was ready, Cindy invited the others into her room. Kitty and Doggy carried a struggling Drew Bunny in with Jack-Jack on their heels. Once again, Drew Bunny was pinned and Kitty pulled the slave’s legs up to make her bare bottom available. “Cammie gave you permission to cum,” said Cindy. “You enjoyed that a lot. Now it’s time for you to make Cammie Bunny feel good. Let’s hear you beg.”
Drew felt remorse as she saw her little sister as a bunny. Like her, Cammie was buck-ass naked and now a victim instead of a Mistress. It’s all my fault. Maybe I deserve this, but not Cammie. “Let her go, Cindy. Do what you want to me, but let her go.”
Without a word, Cindy raised the wooden paddle. Where’d she get that from this time? Drew Bunny had a second to wonder before Cindy brought it down sharply on her upturned ass. She shrieked and kicked while Cindy gave her five swats. “You forgot to say Mistress. You sound like you’re demanding instead of begging. And you’re supposed to beg to lick pussy.”
With a sob, Drew said, “Please, Mistress, let her go. I didn’t mean to get her in trouble, too.”
“Oh, I’ll let you both go, Bunny,” said Cindy. “When I’m ready. Now what do I want?” She swatted the helpless, red ass another five times. 

“Gawd, no,” said Bunny in her final surrender. She could see what was coming. One way or the other, I’m going to beg just like she wants me to. She’ll spank me until I do. What did Doggy and Kitty say?  “Please, Cin… Mistress Cindy… ohh, Gawd… may B-bunny lick C-Cammie Bunny’s pretty… umm… pussy?” For God’s sake, it is juicy and ready for me. “It’s juicy and…” Ugh! “… ready f-for me. May I suck her nipples?” That is so wrong, but nipples is better than pussy. Start with that and I won’t have to do her pussy yet. “May I m-make her cum with… with my tongue?”
“Yes, Bunny,” said Cindy. Cindy guided Cammie Bunny to stand straddling Drew Bunny’s head and then squat down. 

“Not… not sit on my face,” said Bunny, but it was a done deal. Her little sister’s smooth pussy settled down on her nose and mouth. 
“Lick it,” said Cindy. Cammie Bunny gasped in surprise as Bunny’s tongue ran through her virgin slit and found her clit. “Lick it good, Bunny,” added Cindy. 
Fuck me! I’m going down on my sister. Hey! They’re not going down on Cindy and Jack-Jack. They’re all watching me! Gawd, this is so humiliating. Better than a spanking, though. She looked up at Cammie. I’m making her feel good. Just like I just felt.  Even kinda still feel like that. Jeez, this isn’t so bad. I mean, I do not want to go down on a girl, but it’s better than doing this to Cindy, isn’t it? 
Reaching up, she put her hands on Cammie Bunny’s hips to steady her. She looks sorta ridiculous and sorta like the best Halloween costume ever with those whiskers, ears, and buck-teeth. Just that she’s naked. Heck, we share a room and I’ve seen her before. Not that I ever paid attention. That’s the difference. Then she noticed the hard peaks on Cammie’s chest and reached up higher to toy with those nipples begging for attention. When Cammie sighed anew, Bunny knew she’d found a good spot to touch. If I gotta do it, I gotta make her feel good. Gawd, I’m eating Cammie and feeling her up. She doesn’t even have tits, but I’m feeling her up. With all of them watching. Well, screw them. This is for Cammie Bunny.  
When Cammie came in a nice, quick little orgasm for her first time, Bunny felt a little disappointed that it hadn’t been better. I did a good job, didn’t I? I did it right. Sure Doggy has lots of practice, but I made Cammie cum. Hope she liked it. She’s just too little to have a really good one. Damn, I did have a really good one, didn’t I? That does NOT make it OK for Cindy to do this to me. I was tricked… forced really. I didn’t want to do it. 
Drew Bunny was surprised when Cammie Bunny cuddled with her. It felt good and it was obvious that Cammie enjoyed it, but it was still a surprise. When she was aware that Cindy and the others weren’t watching anymore, she got up and saw Doggy and Kitty were doing just what they’d begged for. Taking Cammie by the hand, she led her little sister down the stairs and then discovered that even with Cindy preoccupied, she couldn’t go any farther. Her clothes were in sight, but she couldn’t get to them or the door. She took off the bunny ears, but Cammie frowned and said she shouldn’t, so she put them back on begrudgingly. 
“Uh uh, Rew unny,” said Cammie. “We get in twouble.” 

“Don’t call me that,” hissed Drew. “Just call me Drew.” She tried to take the ball out of Cammie’s mouth, but Cammie drew back. 
“Doan ake her ad,” said Cammie, looking up the stairs. “She uz lack ajick.” She led her sister back upstairs where, by now, Doggy and Kitty were eating each other and Cindy and Jack-Jack were just relaxing and watching. 

Drew chafed at the idea that her sister was probably right. Black magic was as good an explanation as anything. They had to play the role of Bunny to keep Cindy happy and wait to find out what else Cindy might have in mind. She’d been humiliated and forced to submit to these demeaning conditions and knew she had to keep being Bunny until they got out of the house. She had to protect her little sister since this was all her fault. She couldn’t deny that something special had happened while her 11-year-old sister sat on her face and she played with those remarkable nipples. Who knew Cammie’s nipples would do that? Obviously Cindy did. 
When they went back upstairs, Cindy frowned and snatched the ears off Drew. “This didn’t turn out like I wanted,” she said. “You weren’t supposed to enjoy it.”
“I didn’t enjoy it,” said Drew defensively. 

“Yeah, right,” said Cindy. “You came so hard, but I have to admit. Nearly every girl I bring here does. I know how to get to you. So, since this didn’t turn out right, I need to do a little more.”
“What did you expect?” asked Drew. “I’m not going to mess with you ever again. What more do you want?”

“Revenge,” said Cindy. “I don’t just get even or accept apologies. I don’t have to.” She looked at her watch. “Maybe we’ll just get the show started early.” Doggy and Kitty put on a regular Halloween show on Cindy’s untraceable web site and it was scheduled to start in half an hour. There might be some perverts on early. It took just a few minutes to set up the camera and log in to the web site. While Jack-Jack did that, Cindy prepared Drew. 
Pulling out a two foot by two foot box that was a foot high, Cindy made Drew put her hands and feet into the box. The center of the top of the box had a cross bar with four semicircles and when Cindy flipped up the rest of the top, her victim’s wrists and ankles were in four circular holes, effectively trapping Drew with her hands and feet in the box and her ass up in the air. Cindy put a ring gag in Drew’s mouth and made sure she was facing the camera. 
Seeing the camera, Drew complained into the gag and then she saw her face on Cindy’s computer screen. “Uh uh!” she insisted. Don’t make a video of this! Gawd, what will she do with it? Post it? Show it to her friends? Then she felt something in the box with her hands and feet as David slipped a tentacle through a hole in the side of the box. “Eeeaaaa! Summin inna ox! Summin inna ox! Geh ih ow!”

To terrorize the younger sister, Cindy had David pin Cammie in the corner and coil a tentacle around her. The 11-year-old was paralyzed with fear as the unseen snake coiled, uncoiled, and coiled again, brushing against her skin in constant motion. 

“Something in the box?” said Cindy. “Hmm, I thought it was empty. Something like this?” She had David coil a tentacle up Drew’s arms and legs. 
“Aaahhhh, gaahhh,” shrieked Drew, squirming as if she could shake the tentacle off. “Geh ih aw!” It felt like a snake in the box and one around her limbs though she couldn’t see anything. 

“We’re live,” said Jack-Jack. 

“Hello my loyal viewers,” said Cindy. “Hope some of you are out there a little early. I have a special surprise. This is Tawny. She’s a naughty classmate of mine. Prime 13-year-old virgin and all naked for you to admire. Say hi, Tawny. You’re live on the Internet.”

What the fuck! Live! No way. For God’s sake, they can see everything. This is impossible. She can’t really show me like this. She can’t get away with this. “Eeeaaaiiipp,” she yelped as Cindy smacked her pert ass. 
“Say hi, Tawny,” repeated Cindy. 

“Hi, Awny,” said Drew. 

“No, no, you’re Tawny,” chuckled Cindy. “Don’t want to use your real name, do we? You just say hi.”

“Hi,” said Drew, looking into the camera like a deer in headlights. She squirmed under the touch of David’s tentacles. Am I really on the Internet? She peered closely at the screen and saw lines of text on the bottom as the few early arrivals appreciated the surprise. “Uh uh, urn ih aw,” she said. Who is watching this? Her loyal viewers? Sounds like she does this a lot. With other girls? Kitty and Doggy?  
“Naughty girl who tried to screw with me,” said Cindy. “This is what you get.” She swatted Drew’s ass three times. “Nothing she can do, is there, guys? Never been naked and on display before. Fucking stuck with her ass so begging for a spanking. Who wants to see her get some more?”

Drew stared at the screen as responses came in. Nobody voted for no swats. “Uh uh, uh uh,” she said, her eyes wide with fear. They want to watch me get spanked! Nobody’s going to do anything to stop her. “Ahhhhhh,” she screamed in pain. “Nawww, owwwww!” She looked back at Cindy and saw the third swat on the way. “Yeaahhhhh.”
The box rotated all by itself, turning the 13-year-old around so the audience could see her red ass. “Nothing watching a 13-year-old get spanked, is there, guys? I suppose doing it yourself would be better, but you’ll have to settle for this. Check it out, guys. Getting her ass tanned for my fun and your viewing pleasure. Get your cocks out and stroke ‘em for her. Wouldn’t want to waste this prime pussy. Which… oh, by the way, Tawny, they can see your pussy right between your creamy, naked thighs.” The box turned 90 degrees to put Drew in profile. “They can see your cute little titties, too.” Cindy cupped the one on camera to draw the audience’s attention to it. “Yep, on display as my trophy.” In that position, she swatted Drew two more times. “She’s already eaten her first ever pussy. Who wants to see her do some more?”

Drew craned her neck to see the screen. She couldn’t tell what was being said, but the lines of text on the screen were ominous as they scrolled up rapidly. Gawd, I’m going to do it live on the Internet. At least she won’t spank me while I do that. What a nightmare! I’m going to do everything she wants because my butt is so sore already. What wouldn’t I do? She saw feet in front of her and looked up at Kitty’s pussy. Afraid that another swat might be coming, she licked at the juicy pussy without being told.
“Ooo,” said Cindy in surprise. “Got her well trained already. Or maybe she just likes it. Do it, Tawny. Show them all what a pussy slut you are.” On the screen she could see Tawny in profile, the best view if you wanted to see her tongue waggling in the pussy in front of her. 
“Got another surprise for you,” Cindy whispered in Drew’s ear. “A big one. You eat pussy and I’m going to make you cum.” It wasn’t exactly her that was going to do it. “Oh, Great and Mighty Cock, time to show Tawny what a cock feels like. Nobody here likes a virgin.” 

Busy eating pussy to save her ass, Drew knew there wasn’t a cock in the room. She had only a few seconds to steel herself for a tongue in her pussy and then she was surprised when that wasn’t the plan. Something poked between her thighs that was not another girl’s tongue. It parted her plump pussy lips and worked its way in. “Uh uh, uh uh,” she grunted as it felt like Cindy was pushing something large into her pussy. A dildo! That’s the Great and Mighty Cock? Oh shit, oh dear, she’s going to rape me. I don’t want my first time to be like this.
Drew already knew that nothing she could do would prevent Cindy from doing whatever she wanted, including raping her. She stopped licking, but was immediately remotivated with a single swat to her bare bottom. Now she was licking and the cock was getting deeper. Pushing against it, she tried to make it stop, but once it was past the entrance to her treasure, it was all over. It sank deeper and then she felt it tear through her maidenhood. Tears filled her eyes from the pain and still it didn’t stop. She’d never felt so full in her life and then it finally stopped six inches inside her. Why did she have to do that? I’m doing everything she wants. I didn’t want it to be like this. 
The cock withdrew and pushed back in, setting up a slow and steady rhythm. As the pain passed, she felt Kitty shudder in orgasm and her attention went fully on the cock raping her. She could see four sets of feet and when she looked higher, they belonged to Cindy, Jack-Jack, Kitty, and doggy. Then who is fucking me? Oh Gawd, no! The thing… the thing around my arms and legs. It’s moving at the same rhythm. It’s doing it! What the fuck is that? She started to wail, but then Doggy’s pussy demanded her attention. Numb with fear, she licked the offered pussy. It was the sanest thing in her world right now. It was surprisingly comforting.  
By the time Doggy came and she started on Jack-Jack’s pussy, the thrusting in her pussy had started to feel good and she remembered that Cindy said something about cumming. Nothing was right about this. She lapped at a pussy, eager to make Jack-Jack cum just for her own sanity, but now the cock felt better than Doggy’s tongue. As that feeling built, she wondered if she’d have to beg this time. It was taking a tantalizingly long time to get to a climax. As if it was waiting for something. When Jack-Jack came and she ran her tongue through Cindy’s pussy, she knew what they were waiting for. Enthusiastically eating Cindy kept her mind off the Internet and the source of the cock and now the cock picked up speed. I’m going to cum while I’m eating out Cindy. 
Indeed, within a minute, Cindy came, the cock pulsed in her pussy, and she felt a tremendous orgasm seize her and toss her senses around in waves of pleasure. All three happened at once in a mind-blowing sensation. Then she was out of the box… on the floor… walking… dressed… standing outside in the cool air with Cammie clutching her hand. “Drew. Drew. Drew. Are you OK? Say something.”
“I’m not going back there ever,” said Drew, not even daring to look over her shoulder as she stumbled down the front walk away from Cindy’s house. “Don’t you ever… and I mean ever… say anything about what just happened.”
“Yeah, we didn’t even get any candy,” said Cammie. Her young mind had already blocked out most of what had happened so she had no idea what she wasn’t supposed to talk about. 
*****
Less than two months later, it was Christmas time. The first Saturday of Christmas break was a traditional party at Uncle Jerry’s house and nothing happened at Uncle Jerry’s house that wasn’t sexual. He wore his Santa suit, which as really just a red cotton body suit that covered him from mid-thigh to his neck and halfway down his biceps. In between, the only skin showing was his cock either dangling (mostly) or upright and ready for action as it poked through a conveniently placed hole. 
Rat, Wench, Trollop, and Baddy were dressed as Santa’s reindeer, wearing harnesses of leather straps. Each harness had straps that went above, below, and between their tits, a strap around their waist, and a strap that ran between their legs. That vertical strap split in two so it ran on either side of their pussy lips and became one again as it ran up the small of the reindeer’s back. They had hairbands with antlers and their arms were tied behind their backs.  
Rose was dressed for the holiday in green thigh high stockings while Harold merely had a red ribbon loosely tied at the base on his cock. Like her mom, Cindy had long green stockings and, in addition, had long green gloves. Perched on a table, April was already on her way to the pleasure of pain. Her hands were tied to her ankles. She had started on her stomach, but only her hips and thighs touched the table now. Cindy had attached cords to her nipple rings and pulled them up so April had to strain with her upper body off the table and still her nipples were stretched up. A strap ran from her butt plug up and over her head where it ended in a two pronged hook in her nose that further bent her backwards. A cord ran from her tongue ring up to the ceiling so her tongue was stretched out a couple of inches. She was a picture of perfect, helpless, straining pain. 
As for May, she was the Christmas tree. She had a sheer green skirt that flared out to look like the bottom boughs of the tree. Her top fit snuggly under her armpits and just over tits. Like the skirt, it was sheer green and flared out to form the second tier of boughs. A pointy hat of sheer green sat atop her head and it flared to form the top of the tree, complete with a little angel at the very peak. She was standing in a basin of ice water with her arms tied behind her back. In the center of the room, she was completely on display and getting excited from the attention. 
While everyone had presents for everyone else, Cindy had four crates, each with a present for the group. Out of the largest crate, a tongue extended upwards out of a two-inch diameter hole as a cord pulled it up toward the ceiling. In that crate a woman was thinking, So help me, I’ll sue my agent for signing me and my family as co-stars in a story without telling me it was written by Kenna. The next crate had two nipples pulled out of holes by cords. The third crate had the hairless cock of a young boy fully exposed and pointed at the ceiling, though not of its own volition. The fourth and final crate had a larger hole in the top, around 8-inches in diameter. A small bottom was pressed to the hole. A rope went into the owner’s tight asshole where it was attached to an inflated ball, suspending the young girl completely. 

The four presents had been in Cindy’s possession for three days to give her a chance to train them. None of them liked it, but all of them would obey because they’d learned the consequences of disobedience. She stepped to the largest box. “This is my 8th grade English teacher,” she said, letting everyone know why this present had been selected. “She’s been a real bitch this year, so she’ll respond to Bitch. Bet all of you had a teacher you really hated and wish you could do magic to get even. Well, I can and you can pretend this is your most hated teacher, too.” The top of the crate was two sliding panels and when she slid them apart they saw the woman’s upturned face with a ring gag and her tongue still stretched out. To the guests surprise, she was clothed. Cindy removed the clamp on her tongue and the ring gag and when Jerry and Harold helped her to her feet, it was obvious she was dressed like she was ready to teach English class.  
Ms. Greer blushed as she stood up and looked at the group of obscenely attired party-goers. She knew what she was in store for and it started with her saying, “Merry Christmas. I’m a cock sucking, pussy licking bitch. Please enjoy me and my children.” Offering my children to a sex party. I hope they all know what I’ve gone through this week just to get me to say that. Sex and torture. And a promise of more pain if I’m not a good slave. Gawd, the things I’m gonna do…
At the mention of children, the other three boxes took on a new light. The smiles broadened as the guests realized the gifts were not random. Cindy had enslaved her teacher and the woman’s three children. Cindy opened the second box to reveal the stretched nipples and tits of a 16-year-old girl. “This is Bitch’s 16-year-old daughter. Her name is Playtoy.”
As the naked Playtoy stood, she said, “Merry Christmas. I’m a hot piece of playtoy ass. I’m a junior varsity cheerleader, a sophomore, and my least favorite activity is sucking cock, but I’m damn good at it.” For God’s sake! There’re men, women, and girls. I’m gonna suck cock and lick pussy and yes, I am damn good at it after three days of training. I never imagined anything like this. They all want a piece of me. 
Moving to the third box, Cindy said, “This is Sissy Boy. He’s Bitch’s 12-year-old son.” She opened the box and adjusted the slave boy’s attire, putting his cock back in his panties and smoothing his dress down. As he stood, he was wearing a frilly party dress. With a curtsy, he said, “Merry Christmas. I’m a cock and pussy slut. Make sure you show my mommy how to use a Sissy Boy.” Please, don’t show her. This is so embarrassing. I don’t want to wear a dress, suck a cock, or anything else with everyone watching. Not mommy or my sisters especially. But Cindy can do way too much to me if I don’t, so I’m gonna be a sissy boy slave.
Opening the last box, Cindy just grabbed the free end of the rope that ran from the girl’s ass and through the ceiling hook. Pulling it, she lifted the girl out by her ass. “This is Bitch’s 10-year-old daughter. Her name is Lolita because that’s what she is.” The girl’s calves were tied to her thighs and her arms were tied parallel across her back. Her legs were spread showing off her bare slit. 
“Merry Christmas,” said Lolita. “My mommy thinks I’m too young for this, but fuck her. I’m here to entertain you and I can do anything she can.” It’s mommy’s fault, too. She’s a bitch at school and now she gets to be Bitch here while I learn things that no 5th grader should know. 
The group applauded Cindy and she held up her hand. “Just a couple more things,” she said. “Bitch, get ready.” She’d made them memorize some lines to humiliate them even more. 
Bitch moved to the center of the room. “I just hate wearing this much when I’m about to get used every which way you can imagine.” She slid down the zipper of her modest dress. “My students think I’m just a boring English teacher, but I’m a sex machine.” She lifted the dress up and off to reveal her black stockings, black garter belt, and black push up bra. Lifting her arms, she turned to give everyone a good view of her exposed nipples, pussy, and ass. She had a great body. “Take a good look. I’ll bet all of you want to nail a teacher. I see a couple of hard cocks for me and my children. I’ll bet even Sissy Boy’s got a hard on for mommy.” She shuddered as she looked at her son and thought about what they’d rehearsed. 
In response, Sissy Boy walked up and put his hands on Bitch’s tits. “I’ll always have a hard on for these, Bitch.” How sick is this? Mommy’s naked and I’m touching her… again. Now the worst part. He unzipped his dress and took it off to reveal white stockings, sheer white panties, a white garter belt, and a sheer white bra. His hard cock was clearly visible in the tight panties. 

Kneeling, Bitch slid down Sissy Boy’s panties and helped him step out of them. “You shouldn’t hide that from mommy,” she said as she exposed him to the bemused audience. She looked around the room and then up at Sissy Boy’s face. “I’ll bet everybody here wants to watch mommy suck your cock.” She ran her tongue up his cock and then slid it between her lips until his balls rested on her chin. When she slid it back out, she said, “No cumming for you, though, unless you’re a good Sissy Boy.” Sucking my own son’s cock. Who knew Cindy could do magic like she does. 
Rising, Bitch went to Playtoy and cupped her tits. “Mommy’s gonna be watching, so you be a good slut for them. Hope you get lots of cock and pussy. Bet all of them always wanted to fuck a cheerleader.” She finished by going to Lolita and sticking her middle finger in Lolita’s pussy and then making the 10-year-old suck on it. “So, you think you can do everything I can? Mommy wants to see that.” Despite having just offered her children to the group, Bitch smiled at them. “Game on.” Hope this is worth it. She better give us our freedom when this is over. 
Cindy waited until Jerry, Harold, and Rose made a selection. There were plenty of slaves to go around and she’d already sampled the four presents several times. She wasn’t surprised that Jerry took Playtoy, daddy took Lolita, and mommy took Bitch. She led Sissy Boy to the reindeer. With him standing there, she tied his arms behind his back and said, “Make each one of them cum with nothing but your tongue.” She winked at David. “The Great and Mighty Cock will keep your ass busy.”

When she looked back at the rest, Playtoy was getting fucked with gusto, Lolita was sucking cock, and Bitch was getting whipped. The teacher had just offered up herself and her children to avoid more pain and her first task as a slave was to submit to a whipping. Cindy went to the lovely, arched beauty that was April and whipped the slave’s stomach and tits. It was Christmas after all. 
April’s muscles ached from her difficult position. It felt like her tongue and nipples would be pulled off if she didn’t work as hard as she could. Listening to Cindy give the presents, she knew it would be a while before she was free. In the meantime, she felt the pain build to pleasure as the two opposites attracted each other. Her sore nipples and tits tingled with desire. Her tongue longed for Cindy’s pussy. Her own pussy was getting the table wetter and wetter. There was an element of humiliation at being put on display as a trophy by her little sister and she’d learned to appreciate that for the mental anguish it was. 
In her strained position, April was looking back between her feet, so she never saw Cindy coming. By now the pain and pleasure were virtually indistinguishable. She was vaguely aware that Cindy had given instructions to Sissy Boy and then she lost track of her Mistress until she felt the sting of the leather whip. Instantly she came alive. Yes. Yes. Do it. Harder. Keep it up. Damn, do I hurt. I need you, Mistress. Whip me. Then touch me. She counted a dozen lashes before her mind settled on the burning need for a climax. Clit. Clit. Clit. Come around and touch my clit, Mistress. Please. 

Cindy was always very careful with her slaves. She knew April could hold that position for an hour at least before she collapsed. Even then, she’d rigged the cords on April’s nipples and tongue to snap before they pulled the rings out of her slave’s delicate flesh. Reading April, she could tell when the time was right. When April started to make a sound that was the gagged equivalent of, “Clit, clit, clit,” she moved around and pinched her slave’s swollen, throbbing clit. She waggled it back and forth, alternating between rubbing and pinching. In less than 30 seconds, April strained even harder than she’d been straining. Her muscles corded, accentuating the pain to relish the pleasure. She was the image of a contorted rocket ship trying to launch, except in this position Cindy could appreciate the subtle nuances of April’s face, her hard nipples, her clenched fists and curled toes, and the magnificent definition of her creamy skin. 

After 30 seconds, Cindy undid April’s nose without missing a beat. She unclipped the straining slave’s tongue. Reaching farther, she undid each nipple. April never moved, except her tongue retracted and her tits relaxed. “Cum for me, baby,” said Cindy, admiring her sister’s beauty. “Merry Christmas, my love.”

In her head, April was chasing the singular feeling of pain and pleasure. She felt the restraints vanishing from her nose, tongue, and nipples, but still kept the strain. Her muscles hurt so much and her body felt so good. She didn’t want to stop the strain and lose the pleasure. She felt like she could keep it up forever, but there came a moment when her body betrayed her. Her back gave out, relaxing just a little and then her arms. The strain and pain faded and she came down from the orgasmic high. Cindy’s arms were around her, easing her forward so she lay on her stomach. She was so comfortable like that she was disappointed when Cindy rolled her onto her back. 

What the fuck is she doing? April lifted her head to see Mistress licking her pussy. Oh, sweet Jesus. Merry Christmas! The intensity of her orgasm wasn’t as much as the first one, but having Mistress do it with her tongue more than made up for it. Her body tensed, but the pain and strain were too far gone to recall. As that orgasm passed, Cindy kissed her on the lips. “May’s turn,” she said. Yeah, go do May. Do her like you did me, sweet, lovely Mistress. 
Done with being whipped, Bitch wondered what else Cindy’s mom might do. She knew Cindy’s mom as the woman who’d held a civilized conversation with her during parent-teacher conferences. This couldn’t be the same woman. “I’m Mistress Rose,” said Cindy’s mom. “My God, how it must feel to be Cindy’s slave. You’d do anything for her, I see. You look so hot when you’re submissive.” Fuck you! You have to rub it in? I’ve been through hell. I’m a respected teacher with three children and I ate her pussy. I just sucked my own son’s cock and you think that’s exciting. What do you twisted people have in mind? I’m Cindy’s teacher and I have no idea how to treat her after Christmas break and now I don’t know how I can face you ever again.
“I’m going to play with you for a while and then I’m going to see about your cute cheerleader daughter and then I’m going to torture Sissy Boy’s cock and balls and then I’ll make Lolita scream. Maybe not in that order, but I’ll get to each one of them. Right now, they’re gonna watch mommy get used.” Rose started tying Bitch’s arms behind her. “Well, maybe Sissy Boy won’t watch. He’s having a good time with those pussies. And maybe not Lolita. Holy fuck! Can you suck a cock like that? And, well, I guess Playtoy’s busy with Master Jerry. Men. They go straight for their own orgasm.” 
With Bitch’s arms tied behind her, Rose tied a rope to her wrists and pulled her arms up in the air until she was bent at the waist. She put a ball gag in Bitch’s mouth and showed the slave a wooden paddle. “I just love having a woman helpless and ready for a spanking. I know Cindy spanked you until you obeyed her and I know you’d obey me now without a spanking. So, this is just for fun. Nothing you can do to earn your way out of this spanking.” With that, Rose stepped back and delivered 20 swats designed to bring the teacher’s ass to a bright, searing, painful red and then keep it there. Her swats eased off to keep from injuring the woman, but the pain was no less. 
Putting on a 10-inch strap on, Rose removed Bitch’s gag and fed the head of the cock between her sobbing slave’s lips. Pushing forward, she sank all 10-inches down the slave’s throat. “See what mommy can do,” she said to Playtoy, who was no longer being fucked by Jerry. Bitch squirmed and choked, but she couldn’t stop Mistress Rose from sliding in and out, taking her to the full depth each time. “Fuck, this is awesome, but you know what’s better?” She took a couple more strokes. “You said you want to see Lolita do everything you can do. Mmm, I can see those sweet little 5th grader lips around my husband’s 8-inch cock. I get so hot thinking about shoving this even deeper.”
Seeing her next victim free, Rose removed the strap on and let Bitch eat her to three orgasms. “Wait here,” she said. “Somebody will be by soon.”

“A cheerleader, huh?” said Jerry as he went to Playtoy. “I love cheerleaders.” He liked high school girls in general and Playtoy was a slim, sexy one right in his preferred range. Cupping her tits, he kissed her and was pleased that she responded with apparent enthusiasm. Watching Cindy deliver the presents had aroused him enough that he didn’t want to play around on the first round. The party would go all weekend and he wanted satisfaction now. He took enough time for her to lick and suck his cock to make it ready and then he mounted her missionary style. “When we’re done with you, you’ll be able to show your boyfriend a real good time. Maybe we’ll let him know you’re well-trained and see if he knows what to do with a sex slave.” 
As he raped her, Playtoy thought about her options. She’d tried to escape from Cindy several times and the evil Mistress’ magic had always stopped her. This isn’t fair. I don’t want a strange man pawing at me and fucking me. It isn’t supposed to be this way. But when I fought back, the punishment just got worse and worse. Now I have to pretend I like it… that I’m a slut. Her hands caressed the man’s chest, she smiled, and she moaned in faux pleasure, putting on the show that she’d been trained to do. I’m a sex slave and what if I learn to like it like Cindy says I will?
When he came in her, Playtoy thought she was getting off easy. It had been quick and now he was disinterested in her. If all of them are like this, it won’t be so bad. 
Harold figured that Cindy didn’t intend to keep Lolita dangling from a ball up her ass for the whole party, but as long as she was, he decided to use her just like that. “Hey, Lolita,” he said as he set his hands on her. He turned her around a couple of times. “My own little fuck face slut.” He let her go and she spun back around the other way two and a half times and then back to where she’d started. “So, can mommy suck a cock this big?”
“Uh huh,” said Lolita. “Mistress Cindy had a pretend one like that. Mommy can and so can me and Playtoy and Sissy Boy.” It felt creepy as he ran his hands over her. She’d never been naked for a man before or seen a real live cock. She and the others had been kept a secret in Cindy’s room. She’d always thought if Cindy’s parents caught her, the mistress would be in big trouble. Now Cindy’s daddy was proving her wrong. He turned her halfway around and fingered her pussy. Then Harold planted a few hard hand spanks on the pretty white ass. 
“I’ll suck you, Master Harold,” she said. “You don’t have to spank me.”

“Will you now?” chuckled Harold at the quick offer. 

“Uh huh, get me down and I’ll show you.”
“I think you’re just the right height to do it there,” said the master. “What I want is for you to say, please, stuff that big damn cock down my pretty little throat.”

“Uh huh. Please stuff that big… uh… damn cock down my pretty little throat.” I’ll be in so much trouble if he thinks I don’t want to. Mommy will be mad and so will Mistress Cindy. 
“Such a pretty face. It’ll look so good with a big damn cock through those pretty 5th grader lips, won’t it?”

“Yes, Master. That’s what my pretty 5th grader lips are for,” said Lolita. Hope that’s good. Mistress Cindy said to talk dirty and say the same things he does. He gets all excited doing it to little girls like me. 
“That’s right. Just for my cock,” he said, caressing her slit. 

“Wanna put that big damn cock in my little girl pussy, too?” she asked. 

“In due time,” said Harold, pleasantly surprised at the dangling little morsel’s arousing dirty talk. Cindy had trained her well. The 10-year-old was pretty cooperative and he guessed the others hadn’t give in as easily and hadn’t been trained as well. “Open wide.”

“Uh huh,” said Lolita and she opened as wide as she could. She felt the cock push between her lips and then to her throat. She relaxed and swallowed as it went deeper. It was disgusting, but at least she didn’t gag anymore. Her eyes were open as his curly black pubic hairs pressed to her face and tickled her nose. “Gulkk,” she grunted. His hands held her firmly as he slid back out and then in again. She rolled her eyes up to look at his face. Good, he likes it. I’m doing it good.  
After a few strokes, Harold pulled out and told her to lick it. Her eyes seemed delighted as she looked up and laved his cock and balls. “It’s big,” she said. “Damn big and I felt your balls on my chin. I’m a face fuck.” She licked some more. “Did you like shoving that big damn cock between my 5th grader lips?” Returning to licking, Lolita saw the pleasure on his face though he didn’t say anything. “Did I look good with it in my mouth?”
In response, Harold drove his cock back down her throat. “You look good licking and sucking, slut.” Though Bitch was occupied, he figured Lolita couldn’t see anything but his belly. “Do it good ‘cause mommy is watching her little girl suck cock. So special to have a whole family of cocksuckers. I like that your mommy thinks it’s OK for a 5th grader to suck my cock.” 
Her face was so innocence that it made him more excited to watch his cock sliding between those lips. She was the perfect gift for him, a little girl to abuse. April and May were growing up and it had been a few of years since he’d had a flat-chested, bald pussy to play with. Instead of thrusting, he simply swung her forward and back while he stood still. Of course mommy thinks it’s OK for me to suck cock, she thought. It’s what I’m for. It’s what my hot little hard body is for. I got his cock big and hard so I can suck it. It’s what mommy’s for and Playtoy and Sissy Boy. We’re just naughty slaves and we have to do everything they want. Gotta make mommy happy.
As he felt his cum rising, Harold picked up the pace of the swinging cocksucker, adding his own thrusts. He made her keep her eyes upturned as best she could to see his face not knowing that it was really because he wanted to see her face impaled on his cock. When he came, he kept the head of his cock in her mouth and stroked himself to milk out every drop of cum into her open, eager mouth. She pushed just a little out of her mouth to prove she had it and then sucked it back in and swallowed. “Thank you, Master,” she said. “I love cum.”
For the six regular slaves, having four special slaves was disappointing. Aside from April, who got immediate attention, the regulars were ignored by the masters and mistresses in favor of the newcomers.  Baddy, Wench, Trollop, and Rat didn’t think Sissy Boy’s tongue was a fair exchange for the pain and abuse they expected and wanted. It was worse for May who stood in the center of the room in what should have been a humiliating position, except that no one was even looking. I’m the Christmas tree… a decoration… and they’d rather play with their presents. She could watch them and get a small thrill from the humiliation of the others, but it wasn’t the same. It was in that condition that Cindy finally turned her attention on May. Harold and Jerry were resting and Rose was just about to start on Playtoy. May would have her audience. Cindy broke into song:
	O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
Thy pussy’s there for all to see;
O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
Thy pussy’s there for all to see;
Not only bare and just for me,
But also wet as it can be.
O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
Thy pussy’s there for all to see!



O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
Much pleasure thou can'st give me;
O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
Much pleasure thou can'st give me;
How often has the Christmas tree
Licked her sister’s sweet pussy?
O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
Much pleasure thou can'st give me.

O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
Thy naughty tits are on display!
O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
Thy naughty tits are on display!
Your nipples pink and hard for me ,
Just an ornament to see.
O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
Thy naughty tits are on display!

O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
How nice that you belong to me!
O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
How nice that you belong to me!
Tied and waiting, my trophy,
Now it’s time to show them all.
O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree!
How nice that you belong to me!
	Jerry and Harold perked up, running their eyes up and down the naked teen. Rose stopped what she was doing with Playtoy and moved closer so she could see and May knew that she was watching. May was frozen in surprise at the first few lines of the song and then blushed from her tits to her forehead. My pussy’s there for all to see. Can’t cover up. My God, they’re all looking at me. Oh shit! Even the damn slaves are looking. Me, here in the center of the room where Cindy put me. 
Pleasure? Those are the real words of the song, but… oh sure, let’s just share it with the world, like they didn’t already know I licked my little sister’s pussy and I’ll do it again on command. She felt the tingle of her own pleasure as the humiliation returned. I look ridiculous in this getup, not to mention my pussy’s there for all to see. 
Oh God! Yep, my tits… naughty tits… are here for everyone to see. Them and all the rest of me are on display. Jeez, the cold water makes them hard, too. Look at daddy gawking at me. And Uncle Jerry. And mommy. Hey, Sissy Boy, get back to licking pussy… better yet, take a good look at me… an ornament for my Mistress. Yeah, got a 12-year-old… preteen boy… staring.
Fourth verse. Yes, I do, Mistress. I do belong to you. For God’s sake, Bitch and Playtoy are looking. Baddy, Wench, Trollop, and Rat. Everybody is… oh holy fuck! She said it! Cindy’s trophy! Jesus Christ, she knows what that does for me! Show them what? 


Cindy ran her hand up May’s thigh, feeling the wetness right near the top. She knew she’d gotten May’s motor running, but she also felt a little guilty that the juices weren’t farther down her slave’s thighs. She’d only just gotten May restarted. Untying May’s arms, she said, “Now my trophy is going to put on another show. Time to show mommy and daddy what a slut you are. Time for an orgasm with everybody watching. Nobody’s doing anything except watching me making my slave perform.” She helped May step out of the cold water and onto a towel. “Let’s get rid of this,” she said, lifting off the hat that acted like a sheer veil over May’s head. 
Reaching under the next layer, Cindy cupped May’s tits. “Who do you want besides me to bounce these beauties?” As she lifted off the second tier of sheer green to bare May from the waist up, she watched May’s eyes. Daddy. Uncle Jerry. Mommy. May settled on April. Of course it would be April who’d fondle her tits if May had her druthers. 
“Sissy Boy, come give May a thrill,” Cindy called out. “Her tits are yours to play with.” Then to May she said, “How about that? Cute little boy gonna play with the big girl’s tits. Gonna give him a boner.”
May shuddered, feeling her body warm from the deliberate teasing. Bounce these beauties. Give May a thrill. Big girl’s tits. Give him a boner. Not like he hasn’t done it before, like yesterday, but now everybody’s gonna know I had a 12-year-old boy feel me up. She watched Sissy Boy’s hands reach out and bounce her tits. Bounce these beauties! Jesus, he did it. It was a figure of speech. Don’t really… oh, my God, like he’s juggling them. 
Cindy slid May’s skirt down her legs. There was already nothing left to the imagination and now she was completely naked. “How about if we see if you cum when he fucks you?”

Astonished at the suggestion, May looked at Cindy and saw the tease in her Mistress’ eyes. Still, that picture was enough to keep her cheeks a rosy color and make her thighs even slicker. It would be unheard of for Cindy to lick April’s pussy and not May’s, so she knew what she was going to get. She’d be crushed if she didn’t get that same privilege. 
“Something else then?” asked Cindy. “How would you like to cum for them?” For them? She knows I don’t want to, but I do want to. It’ll be a good one. “You want your little sister to lick your tasty pussy until you cum?”

“I want my Mistress to make me cum, please,” said May, not wanting to take too much for granted. She knew it was coming, but she wouldn’t say it like it was a done deal. “Please, Mistress, will you lick my pussy and make me cum… for them?” The little bit of begging was subconscious fuel for the fire burning in her. 
“On your back,” said Cindy. She waited for May to lie down on her back with her legs spread. “Such a slut. You spread even before I said so. Who wants to put on a show? My naughty slave does. Spread them wider so they can all see just how wet you are. Wider.” The young mistress knelt between her slave’s legs, put her hands under May’s ass, and lifted the sloppy pussy up as she bent down. 

There was just one thing left to do. Cindy teased May’s clit for several minutes, keeping her big sister from cumming. May squirmed as Cindy drove her higher and higher. They’re all watching me. They all stopped whatever they were doing. Mommy and daddy watching my little sister drive me crazy. It couldn’t be any more embarrassing. It couldn’t be much better. “Fuck, Mistress Cindy! Eat my pussy! Make me fucking cum!” squealed May when she couldn’t stand it any longer. As Cindy attacked May’s throbbing clit, May added, “Watch me cum!” Then she tensed in a huge orgasm. “Jeeesussss Chriiiist!”
With Cindy’s tongue occupied, April stepped in to ensure the power and duration of her twin’s orgasm. “That’s it, May. Cum for them. Oh, better yet, don’t cum for them. They’re all watching you. No control at all. Fight it. Stop it. Don’t cum, you slut. Look at that. She can’t help it. Check her out, daddy… mommy… Uncle Jerry. Hey, Sissy Boy, isn’t that hot? Everybody is watching you, May. Baddy and Wench. Bitch and Playtoy. Putting on a show with everybody watching. Hell, you’re not just Cindy’s trophy… you’re Cindy’s little cum toy. Jeez, your tits are bouncing more than Sissy Boy did. Squirmy, squirmy. Little sister’s cum toy putting on a show because little sister wants her to. How does it feel to belong to her? Cumming just because she wants you to? Bouncy, bouncy. You know this is such a private moment, but here you are sharing it with everybody.”
May’s eyes darted around, locking on faces and staring back so they’d look away, but it didn’t work. Face after face was glued to her. Squirming… bouncing… gotta stop… at least hold still. Stop it, Mistress. Be quiet, April. It’s spectacular! Why is this so good? I don’t want to cum for them, let alone like this. So embarrassing that Cindy can do this to me. Damn, daddy’s got a hard on. He didn’t just seconds ago. Uncle Jerry? Ready to pound nails. Not just entertaining them. I’m turning them on. Oh, oh, oh… “Jeeesuuss Chriiiist!” 
“Oh, my, May, two? Another one? You didn’t want to do the first one and here you are going for another round.” There really hadn’t been a noticeable break between the two, but April announced it loud and clear. “I’ll bet there’s another one in you. Let’s go for three.” April moved behind Sissy Boy and pushed him to his knees facing May. Reaching around him, she grabbed his cock and started stroking it hard and fast. “Check it out, May. How about a faceful of little boy cum?”
“No, no, no,” whined May. She reached weakly for the pair and only ended up with her hand on Sissy Boy’s knee. Don’t make him cum on me. Not like this. Don’t play me like this. Her eyes were glued to the hard, young cock, expecting it to fire a load any second. When it did, she cried out for a third time, “Jeessuuuussss Chriiiist!”
Pushing Sissy Boy away, April leaned close to May. “There, there, sweetie,” cooed April. She licked the cum off May’s face as May’s orgasm finally faded from near exhaustion. 
“Jesus Christ, indeed,” said Jerry as he pushed Bitch forward and took her pussy from behind. “Can’t even take a break around here.” 
Harold spread Playtoy’s legs and sank his cock all the way in one stroke. “I’ll take my time next time,” he said, pounding hard to get the release he needed. 

Rose frowned as her husband took Playtoy. Then she shrugged. She’d get to the cheerleader sometime today or tomorrow. She looked at Sissy Boy and his limp cock and decided it was time to play with Lolita. She lowered the little girl and deflated the ball in her ass. Setting her kneeling upright, Rose looked her over. That position showed off her flat chest and her hairless pussy between her spread legs. It was so forbidden that she could hardly wait. She lay down and tipped the girl forward until that sweet, innocent face was nestled in her pussy. “Eat me, little girl.”
After ten minutes, Jerry and Harold were once again limp and considering their next plaything and Rose was still enjoying Lolita’s tongue. Cindy called April and May to her. “For your Christmas present, you can pick any slave, except each other, and be the mistress for two hours. Any slave you want, anything you want.”
For the twins’ birthday, Cindy had tried letting April be May’s mistress one day and May be April’s mistress the next, but that just turned into a mutual tongue fest for two days with no clear dom and sub. She wasn’t even sure the two would appreciate this gift, but she hoped they’d take advantage of it and have a good time. 
April looked around at her options. Trollop, who liked it rough, seemed like a good choice, but it would seem too much like domming herself. The other three regular slaves didn’t interest her. Bitch or Playtoy would be fun. She liked to humiliate May and she was good at it. She could imagine herself doing the same to one of those two. Lolita wasn’t much interest to her either. Her eyes fell on Sissy Boy. When have I ever had the chance to play with a cock? Never. His would be mine for three whole hours. “I’ll take Sissy Boy,” she said, surprising Cindy and May. She stood him up, grabbed his soft cock, and led him to one of the bedrooms for some privacy. 
“I want Playtoy,” said May. To her, the girl closest to her age seemed the logical choice. “Two hours with me,” she said to the 16-year-old. “Come here. I watched Mistress Cindy train you for the last three days. You think she’s a bitch?”
“No, M-Mistress May,” said Playtoy with a nervous glance at Cindy. 

“You like what she made you do?”

“No, Mistress May.” 

“Well, I do like what she does to me. You saw that. So, she’s not a bitch to me. Tell me the truth. I mean, what more can she do to you if you agree she’d a bitch?”

“She’s mean,” said Playtoy tactfully. “I don’t like this. She shouldn’t make us do this.”

“I watched your training, so I know there’s something she didn’t make you do and I’m going to make you do it now. You’re gonna lick my asshole with mommy and your little sister watching.” 
Playtoy looked around. Cindy, Jerry, and Harold were all watching with half-smiles. “No way,” she said. “That’s disgusting and if it was OK, then… then she would have made us.”

“Dammit,” said May with a snort of derision. “I only have two hours and you’re gonna waste it by arguing with me?” She placed Playtoy’s arms across her back. “Mistress Cindy, would you help please? A little magic?” The rope was already on the way as she finished her request. In almost no time, Playtoy’s arms were secured behind her back. May pushed her across the arm of a chair. “That cheerleader ass looks so spankable,” she said, picking up a paddle. “Guess I’ll have to explain why you’re going to lick mine.”
She’d thought perhaps May was bluffing, but after half a dozen swats, Playtoy sobbed, “May I lick your ass, mistress?”

“My asshole,” said May.

“Yes, may I lick your asshole?”

“Yes, you may.” May got on her hands and knees. “Swirl your tongue around it. Show mommy and everybody else that you’re an ass licker.” She sighed in pleasure as Playtoy ran her tongue around her asshole.
Playtoy was shocked and embarrassed. I can’t believe I’m doing this. Touching my tongue to her asshole. And she’s a slave. Mistress Cindy made me a slave to a slave. She’s right, everybody is watching. Mommy, help me. Playtoy had just resolved to do her best rim job when May said something that stunned her. “Now, make your tongue hard like a little cock and stick it in my asshole.”

She’s kidding. No, she’s not kidding. In her asshole? I can’t. Oh, fuck. I will. I either do it now or I do it after she spanks me some more. She stiffened her tongue and probed at the pink pucker, getting her tongue in to the funky taste. With May urging her on, Playtoy soon had two-inches of tongue in the last place she ever wanted. 

Under the threat of doing the same himself, Sissy Boy knelt beside his big sister and said what Cindy told him to say. “Man, that looks nasty, Playtoy. I think you’re pretty good at it, but mommy just told me you’re doing a pretty pathetic job. Can you get it any deeper? Holy cow. I think I’m gonna get a hard on watching my big sister waggle her tongue up another girl’s ass.”

Even knowing that Sissy Boy had to have been forced to say that, Playtoy cursed her brother silently. It was probably the worst person in the room to come and taunt her about it. And then another voice piped up as Lolita said, “Fuck, you’ll do anything to save your ass, won’t you?”
It seemed far too long before May stopped her and took her to another room for a private session. The regular slaves were glad to see two of the presents leave the room. Jerry removed Rat’s costume and pulled her to his lap. 

Lolita made the rounds and after sucking two cocks and licking two pussies, she was dismayed when Harold grabbed her again. “Thank you, master,” she said. “I’d love to suck your cock again. Do you want to shove it between my 5th grade lips again? I bet my mommy would like to see your cock in my pussy.”

“In due time,” said Harold. He put the little girl across his lap. “Count each swat and say thank you, master, for each swat.”

“No, please, I’ll be good. I’ll do anything you want.” She waited a second for a reprieve and then he smacked her cute ass with his open palm. “One, thank you, master,” she yelped. He kept spanking her until she screamed, “Twenty! Thank you, master!” Then he turned her around to sit on his lap facing her and pulled her down onto his cock. “Look at me, mommy,” she squealed in apparent pride. “This is how you use a hot little cunt.”
When Harold was done with her, he made Bitch suck the cum out of Lolita’s pussy complete with giving her little girl an orgasm. Then Harold and Jerry tied the mother and daughter hanging from the ceiling with their toes barely touching while they turned their attention to the other slaves. 

Alone with her slave, May made Playtoy eat her to half a dozen consecutive orgasms. Resting quietly afterwards for a few minutes, Playtoy suggested that they could just do that all evening. In her three days of training, she’d noticed May was very submissive and she took that as a lack of assertiveness. May just smiled in response, too worn out to do anything except think about what to do with her slave. 

She’d only taken Playtoy away to another room because April had taken Sissy Boy. Now, Playtoy’s suggestion told May that she was taking it too easy on her slave. Her pleasure came from being on display, so she didn’t really want the privacy. “I’m just getting started,” she told Playtoy and took the slave back to the group where she could humiliate Playtoy and bask in the attention she’d get as well. The poor Playtoy found herself constantly in the limelight whether because she was saying something humiliating loudly on May’s command, May was saying something, or she was sexually serving May for an audience. For May, it was a turn on to humiliate Playtoy, though not nearly as much as being humiliated herself. 
When April returned with Sissy Boy, he had a contented look on his face despite his fire engine red bottom. She’d worked him hard, but she’d also “made” him fuck her and said he could cum, which he had done three times. The beautiful older girl played rough, but he’d do it all again if he had the choice. She was drop dead gorgeous, soft in all the right places, and lacking any inhibitions; fucking the enthusiastic girl was an incredible experience. April had gotten what she wanted, plenty of cock time with a boy who had to obey, and he’d gotten something in return. 
The next morning the four new slaves were dismayed to learn that the party was not over. While the guests ate breakfast, April, May, Playtoy, and Lolita ate out of bowls with their upturned asses pointed toward the table for viewing. Sissy Boy stood in the center of the table and Bitch knelt before him, licking and sucking his cock while he praised her in every way he could imagine, from her tongue to her tits, how she sounded and looked, and how much he enjoyed mommy blowing him. When he came, she jacked him off on her tits and it was her turn to embarrass him as he had to lick his cum off her. 
After breakfast, Cindy told Bitch that she and her children had one hour to come up with a 30-minute skit that was as naughty and humiliating as they could think of. She put them in a room with a warning that the skit better be a good one or they’d pay dearly. While the masters and mistresses spent time with their regular slaves, Bitch laid out a skit that was the worst thing she could think of. Sissy Boy would take charge of the three females, display them to the audience, and spank them. When Sissy Boy got to describe the clothes his mommy and sisters would wear, they appeared courtesy of Cindy’s magic. In return, his sisters got to pick his clothes with Playtoy making Lolita’s idea even sexier. 
At the appointed time, Cindy brought them to the family room. Sissy Boy led the way, wearing nothing but a G-string, a pouch for his cock and strings around his waist and up the crack of his ass to hold it in place. Lolita had suggested a tight bikini bottom and Playtoy had turned it into a garment that hid even less. 

“Good morning, everyone,” he said as he stepped into view. “My name is Sissy Boy and while I’d like to get my lips around those gorgeous cocks, I’d like to introduce my fucking slut mommy, my cheerleader slut sister, and my little baby sister slut who love cock like it was candy. If these sluts don’t make your cocks hard and your pussies wet, then you must be dead.”

He waved at Bitch, lurking just down the hallway and out of sight from the room. “Here’s Bitch. I’ll bet there’s lots of boys who’d like to have a mommy that look like this.” She came out to stand beside him. She wore a maid’s uniform very much like April’s and May’s brief outfit. It came an inch below her crotch and the top was the only difference from the twins’ outfit. Her tits, covered by a stretchy white top, weren’t visible. She bowed, showing a lot of cleavage, and then she stretched up, a motion that raised the front of her skirt. “I love dressing my mommy sexy for people to stare at. Isn’t she a hot fucking piece of ass?”
“Don’t say that about me, Sissy Boy,” complained Bitch. Having my son emcee the show so he can offer up his mom and sisters is just wrong. I hope they like it. He called me a hot fucking piece of ass! Shouldn’t have let him make up his own script, but I suppose that’s what they want to hear. Dirty, embarrassing talk. Look at them smiling. He’s a 12-year-old boy with a license to abuse his mother. 
“Shut up, cunt,” snapped the boy. “You won’t be dressed for very long and they can see for themselves. Don’t mind her,” he said to the audience. “She doesn’t like being naked for strangers, sucking cock, licking pussy, or getting fucked, but she does it because I say so.”

Sissy Boy lifted the back of her dress and swatted her with his open palm. “You, Bitch! You’re wearing panties. I hate it when you wear panties.” He reached under her skirt and slid them down to her thighs. “You may wear them right there.” He pulled down the front of her blouse so her tits spilled out. Squeezing one, he said, “What do you think about her tits? I love making her show them off.” She is pretty hot. God, I’m going to burn in hell for just thinking that. I never thought of her as sexy, but after a few days… she does have nice tits and I can’t believe I get to squeeze them. “What a dream come true. Feeling up mommy.”
Moving Bitch to the side, he waved at Playtoy. She appeared wearing her cheerleader outfit. It was shortened, falling two inches below her crotch; the audience couldn’t tell she was missing her bra and panties. “This is Playtoy,” said Sissy Boy. “And I do mean playtoy. She’ll play any naughty game you want. Fuck me. Choke me. Spank me. Or your favorite game. She doesn’t like to play naughty games, so you might have to persuade her.”

“You don’t have to give them any ideas,” said Playtoy. “I don’t like how they persuade girls.” I’ll make sure they don’t have to persuade me. I’ll fuck, suck, and lick anything. No need to use a paddle on this cheerleader. 
“They enjoy persuading you, so put up a little fight. I like how they persuade girls,” said the boy. “Did I mention she’s 16? Sweet 16. And a cheerleader. I’ve had my big sister’s lips around my cock so many times… and she’s got nice tits.” He squeezed both of them. “She hates it when her little brother feels her up.” Not as big as mom’s, but I think they’re perfect. Nice tits and I get to squeeze them. I did think she was sexy. She’s a freaking cheerleader and she’s supposed to look sexy. I’m like the luckiest boy in the world to get to see her naked. 
After a few seconds of fondling, he said, “How about a little cheer, Playtoy?”
“Yeah, OK,” she said. “Ready, one, two… You can fuck me, yes you can. I can suck most any man. Yaaayyyy.” She bounced up and down and did a couple of kicks during the cheer, flashing her pussy to the audience. Sick bastards. You like a little peek? Wouldn’t be so bad if that’s all I did. Just a little tease. But no… more like waving the bait in front of them… a trail of blood in the water for sharks.
“Wasn’t that nice,” said Sissy Boy. “You forgot your panties again, you know.”

“I don’t own any panties,” she said. “That’s why I’m the most popular cheerleader.”

As Playtoy stepped to the side, Lolita came out. She wore a string bikini with mere triangles over her nipples and between her legs. With ties at her hips and back, it wouldn’t take much effort to remove. “This is Lolita,” said Sissy Boy. “Little sisters can be so annoying, but not this one. Ever have a 5th grader suck your cock? I have. She’s pretty good. Not like she’s got any tits or anything.”
“God, you have to embarrass me like that?” said Lolita. “Not like she’s got any tits or anything,” she said, dripping with sarcasm. I hate my script. Let’s make fun of little sister. These sickos like little girls with flat chest and no hair. Like putting gasoline on a fire. “Not like she’s got pussy hair. Not like she’s fucked and sucked as many men as mommy and Playtoy.” Never mind that none of the slaves had pubic hair. Cindy just didn’t need to shave her for her to have no hair. 

“Not like she’ll put up a fight when you put a cock in her face,” said her brother. He turned her around so the audience could see her ass with nothing but a string up her cheeks that hid nothing. She might as well been naked from that angle. “Sweet little girl ass,” he said, patting it. Turning her back around, he pulled the knots on her back and whisked her top away. “Yeah, no tits.” He tugged on the knots at her hips and took her bottoms. “Nope, no pussy hair either.” When she covered herself, he pulled her arms behind her. “Check her out. Prime preteen pussy for anybody who wants her. I want to see a cock down her throat.” 
Lolita shifted nervously. Fuck, like they’ve never seen a naked 10-year-old before. Yeah, like I want to stand here and let you look… while you decide if it’s pussy, ass, or mouth… could your cocks get any bigger?
“But first…” said Sissy Boy. He raised his hand and with the help of Cindy’s magic, a paddle appeared in his hand. Cindy wasn’t privy to the script, but David had been in the room to make sure they had what they needed for the skit. “Man, I’ll tell you… Mistress Cindy made me do a lot of things, but she didn’t have to make me spank these cunts. I’m gonna have fun. Jesus, it turns me on so much to spank my little sister’s bare bottom. I’ll bet you know what I mean.” No joke, thought the boy. His cock was hard inside the G-string. She’s only 10 and she hasn’t even done anything wrong and she has to hold still for me. I’d like to line her and some of her friends up and spank them all. 
He made Lolita grab her ankles and then gave her a hard swat. It would only be trouble if he didn’t do it right. She yelped, but stayed in position. He grinned at the audience and gave her two more swats before she screamed. “That’s what I want to hear,” he said. “A bare bottom spanking that she won’t forget.” Despite her screams, he gave her three more swats and she didn’t move from the position. 

“Turn around and show them,” he said and Lolita displayed her pert little red bottom. 

Next Sissy Boy pulled down Playtoy’s skirt. She made no effort to stop him as he took off her top. “My big sister is pretty hot, too. Somebody needs to fuck her good.” 
She shuddered at being offered up, but there were worse things. Yeah, I’d take a fuck over what’s coming next. Only two cocks and Lolita and Sissy Boy will get them if the plan works. I’ll be munching on Mistress Rose’s pussy first. Then comes the fucking and sucking and endless pain and humiliation. 
“Bend over,” Sissy Boy said. “Even better than spanking that little piece is spanking my big sister. She sure doesn’t want her little brother to give her a bare bottom spanking, but who cares what she wants.”

She held her ankles and looked out at the audience, annoyed that they looked so excited. He swatted her hard and she grunted, trying to act like it didn’t hurt. Fuck mommy for coming up with this idea. This better make Cindy happy. He’s right, I don’t want to get spanked by him, but I gotta do it. God knows there are worse things. She yelped for the second one and screamed for the fourth swat. 

“Man, if the guys at school could see me now…” grinned Sissy Boy. “I’ll bet the boys at her school would like to take a paddle to her ass.” He gave her two more swats, matching the number he’d given Lolita. “Check this out,” he said, turning her so they could see her red bottom. “She’s bigger, so she needs more.” With them watching her ass this time, he delivered two more swats.

“For God’s sake, Sissy Boy. That’s enough,” screamed Playtoy. “Stop it and I’ll suck cock or whatever they want.” 

Sissy Boy swatted her again and she screamed long and loud. She was gasping for air when he gave her a tenth and final swat. “I’m having so much fun, I don’t want to stop, but I want to spank mommy before my arm gets tired.” 
Stepping to Bitch, he said, “Time to strip mommy.” He took off her panties, unzipped and removed her dress, and then took off her top. He made her stand with her hands on her head. “She’s even bigger, so she gets even more swats. Man, like I said, if my friends could see me now. Got mommy stripped and showing off and now she’s gonna get spanked. I know she hates this.” He gave her five hard swats that left her breathless and screaming.  He paused and rested a hand on her ass. “That feels hot, Bitch. You like this?”

“No, mommy doesn’t like this,” said Bitch. “It’s humiliating to have you spank me.”

“Aww, too bad,” said Sissy Boy. “You don’t like it, but I do.” He gave her five more swats, pausing for 15 seconds between each one. 

Bitch’s ass burned and she desperately wanted him to stop, but she knew she was going to get another five. She couldn’t keep from screaming for each swat, nearly continuously by now. Tears ran down her face. What choice did I have? A 30 minute skit that’s as naughty and humiliating as I can imagine. Getting a bare bottom spanking from my son is pretty much that and I know this turns them on. Mistress Cindy can be so cruel that I’ll stand here and let him spank my bare ass.  
“I suppose I could stop there,” said Sissy Boy. “Lolita, I’ll stop if you come suck my cock.”

The 10-year-old pondered that for a few seconds and then said, “Nope, just spank the bitch. I’m not saving her ass.”

“Lolita! Please,” begged Bitch. 

“Not my bottom, Bitch,” said Lolita. 

Sissy Boy gave her two more swats. “Playtoy, you want to save mommy’s ass? Will you suck my cock?”

“Fuck, no,” said Playtoy. “I had my turn. Now it’s hers.”

With a chuckle, Sissy Boy swatted her two more times. “How about you, Bitch? You want to suck my cock to save your ass?”

“Yes, yes, please, mommy wants to suck your cock.” Seriously, if it was up to me and him, I’d do it just so I wouldn’t get this last swat. That’s what Cindy’s done to me. I’d suck my son’s cock without batting an eye. 
“Too fucking bad,” said Sissy Boy. He gave her one final swat that left her screaming again. “You’ll suck my cock if Mistress Cindy wants and not before.” He set the paddle aside. “It’s time to entertain the masters and mistresses. Who wants my mommy? Go out there and entertain somebody, mommy. I want to watch you get raped.” Raped! He said raped. Strip me and throw me to the rapists. 
“No!” snapped Bitch. “I’ve had enough fucking and sucking,” she insisted, speaking directly to the audience. “I don’t want a cock in me again for the rest of the weekend. You want your cock sucked? Use Lolita. Fuck, even I like watching her pretty lips make a big round O while a man’s cock shows her what she’s good for.” God forgive me. “You want to fuck an ass? Sissy Boy’s as tight an ass as you’ll find. He’s just 12 and you can pretend he’s a girl from behind. You should hear him squeal when a man rapes his ass.” There you go. I was going to say fucked, but I said rape. Jesus, I’m trying to get even with him. What kind of a mother am I? He was just saying lines. “How about a fuck? Try Playtoy. Mount her and bang her like a fucking drum. Better yet, she hates licking pussy. Ride her face and make her eat pussy. Her fellow cheerleaders say she needs the practice.” 

She stopped and glared at the audience. “Use my kids, but not me. Don’t you dare tie me up, spank me ‘til I beg for cock and pussy, and then make me eat my words.” Now I should get just that. I hope the show is good enough. It’s not over ‘til the mommy screams for pussy. 
The family broke into arguments, each insisting that a guest choose somebody besides them and each suggesting different ways to use a slave. Playtoy had Sissy Boy’s G-string in her hand, waving it triumphantly while she pinned him face down on the floor and offered his ass to the audience. It was obvious that it was audience participation time. Cocks had been hard since Bitch lost her panties and pussies had been wet since Playtoy cheered for a fuck. Harold picked Sissy Boy to fuck his ass and then make him suck cock. Jerry picked Lolita and put her mouth to good use. Like the others, Rose took Bitch’s suggestion and rode Playtoy’s face. That left Bitch for Cindy and just like she’d planned, Bitch found herself tied, spanked (just for fun, Cindy spanked her five times before even letting her beg), and begging for Cindy’s pussy before she ate her words. 
For the rest of the weekend, Bitch and her family got used at will. Just to stay in Cindy’s favor, whenever they had a break more than a few minutes, they offered themselves and each other up to someone for more abuse. On Sunday afternoon, Christmas Eve, Cindy returned them home so they could celebrate in a more traditional fashion. 
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