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Chapter 1
(ggg, humil, spank, nosex)
Send comments to cpwm_kenna@hotmail.com. Feel free to repost this story, with proper credit given to the author (copyright and all, you know), in any forum where it will be appreciated and money is not involved. Fixed a few typos and this is my new email. If you have an undated copy or one dated earlier than this, replace it with this one and repost wherever you posted.  Please. 
Thanks to Redi for the concept. 
This story is a sequel to Ghost in the Mind. You should read that first. 
You couldn’t describe Cindy without using words sweet or cute. Outwardly she was both of those. Sweet and innocent, perhaps appearing naïve. Polite and friendly. Cute pixie face with a short auburn hair and a dash of freckles. The cuteness was for real. Sweet was just for show. Sweet, cute 9-year-old Cindy had a dark secret. Not every night, but often enough that she had learned a lot, her stepfather would sneak into her room at night. It had started when she was 5 with just touching in the wrong placed, promises of love, and threats of punishment. By the time she was 7, she’d figured out three things that changed how she saw the intrusions. The first one was that her mommy knew about it and had never tried to stop her stepfather. The second was that despite all her efforts to please daddy, he still loved his own two daughters more than her. The third was that the twins, April and May, who were two years older than her, never got awakened at night with demands that they touch his cock, kiss it, or suck it. 
She endured because she had no one to turn to. Yet even as she did, she knew she was just being used. His promises were empty and punishment happened even when she was good. Life was a lie and so she did her best to live up to her view of life. Sweet on the outside. Nasty on the inside. She couldn’t get away with anything, but she sure could plan. 
That’s when David showed up. David was a ghost in search of a girl to seduce and use. Aside from looking like a normal teenage boy, he had five tentacles… three with cocks at the end and two with pincers at the end. Cindy took one look at him and saw her tool for revenge. She never thought of him as anything but her property… nothing but a weapon. Within seconds of their meeting, he knew he’d picked the wrong girl. He’d watched her for 2 weeks, making her feel safe and secure under his protection and even making sure her stepfather never touched her again. And he’d been making sure that she was a sweet, innocent girl ripe for his seduction. Just that Cindy’s big lie lured him in and when he discovered the truth it was too late. 
After claiming David as hers and telling him he was her bitch, she told him, “So, bitch, I wanna watch you fuck yourself.” She watched her bitch perform his first assignment, still looking sweet and cute as he did something he’d never thought of before and if he had, he wouldn’t have done it anyway. He was over 200 years old and the sweet, little 9-year-old dangling her feet off the edge of the bed and watching him with big, wide green eyes had found something new for him to try. Now he knew what it was to be owned, no longer in charge of his own actions. 
“Are you happy, mistress?” he asked when he was done. Her happiness seemed important to him now. 
“Mistress? I’m not an old lady,” she said, not understanding how he meant it. “You can call me…” Just plain old Cindy didn’t sound right. She had to have a respectful title for her bitch to use. “… princess.” It was what her real daddy had called her. She could remember his face, his love, his voice, and his pet name for her. Not that David could replace daddy, but she still liked the name. 
“Yes, princess,” said her bitch. 
She experimented with him for the rest of the school week. At her command, he told her all about himself, what he could do, and what she could do with him. Her plans for revenge changed. There was so much more she could do. Yet, her plans didn’t grow in scope, they grew in duration. Before her bitch she’d dreamed of a big event, like on her 18th birthday, when everyone paid for what they’d done to her. Since she could start right now, she decided she would start small and take her time.  
Though they were the least guilty in Cindy’s abuse, she hated April and May. She hated the smarmy story about how their mom went into labor on April 30th and delivered them minutes apart, in different months. She’d heard it so many times she thought she’d puke one of these days. She hated that they were so close and treated her like an outsider. She hated that they still had their innocence. They even still said things like penis and sexual intercourse like it was a spectator sport that they’d never engage in. Eleven years old and they were was less worldly than Cindy whose sex ed hadn’t happen at school. She hated them because she envied them and knew she could never have what they had. If David was a weapon, then they were the first targets. 
Saturday morning she got dressed and had David take her into the twins’ bedroom before they were even up. One of the cool things she’d learned about David was that he could be visible or invisible, even choosing who could see him. Anything he carried was invisible with him. That included when he carried Cindy. Heck, she’d finally learned on Friday that all she had to do was hold his hand. So she was in their bedroom holding David’s hand and invisible. She slid open April’s desk drawer and took her wallet with all her allowance money. Then she went to May’s desk drawer and put the wallet there. Shutting May’s drawer, she left April’s drawer open and sat down in a corner to watch. 
It took half an hour before the twins woke up. Never having seen them actually wake up before, Cindy wasn’t surprised that they woke up at the same time and sat up in bed nearly in unison. After that nothing went according to plan. Sure April noticed her drawer was open and her wallet was missing. The ensuing search was fun to watch as both girls looked high and low, crawling around on their hands and knees to look under the bed and under their desks. It took forever… maybe 10 minutes… before May found the wallet in her desk drawer. 
“I found it,” announced May triumphantly. “You just put it in the wrong desk.” A thoroughly plausible explanation since the desks were as identical as the twins. 
“I did not,” said April. 
“Well, here it is,” said May, holding up the wallet as proof that April had put it in the wrong place. 
“Yeah, I see,” agreed April. “I wonder… I’ll bet Cindy was in here and did it.”
What?! Cindy was outraged at the accusation. So what if it was true. Why didn’t April even consider May as the culprit? How did April get to the conclusion so fast that their little stepsister had done it when the evidence pointed at her twin? 
“Yeah, the brat was probably in our room,” nodded May. “We’ll get her later.”
Double what?! They call me a brat even behind my back? Grrr. Cindy watched her plan of starting a fight between the girls turn against her. She should have known the twins would stick together. Worse than her plan not working, she was being insulted and couldn’t counter without revealing herself. She’d have to get tougher. 
Now she was stuck in their room because there was no way to get out with the door shut. Her bitch could not take her through walls. He could slip his ephemeral presence under the door, but couldn’t take Cindy out that way. Still sitting in the corner, she watched as April and May took off their pajamas to get dressed. When they were both naked, May stepped in front of the mirror and cupped the small swells on her chest. Until this moment Cindy hadn’t noticed the changes in her stepsisters. Their bodies were developing identically, too. 
“Yeah, we got tits,” said April proudly, even cupping May’s tits as if they were her own. Indeed, each twin considered the mirror of their own body to be their own, so May took no affront to April’s touch. Then April stepped away and put on her panties. Cindy was astonished at the brief interchange between the two, but it was clear there had been nothing sexual about the touch. 
Like every weekend, the two dressed identically. Even for school they dressed the same, but with school uniforms they had to. Then they went down for breakfast with Cindy on their heels out the door. Back in her room, she waited a couple of minutes before going down to breakfast herself. As soon as she walked into the kitchen, her stepfather snapped at her, “What have you been up to? April says you’ve been in their room and took her money and put it in May’s desk.”
“What?” said Cindy, managing to sound sincerely indignant. She looked at her mom, but her mom was busy ignoring the argument. “I did not. I never go in their room. How would I even know where her money is?” It was true she never went in the twins’ room. That didn’t mean she didn’t stand in the door and look in. That didn’t mean she hadn’t seen where April kept her wallet. From her stepfather’s glare she could tell he wasn’t listening to a word she said in her defense. He was, as always, on his own daughters’ side. 
“You brat, you must have sneaked in and snooped around when we weren’t around,” said May. 
“Did not,” said Cindy. 
“Well, May didn’t take my money and I didn’t put it there, so it has to be you,” said April. 
“Enough! Get over my lap, young lady,” said her stepfather. 
“No, I won’t,” said Cindy. 
Furious, her stepfather started to rise from his chair and found he couldn’t. It felt like he was wearing a seat belt and when he looked down he saw a tentacle wrapped around his waist, holding him in place. His eyes ran up the tentacle to David. “Jesus Christ!” he shouted, trying again to jump up, this time to get away from the thing at the other end of the tentacle. 
“Calm down, daddy,” said Cindy as she walked up to him. Now that he was restrained, she felt safe enough to stand right in front of her stepfather. “I think you’re seeing things. Maybe a touch of guilt. Mom, April, and May don’t see anything.” She paused as he peered over her shoulder and sure enough, his daughters were merely astonished and curious at his odd behavior, not frightened. He looked at his wife who was no longer ignoring them. She seemed equally curious about his outburst. “See what I mean?” said Cindy. 
Harold looked up at David again. It was the same thing he’d seen in Cindy’s room two weeks ago He was beginning to think it was a figment of his imagination, but here it was again. It was protecting Cindy. “What is that?” he asked, still scared, but no longer panicked. It even seemed to be under Cindy’s control. 
Leaning close to whisper so the twins wouldn’t hear, she said, “Best to pretend he’s not there or else everybody will think you’re nuts. Don’t you think?” 
He thought about asking the twins or his wife if they could see it, but the answer to that was obvious. Cindy hadn’t even acknowledged its presence, so it would be just him ranting about a monster in the kitchen. He had been about to spank Cindy and was smart enough to know that wasn’t going to happen. “OK, I’ll let you off today,” he said as the twins gaped in the background. 
“Don’t ever spank me again,” she whispered. The louder, she said, “I think you should spank April and May for lying to you. I’ll bet April’s money was never even in May’s drawer. They made it up to get me in trouble.”
“Did not,” said both the older girls in unison. 
“Nobody’s getting spanked this morning. It’s all she said, she said, anyway,” said Harold. “Don’t you start anything,” he added to April and May. It was a strategic retreat from a situation he had no idea how to handle. Looking up and to his right again, the monster was gone. He rose quickly, not even finishing his breakfast. His appetite was gone. 
As the three girls sat down for breakfast, April said, “Don’t you ever tell daddy to spank us. He won’t anyway.”
“We’ll settle this later,” added May. 
“Stop bickering,” said their mom, weighing in only after her husband had left. 
Cindy ate her breakfast in silence as the twins talked about going to the pool today. Then after breakfast, she confronted her stepfather. “Next time I…”
“What the fuck was that thing?” he interrupted, his voice low as if someone might overhear. 
“That was a ghost,” said Cindy. “I own him. He does what I want, like keep you from coming in my room at night or spanking me. So, don’t ever do any of those things again.”
“What have I told you about that?” hissed Harold. “You never…”
“… talk about what goes on in my room at night,” she finished with him. “Yeah, yeah, what are you going to do about it now?”
He raised his hand to slap her and found himself in a tight embrace of tentacles. “Shit, get it off me. Get it off.” 
“Put down your hand,” she said and waited for him to follow the simple command. When his hand was at his side again, her bitch released him. “Now, the next time I suggest you spank April and May, you’ll do it. You wanna know why?”
“You’re not getting your way around this house,” he insisted. 
“Take a look at the ends of his tentacles.” She took one in her hand and held it up in front of him. “Looks like a cock, works like a cock, and cums like a cock. Now imagine the therapy April and May will have to go through after they see him in their room in the middle of the night. Then, imagine him using his tentacles to rape the little darlings. He could do them both at the same time. So, you spank or they get it. Got it?”
“You leave them alone.”
“That’s about the last thing on my mind,” she said, shaking her head. “They threatened to settle with me when breakfast was over, so I’m thinking you’ll have a reason to spank them within an hour. Or you could just take a chance that they’ll still be virgins by tomorrow. You took mine, so you know I’ll take theirs with pleasure. I’ve got a ghost and I’m not afraid to use it,” She turned on her heel and left. It wasn’t completely true that her stepfather had taken her virginity. He’d pushed slender objects inside her, torn her hymen, and claimed she wasn’t anymore. She just hadn’t ever had a cock inside her too tight tunnel. 
Stunned, Harold had just a few minutes before he heard the ruckus. In those minutes, he decided that Cindy was very serious. His house was haunted by a very strong ghost completely under Cindy’s control. He didn’t feel safe in the house anymore. He finally decided to take the twins out of the house… to the park or shopping… anything to get them away from Cindy. He’d have a talk with them and tell them to keep their hands off Cindy. 
When she left her stepfather, Cindy waited a while and then went looking for trouble. She found the twins in the family room. Pausing in the door, she said to her bitch, “Don’t interfere with me and them.”  Then she walked into the room. “Your daddy says not to mess with me. I just talked to him.”
They were already burning over the spoiled spanking. Cindy got spanked bare bottom so often that she’d ceased to be embarrassed by it, but they still enjoyed watching her kick and scream as she tried to get away from daddy’s iron grip and leather belt. Cindy’s comment served to make sure they hadn’t forgotten about the missing wallet. Her haughty attitude only inflamed their anger. They rose and moved to trap her between them. 
“Don’t you dare,” warned Cindy. 
She didn’t expect the twins to listen and they didn’t. Pouncing on her, they pulled her down on the floor and turned her on her stomach. Then April pulled down her shorts and panties while May started spanking with her bare hand. It felt like nothing to Cindy compared to the spankings she had received. Yet, she started screaming at the top of her lungs at the very first swat. 
Cindy was pleased when after just six wimpy swats, her mom and her stepfather both arrived. “Stop that!” yelled her stepfather. He looked at the twins with a glare they’d never felt on themselves before. 
“I told you they were going to get me,” sobbed Cindy, crying crocodile tears. “You said nobody was getting spanked this morning and they did it anyway. Now you have to spank them. They disobeyed you. You have to spank them. A bare bottom spanking with your belt, like you do me.” She made sure everybody saw her bare bottom as the evidence against the twins before she pulled up her shorts. 
Daddy sighed as he looked at his two daughters. “Why did you have to do that? Now get over here.” He pulled his belt off and sat on the couch as April and May gaped at him in astonishment. 
“Daddy,” said April. “You’re not serious.”
“You’re taking her side?” complained May. 
“Get over here,” he said firmly. “Don’t make me say it again. I’m not taking sides. I saw you spanking your little sister with my own eyes.”
Cindy slipped out of the room and ran to her bedroom to get her digital camera. If there was one thing her stepfather was good for, it was buying all three girls all the latest gadgets. Picking up her camera, she ran back to the family room as the twins stood meekly in front of their father, getting the perfunctory lecture. “… your sister anymore. And I told you that at breakfast not to touch her. I expect you to treat her with love and respect.”
April and May couldn’t believe what was going on. They were getting lectured. Dressed down right in front of Cindy. They’d smirked and giggled as she’d gotten so many spankings, so now they knew she would be doing the same thing to them. It made them burn even more to know she’d be enjoying it. There had been some hope that daddy was bluffing, but the lecture was the prelude to a spanking. 
“Daddy, please,” whined May. “We won’t do it again.”
“Be quiet, May,” he growled. “You know that once I’ve made a promise, I’m going to keep it. Now get over my lap, April.”
The older twin always went first at everything. It wasn’t a dominance issue; it was just a quirk of their names. April came before May no matter how you looked at it. “She started it,” said April as she started to lie down. Daddy made sure she finished the motion, placing her torso to his left so her pert bottom stuck up in the air. He cast a glance at the smirking Cindy. She was even going to take pictures. 
April squirmed as daddy didn’t relent at her final plea. It’s not my fault, she wanted to say, but it was her fault. She just didn’t know there were new rules in the house. Even as he pulled down her shorts and then her panties to expose her bottom, she hoped he was bluffing. Daddy had never spanked her. He’d never seen her bare bottom. Now everybody was staring at it. She blushed scarlet knowing that everybody could see it. Then she heard the whistle of the belt and felt it snap across her bottom. “Eeeeeeee,” she squealed. He’d really done it! Her feet started flailing and her hands went to cover her bottom. 
“Get your hands out of the way,” ordered daddy, but she kept them there. He pulled them up and away, nearly dropping her from his lap. Settling her back in position, he gave her another hard slap. He didn’t doubt the deal with the devil included spanking them as hard as he did Cindy. 
Again April let loose with an ear-splitting scream as Cindy just laughed at her and snapped a few pictures of her bare bottom turning from white to pink to red. April struggled to prevent daddy from spanking, but he knew what he was doing. Daddy delivered five swats across her bottom and then she let him stand her up, facing away from him, shorts and panties around her ankles. “Stay like that,” he growled.  It was the worst part of the spanking to stand there naked from the waist down and showing off her red bottom, not to mention her front as well. 
Looking at Cindy, she saw her little sister laughing and burned with humiliation. She wouldn’t dare to try to get even with Cindy after this. Not for a while anyway. Let this cool down and maybe tomorrow Cindy would pay. Today there had been a ban on getting even for the morning, but tomorrow anything was possible. 
May watched the spanking in horror. She, too, had hoped it wouldn’t really happen and then to watch daddy turn April’s butt that shade of red… and knowing she was going to get the same thing… she was frozen in fear. He moved April out of position, told April to stay there, and looked up at her. Protests went through her head, but she couldn’t back out now. April had gotten a spanking, so she knew she had to get one, too. When daddy told her to get across her lap, she sniffed and lay down. 
Bravely she put her hands up and out of the way. April had taken five, so she was going to get five without resisting. Then the belt burned across her bare bottom and she screamed. Her hands instinctively went to cover her bottom. She and daddy wrestled over the degree of exposure of that little round bottom for each stroke. Daddy won each time, delivering a searing band of leather across her bottom unimpeded. 
Sobbing, she joined her sister and stood up for the whole family to see. She wanted so badly to reach down and pull up her shorts, but she didn’t dare. Like her sister before her, she looked at Cindy, already planning revenge. Cindy was laughing, adding to her humiliation. Oh how she was going to get Cindy. 
Neither of the twins had seen the camera in Cindy’s hand. She’d snapped a few photos at opportune times, but kept it down at her side in between shots. It was thoroughly enjoyable to be a spectator at a spanking. She laughed because she knew how much it hurt. She laughed because she had pictures, something her stepsisters had never thought of. She laughed because she could see them plotting revenge in their eyes. That would just be another excuse for a spanking. Maybe they’d eventually learn not to mess with her, but it was going to be fun along the way. 
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Slipping the camera into her pocket, Cindy stayed in the room for several minutes during the ritual display of the spanked bottoms. How many times she’d stood like that while the twins teased her over the color of her bottom. Or pointed at her bare naked pussy and laughed. Now the shoe was on the other foot. “I think that’s redder than my bottom ever got,” she said. April and May both glared at her, but with daddy still in the room, too, they could do nothing. Daddy was pointedly staying behind the girls so he didn’t catch a glimpse of their sweet pussies. Cindy had no such compunction, walking in front of them and commenting, “You guys don’t have any hair there either. How come you thought mine was so funny?” She laughed as the girls turned a matching shade of pink. 
As the coup de grace, she looked at her stepfather and said, “Thank you, daddy. I was beginning to think you didn’t love me as much as them,” she even managed to sound choked up as she said, “You… you never stood up for me before.” Wrapping her arms around the ogre’s neck, she hugged him tightly. She detested the man, but she knew this would burn the twins to a crisp. 
When daddy finally told the two very contrite girls they could get dressed, Cindy went straight to her room, closed the door, and downloaded the pictures to her hard drive. She ran through them a couple of times, admiring the naked bottoms. It was hard to tell whose bottoms they were since both girls had their heads down while they screamed. Too bad, she thought. Wish I had their faces. It would almost be like listening to their screams again. 
It was an hour later when Harold realized that Cindy could do more with the pictures than just look at them herself. He knocked on her door, wondering if he had any control over his stepdaughter anymore. She opened it and peered out. “Yes, daddy?”
“You can’t really keep those pictures, Cindy,” he said. “It was fun to take them, I’m sure, but I can’t let you show them to anyone else. I want you to delete them.”
“I understand, daddy. Yeah,” she giggled. “It was fun to take them.” While he stood and watched, she deleted every last one of the pictures from her camera. “There ya go,” she said. 
“Good,” said Harold, feeling like he’d stood up for his daughters. 
After daddy left, Cindy shook her head in disbelief. Did he really not know she could put them on her computer and that she already had? She figured she could blackmail the twins, but why bother. She decided just to send the pictures out without offering the twins the chance to earn them back. Logging on to Gmail, she sent them to several of her friends with the subject line: Finally, my sisters get theirs.
After their first ever spanking, the twins steered clear of Cindy for the rest of the morning. They spent time in their room plotting their revenge, but agreed it had to wait until daddy cooled off and Cindy was unsuspecting. 
After lunch, the twins made good on their plans to go to the pool. Their poor bottoms hadn’t stayed red for all that long, so they didn’t have to hide inside. They bounced down the stairs in the matching, rather modest bikinis that daddy allowed them to wear. Seeing them, Cindy remembered another reason to hate the twins. Sure, she liked her auburn hair and freckles. She liked being cute. Just that the twins had long blond hair, deep blue-eyes, and bronze skin wherever the sun was allowed to fall on them. They had an exotic look that drew attention to them. And not a freckle on them. Cute was good, but gorgeous was better and Cindy knew she’d never be gorgeous. 
Now that their bodies were developing, she added another label to her stepsisters. Not just gorgeous, but sexy, too. They were tall and slender with narrow waists. Cindy was short and slender, which when standing next to tall and slender was often confused for short and “still a little baby fat.” She sighed heavily at how the boys would fawn over the twins at the pool. 
“Hey, can I go, too?” asked Cindy though she wasn’t invited. 
“Sure,” said April. 
“It’s a free country,” said May. 
Cindy wasn’t fooled by their agreement. She knew something was up, but she wasn’t worried. Running upstairs, she put on her bikini, too. It was actually quite a bit less modest than the twins, because daddy liked looking at her in a skimpy one, but didn’t want anyone looking at his girls. She just didn’t have anything to show in her little suit. 
Coming downstairs, she discovered the twins had already left for the pool. Her eyes narrowed at the way her stepsisters treated her. They knew she meant she wanted to go with them, but they hadn’t bothered to wait. The pool was only a block away, part of the gated community they lived in, so she could easily walk it herself and she did just that. 
Spotting some friends, she joined them and played in the refreshing water for nearly an hour. David was never far away. She’d commanded him not to let any harm come to her, so he was bodyguard and lifeguard, not to mention a weapon capable of unleashing a near lethal dose of humiliation as she’d proved this morning. 
Coming out of the pool for a rest, she saw the twins with some of their friends… mostly boys of course. They probably hadn’t been in the pool yet, choosing instead to work on their tan and allow the boys to admire them. As she watched, the group got up and jumped into the pool. She let them splash for a few minutes before she said, “Bitch. I need April’s top and May’s bottom. Just don’t bring them to me. Put them… in the hole at the side of the pool, where the water goes in. I want it to look like an accident.”
With a smug look, she watched her bitch as he walked over to the edge of the pool and slipped in close to the twins. She wished she could get closer, but she absolutely did not want the twins to think she’d had anything to do with it. So, she even looked the other way and talked to Gina until she heard a shriek and then another. Like everyone else, she turned to look as April and May were suddenly trying to tread water while using one hand to cover bare breasts on April and a bare pussy on May. 
She couldn’t keep from laughing as the twins flailed, only drawing more attention to themselves. “My top… my top,” squealed April, looking around frantically. May was a little more reserved, at least having the sense not to verbally advertise her predicament. 
With the twins acting as if their modesty was more important than life itself, it looked like they were drowning. Swimming with one arm, their heads went under, then they bobbed back up when their feet touched the bottom. A couple of uncoordinated strokes with their right arms got them only a little closer to the side before they dunked again. The two lifeguards at the pool saw it as their duty to save the drowning victims. Both of the college age boys dove into the water, each swimming strongly for a twin. 
“Get away from me,” squealed April as the lifeguard put an arm around her. So intent on saving the girl, he didn’t notice his forearm brushed across two soft nipples as he put his arm across her chest from behind. With his arm under her arm, across her chest, and tucked under her other arms, he pulled her to the pool’s edge.  
“I’m OK, I’m OK,” sputtered May, looking anything but OK. Her lifeguard paid no attention to her pleas as he pulled her to safety. 
At the edge of the pool, April was thrust into the air and sat with her feet dangling in the water as her lifeguard heaved her out and only then realized what was going on. The contrast between her bronze skin and the pure white of her titties made them really pop out. May got a similar treatment again with the tan lines accentuating her nudity. There might as well been a spotlight showing what the suits had been covering. With each half naked, a casual observer could easily put the twins’ naked parts together and see a completely naked girl. 
In the water had been one thing. Shock filled them both as they looked around for their missing suits. At that point, in their minds it was still possible to escape from this precarious situation without losing face. Find the suit, put it back on, and no one was the wiser. When they couldn’t easily find their suits, panic set in as they imagined many different, unacceptable options. Thrust out of the pool in plain view of everyone at the pool… they both turned red from their small breasts to the tops of their heads. Luckily they were on the side of the pool where they’d set their towels, but it was a long ten seconds for them to scramble to their feet, run for their towels, and wrap themselves up. 
Once they were covered, they both sobbed in embarrassment. Looking around it was easy to see there was hardly a person at the pool with the decency to not look at the half naked 11-year-olds. Even the two lifeguards, propping themselves up out of the water with their hands and elbows supporting them, were grinning. The two girls huddled in their towels, wishing they could vanish. 
Cindy got up and strolled over to her stepsisters. “Jeez, guys,” she said. “Are you OK?” She thought about rubbing it in, but she didn’t want them suspecting her. I mean, just how could she have swam over and swiped half their suits without being seen. But, she knew the twins blamed her for everything. She also didn’t want to antagonize the twins outside of the house. Daddy, not David, would be her protection from the twins. She didn’t want them to meet David just yet. 
“Y-yeah,” sobbed April. 
“D-don’t tell daddy. OK?” said May. 
Cindy looked around at the crowded pool. With the girls covered up, no one was paying attention to them anymore. “I won’t, but don’t you think he’ll hear about it? Somebody will tell their parents and those parents will tell mom and dad. You oughta be the first ones to tell him. Not like it was your fault… was it?”
“No,” the two chorused. “That was the most humiliating moment of my life…” added May, “…our lives.” April nodded. 

“Yeah, I’ll bet,” agreed Cindy. The first of many. “So how’d it happen?”
The twins agreed that it felt like someone had pulled off the missing part of their suits. Neither had seen who did it though. Since the boys April and May had been sitting with were too embarrassed to come back yet, they seemed like the likely culprits. 
“Boys!” said Cindy in disgust. “You just can’t trust them. They only want one thing.”
“What would you know about that, twerp?” asked April. 
“I just do,” said Cindy. “And don’t call me twerp.”
“Or else what?” said April. 
“Or else… I’ll tell daddy what just happened.”
“Don’t you dare,” said May. 
“She has to say she’s sorry,” said Cindy as April glared at her. When April still didn’t respond, she said, “I wonder… what would the other kids see if we started wrestling for that towel?”
“Sorry,” said April with a glare and tone of voice that said anything but. Cindy was satisfied just with wrenching that word out of her stepsister. The first of many. Later I’ll work on sincerity.   
Just then one of the moms at the pool brought the missing parts of their suits over. “They were in the drain,” she said. “You gotta be more careful.”
“Thanks,” said April, taking the pieces and handing the bottom to May. May put hers on right there, covered by the towel, but April hurried off to the dressing room to put hers on. They were done at the pool anyway, too embarrassed to do anymore swimming. 
By the time the three of them walked home, April and May had come to the same conclusion that Cindy had… they had to tell daddy what happened. What could he say? It wasn’t their fault. He could stop them from going to the pool “for their own good,” but they didn’t believe he’d do that. Their story was a practiced, toned down version in which the suits came off by accident. Cindy had suggested that if daddy knew somebody pulled them off, he might not let them hang out with those boys. Of course, she really wanted to deflect suspicion from herself. 
Listening to the story, daddy steamed at the carelessness of his two daughters. “Nobody really saw anything,” said April, ending the story. That was easy to say now. It seemed everyone saw everything at the time. “We covered up with our hands and then our towels.”
“Just the same,” said daddy. “We’re getting you one piece suits and you’ll wear those for a while. Those won’t come off accidentally.” He glanced at Cindy, wondering if she and her ghost had anything to do with it. 
“Me, too, daddy,” said Cindy. “I don’t want to lose mine accidentally. That was horrible.” She saw the look he had given her and her devious mind wanted to put his suspicions to rest. 
“OK,” agreed daddy. “No going to the pool in a two piece until the end of June. For any of you.”
After dinner, the whole family usually watched TV on Saturday night. The twins used to take turns sitting in daddy’s lap until they’d gotten too big. Cindy had never wanted to sit in his lap, but tonight would be different. As soon as daddy sat, she climbed in his lap and snuggled her head against his shoulder. He wrapped an arm around her in a natural reaction as the twins turned a light shade of pink, angry at and jealous of their little sister. She was suddenly moving in on their daddy. 
Harold didn’t know what to do except let her snuggle in and hold her. He was as surprised as anybody at his stepdaughter’s sudden display of affection. Holding the cute little girl was no problem. He wished he could hold her tighter and touch her the way he used to, but her ghost was hard to ignore. He didn’t mind it one bit until the seemingly innocent little girl wiggled her bottom around on his lap. She wouldn’t sit still and soon she was sitting on a hard cock, pressing up against her soft bottom. Now he knew it wasn’t affection, but control that motivated her. It felt like she was trying to masturbate him with her butt, yet he couldn’t figure out a way to get her off without drawing attention to them. 
Then Cindy slipped off his lap on her own and he sighed with relief. It was amazing how she acted now that she had the confidence of owning a ghost who could protect her. She’d just wanted to tease him and he knew she could get away with it. His relief was short lived as she said, “I don’t wanna hog all daddy’s time. Maybe April or May would like to sit on his lap, too.”
The twins looked at each other and April popped out of her chair. “Yeah, just for a few minutes. Then May can.”
Daddy froze as April climbed into his lap and wiggled her little bottom into position. Now he could feel his hard on pressing against his own daughter’s bottom. He managed to shift her and get her settled down sitting on his hip with her legs draped across his lap. For a split second he found himself thinking with his cock and looking down at the girl on his lap, admiring the small breasts just beginning to flower. He caught himself and forced his attention back on the TV. His cock was back to normal, but still on his mind, as May took a turn on his lap. 
Saturday had been a great coming out event for Cindy and her ghost. She’d put daddy in is place, gotten the twins spanked, and thoroughly embarrassed the twins. Topping it off with a little tease and a chance for April to feel daddy hard against her had been nice, but then April hadn’t noticed what she was sitting on. That took some of the fun out of it. 
Lying in bed that night, Cindy asked her bitch, “Do you sleep?” 
“Not really, princess” he said. “When I get tired I just go away.”
“Go away? Where to?”
“No place,” he shrugged. “I just vanish. I cease to be anything. Not like I go anywhere, but like I’m nowhere. Then I come back.”
“How long?” she asked, concerned that something might happen if he was gone for days. 
“A few minutes to a couple of hours,” he said. “But I’m getting better, princess.”
That was reassuring. She could bluff her way through a couple of hours and if anything happened, he’d come and save her. “Are you tired now?”
“No, princess. I don’t get tired like you need to sleep. I get exhausted from doing too much. That’s the only time I go away.”
“So you’ll be watching over me tonight?”
“Yes, princess, every night.”
She rolled over and fell asleep without a worry in the world. 
On Sunday, she left the twins alone. Instead, she went to Gina’s house for the afternoon to play with her best friend. Gina had short blond hair and brown eyes. Like Cindy, she was 9 and in the 3rd grade. A little taller than Cindy, she was also a little rounder. Not like she was fat or anything, but when Cindy stood next to her, Cindy looked slender. 
Gina was also a lot less mature than Cindy. Heck, almost every 3rd grader in the world was less mature than Cindy. Playing with Gina meant playing with her dolls. Cindy enjoyed it because she could forget all about her own life and be sucked in by Gina’s true innocence. Today however, she found herself looking at Gina’s round bottom and thinking about spanking it. Not tricking someone else into spanking it, but doing it herself. She was astonished at the thought. How could she even think that about her best friend? How could she do that to a girl who was truly sweet inside and out?
She managed to get that thought out of her mind and just enjoyed an afternoon of 9-year-old fun. When they tired of playing with Gina’s dolls, they played Monopoly. Cindy could tell her bitch was bored to tears, but he stayed with her. He had no choice. 
Walking home, Cindy thought about the plans she had for her bitch. There was just one week left of school before summer break. She and her stepsisters went to a private school that permitted corporal punishment. That was the main reason daddy had picked the school. Cindy had only been spanked once this year and she didn’t really deserve it. In March, her teacher, Ms. Carmichael, had announced she was tired of kids forgetting their pencils. Some had forgotten pencils a dozen times, but Cindy had never come to school without a pencil. Ms. Carmichael said that from now on anyone who forgot their pencil would get a spanking. A week later, Cindy forgot hers. She just thought it so unfair that some kids had forgotten theirs so many times and not gotten spanked for it when she got spanked the one and only time she forgot hers. 
First on her list was to get even with a bunch of kids in her class. After she settled that score, she knew the twins had never been spanked in school and planned to get that done this week. Then there was summer… a summer of just her and the twins. Dad and mom both worked and this would be the first summer that they didn’t get a nanny stay with their children all day long. They thought the twins were old enough to take care of themselves and Cindy. On the other hand, Cindy had been certain the twins would just ignore her at best. Now that she had her bitch, the twins would not be ignoring sweet little Cindy. 
That night, she had a talk with her bitch. His ideas of how to put the twins in their place were amazing. She’d just planned to tell him what she wanted done, but then he started making suggestions. And she asked questions. And he answered them and made more suggestions. And she asked more questions. She thought maybe he was kidding about some of it. He wasn’t permitted to lie to her, but she just couldn’t believe he was serious sometimes. 
 Girl with a Ghost
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Chapter 3
(spank, humil)
Monday morning, Cindy was surprised that the twins were actually civil with her. She knew she was helping them keep a secret, but that hardly seemed reason enough to talk to her and walk with her to school. And talking to her and walking with her to school wasn’t enough to change Cindy’s mind about what she had planned for her stepsisters. Nope, one day of being nice did not make up for years of being treated like she didn’t belong in the family. Besides, she knew it was only temporary. 
On the walk to school, she wasn’t sure if her sisters were trying to get under her skin or just excited about the end of the school year. “Last week of elementary school,” said April.
“Yeah, I can’t wait for summer and then we’ll be in middle school,” said May. They were talking to each other, hence Cindy’s confusion over their intent. If they wanted to rub it in that she still had two more years of grade school, they’d be taunting her with those words, wouldn’t they? She hadn’t known the twins to be subtle in the past. Besides, she had secret plans that would make this last week of grade school be less than fun for April and May. Let them tease her. Tomorrow would be more payback for how they treated her. If they thought the pool was embarrassing, she wondered what they’d think about tomorrow. 
Tomorrow was for the twins because today was for three of her classmates. There were three that kept forgetting their pencils up until the new rule was set. After Ms. Carmichael announced that spankings would be delivered for that infraction, only one of the three had forgotten her pencil and only one time. Yet, they’d delivered the whole class into the threat of punishment. Cindy wasn’t the only one who got spanked because of those three. 
At school, she said goodbye to her stepsisters and even thanked them for walking with her. She had more plans for the twins when school was over, but for this week she wanted to be off the list of suspects for what was about to befall them. 
In her classroom, she surreptitiously pointed out her three victims for the morning to her bitch. “Take away all their pens and pencils,” she told him. “Then, after they get spanked, put them back where you found them.” Taking away the pens and pencils had been her idea. Putting them back afterwards was her bitch’s wonderful idea. 
For her bitch, stealing pencils from 3rd graders was as easy as stealing candy from a baby. He still took his time, mainly to size up the three. Melanie had long brown hair in a ponytail and brown eyes with an athletic look. She was indeed athletic with a busy schedule of soccer and gymnastics. Of the three, she was the only one to forget her pencil after the imposed punishment. She was just so busy that sometimes she overlooked things. On the other hand, Ruth was a bit pudgy. David thought she could do with a lot of that soccer and gymnastics herself, but it was probably too late. The poor girl was destined to be overweight just from bad habits that would never be erased. Even her long, dirty blond hair and blue eyes couldn’t make her look attractive. He took Jason’s writing utensils last. Jason apparently planned on being a sports superstar because he was doing nothing in school to make much of himself in the real world. In just the 3rd grade, he was already falling behind his peers. 
Settling into her seat, Cindy smugly waited for the fun. She wouldn’t have to wait long because every day started by “getting ready to learn.” That was Ms. Carmichael’s way of saying get out your pencil, paper, and social studies book, the first subject of every day.  Then, as always, Ms. Carmichael walked up and down the neat rows of desks to make sure every was ready to learn. She stopped at Jason’s desk and heads turned. “I know I packed them,” he said, but another 10 seconds of searching turned up no pencils. 
“Up in front, Jason,” ordered Ms. Carmichael. She came back up the next row and was astonished to see Melanie also fumbling fruitlessly for something to write with. Two in one day was quite an unusual occurrence. “Up in front, Melanie,” she said. Another two rows over, she was dumbfounded to see Ruth with no pencil. She’d already given up searching, just waiting to be caught. “Up in front, Ruth,” said Ms. Carmichael. “I don’t know if my arm can take this,” she added facetiously. 
Cindy considered a spanking more embarrassing than painful. Hers hadn’t been all that painful. What she remembered most was just standing up in front of class, guilty as charged, caught in the act, and facing an unjust punishment. For a forgotten pencil, Ms. Carmichael would just give them three swats. Like Cindy, the three 3rd grade criminals found the anticipation and embarrassment the worst of all. Cindy thought her punishment unjust. For these three, unjust fell short of the mark. They knew they were innocent. Someone had set them up. If only there wasn’t also a rule about arguing over your punishment. 
Ms Carmichael always started with a brief lecture. “I am very disappointed in you, Jason, Melanie, and Ruth. I had thought you’d changed your ways, but the truth is, if not for you, I wouldn’t have had to make pencils a punishable offense. I don’t know how you managed to all forget on the same day, but the three of you have always been the most forgetful. You three deserve this more than anyone else in the class.” They fidgeted nervously, looking down at the floor, unable to make eye contact with the rest of the class. 
She noticed, thought Cindy. The 9-year-old thought her teacher hadn’t known or cared about the injustice. Not that it made a big deal for her spanking, but it was nice to hear that Ms. Carmichael knew who the real problems were. 
Discovered first, Jason was spanked first. The teacher leaned him over the stool at the front of the class, in profile to the class. His dark blue school uniform pants stretched tight over his round bottom.  Ms. Carmichael took aimed and delivered a forceful swat… more than Cindy had ever seen her do. Though he was ready for the blow, Jason yelped in pain. Nearby both Ruth and Melanie gasped in amazement at the force of the swat and then blushed as the uncontrolled gasp showed their fear. They both stared at Jason’s bottom as if they could see the impact still there. Melanie cast a glance at the class and blushed even deeper. 
Now the whole class leaned forward in their chairs to watch the spanking. The boring ritual of a spanking just got more interesting. Ms. Carmichael didn’t let up on the force of the swats and Jason was fighting back tears from just three swats. After that he had to stand facing the class again, embarrassed and ashamed that his eyes brimmed with tears.  
“Ruth, you’re next,” said Ms. Carmichael. Ruth moved forward reluctantly. Now that she knew what to expect, it was very hard to lean forward and rest her chest on the stool. Her school uniform skirt pulled across her bottom, but not as tight as Jason’s pants and not to Ms. Carmichael’s satisfaction. Wanting this to be a spanking none of them would forget, she said, “Move forward, Ruth. Put your stomach on the stool and reach for the legs.” Again the class seemed to lean forward, holding their breaths as Ruth stretched farther and then her skirt pulled as tight and her bottom was as prominent as Ms. Carmichael wanted. 
Cindy was enjoying her revenge immensely. She’d particularly enjoyed watching Jason get his, but not so much when Ruth got spanked. Sure Ruth deserved it as much as Jason, but it just wasn’t as exciting to watch. 
Ruth got her three swats and did start to cry. Unfortunately for them, Ms. Carmichael considered it very important that the punishment be done in public, including embarrassing the students. She took no pity on Ruth as she stood crying in front of the class. 
When it was Melanie’s turn, she tried to get away with leaning her chest on the chair, but got the same direction as Ruth. Even before the spanking started, Cindy liked Melanie’s spanking better than Ruth’s. She was staring at Melanie’s pert, narrow bottom when she realized she just liked looking at Melanie’s pert, narrow bottom. She’d liked looking at Jason’s, but Ruth’s was just too big. She was snapped out of her reverie by the crack of the paddle across Melanie’s bottom. Cindy started to feel a little tingle in her pussy as she watched Melanie get her three, very hard swats. Then, Melanie stood in front of the class as if she got spanked like that every day. No tears. No blushing. Cindy briefly wondered how many swats it would take to bring tears to Melanie’s eyes. And why do I want to see that?
When the three returned to their desks, they dug into their backpacks to get their social studies book. It was Melanie that found her pencils first. “What?!” she shouted in shock and then pulled out three pencils… the three she knew were in her backpack, but hadn’t been there before. “I have mine,” she said to Ms. Carmichael. A wave of laughter rolled through the room, turning her scarlet as she realized not only had she been spanked for nothing, but everyone else thought it was funny. 
Seconds later, both Ruth and Jason produced pencils where there had been none just minutes ago. “Me, too,” said Jason. Ruth just held hers up in disbelief. With all three of them in the same situation, the class didn’t think it was so funny and a hush fell over the room. 
“Spooky,” said Tanya. Everyone managed to lean as far from the three freshly spanked kids as possible. 
“Why would the three of you do that?” asked Ms. Carmichael, her first thought that they had always had their pencils. Did they want a spanking? But then, the three denied they had purposely missed their pencils. The pencils hadn’t been there and now they were. 
Her next thought was that someone had removed the pencils and replaced them during the spanking, but she was certain no one had left their seat. Deciding they’d wasted enough time, she said, “I want to talk to the three of you at lunch. Now everyone open your books to page 147.”
Through all of that, Cindy managed to keep a straight face. No way did she want to be suspected in what just happened. Then, in the end, Ms. Carmichael seemed to just put it aside as she plunged into the daily lesson. With her plan for the day over and much better than she’d hoped, the rest of the day passed without event. 
Melanie lived just a couple of blocks away from her. She’d even played with Melanie a couple of times, but it was in a big group game where they both came with different friends. Cindy was not very good at sports and Melanie seemed to be good at everything she tried. Shrugging, Cindy put Melanie out of her mind. She was going to have a full summer with the twins and didn’t need any distractions. 
Monday night, Cindy practiced her forgery. With samples of April’s and May’s handwriting, she tried to write a note, like they were passing notes in class… which would earn them a spanking, of course. The idea was the note would just drop on the floor where their teacher could see it. After he read the note and discovered it belonged to the twins, the rest would follow according to plan. 
When she got frustrated at her inability to get it right, her bitch lent a hand, showing yet another useful ability. He needed a little practice, but he got the twins’ slightly different handwriting down good enough to fake the note. Cindy read over the note one more time, then folded it up small enough to be passed unseen between two naughty girls. She was going for a bare bottom spanking for both of them and the only way to earn one of those was cursing. The note would take care of that for her. 
Cindy waited until about halfway through Tuesday morning before she dispatched an invisible ghost to drop the note on the floor between the twins. Unfortunately, she wouldn’t be able to witness the events. He was gone for about 20 minutes and returned with a smile and a nod. Kneeling next to her he said, “It went perfectly.”
She didn’t acknowledge his presence except to smile a little at the news. Then half an hour later, as lunch started, she discovered the family’s camcorder in her lunch bag. How had that gotten there? She hid the camcorder in a safer place in her backpack and looked up to see her bitch grinning at her, inches away. She looked back at the camcorder and then at her bitch again. “Are you kidding me?” she said with a grin. 
“Every bit of it recorded, princess” said her bitch. Then he even offered to go home and upload it onto her computer so it would be ready and waiting when she got home. She nodded, wondering how she could reward a ghost. Oh, how slowly the time rolled by that afternoon. She thought she saw every tick of the clock. When school ended, she was almost the first one out the door and she ran all the way home. Not only couldn’t she wait to see the video, she didn’t want to run into the twins, who she figured were in a very bad mood. 
The video was already queued up and ready for her to push the play button. “Make sure nobody comes in,” she told her bitch. Then she started the video. It was remarkably clear, not quite as good as being there, but much better than nothing, which was just what she’d expected to see of the grand event. The note had already been dropped and Mr. Eisen was just opening up the folder slip of paper. “Now who do you suppose is passing notes?” he mused aloud. “And so close to the end of the school year.” He got the note unfolded as a hush fell over the room. Everyone knew it was somebody else’s note. 
The customary punishment was to start by reading the note, often an embarrassing event in itself. Sometimes the note had little secrets that suddenly were no longer secret. Mr. Eisen read it through carefully. His eyebrows rose in astonishment as he read:
Jeez, May, can you believe how fucking boring this is?
*giggle* Really!! I can’t wait to get out of this damn grade school. 
I’d just be happy if the day was over. Then only three more.
Sure as hell isn’t gonna end early. 
Wanna pretend we’re sick for the rest of the week?
He looked up at the class, his eyes fixing of April and May. “April and May, come up here,” he said. 
“What?” said April.
“Why?” said May. 
“For your punishment,” said Mr. Eisen, waving the note with a knowing look. “Don’t give me that innocent look.” All the evidence pointed to them. The note was between them on the floor. It had their handwriting. And April had even mentioned May’s name in the note. 
“But, Mr. Eisen, that’s not our note,” protested May. “We don’t do that.”
“Don’t argue with me, young lady,” said Mr. Eisen, “or your punishment will be double.” He was impressed by her acting ability, managing sincerity despite all the evidence. “You’ve been caught in the act, so stop the acting.”
The twins stared at each other, each wondering if the other had dropped the note and both coming to the same conclusion… it was somebody else’s note. Yet, there was no room for arguing. With a quick nod to each other, they rose, ready to take whatever Mr. Eisen had to give. The usual punishment for a note, or for just about anything, was three swats. 
“Can we… ummm… see the note?” asked April. 
“Oh, I plan to show you,” he said. His look and his voice said something was terribly wrong and they sensed that. Trembling, the twins walked up to his desk and stood. They wanted to argue, but this was not a court of law. They were presumed guilty with no appeal. “I want you to understand exactly why you’re getting a bare bottom spanking.”
“No, no,” burst out May. “It’s not our note. You can’t spank us for that. And not on the bare.” Not with just three days of school left. The middle school they were going to next year was part of the same school, but they delivered spankings in private. They were so close to never getting a public spanking and now they wouldn’t stand for it.
“Are you telling me this isn’t your handwriting,” said Mr. Eisen, showing them just the left half of the note so most of the profanity was hidden. 
“It can’t be,” said May even before she looked, but when she looked, it was. The first line said it all, ‘Jeez, May…’ right there in April’s handwriting. “Somebody’s trying to get us in trouble,” she said. She even pointed at ‘hell’ and added, “I wouldn’t say that… ever.”
“I’m not surprised anymore at what 5th grade girls say when they think they’re not going to be overheard… or caught with a note. Now stop it. You’ve already earned double the swats. Did you want to go for double, too, April?”
April was proud of her sister for standing up to Mr. Eisen and wasn’t about to let her do it on her own. Not that she wanted hers doubled, too, but perhaps… just perhaps… if they had a united front, he would listen and change his mind. “It’s really not our note,” pleaded April. “We can talk all we want at home, so why would we write notes in class?” 
“Any of you could talk as much as you want at recess or at lunch, but I still see plenty of notes,” countered Mr. Eisen. “And I’ve heard enough. You’ve earned double, too, April. Another word and I’ll get out the wrist binders.”
The twins looked at each other with a ‘can you believe this’ look. They were going to get a bare bottom spanking and there was nothing they could do about it anymore. The wrist binders were serious business. The Velcro cuffs wouldn’t hold for very long, but they did suffice for making a 5th grader unable to resist. And worse, it meant they wouldn’t be able to remove their own skirts and panties. Neither wanted Mr. Eisen to do that for them. 
Cindy watched the video with glee. For a minute she thought maybe they’d talk their way out of it, but Mr. Eisen wasn’t backing down. Then Mr. Eisen unfolded the note and that’s when Cindy realized April hadn’t see her use of fucking and May hadn’t see her God damn. The two goggled at the note. Yeah, sure, anyone who wrote that note would get a bare bottom spanking. And Mr. Eisen was convinced they’d written. And their chances to argue were nil. They looked up at him, their eyes beseeching him in a last ditch plea, the only way they could plea for mercy. He shook his head and made a little spinning motion with his finger to tell them to turn. 
April and May turned to face the class with angry looks, seeking out someone who looked guilty of framing them. Their looks quickly turned to embarrassment as no one looked guilty and everyone looked eager to see them spanked. Behind them, Mr. Eisen said, “Class, I can’t read the note to you. It contains profanity, which is why April and May will get a bare bottom spanking. As for the two of you,” he put a hand on each of the twins’ shoulder and squeezed firmly, “I am very upset that you would use that kind of language. Take this lesson to heart and stop saying or even writing those words. Passing notes in class means you aren’t paying attention and the things you say agree with that. You’re not in school to fool around. You are to pay attention or how else will you learn anything?”
Cindy’s bitch was standing in the middle of the classroom with a perfect view of the two girls, so Cindy wasn’t missing much. She’d seen the look of resignation, the flush of embarrassment, and now had a front row seat as Mr. Eisen said, “Both of you take off your skirts and panties.”
April and May turned an identical shade of red as they slid their zippers down. Without looking directly at each other, they stepped out of their skirts in unison. Both looked ready to burst into tears in abject humiliation as they slid down their panties. Cindy squirmed in her seat, feeling a major tingle in her pussy as she watched, knowing the twins were now half naked in front of 22 of their peers and couldn’t do a damn thing about it. 
“April, come over here and bend over the stool,” said Mr. Eisen. As April bent in profile to the class, her pert rump stuck out ready for a spanking. Only Mr. Eisen could see her pussy peeking between her long slender legs… well Mr. Eisen and an invisible camcorder.  Cindy slipped a hand into her skorts and wiggled it inside her panties. Finding her clit, she started rubbing it as she watched April get her first swat. It wasn’t as hard as Ms. Carmichael had done the day before, but April had to suffer through six of them. It only took longer when she tried to cover her bottom and Mr. Eisen waited for her to move her hands. From first swat to sixth swat took nearly four minutes in which April provided a wonderful view to all, sobbed more in humiliation than pain, and felt her bottom grow from pearly white to bright red. 
“Now stand and face the class,” he told her. Stand and face the class included keeping her hands at her side. She looked over at May who’d held the same position for nearly five minutes now, incredibly displayed to tittering girls and horny boys. “Now, your turn, May,” said Mr. Eisen. 
“This is wrong, Mr. Eisen, and you know it,” said May, almost ready to gather her clothes and make a run for the door. 
Mr. Eisen was not of the opinion that this punishment was unwarranted, but he did know that May had spoken after being told no more. He slid open the bottom drawer of his desk and pulled out the wrist binders. He knew this could go either way. The clean way would be for her to give in and let him. The messy way was if she chose not to be bound for her spanking and did everything she could to prevent being bound. Not that he was an expert in restraining young girls, but it looked like she was going to let him as her shoulders slumped. She wasn’t exactly cooperative, but she didn’t run either. It took a couple of minutes to get her wrists bound behind her back. Then he walked her to the stool and leaned the helpless 11-year-old over the stool. 
May’s six swats went pretty fast and a minute and a half later, she was standing next to April with an equally red bottom. The teacher removed her wrist binders and then told them both they could get dressed. Cindy was ecstatic that her bitch seemed always to be in the right place to get the best shot of the action at any one time. He even panned over the classroom at the end, showing some of the smirks that the twins had to face.  
On the way home, the twins had decided that Cindy had to have something to do with it. She’d gotten them spanked on Saturday. She’d been at the pool when they lost their suits. And now this. She must have written the note and tucked it into their clothes so it would eventually fall out. There was no other explanation. Guilty or not, they were going to get even with somebody and Cindy was it. 
When the video ended, Cindy closed the viewer. The twins would be home by now and she wanted to see how they were acting. Unfortunately, they were in their room and they were plotting. She sent her bitch into the room to find out how they were taking their spanking and he didn’t come out for quite a while. What he learned in the twins’ room shocked Cindy. She hated that they blamed her for everything. So what if it was true. She’d gone to great lengths to take suspicion away from her and still they blamed her. She wanted to have the showdown with the twins on Monday when their parents were at work. She may not be able to wait until then because the twins were going to try something at the very first opportunity. It was what they planned that shocked her, until her bitch said, “You should do that to them… just what they planned to do to you, but you do it to them.” 
Cindy stared at her ghost for a few seconds as the light dawned on her. She and her bitch could indeed do that. “Thank you, Jeremy,” she said, rewarding him with a name even if it wasn’t his preferred name. “Can you get the stuff?”
“Follow me, princess.” He took her back to her bedroom and explained not only could he get “the stuff,” he could get just the right stuff to make it go perfectly. “Yes, princess, somebody has already done that enough times that they make high quality bondage gear for those people. I can get that.” 
Of course there was the matter of the note the teacher was required to send home about the spanking, so daddy and mommy soon knew about the incident. Cindy made herself scarce while that was going on. 
That night, lying in bed, Cindy told Jeremy, “Lie down with me. Make me feel good.” She didn’t know if a ghost would appreciate a soft bed, but he did lay down in a spoon position behind her. His tentacles wrapped around her in a warm, comforting embrace. Reaching around her, he put just one finger to her clit and started rubbing. 
“Imagine April and May all tied up and you can do anything to them,” he whispered. “Remember them standing in front of their class half naked and all because of you. Remember their daddy spanking them for you.” He knew just how to excite her as he whispered future plans for the twins. Sometimes he talked about kids in her class, but mostly it was April and May as his finger busily worked her higher and higher until she shuddered in a warm, wonderful orgasm wrapped up in his presence. Then she drifted to sleep. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 4
(ggg, bd, spank, humil, inc, oral, anal)
Cindy cancelled her plans for the rest of the week for her ghost. The school year was winding down and with just three days, she let the anticipation of two months of summer vacation fill her. She’d planned on framing a few more of her classmates so they’d get spankings, but now she had April and May to worry about. It made her uneasy to be alone, but her bitch spent most of the day away from her, getting the stuff that she’d need to turn the tables on the twins. The more she thought about it, the more excited she got about the idea of taking their ideas and using those ideas against her stepsisters. 
Jeremy showed up in mid-afternoon to tell her that he’d gotten what she’d need. He seemed just as excited as she was. She hadn’t realized until now that he was enjoying everything she was doing to her classmates and to the twins. She didn’t mind that he was excited. In fact, it made her feel a twinge in her pussy at the thought that a boy (even if he was a ghost) was going to watch what she did with April and May… and he’d be excited… sexually. Just like me. 
After school, Jeremy showed her what he’d brought her. It looked so wicked, but also a little confusing. “Don’t worry, princess,” he said as he handed her a bondage magazine. “This will show you how it’s all used. And, if you like, I can put it all on them. I know what to do with it.”
Well, that offer just spurred a new round of thought for Cindy. If he could put the bondage gear on the twins, what else could he do? Her plan had been just to use him to restrain the twins while she did the bondage. As she started asking more questions, once again he proved to be an excellent source of sinister ideas. By dinner she had a much more elaborate plan for the evil stepsisters. 
At dinner, April asked her father, “Daddy, where are you and mom going Friday night?”
The question reminded Cindy that their parents had a regular “date” every Friday night. From the look that both April and May gave her as the question was asked, she now knew when the twins were planning on getting even with her. She felt a rush of excitement to know that they really were going to go through with it and she was going to ambush them. 
“We’re going to dinner,” answered daddy. “We haven’t decided where and then we’ll go to the Blue Fox.” 
Dinner and dancing, thought Cindy. That would keep them out until midnight at least. Plenty of time to screw with the twins and then clean up so it would look like nothing had happened. 
Apparently mommy and daddy didn’t notice how April and May looked at her when they realized they’d have a long time to torment their little stepsister because nothing was said. To Cindy it looked like they already had her naked and hanging upside down. Predators eyeing their prey. 
To make sure everything went smoothly, Cindy even practiced Wednesday and Thursday nights to make sure her and Jeremy both knew the plan, what would happen when, and what Jeremy would do when she said specific things. April and May would not know about Jeremy, now or ever. He’d help all Friday night though she’d never acknowledge his existence. Both nights, she slept with him wrapped around her after a pleasant cum on his talented fingers. 
Finally, the last day of school came and summer vacation officially started. Cindy knew how to play it cool, waiting for the twins to make their move. The twins, on the other hand, were so wound up about their revenge on Cindy that both mommy and daddy asked them what they were up to. Cindy thought April and May couldn’t have been more obvious that they were up to no good. At this point they were not making any attempt to hide the fact from Cindy that she was in for trouble as soon as their parents left. Just their parents seemed oblivious to the coming storm. 
Picking the site of the fun, Cindy was in her room after they’d eaten and their parents left for their date. This was where everything she needed was and where she’d show the twins just who was in charge. It was about ten minutes after their parents left that April and May barged into her room. 
“Hey,” said Cindy, looking surprised. “You could knock. And who said you could come in?”
As they came in, the twins stood side by side, blocking the door. They glared at her with arms folded across their chests. Cindy rose to face them. “It’s time you learned your place, Cindy-rella,” said May, using the name they’d tagged her with but only used when there was no one around. 
“Get out of my room,” said Cindy, letting them feel like she was worried. Jeremy was already behind the twins, a tentacle loosely around each waist. 
“We don’t know how you’re doing it, but we know that you got daddy to spank us. You took our suits at the pool. And you got us spanked at school. Now you’re gonna get it,” said April. 
“Oh, that,” said Cindy with a smile. Now she was ready to acknowledge all that. “Yeah, so what? It was so much fun. God, you should have seen how red you were when the whole pool saw you naked.” The twins were caught off guard by the open admission. Surprise dashed across their face to be replaced by anger at her smiling reminder of the event. “It’s you that should be worried about me, though,” she added. “If I can do that, then what else can I do?”
“Yeah, we’ll show you what happens to Cindy-rella when she messes with us,” said April. Once she was taught a proper lesson, the twins reasoned that Cindy would stop messing with them. They both put a foot forward, but their bodies didn’t move as Jeremy tightened his grip around their waist and held them in place. 
“You see,” said Cindy. “I can do magic. You can’t touch me, can you? Stuck where you are? That’s because I want it that way.” She watched with a growing smirk as April and May struggled to get to her, then to move sideways, and even to back up. The glares and the anger were replaced by confusion and concern. 
“What’s going on?” demanded April. Her hips wiggled side to side, but that was about the limit of her movement. She tried to reach something to pull on. She tried to take steps. 
“Let us go,” said May. She grabbed April and tried to pull April to her, but even that didn’t work. 
“Let you go so you can strip me? Tie me up? Hang me upside down? Spank me all night long?” said Cindy, rattling off the things the twins had said in private what they were going to do to their uppity little sister. 
“Just let us go,” said May, ready to beat a retreat from the room. This wasn’t going according to their plan. 
“Watch this,” said Cindy. She pointed at April’s right hand with her left index finger and then raised her finger to point high and right of April. To the astonishment of both girls, April’s hand went up and to the right, following Cindy’s finger. She slowly took her finger from pointing high and right to pointing at April’s left foot. Sure enough, April’s hand went down to touch her toe. With Jeremy still holding her waist, April bent at the waist with her knees straight as she touched her toe. Cindy pointed high and right, making April’s hand go back up. 
“Stop it!” squealed April, totally freaked out at Cindy’s power. 
May was amazed, but it wasn’t her hand being manipulated. “How are you doing that?” She didn’t want to accept that Cindy could actually do magic. “There’s no such thing as magic. Let her go.”
“Please,” begged April, unable to lower her arm. “Just let us leave.”
Cindy pointed at April’s left foot and April touched her toe again. Then she made April’s arm go up again, but she did it faster now. “Down, up, down, up,” said Cindy as she bent April over two more times. Then she pointed her right index finger at May’s right hand and raised it so that April and May were identically reaching up and to their right. She toyed with the twins so cute in their matching outfits, bending them down and then back up. It looked like a dance she’d seen in a spoof movie, but she didn’t know what movie they were spoofing. It just looked silly and the twins were growing desperate as they realized she was in total control. 
Bored with that, Cindy made the twins raise both their arms and freeze in the position. She stepped forward and grabbed the hem of April’s T-shirt and raised it. “I believe the first thing on your list was to strip me,” she said. “Wanna see a 9-year-old naked as much as I wanna see an 11-year-old with tits?” She got the shirt over April’s head, exposing her bare chest. “Kinda small, aren’t they?” She smirked. “Bend forward, slave.” April fought the command, but bent forward so that Cindy could pull her shirt off over her arms. Cindy tossed it aside. 
“Stop it. Get away,” yelled April. “We… we just wanna go.”
Cindy went to May and pulled her shirt off in the same fashion. “We’re sorry,” said May as her shirt came off.
“Not sorry enough,” said Cindy. “I’ll let you know when I’m happy.” She unfastened the front of May’s shorts and slid them down her legs. “Foot up,” she said and May dutifully raised first one foot and then the other so her shorts could be removed completely. Cindy pulled May’s panties up so they were stretched against her pussy, making her lips and slit visible. 
April let out a sob as Cindy stepped in front of her and removed her shorts and then pulled up her panties. “Now, just stay like that,” she said as she got her camera and snapped some pictures of the squirming, helpless girls. Returning to April, she pulled down April’s panties and got her stepsister to step out of them for her. 
Back to May, Cindy said, “I’m having fun. How about you two?” She pulled off May’s panties. Finally she removed the twins’ shoes and socks with their forced cooperation. Taking a few more pictures, she said, “Don’t the two of you look good naked. I got these bottoms spanked twice in a week and now I’m going to do it personally. You’re welcome to try to stop me.” She just laughed as they struggled again. 
Going to her drawer, she came back with two ball gags, not that the twins understood what they were. She stepped up to the helpless April and shoved the ball into her mouth. Then she fastened the strap behind her head, ran the leather Y strap up from her mouth and over her head, and fastened that strap in the back. “I figure you’ll be pretty noisy when I spank you,” she said, “so this will keep you quiet.”
May tried to fight with Cindy over possession of her mouth, but Cindy got the ball between her teeth and shoved it home. Soon May was wearing a full head harness just like her sister. 
“On your tummies,” said Cindy and the twins couldn’t help but lay down on their stomachs, facing each other. Cindy pulled May’s hands behind her back. “Watch this, April. This is cool,” she said. Picking up a piece of rope, she held it in front of April and then said, “Rope, do your stuff.” 
April’s eyes bugged out as the rope tied itself around May’s wrists. She tried to say something, but it was completely lost in the gag. “Mmmph, ummm, mmmmm, aaaaaah,” said Cindy, mocking April. “Are you trying to tell me you want some of that rope, too?”
April wildly shook her head, but Cindy picked up another piece of rope. “Rope, do your stuff,” she said. April watched the rope go behind her and then her wrists were securely lashed together.
“Now, both of you notice that with your arms like that, you can’t protect your asses from my paddle.” She held up a leather paddle. “Haven’t tried it yet, but I’ll bet this hurts like hell.”
Two more times, Cindy sent the rope to do its stuff and the twins’ ankles were crossed and securely tied together. “I think that takes care of the tying up part,” said Cindy. “Probably a better job of tying that you were gonna do to me. What’s next on the list?” She didn’t say anything for half a minute, letting her victims remember what was next and then squirm and beg for mercy. Instead, she took more pictures. 
Now that they were bound, Cindy rolled them onto their backs and pointed at the ceiling. There were four new hooks securely embedded in rafters. “I’m gonna hang you from the ceiling. You have a problem with that?” The twins obviously did have a problem with that as they continued to argue into their gags and squirm deliciously. “OK, I don’t give a damn,” said Cindy. “You’re going up. How about April first,” she said. She looked down at the twins and saw the drool running out of the corners of their mouths. “Getting messy,” she said, swiping a finger through April’s drool. 
April shrieked as a rope ran through the ceiling hook and down to her ankles. Her eyes were wide with fear. Cindy bent over her face, looking into those frightened blue pools. “You are so fucked,” said Cindy. “I’m just gonna beat that ass of yours all night long.” She smiled as she repeated, “You’re welcome to try to stop me.” She picked up April’s head so the 11-year-old could watch the rope tying around her ankles and then going taut. Slowly April’s feet went into the air. “Want me to stop, sweetie?” asked Cindy. The “sweetie” came out of Cindy’s mouth with a tone that made April feel like a helpless little girl in the sinister hands of a predator. Prey, instead of the predator she expected to be. Cindy received a frantic nod from April. “I’ll stop around ten o’clock,” said Cindy casually. 
April kicked her feet and rolled back and forth, but all she could really do was watch her feet go up in the air. Then her bottom was off the floor. Then her back and shoulder blades. Finally, her head was pulled up off the floor and she swung back and forth, coming to rest with her head six inches off the floor. Cindy took a few practice swings at the perfectly displayed ass without even touching April’s delectable bottom. “Yep, that’s the perfect height.” 
Cindy sat down astride May’s chest, looking right into her eyes. “Who’s getting hung next?” The rope already was going up and through the hook. Unlike April, May didn’t get to watch the rope as it was tied to her ankles. Taunting May, Cindy looked at April and said, “She doesn’t look very comfortable. I figure you want to do everything that your twin does, so I’ll let you find out just how much fun it is.” She looked back over her shoulder at the progress of the rope. With a few more seconds before it was ready, she asked, “Do you want to get spanked first, sweetie?”
“Uh uh, uh uh,” said May, shaking her head back and forth. 
“You want April to go first?”
May was silent this time, just staring back at Cindy. 
“You don’t have to answer that one. I think you pretty much already voted for April to go first,” said Cindy. “Didn’t she, April?”
Sliding off May, Cindy said, “Take her up.” Then the three of them watched as May’s feet went up in the air until she too was hanging by her ankles, her head six inches off the floor. With the pair hanging by their ankles, Cindy took pictures again. 
Picking the paddle back up, Cindy said, “I can’t begin to tell you how much fun it is to know that you had this planned for me, but I’m the one doing it to you. I hope you appreciate just how cool it is for you to name your own punishment.” She stepped up beside April, paddle at the ready. “Of course, I should say your first punishment. We’re going to do something every day, all summer long. Every time mom and dad go to work or go out on a date, you’ll be mine.” 
Cindy smacked the paddle firmly on April’s bare bottom, earning a sweet little muffled yelp. After ten swats, the sweet little muffled yelps had turned into loud frustrated screams. She stepped over to May. “Time to listen to your screams, May.”
May expressed her opinion of her little stepsister taking those kinds of liberties with her helpless bare, bottom, but it only made Cindy want to do it more. The 9-year-old could feel her pussy getting wet. She knew she’d get excited that way by tormenting the twins and had planned on letting Jeremy make her feel good later, but he’d suggested a truly wicked alternative to his finger. And shown her pictures in magazines when she didn’t believe him. 
May was soon screaming to the tune of ten swats that reddened her pure white ass to match her sister’s. Then, Cindy added another ten. “Jeez, May,” she said halfway through the second ten, feeling giddy with excitement. “Scream for me. Better yet, try not to scream.” May didn’t even appear to try through 16, 17, and 18. At number 18, she looked over at April and said, “Bet you’re looking forward to your next ten, huh?” April was not looking forward to those, but like everyone in the room, she knew that she and May were getting the same treatment. Cindy was alternating between the 11-year-old’s just so they’d each have a chance to anticipate receiving what their twin was getting. 
After May received her 20th swat, Cindy went to April, who was already sobbing just in anticipation of the pain. “I haven’t even started yet,” she said to April. “You know you’re getting 10 more. What you don’t know is that you’re getting 20 more.” She laughed as April raged in helpless frustration. Oh, what April would do to Cindy if she could get her hands on her right now. But, her hands were tied behind her back and she was not about to get her hands around Cindy’s neck in the near future. “Here’s what you’re waiting for,” she told April as she started her second set of ten. 
Then after the 20th swat, Cindy stopped. “What would you do to keep me from giving you the next 10… and the next 10… and the next ten?” 
It wasn’t real clear what the twins were offering up, but they sounded pretty open to suggestion. Cindy worked a tiny finger between April’s pussy lips, deep and intimate, making April squirm uncomfortably, but for an entirely new reason. “You ever touch yourself here?” asked the little sister. “Rub it hard and cum?”
“Uh uh,” said April. 
“I don’t suppose you have either then,” she asked May. 
“Uh uh.”
“Well, it feels really good when you do, so you should try it sometime. What I want you to do is touch me there, rub it until I cum.” She sighed with disgust. “I don’t suppose you even know what cumming is, so I’ll let you know when it happens. But, here’s the trick… you’re going to take turns rubbing me there… with your tongues. Got it?”
Her stepsisters did indeed get it, which was far different from agreeing. After a few more pictures, focusing mostly on a couple of very red bottoms, Cindy removed April’s gag, saying, “Don’t you dare say a thing or I’ll go right back to spanking. When I do give you permission to talk, you be polite or you’ll get spanked.” The gag came free with a great outpouring of slobber, followed by an audible swallow. It surprised Cindy, but she covered her surprise by looking at May and saying, “You gonna spit all over my carpet, too, sweetie?” 
May denied that she’d be so messy, but when her gag came out, it seemed even worse than April’s mess. She had to snort to keep the drool from running into her nose. “Damn, May,” said Cindy. It was exciting to have control over even their spit. 
With the twins able to speak, Cindy said, “April, do you understand that you’re going to lick my pussy until I cum?”
“Y-y-yes, Cindy,” said April. 
“May, do you understand?”
Like April, May understood it was either that or a night of spanking. “Yes, Cindy,” she said. “We won’t ever…”
“Silence, slave,” said Cindy. “Here’s what you won’t ever… you won’t ever disobey me. You won’t ever be mean to me. You won’t ever tell anyone what goes on when we’re alone. There are consequences if you do.” She waved her hand up in the air as she said, “I’ll need you a little higher for you to do this right.” The twins rose magically until their faces were level with Cindy’s crotch. Then Cindy stripped. First she went to April and pulled that gorgeous face to her pussy. “You can either ask me for more swats or lick it.”
April’s tongue came out reluctantly and then delicately touched her little stepsister’s smooth pussy lips. Even without pushing between the lips, she tasted Cindy’s juices and made a face. She paused. Her view was between Cindy’s legs, a good view of Cindy’s bottom from underneath, but no clue of how serious Cindy was. “Ready for that spanking?” asked Cindy. April’s tongue resumed licking, despite how demeaning it was and how it tasted. Cindy pulled her plump pussy lips apart. “See the pink part? Lick that.” 
Making another face, April pushed her tongue all the way in to the pink part and got the full smell and taste of Cindy’s wet pussy. It wasn’t the taste of pee as she’d expected. It wasn’t that bad, but it wasn’t very good either. “That’s a good little girl, sweetie,” said Cindy. “Be a good slave for me.” Even that goading didn’t get April to stop this time. She cleaned Cindy’s pussy up and down. Then when Cindy showed April her clit, April went to work licking that. 
After giving April a turn, Cindy stepped away from April and went to May. “Your turn,” she said as she pulled May’s face into her pussy and rubbed it around. “Start where she left off.” It wasn’t quite that easy as Cindy had to show the disbelieving May where April left off and soon May was making Cindy tingle. 
Jeremy had nothing to do once the twins were strung up, except to pull them higher on command. They’d agreed that he could enjoy himself and so he watched them get spanked and stroked his many cocks, getting each one erect. As Cindy made her stepsisters eat her, he focused on one cock so he could cum. For now he had to be satisfied with masturbating, but Cindy had promised him more later. 
Cindy made a trip back and forth between the twins again before settling down with April’s tongue on her throbbing clit. She let April take her the rest of the way, cumming with a loud moan as April drank the new flood of juices. Just for good measure, Cindy rubbed her messy cunt on April’s cheeks and moved to May. “You should get some of this, too,” she told May as that twin licked up some more girl cum before getting marked with cum on her face, too. 
“There,” said Cindy with satisfaction. “Now you’re officially cunt lickers, pussy eaters, lezzie sluts for your little sister. I enjoyed that. Did you?”
“No, Cindy,” they chorused. 
“That’s nice,” said Cindy. “I’m glad to see you did it so well even if you didn’t enjoy it. Plenty more disgusting things for you to do and I expect you to do them all without question. I can’t begin to imagine how it feels to be tied, naked, and strung up in your little sister’s room for her pleasure. Doing anything I want. Probably wants to just make you scream, huh?” But, she was ready to let them down, so she pointed at April’s rope. “Down,” she said and the rope lowered April gently to the floor until she was lying on her back. Then she magically lowered May. 
“Spread,” said Cindy. An 18 inch spreader bar settled itself at May’s knees and a couple of knots later, May’s knees were spread wide open. As April was put in the same precarious predicament, the twins were left to wonder why they were so exposed. It was thoroughly humiliating to have their pussies so accessible like that, but aside from that, they didn’t know why. It was worse when Cindy took more pictures. 
“Who wants to go first?” asked Cindy, holding up 6 inch long, slender vibrator. It was just a half inch in diameter. “I guess it’s April’s turn to go first. After all, the oldest of my slaves ought to lose her virginity first.” The twins’ only reaction was to gasp in shock and disbelief. “That’s right. That special gift you were saving for your husband or maybe for a special guy in your life… you saved it just for me.”
As she put the vibrator to April’s virgin tunnel, April said, “For God’s sake, Cindy. You taught us… you showed us… who’s boss. Please, don’t do this.”
Cindy paused, thrilled that she had April begging. “Hmmm, maybe we should have a begging contest,” she said. “The best beggar doesn’t lose her virginity.”
“No, Cindy…” said May. Then realizing she had no control, she added, “… please. Don’t do either of us.”
As May said that, Cindy decided there would be no begging. They both had to get it. One thing she wanted to keep was the twins as a set of twins. She didn’t want to turn them against each other, begging for their own virginity and possibly offering up their twins’. And, if one was a virgin and not the other, then they wouldn’t be the perfect matched set. “Guess I’ll just do it then,” she said. 
Turning her attention back to April, Cindy checked again that the vibrator was poised to enter April’s private treasure. “Now, this is gonna hurt,” she said. “It’ll hurt less if I do it slow. So, you want it slow or fast… you know, get it over with quick?”
“Please…” whined April, her full attention on the intruder poised and ready at her wide open pussy. There was no mercy in Cindy’s eyes… no chance to beg.  “Do it slow,” she said. 
Cindy took the hard plastic from April’s pussy long enough to rub in through her own juicy pussy and then started working it into April’s tight tunnel. She watched closely as it slowly disappeared. Grinning up at April, she said, “It’s an inch in.” She made a couple strokes with it and then worked it a little deeper. Now April was grunting in pain just from the feel of the slender instrument opening her up. “You paying attention, May?” Cindy asked as it sank deeper. It pressed up against something. “There it is, April. A little farther and you aren’t a virgin anymore.”
April’s response was just a whine. She knew she wasn’t going to change Cindy’s mind. There came a moment when she saw the savage glee in Cindy’s scary green eyes and she knew it was coming. The vibrator pushed hard and sank another inch, tearing through her hymen. She screamed at the sharp pain that seemed to stab her right in her preteen womb. “That was slow?” she asked, thinking it was anything but slow.   
“No, I guess not,” said Cindy. “But this is slow.” She continued to work the vibrator deeper and deeper, very slowly, until she had barely anything except the wire to hold on to. As slow as it was, it still was at best uncomfortable and at times, painful at the unfamiliar feeling of something inside her. “This is what a cock feels like inside you.” Cindy started to pump it in and out slowly. When she finally removed it, there were traces of blood on the cylinder. She held it up and even wiped a finger through the blood that seeped out of the raped pussy. She didn’t show it to April, but to May, eliciting a grimace and a gasp from the virgin twin. 
Without wasting time, Cindy moved to May. “Slow or fast?” she asked. 
“You didn’t really do her slow,” countered May. 
“Do it slow, May,” offered April. “She did do it slow and it still hurt.”
“Slow then,” said May and then she discovered what April meant. It wasn’t the taking of her cherry that was slow, but having something stretch her open where nothing had ever been before that was best done slowly. She stretched her neck up to watch more closely than April had dared and saw her blood and then watched as the vibrator just seemed to disappear inside her. 
As she withdrew the vibrator, Cindy said, “And now this.” A feeling of dread swept through April and May as they understood Cindy was about to do even more. Up until now the twins had only thought they’d been penetrated by a slender rod with a wire that maybe was used to extract it if it went too deep. But as Cindy flicked the switch on the battery pack, it came to life with a buzz. She pressed it against May’s clit. 
May jumped in fright as her tormentor brought an electrical device in contact with her tender pussy, but then it almost immediately felt nice. It just seemed very contrary for Cindy to do something that felt nice. A minute later, an involuntary gasp escaped her lips. Her hips started to move, rotating in a circle and then thrusting forward and back. She watched Cindy carefully, still wondering what was going on as a warmth filled her and an orgasm snuck up on her. Her pussy had never felt like this before. “What?” she gasped as the tingle grew, feeling now like pleasant shocks darting through her body. 
“Watch this, April,” said Cindy. She was going to let May cum, but only for the purpose of embarrassing her. “The younger twin gets to have an orgasm before the older one. She’s gonna cum. This is what it feels like when a man fucks you good. But, May’s gonna do it for us right now. Just cuz she’s a slut, she’s gonna cum while we watch.”
The words were timed perfectly so May was too far gone to stop, but not so far gone that she didn’t blush bright red as she realized what was happening. It was a private moment gone totally public, or at least with her little sister and her twin watching. Now she knew she was out of control, once again at Cindy’s mercy, but in a different way. “Now show her,” she said to May. “Show her how a slut cums.”
Seconds later, May obliged as she came with a shudder and a shriek. It felt incredible as the strange new feeling took her. She might have looked like she was in pain, except that she was moaning, “Oh, God, yes, yes, oh my God, yes.” She trailed off with a soft, “Mmmmmm,” that resonated in the room like a cat’s purr. 
Cindy turned to April and held out the vibrator. “Now you cum for me.” She put the vibrator to the protesting girl’s clit. April fought it for several minutes, but there came a moment when she knew she’d lost the battle. “Oh no,” she moaned when she knew she, too, was going to embarrass herself with an uncontrolled moment of passion. 
This was even more fun for Cindy as April fought the urge and failed. “Gonna cum for me, sweetie. Can’t stop it. Can’t help it. We’re both gonna watch as you lose it. Just give in to it. Look at how you’re humping the air.” April stopped her hips, but seconds later started up again. “It feels good, April. Go ahead, cum for us. Then you can thank me. Such a slut.”
Slut was the last word April heard as her body completed the betrayal, jerking and tensing in exquisite pleasure at the wonderful touch of her 9-year-old stepsister. Then she heard Cindy saying, “Good girl. That’s what I wanted out of you.” If cumming for her little sister wasn’t bad enough, having Cindy say good girl was the height of humility. 
Cindy was wearing herself out with the intensity of her humiliation of her sisters. It was fun. It was sexy. It was satisfying. And it was tiring. She checked her watch and saw they still had over an hour to play. There was something she had planned that would give her a chance to rest. The twins might not enjoy the break, but Cindy would. She winked at Jeremy. “Over on your tummies again,” she said and the two turned over with a cheek pressed to the carpet and a pair of cheeks in the air. “Time for your asses to get fucked.”
“What?” protested both April and May. “What does that mean?” added May. It was a question she really didn’t want answered, but it was. Not verbally. They both felt the touch of an invisible cock to their tight little assholes. It was a touch that worked slowly to open up their rear defenses, slowly and inexorably until the tip of a cock slipped into each ass. After that it was just a matter of pushing in as they tried to push the new intruder out. This one was bigger and eerie in the feel of substance where nothing was really there.
As Jeremy ass fucked the two preteens, Cindy put a vibrator to each of their clits and took them up to the brink of orgasm. “Now, this is how it feels when a guy cums inside you.” She nodded at Jeremy and he picked up the pace, fucking two cute, tight asses side by side as they surrendered to an uncontrolled orgasm… and another… and another before he came.  
Grabbing a handful of hair on April, Cindy pulled her panting, smiling stepsister to her knees and then did the same for May. The twins looked a little silly with a big smile on their faces, but at least Cindy knew they felt the wonderful post-orgasmic glow. “Now thank me,” she said. “Thank me and then I have one more thing before I let you go.” She looked at her watch and added, “Forty five minutes early.”
Both girls just wanted to get it over with now. They thanked Cindy as ordered, actually with more sincerity than Cindy had expected. But, given the smiles on their faces, she decided she shouldn’t have been surprised. A simple spin of her fingers and the twins magically faced each other, inches apart. 
“You’ve seen really serious kisses in movies, right? And you’ve thought about how you’d kiss a guy, right?” Cindy got a nod from both twins to both questions. “Kiss each other like that and we’re done.” She put a hand at the back of each head and helped them lean forward, even guiding them to tilt their heads in opposite directions as their mouths came together. When the kiss seemed half hearted, she said, “Hey, we can keep going. I have more ideas of what to do to two tied, naked, and helpless twins. Either kiss like you mean it or you’ll find out what else we can do.” They’d find out sooner or later, but they didn’t know that. In exchange for Cindy’s mercy, they mashed their lips together, tongues probing each other’s mouth. 
“Very nice,” said Cindy. “Bet you’ve both been dying to do that.” The twins didn’t look like they agreed, but they also didn’t voice disagreement. 
“Now, when I untie you, you’ll go straight to your room, get ready for bed, and go to sleep, but you have to be naked under the covers. My magic works when I’m asleep. Don’t believe me? Just try sneaking into my room when I’m asleep. We can start all over again. I can make you do all that again and I can do it with mommy and daddy watching. No telling anybody what happened. I’ll make you do it in front of whoever you tell. No trying to get even. You’ll fail and I’ll just want to do more. No trying to avoid me. I’ll find you. There’s just one thing you can do.” She paused long enough for them to almost ask what that was. “Love what I make you do because you’re gonna do a lot of it.”
With a flourish of her hands, the ropes untied themselves. The twins shrank away from her, tentatively collecting their clothes before slinking off to their room. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 5
(ggg, bd, spank, d/s, inc, humil)
It was 3 am when May woke with an urgent need to pee. She took care of that business and then woke her sister who promptly dashed to the bathroom as well. When April came back, May said, “Let’s go get her.”
“She said…” argued April. 

“We have to try,” said May. “She was probably bluffing. Anyway, I gotta know if she can do it in her sleep or not.”
“Me, too, I guess,” said April. They slipped robes on over their naked bodies, a little ashamed that they’d actually slept naked like their little sister had ordered, and crept out of their room and down the hall to Cindy’s room. Pushing the door open slowly, the two frightened and cautious girls peeked in and saw no movement. They tiptoed into the room and then stopped, held in place by some unknown force. They tried to pull away, but they were stuck just like early in the evening. 
It was creepy to stand helpless in the middle of Cindy’s room. It got worse as their robe ties came undone and then their robes floated away despite their efforts. Yeah, standing naked and helpless in the middle of Cindy’s room was worse. Then it got even worse as it seemed fingers danced across their exposed skin. Sometimes it was delicate, like tickling and sometimes it was like someone was cupping their small tits. Even once it felt like a finger pushed inside them. 
That went on for half an hour as the twins wished they were back in their bed asleep instead of naked and waiting for Cindy to wake up. Then Cindy rolled over and her eyes opened. “Having fun?” she asked. “You just had to try, didn’t you?”
“Cindy… mom and dad are home,” said April. 
“Yeah, so I guess you’ll have to be quiet,” said Cindy. She was pleased to see April’s shoulders slump in defeat as her mom and dad defense backfired. “It means I probably can’t spank you, but there is so much more to do.” She waved one hand without saying a word and the ropes danced across the twins’ bodies, tying their wrists and ankles. Then another pair of ropes came out to play, tying their wrists to their ankles. Cindy admired the comely little arch of her stepsisters’ bodies that lifted their shoulders and knees up off the carpet. 
Only then did Cindy even bother to get out of bed with a yawn that put her halfway between bored and tired. “Maybe I should just leave you like that until I’ve had more sleep. You think you could sleep like that?” Despite her threat, she picked up something that the twins couldn’t see. It was just too dark. 
“Tongue out,” she said to May. The cute little pink tongue waved just inside May’s mouth, almost ready to dart out at the command, but restrained by May’s defiance and uncertainty. Just what would Cindy do with her tongue? She found out soon enough as her tongue just came eerily out of her mouth on its own. Cindy put a clamp on the tip of May’s tongue and looked at April. “Tongue out, sweetie.” She waited patiently as April decided that wasn’t a good idea, but then was amazed that her tongue obeyed without her approval and was promptly clamped by Cindy. 
As soon as the second clamp was in place, the twins discovered there was an elastic band between the clamps that stretched their tongues right out of their mouths. About 6 inches separated their faces as the band offered up their tongues as Cindy’s toys. Cindy even pulled April back another couple of inches so their tongues were way out of their mouths. Despite the risk of a parent seeing the flash under the door, Cindy took a couple of pictures. A little wriggle by May put the two a little closer, but Cindy put a stop to that. “Stay right where you are. Now, remember how you tasted my pussy with those tongues? How about we get you to taste some more? I could put hot sauce there… or lint off the rug… or a worm… or my pee.”
“Aaahhh, uuuuhhh, acccck,” said Cindy, mocking the two as they tried to protest. “Say what you want, but you’ll taste what I want you to taste.” She smiled slyly. “Or you could do something else for me. You could wriggle closer to take off the tension. Not yet!” she barked softly as May again tried to wriggle forward. “Not yet. I’m enjoying your helpless tongues too much and you don’t know the whole deal. If you choose to wriggle forward, you have to go all the way. I mean, wriggle forward until your tongues are touching. Then even closer until you’re giving each other tongue kisses.” She paused to let that sink in. “So, do you get mystery tastes or kiss your sister?”
The twins looked at each other and made a silent decision. Both began to wiggle forward until their tongues touched. “These will get in the way,” said Cindy as she removed the clamps. “You still have to kiss.” She leaned close as the two stretched out to give each other deep kisses. “Until I say stop,” she added. The twins kissed for several minutes, too afraid to argue any more. 
Even when Cindy got up, they kept kissing because she hadn’t told them to stop. When she returned, Cindy told them to stop and then poked a wad of cloth into April’s mouth. When there wasn’t a shred of fabric showing anymore, Cindy giggled, “Those are my panties from today. Here’s the deal. I want those panties in May’s mouth… completely. When you’re done with that, I’ve got a final job for you and then I’ll let you go back to bed.”
When nothing happened, Cindy got down real close and said, “Feed her the panties, sweetie. You’ve got a taste of them so give her a chance now. Or else… well, it could get worse.” She smiled as her panties started to appear out of April’s mouth and May waited with her mouth open. “Jeez, you guys have any idea how hot it is to have by big sisters enjoying my panties?”
The two glared at their little sister, but kept at it. May took the panties in her mouth and started pulling them from April’s until she had them mostly in her mouth. The last bits were the hardest, but Cindy didn’t let them stop until her panties were all the way in and May could close her mouth without a bit of panty showing. “Pretty nice,” said Cindy, pulling the soggy panties free. 
“Last thing then,” said Cindy as she waved her hands and the twins moved so they were facing each other, or more correctly April was facing May’s chest and May was facing April’s chest. “Suck some titties,” she said. “Go ahead. It’ll be almost like sucking your own titties, but not exactly. If you do it right, it makes your nipples hard and feels good. When you do that, you can go.” The camera flashed a couple of more times as the two sisters hardened each other’s small pink nipples. 
“Now, the next time I want to see you in my room is Monday after mommy and daddy go to work. Then we’ll have more fun. Run along to bed, my little playthings,” she taunted them. They scurried off to bed, never to return to Cindy’s room of their own volition. 
Saturday morning, the twins were relieved when Cindy paid no attention to them. She’d said their next appointment was on Monday and that gave them the whole weekend out of her control. It also gave them the whole weekend to wonder what Monday would be like. 
Cindy wandered down the street to Melanie’s neighborhood and joined in a softball game with Melanie and several other girls. When the game ended, Cindy followed Melanie home, now with the help of Jeremy so she was invisible. They went right into Melanie’s room with her where the slender 9-year-old stripped and put on a skimpy bikini. Just feet from Melanie, Cindy feasted her eyes on the pretty, athletic figure. It just didn’t seem like she’d have time for Melanie and the twins, too.
She wanted to follow Melanie down to the pool, but Jeremy said, “Princess, would you like to see something better?” Not that he didn’t want to gawk at Melanie in the nude, but now that the girl had a swim suit on, there were better things to be seen. 
Knowing that Jeremy always had wickedly delicious ideas, Cindy let him take her by the hand right to Melanie’s parents’ bedroom where he opened the door and led her in. The couple was in the shower together and Jeremy just led Cindy right into the bathroom to watch. The couple was as fit and trim as their daughter and her two older brothers, so it was exciting to watch them as they played in the shower, aroused each other with oral sex in bed, and then fucked with wild abandon. All with both of them totally oblivious to Melanie’s return home and Melanie oblivious to what went on right down the hall from her room. 
As they slipped back out of the room, Cindy said, “Oh my God, Jeremy. That was hot. Can you show me more?” She had the key to be the perfect peeping Cindy and she wanted to see it all. 
She saw the opposite of a loving couple as he took her to the back door of a house and then inside where they watched a man slap his wife a couple of times until she offered him a blow job between sobs. Right in the family room he made her strip and do it. Then Jeremy took her down the hall to their son’s room. As evidence that the children knew what daddy did to mommy, they watched the 14-year-old boy get a blow job from his naked 10-year-old sister. 
Then they went to a house where two women were playing together. One was clearly dominating the other who was dressed very much like a cat. Cindy watched with amazement as the catgirl meowed, purred, and licked herself just like a cat. When the dominant woman was happy with the performance, the catgirl turned her tongue to her mistress for a satisfying meal of juicy pussy. Cindy particularly noticed that the woman did not return the favor to her catgirl. 
“That’s cool,” said Cindy. She was already getting ideas as Jeremy showed her just what a little bit of training could do. The woman giving the blowjob didn’t seem happy about it, but she didn’t argue. The catgirl did seem happy even though she didn’t get to cum. She hadn’t believed what Jeremy had told her about training the twins, but she was starting to.
They went home for lunch and then Cindy spent much of the rest of the weekend talking with Jeremy about what she planned to do. There was a whole range of things for the twins to do. Some of it was naughty and some of it was just plain subservient with a whole lot of stuff in between. Either way, the twins weren’t going to enjoy their summer unless they were properly trained. 
As soon as her mom left for work and she was alone with the twins on Monday, Cindy got out of bed and went to their room. “Get up, slaves,” she said as she pulled down the covers to reveal their nudity. “I want breakfast. Make bacon, eggs, and pancakes. You have 20 minutes. Do it all naked.”
“Cindy!” protested May, but April was already getting up. She gave her twin a look that made May jump out of bed and pad behind her to the kitchen. They’d both made breakfast before, so the order was not out of the question. It just galled them to have their little sister make the demand and expect them to hop right to it. It galled them especially that they did hop right to it without question. There was no room for questioning Cindy. 
At breakfast, Cindy made them stand and watch her eat. The 9-year-old could even hear her stepsisters’ stomachs growl with hunger, but she waited until she was finished and the twins’ food was cold before she said, “You may eat now. Then I want you showered and dressed in one of those cute matching outfits. You have 30 minutes to do all that. You do not want to find out what happens if you’re late.”
As the twins returned to her showered and dressed in the allotted time, Cindy snorted with disgust. “No, no, no, April, you’re wearing May’s clothes and May, you’re wearing April’s. Now switch, right here.” 
The twins bit their tongues at the absurd notion that it mattered who was wearing what or that Cindy could tell a difference. However, they stripped off their tops and shorts. “Stop,” said Cindy as they started to exchange clothes. “Take off the bras and panties. That’s the rule for the summer. No bras or panties all summer long. Even if you’re wearing a skirt or a dress. Nothing under your clothes.” She folded her arms and tapped her foot impatiently as the twins stripped off everything and then dressed in just tops and shorts. 
“Very good, slaves,” she said when they were finished and stood waiting for her next order without a second thought. “I’m glad you understand already that you can’t leave without my permission. The fun is just beginning.” 
She waved her fingers around to get the twins attention. “Now remember the little dance we started Friday night off with? I want you to do it without me using any magic.” She pointed two index fingers, one high and right of April and the other high and right of May. Though they had a choice this time, they dutifully each put their right hand up where Cindy pointed. “Perfect.” She pointed down and left, up and right, down and left, up and right, up and left, down and right, amusing herself as the twins’ hands followed her finger without Jeremy’s help. “You are such fast learners.”
With a dismissive wave of her hand, she said, “Now pick up your bras and panties, put them away in your room, and come to my room for a little hang time.” The twins clearly didn’t like that idea. “Or make a run for it so I have an excuse to really punish you.” Cindy turned and walked to her room, wondering if the twins would have the guts to try to run for it. 
She got her answer a minute later when they came to her room. “Cindy, we’d like to know what we can do to apologize,” said April. “Please don’t do this all summer.”
“I’ve been thinking about that,” said Cindy, giving the pair a brief moment of hope before dashing it. “It’s not just all summer. It’s all summer and then after that whenever we’re alone. It may just be forever.” After a wicked smile, she added, “Now kneel down and say, what can we do to serve you, Cindy.”
“No, Cindy,” said April. “We’re trying to trying to reason with you. We know we’ve been mean to you and we want to…”
The moment of rebellion came just about when Jeremy had predicted… at the first unreasonable demand. They hadn’t objected to breakfast, getting dressed, or even swapping clothes. But now that they were told to kneel and knew that being hung from the ceiling would follow, April and May had to stand their ground. All that meant was that Cindy was ready for their defiance. She cut off April as she snapped, “You think you can just undo all that by treating me nice now? And it’s not sincere. You’re just doing it because you have to. That doesn’t make me feel any better. Now kneel!” 
Accompanied by the magic of Cindy’s finger seizing them around the waist and forcing them down, the twins knelt.  “You probably realize that my magic can’t make you say things or think things or like things. I can control your bodies, but not your minds. That doesn’t mean you won’t say things that I want to hear. So, you’re going to ask me how you can serve me and the answer will be you’ll serve me by hanging from the ceiling by your wrists. Or you can be stupid and not say what I want and you’ll hang by your ankles until you say it.”
The twins exchanged glances and then look back at Cindy, or more correctly, at Cindy’s feet. “What can…” said April and then she looked at May. Together they started again, “What can we do to serve you, Cindy.”
“Strip,” said Cindy. “I like you naked.” The twins stripped off their tops and shorts. “Raise your arms like this,” she ordered, demonstrating that they were to raise their hands high and wide. When they complied, Cindy said, “Ropes, do your stuff. And you two hold still while they do it.” A rope snaked up in the air, through a hook on the ceiling and back down to April’s right wrist where it wound itself around her wrist several times then tied itself off. With several wraps on her wrist, it would even out the pressure so it wouldn’t be her wrist that gave out first. 
They’d only used two hooks the night before, but with a rope on each wrist, the twins took up all four hooks today. The ropes pulled them up until they stood flatfooted.  “Spread,” said Cindy and two 2 foot long spreader bars danced to the twins and spread their legs as they tied themselves to their ankles. With a little motion, Cindy eased the ropes just a little higher until her stepsisters were perched on their toes. 
The twins weren’t exactly facing Cindy’s desk, but when Cindy went to her computer and double clicked an icon, they had no trouble watching the video that appeared. In horror they saw that thanks to her magic, Cindy had a complete recording of their spanking on Tuesday. Not only that, but they had the pleasure of watching the entire 20 minute event from the camcorder’s point of view.  As she closed the window, Cindy said, “Whenever I get sad, I just turn that on and it cheers me right up.” A thrill ran up and down her spine as she taunted her victims. 
She watched the twins dance on their toes for a few minutes before she moved on. Taking out two vibrators, she pushed one inside April and, with a couple of quick pumps, inflated it just enough so it was securely in April. The vibrator had an extension on the outside that reached up and rested on April’s clit. A couple of minutes later, May was sporting a similar vibrator and Cindy turned them on. 
The twins instantly stiffened as they tried to fight the arousal. “Oh, go ahead,” said Cindy when she saw them resisting. “Give in to it. It feels good and you’re gonna cum anyway. What’s the big deal? You did it for me on Friday already.” She them run for about a minute as the twins started to feel the first tremors of a growing tingle. Then Cindy worked May’s nipples to hardness and clamped clothespins on the tender flesh. “Aaahhhh,” gasped May as the spring loaded wooden pins crushed her nipples. Cindy smiled as April tried to back away, but it was pointless and soon April was gasping in pain as well. 
Not satisfied with that small amount of pain, Cindy picked up her paddle and started spanking the helpless asses. “Try and stop me,” teased Cindy as she deliver a swat to May and then one to April and back again. The swats were slow and methodical, bringing the twins’ butts up to a slow burn. With Jeremy’s coaching, she brought the twins along with pain in their nipples, sore butts, and aches in their arms and legs from the strain. All the while, the pain stayed a close second to the pleasure that filled their clits and radiated throughout their young bodies. As one they started humping the air, trying to get closer and closer to an orgasm. 
May was the first to squeal and squirm as her orgasm rocked her body. Cindy delivered several quick swats to May as the 11-year-old came. “Oh no,” gasped April as she saw what was happening to May and knew she couldn’t stop the feeling. She put up one last attempt and then she had no choice. An orgasm seized her and she felt her ass suddenly assailed with quick, sharp swats that strangely added to the pleasure. She looked back at Cindy in surprise, wondering what the little girl was doing that made this spanking feel good. Then for a moment, she hung limp in her bonds. 
Jeremy reminded Cindy that the twins had cum three times in a row when he was fucking their asses and now the vibrators continued to titillate the their clits. Starting the video for this round, Cindy then returned to occasional swats to keep the twins’ bottoms warm. Now it wasn’t just pain that mixed with the pleasure, but humiliation as well. Again the two slaves couldn’t keep from cumming. After the second round of orgasms, Cindy shut off the vibrators. 
The twins reactions were almost the same as their vibrators came to a halt. They looked longingly at Cindy as if ready to ask for more. They’d cum quickly the second time, so in the video they were still arguing with their teacher. Cindy waited until April was about to be spanked and then turned the vibrators back on. 
Standing in front of April, she said, “Cum for me, sweetie. Let that naughty pussy feel good and cum for me. Listen to your screams on the vid and cum for me.” She knew it would take 3 minutes for the entire spanking to be given, so she was pretty sure April would cum before the end. “Think about the whole class watching and cum for me. When you do cum, I’ll help out. I’ll spank your sweet bottom for you.” 
April found it hard to focus as the vibrator took control. She could hear Cindy’s words and was amazed that the words only made her pussy and clit twinge more. She wanted to argue with Cindy, but couldn’t. She tried to fight the orgasm, but it was right there… almost close enough to touch. She looked at the computer screen and listened to another scream. Looking back at Cindy, she heard Cindy saying, “Oh yeah, I can see it coming. You’re almost there, aren’t you? Hurts so bad, but you’re gonna cum anyway. Do it for me. Do it now. Here, it comes.” Cindy disappeared. Her words were replaced by the sharp cracks of the paddle and a flood of pain through her bottom that spread forward to her clit and sent her over the edge. Her screams drowned out the video. 
Cindy lowered April and turned off her vibrator so she could recover. Then she moved to May who was thrusting at the air, ready for her orgasm. “Wait for me,” said Cindy. “Wait for a minute. I’ll tell you when, sweetie.” She rested a hand on May’s tummy to slow down the thrusts. “See what you’re doing? Standing in front of the class so they can see a naughty girl’s pussy? Let’s wait until you’re hands are tied. Let’s wait until the first swat.” April’s video spanking was done and May argued, ending up with her wrists bound. “That is so hot, sweetie,” said Cindy. “Naked and tied in front of the class. Now wait for it. Here comes the swat.” The swat landed on the video and May’s real body arched forward in a wonderful orgasm. It took Cindy by surprise and she hurried into position, getting barely three swats on May’s bottom before the orgasm passed. Then she lowered the exhausted May. 
What had just happened amazed Cindy. Once again she hadn’t quite believed Jeremy, but again he’d been right. Once the twins were up on that orgasmic high, she could say and do just about anything and it wouldn’t keep them from cumming. He’d even been right that it had enhanced their pleasure. She shook her head as she watched the twins slowly recover. 
When she couldn’t wait any longer, Cindy lowered April all the way to her knees and then pressed her pussy to April’s lips. “Lick me again,” she said. April’s tongue came out and got reacquainted with the 9-year-old’s pussy. It didn’t take long for her to remember how Cindy liked it and then it didn’t take Cindy long to feel an orgasm approaching. She was wrapped in Jeremy’s tentacles, the feel of his fingers on her nipples, a cock pressing against her virgin pussy, and a cock pressing against her asshole… all making her feel very good as April took her over the edge. 
With the three girls satisfied, Jeremy was allowed to lean the twins forward with their asses in the air and fuck them as he had Friday night. The twins were in no position to argue and it didn’t feel as bad this time. How Cindy did that was as much a mystery as anything she did. 
“Break time,” announced Cindy as the ropes untied and unwound leaving the twins free. “You have ten minutes to get a drink, use the bathroom, or whatever. Be back here then or else.”
The twins were back with a minute to spare and Cindy wondered if they were looking forward to the next round. She held up their gags from Friday night. “You want to see some magic, or you just want me to put them in the old fashioned way?”
“Just put it in,” said April, opening her mouth. Cindy stepped forward with the gag and April seized her wrists. “I got her, May,” she yelled victoriously. She managed to keep the magical fingers pointed away from them as she held Cindy’s arms wide. 
“You got what?” said Cindy and April felt her grip slide off Cindy’s arms until it was her standing with her arms wide with Cindy looking at her. “I got her, May,” said Cindy, mocking the triumphant tone of April’s announcement. Except that Cindy didn’t exactly have April. April was just hanging by her arms in midair. 
“Naughty girl, April,” said Cindy. “Come back down.” April alit on her feet, her arms still firmly held. Cindy fed the gag into April’s mouth and fastened the head harness. “The fingers are just for show, sweetie,” said Cindy with much condescension. “The magic happens anyway.” To prove it, Cindy put her hands behind her back and the ropes still tied April’s wrists and ankles. 
Cindy turned to May. “Now we have a problem, May. Up until now I’ve done the same thing to both of you. But now, April is going to get some special treatment. Unless you want to try to get me, too, and then you can both get the special treatment.”
“No, I don’t want to get you,” said May quickly. 
“Good choice,” said Cindy and then she put the gag on May and had the ropes tie May’s wrists and ankles. “Tummies,” said Cindy and the twins lay down on their stomachs. With another set of ropes, their ankles were tied to their wrists and they arched up into a cute little hogtie. “Now a little something extra for April…” April’s head tilted back as her ponytail was yanked down. Staring at the ceiling, April was in a more severe arch than before and then her ponytail was tied to her to her wrists and ankles to keep her like that. 
Cindy leaned over April so the 11-year-old could see her. “This is gonna hurt after a while,” she observed. Then she unbuckled the ball gag at the corner of April’s mouth and pulled the ball out of her mouth. “Keep that mouth open or else,” she warned. Then, leaning even farther over April, she let a strand of drool dribble from her mouth and into April’s mouth. “Don’t ever touch me again without permission,” she said and put the ball back in place. 
“It’s 10 o’clock already,” said Cindy. “I’m planning on a tuna sandwich for lunch and you’re gonna make it for me, so I’ll have to come back and let you go for that.” She dressed and then turned and walked out of the room, firmly shutting the door behind her to the sound of muffled protests. 
Turning her head to the right, May could see April’s predicament. She could hear April softly sobbing. She tried to imagine what it felt like and even tried to tilt her head back that far, but she couldn’t do it on her own. Trying to get herself untied, she squirmed around. The ropes were tied too tight to wriggle out of and she couldn’t even reach the knots. After a few minutes she stopped trying and examined her twin again, wondering if she could untie April’s knots. There was just no way to get her hands to April’s knots either… or was there?
Rolling to her side, she grunted at April. Her sister couldn’t see what was going on, so May wormed her way to April and tried to help her tip to her side so they could be back to back. Maybe then they could reach each other’s knots. 
April’s response was to whine and whimper. She’d already underestimated Cindy once and was paying for it now. She didn’t want to anger Cindy a second time, especially while she was uncomfortably staring at the ceiling and wishing it would end. April fought May’s attempts to tip her over. Not only was she scared of what Cindy might do, but more immediately, she was worried about tipping to her side when she was so helpless. Her head, so prominently arched into the air, would lead the way as she rolled and bam! She didn’t want to take a head dive even if the floor was carpeted. 
Finally after half an hour, April wanted freedom more than she wanted to keep Cindy happy. Besides, she rationalized, there had been no order that they couldn’t try to untie each other. She rocked side to side until she tipped over with her back to May. In the end, it wasn’t as abrupt or scary as she’d imagined. 
May grunted her approval now that she had April’s cooperation. She scooted close to her sister and tried to reach for the ropes and then find the knots. Try as she might, she couldn’t get her hands to April. It took her a couple of minutes to realize that something was blocking them. She kept trying, fighting the urge to scream out her frustration. Cindy’s magic was working even now to keep her from escaping! There was almost something tangible that her hands would bump against and sometimes something grabbed her fingers and steered them away. 
Suddenly, May froze as it felt like fingers were walking down her bare back all the way down to her butt. A finger drew little circles on her cheeks, unwanted despite the fact that it felt teasingly nice on her sore butt. She tried to squirm away, but the touch followed her. There was at least one finger that probed between her cheeks, circling her hole. April was being punished for grabbing Cindy and now May knew she was being punished for trying to get free. She’d unleashed something that was now crawling on her. Sometimes it felt like fingers, but sometimes she imagined a little creature. Frantically she squirmed and now it was her turn to whine and whimper. She tried to tell the something that she was sorry, but all that came out was, “Ah-ee, ah-ee, ah-ee.” She didn’t even know if the creature was intelligent enough to understand if she could speak right. 
Lying on her side with her head tilted “back”, April watched her sister squirm frantically. First May squirmed away and then it seemed she just squirmed randomly as she made little whiny noises and incoherent grunts. It didn’t take much imagination to tell that May was trying to escape from something. The way May’s body shook and squirmed, it looked like she was trying to shake something off her butt. Yet there was nothing there. April looked several times and still there was nothing there. 
The creature progressed from May’s butt across her sleek hip and then danced around her pussy. Her reaction was to roll to her back, thrust her hips in the air, and wiggle to shake them off. Now that the sensation was on her front side, she strained to look, but the hogtie was more than enough to put her body out of sight, like trying to peer over the distant horizon. By now her squirming had taken her a full 180 degrees so she was facing April. Catching April’s eye, May realized just how desperate she looked. She tried to ask April if she could see anything down there, but April just ran her eyes up and down her sister’s squirming body in wonderment. The lack of response from April, who by now had looked where May wanted her to look, told May that there was nothing to see. Which didn’t mean the creature weren’t there. 
Struggling to take deep breaths, May tried to calm herself. Cindy was teasing her. Her little sister had done a lot to them on Friday and now this morning, so the knowledge that this was Cindy punishing her for an escape attempt did little to soothe her. It was creepy to have no control over what was going on. So far the fingers had done nothing to hurt her, but she still wasn’t sure if they would eventually. She was convinced they were fingers, two of them to be exact. When they moved, they walked like they were walking through the yellow pages. When they stopped, there was just one that toyed with her. Now they walked up her belly and around both nipples. She kept a wary eye on April for any kind of reaction and there was none. The lone finger circled her right nipple in a slow spiral to the center and then touched the very tip. A second later the finger circled her left nipple the same way. 
Jeremy was having a grand time. For once his mistress had given him something to do on his own that was fun. Just watching the two preteens squirm and wiggle was exciting. Then when May tried to untie April’s knots, he knew she probably couldn’t even if he let her try, but Cindy didn’t want her to even get the chance. That’s what he was there for. He stopped her hands every time until she gave up. Then, he started to make sure May wouldn’t try that again. He reasoned that Cindy hadn’t told him not to touch and she probably wouldn’t ever find out anyway. So he let his fingers go wherever he wanted, though it made him feel a little guilty. Finally he settled down to masturbate May, but he knew Cindy would object to May cumming. With a smile, he started teasing her.  
Having “examined” her whole body, the fingers returned to her pussy and one slipped between her pussy lips, rubbing that special spot that Cindy had shown them. She let out a low moan at the thought of the finger doing what Cindy did. By now she’d given up hope of shaking it off or chasing it away, so there was really nothing to do except hope it didn’t spend too much time on her clit. She hoped for a couple of minutes and then she changed her mind. The wonderful tingly feeling filled her and she knew she was on the way to another orgasm. All she needed was another minute, maybe a little harder and a little faster. 
There was now something for April to see, right when May was uncaring about April’s feedback. April could see May’s pussy moving. Not like it was moving, but like something was moving it. Something was tunneling between her pussy lips. It looked eerie as May’s lips parted just a little at the top and then rippled. It was clear, too, that May could feel something down there as she stared off into space with a look of concentration. It only took a minute for April to realize May was getting close to an orgasm. The thing touching May was an invisible vibrator! It was almost like she could see it. Like May’s plump pussy lips showed her the shape. It was May’s sighs and moans that told her what it truly was. Then May’s pussy just went back to its normal, non-moving self. May gasped and grunted. The muffled and distorted word that issued from behind May’s gag was clearly, “Noooooo.”
April cleared her throat and May’s head snapped to look at her twin. Their eyes met and May blushed furiously. Yeah, I’m having sex with an invisible finger, she thought. So what? The look in April’s eyes told her April knew exactly what was happening. May turned her head away from April and sighed. So close. The finger knew she was close and stopped. This was her punishment. 
“Haaahh,” she gasped as the finger returned, burrowing to her clit right away. She strained again to look, but couldn’t see. It felt like her knees were lewdly spread, wider than they needed to be. She wanted the finger to succeed. She was willing to help. Again the finger took her closer and closer and then… stopped!  “Oooohhhh,” she moaned in frustration. She even thrust her hips up a little higher as if chasing the finger. Then she blushed without even looking at April. What must I look like? She decided she didn’t really care and started wishing for the finger to come back. 
Jeremy realized he was going to get caught. He’d tried to convince himself that Cindy wouldn’t find out, but one of the twins would say something about May’s punishment, if only for May to tell Cindy she’d learned her lesson. As much as he disliked belonging to the little girl, he did. So, after the second round, he left the twins for a few minutes and told Cindy what he was doing. She huffed and told him not to do things without her permission, but then she listened and told him to continue. “Set up the camcorder,” she said just before he left. 
The camcorder presented a little bit of a dilemma for Jeremy. He set it up, but then he’d have to leave it and that would make it visible. Not that it really mattered if they saw it or not, but after he got it set up, he noticed neither of the hog tied girls could see it. Then he slipped his finger into May’s pussy again and drove her crazy. Again he took her right up to the edge and stopped, but this time he went back and stopped and went back and stopped and went back and stopped, keeping her on the edge for several agonizing, frustrating minutes… even approaching an hour. 
May’s mind turned to mush as her body reeled from the sensations. She squirmed and moaned in pleasure and then she squirmed even more and moaned even louder in frustration. After a while she knew she wasn’t going to get to cum. It didn’t stop her from wishing it, willing it, and helping that naughty finger. It didn’t stop her from hoping each time that this would be the time. All it did do was make her more and more frustrated. She’d just about sell her soul if that finger would only linger another five seconds. 
By the time Cindy came up to put a stop to it, May’s mind matched her appearance… a drooling, wriggling, moaning pile of goo. He’d teased her for nearly an hour and now it was lunch time. First Cindy untied April’s ponytail, earning a sigh of relief. Then she removed May’s gag and said, “How’s my horny little slut?”
“G-g-gawd, C-c-cindy,” sobbed May. “T-touch it. Just a little. That’s all.”
“Actually, May, there’s two things I could do right now to make you feel better. One is to touch it. Can you guess what the other is?”
“Mmmm… n-no… ummmm… make…Ay-April l-lick it?”
“Naughty girl,” said Cindy, slapping May’s tummy playfully. “No, the other thing is to stop teasing you. Just leave you alone. Let you forget about how much you want to cum now.”
May took three wet breaths, almost sobs. “D-don’t do that.”
“Jeez, May, what would you do right now for me to touch it?” Cindy did reach down and rub it slowly, but only to keep May on the edge. “Harder and faster?”
“A-anything, ummm… m-make you cum?”
“Yeah, you could do that and you will after lunch anyway. What I want is for you to say Cindy is a goddess and I’m just her slave.”
“Cindy is a goddess and I’m just her slave,” blurted out May, uncaring of how it sounded. 
“And I want you to fix me a tuna sandwich with loving care.”
“Uh huh, uh huh, uh huh,” replied May. That was an easy one. 
“Then… after lunch, I’ll magically conjure up a boy’s cock… an invisible one of course… and you’ll suck it for me.”
“Y-yeah, OK,” agreed May. 
“And after you do all that, maybe around 3 o’clock, I’ll let you cum.” Cindy pulled her finger away and stood up. “Ropes, untie yourselves,” she commanded. 
“Nooo, no, no, Cindy, please, you promised.”
“Silly little slut,” said Cindy. “I didn’t promise anything.” She’d been planning on keeping the twins naked, but as soon as May’s ankles were untied, she put shorts back on the silly little slut. “Don’t touch yourself either, or else.”
Girl with a Ghost
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May fixed Cindy a tuna sandwich. She hated the fact that she knew how Cindy liked it, but she fixed it with chopped celery, chopped pickles, and just the right amount of mayo. The bread was lightly toasted and then adorned with a substantial spread of the tuna and a layer of lettuce and tomato. She set the plate in front of her little sister with the sandwich neatly cut into two triangles and a serving of corn chips. A raised eyebrow from Cindy sent May scurrying to the fridge for a Coke. 
“Ahem,” announced Cindy loudly. She looked at the twins in turn as she said, “I prefer Pepsi, so tell mom that you do, too. I’ve always hated being outvoted and I will hang you by your ankles… maybe even in the backyard, if I see her buy another freaking Coke!”
“Yes, Cindy,” they chorused. 
“April, fix May and you a sandwich,” said Cindy. “You may eat when I’m finished.” She took a bite of her sandwich, the weightiest decision on her mind just what should the twins call her. Cindy just didn’t seem right anymore. David… Jeremy called her princess. What should her slaves call her? She took a bite of her sandwich, chased with a single chip, and a swallow of Coke. Then another bite, another chip, and another swallow. 
“May and April,” she called out. Even for her, the reversal of names grated, but for the twins it was even better as she watched them flinch. “From now on, you will call me Your Highness. When mommy and daddy are around, you will… and don’t you fuck it up… call me Cindy. The first time I get the idea that either mommy or daddy knows or thinks they know what’s going on here…” She stopped to think and then finished, “… imagine yourselves standing naked on the roof and singing The Sound of Music… loud.”  She took another bite, another chip, and another swallow. “Then, imagine I have more time to think about it,” she added, thinking standing on the roof and singing sounded a little lame. 
Cindy didn’t expect a response, but when April said, “Yes, Your… Highness,” she looked sharply at May. 
“Yes, Your Highness,” said May quickly. 
“Together,” said Cindy. 
“Yes, Your Highness,” the twins said in unison. 
“Thank you, my sweet little playthings,” said Cindy, resting her forehead on her hand in mock exhaustion. “It’s such hard work punishing you. I really hate to do…” she broke into giggles, unable to keep up the act. “No, no, I guess I really love it… don’t I? Please… fuck up… for me. Let me make those butts red.” The look made the twins’ blood run cold. 
Cindy finished her lunch and then said, “Now, the two of you have 30 minutes to clean up, have lunch, use the bathroom, and get back to my room.” 
After strolling back to her room, Cindy doubled back with Jeremy making her invisible. The twins cleaned up her dishes and set their own lunch out in silence. When they sat down to eat, they started talking in hushed tones, one eye on the kitchen doorway. “There is a whole new world of agony out there, let me tell you,” said May.
“Huh? You’re not the one who was bent in half for an hour and a half. I hurt everywhere,” said April. 
“Yeah, I know,” said May. “I know that hurt, but you don’t understand. I don’t think you know how much I hurt, cuz it just didn’t look like it. She rubbed me and rubbed me and I was so close to cumming… for hours.”
“Wasn’t hours.”
“Seemed like it. Might as well been. You think it feels good to cum? Try wanting to for… OK, an hour? And then not getting to.”

“Didn’t look like it hurt,” observed April. 
“Didn’t look like it hurt?!” May looked guilty as she caught her voice rising and then quieted down. “Jeez,” her eyes were moist, “April, I’d a done anything. It hurt so bad. Not sharp pain, but a deep… ache… yeah, an ache. All over.”
“You did do everything she wanted,” said April. “Called her a goddess and said you’d suck a cock.”
“Did not.”
“Did to.”
May realized that she just might have said that. It was pretty hazy. She also realized she couldn’t possibly describe the feeling of invisible fingers wandering over her body and then teasing her for so long. “Whatever. I’m staying on her good side from now on. Just hope she doesn’t do it to you.”
“She doesn’t have a good side.”
“Well… then… I’ll stay on her less bad side,” proclaimed May. 
The two ate in silence for a couple of minutes and Cindy thought maybe they were done talking, but then May said, “We gotta do something.”
April stared at her twin in amazement. “Do something? You mean besides everything she wants? I’m not trying anything else today. I mean, dang it, May, I had her. She’s smaller than me and I had her, but something just peeled my hands away and then I didn’t have her.”
“Run out the front door,” said May. “We should do it before our time is up. We can run faster than her.”
“I told you, I’m not trying anything.”
“Yeah, me either,” sighed May. “What do you think we’re doing this afternoon?”
“Well, I know you’re sucking an invisible cock,” said April. 
“Probably you, too.”
“At least I didn’t agree to it.”
Cindy slipped out of the room. She was satisfied the twins would be on their best behavior for the afternoon. It meant she didn’t get to punish them for an infraction, but it didn’t mean she couldn’t keep up the constant torment for treating her bad for years. She also knew that she… well, Jeremy actually… had come up with a devilish form of torment, at least according to May. 
The twins knocked on her door with a minute to spare. She was incredibly pleased that they kept trimming a minute off their allotted time just so they’d be sure not to be late. “Come in, come in, my little playthings,” she said. 
“Yes, Your Highness,” chorused the twins.  “Take off the shorts now, May.” The shorts had just been to keep May from touching herself while Cindy wasn’t watching. It wasn’t perfect, but she was sure it had worked. 
Cindy sat down in the chair at her desk. “Kneel down here,” she said, pointing to either side of her. April knelt on her left and May on her right. “I wanted to show you some emails.”  The twins had no idea what Cindy could have in her email that would interest them, but they watched anyway. The first one Cindy brought up read, So kewl. But how? Short and simple. The next one read, Kinda fuzy and hrad to see. r u kiddng? Dsn’t matter. Kev thinks its hot. The third one read, Gotta tell me the hole stry. Pleeeese. 
“What do you think they’re talking about?” she asked her stepsisters. 
“I don’t know, Your Highness,” said May.
April leaned forward and caught May’s eye. “They’re talking about us. Duh.” She looked up at Cindy. “Your Highness, what did you tell them about us?”
“Oh my God!” gasped May. “She took pictures! She sent them!”
“Please, you didn’t really,” said April. The twins were thinking of very explicit pictures taken in Cindy’s room on Friday night. 
“Kev?” said May, recalling the email. “Hannah’s brother Kev?” The twins both turned scarlet as they thought about a boy in their class seeing those pictures. 
When Cindy went to the original email and showed them the pictures she sent out, they leaned forward. There were three pictures and one of them was pretty clearly a freshly spanked bottom. In confusion, April asked, “Is that us? Our butts? What are these from?”
Cindy just smiled and said, “Last weekend. When daddy spanked you, he let me take pictures.”
“He what?”
“No way!”
They stared at the pictures again and realized Cindy was right. They both could see the couch and daddy’s legs. They were at a loss for words. There was nothing that could describe the feeling of their father’s betrayal. The sharing of the pictures with Kev or anyone was secondary to the mere fact that the pictures had been taken. Why would he let Cindy do that? “He let you?” said May softly. 
Figuring she didn’t need to answer the question, Cindy went straight to the point. “So, you see, you can’t even go to daddy and tell him what’s going on. Can you?”
“You used magic,” said April. “Daddy wouldn’t let you do that.”
That surprised Cindy. She hadn’t thought of them seeing it that way. But that was just as good. It meant the twins really believed in her magic. She was something to be feared. But she countered, “Well, he spanked you for me, so why not let me get pictures of it? Maybe I just have daddy under a magic spell. Either way, you have no one to help you.”
Getting back to her real point, she said, “The pictures aren’t all that important anymore anyway. I have much better pictures and a video.” She twirled her fingers and ropes came out to play with April and May. First their wrists were tied behind their backs and then their elbows were tied together. Ropes wrapped around their bodies, over, under, and between their small tits to make a nice frame for them. A vibrator came to each of them and wiggled its way into their pussies. As they knelt, a rope wrapped around each leg, tying calf to thigh to put them in a permanent kneeling position. That position also made sure the vibrator wouldn’t come out. Cindy personally put a head harness with a ball gag in each mouth. 
“Here’s the really good part,” she said and she went to her sent mail folder. Clicking on a message she sent out on Sunday, she showed it to her captives. Come over Monday at 1:00 and I’ll show you more. Muffled whines told her when the twins had finished reading the brief message. With a flourish of her fingers, April rose up and floated back into Cindy’s open closet. May followed right behind her. The bi-fold doors shut, hiding the twins in the closet. Cindy had checked it out already. From their positions, the slats in the door would allow the twins to hear everything and see feet moving around in the room. She stepped in front of the closet doors and pulled them open to reveal two red faced, helpless girls. She closed them again and opened them again. “Ta da,” she said, demonstrating how the doors could open shortly and show off her prizes.
“Uh uh, uh uh,” moaned the twins, shaking their heads frantically. 
“Maybe I’ll just leave you in there or maybe I’ll open the doors for them. Let’s see… it’s almost 1. If I were you, I’d be really, really quiet.  Really quiet. Maybe I won’t open the doors, but if somebody hears something and says, what’s that? I’d have to open them, wouldn’t I?” She put a finger to her lips and shut the doors one more time. 
The doorbell called Cindy away. She stayed downstairs until the three friends who had responded had shown up. Hannah, Jack-Jack (a.k.a. Jackie Jackson), and Susie all followed her up to her room, bubbling with questions. Cindy wouldn’t tell them a thing about the pictures until they were safely ensconced in her room. Jack-Jack and Susie started to get on the bed, but then Cindy said, “You have to come closer to watch.” Sitting in the chair with her three friends looking over her shoulder, she started showing pictures from last Friday. 
When Jack-Jack said, “Huh, what are they doing?” Cindy started to narrate. 
“The first one is them hog tied on the floor. My bedroom floor. The next one… you can see their tongues sticking out? Kinda hard to see, but there’s clamps on their tongues and an elastic band between them, pulling their tongues out.”
“Oh, yeah,” said Susie. “I can see.” She was the one who responded to the first email with But how? She asked it again. “How are you getting them to do this?”
“I know their secrets,” said Cindy, making up a story she figured was more plausible than magic. “They have to do it or else.” She brought up the next picture. “This is them kissing.” The room broke up into giggles.
Inside the closet, April and May had spent the first ten minutes, while Cindy was downstairs, wondering what Cindy would really do and fearing they knew the answer. The both knelt absolutely still, listening to distant little girl voices. Drool ran down their chins and they practiced breathing without making slobbery noises. Slow deep breaths through their noses was all that worked for them as the drool dripped to their chests. It was a long ten minutes of mental torment. They felt so screwed. When the four came into Cindy’s room, they wanted to hold their breath for an hour or at least until the girls were gone. Every sound they made seemed amplified in the closed space. 
When Cindy started describing the pictures the girls were seeing, the twins couldn’t even groan in misery. They knelt in humble silence as Cindy shared pictures of them being thoroughly debased. The giggles only made the humiliation feel like a tangible thing, tearing them up inside. They couldn’t believe Cindy was doing this to them. In private was one thing, but to share with her friends was enough to make them want to weep. And the worst part was, just a closet door separated them from the girls. 
When the pictures were done, Cindy turned on the spanking video from school. “They were caught passing a note in class and it had swear words on it,” she said. “They’re gonna get a bare bottom spanking right in class.”
“I’d glad I don’t go there,” said Jack-Jack. Of Cindy’s friends, only Hannah went to the same school where corporal punishment was allowed. 
“It’s not so bad, Jack-Jack,” said Hannah. “You just don’t get to fool around.”
“And then there’s times like this,” said Cindy. “When somebody you really want to get it, gets it. Then it’s fun.” She put a finger to her lips. “Now shush and listen. It’s good.”
The room went silent and Cindy turned up the volume so the twins could relive it in their minds as well. They didn’t want to listen, but they had no choice. The worst part was this wasn’t the worst part. Through the pictures and now through the video, the question loomed in the back of their minds… would she or wouldn’t she open the closet door? Miserable as the video was, while it played they felt safe. The twins heard themselves argue their innocence and then heard the girls giggle. Each titter made them burn with shame. 
“Did they really do it?” asked Susie. 
“The note? No,” said Cindy. “I set them up.”
May just about swallowed her gag as she fought to stay silent. There was enough light in the closet that the twins were able to look at each other and lock piercing blue eyes in silent rage. They’d suspected it and Cindy had pretty much admitted it, but this was very clear. They heard more giggles and realized each swat on April’s bottom was earning a giggle or two. 
“Oh, my God,” said Hannah. “The wrist binders? She is so stupid.” May wanted to just die. She so regretted that final argument that got her bound, but nobody had called her stupid until now. Then Hannah briefly explained for the benefit of the other two girls that May was being bound with her hands behind her back. Giggles filled the room again as they saw May half naked and tied. 
As the video ended, Hannah summed it up. “How embarrassing for them.” She almost sounded sorry for the twins, but then she added, “Wish I could have seen it in person.” 
“You guys can’t tell anyone about the pics or the vid,” said Cindy. “Not that I don’t want the twins even more embarrassed, but I want to decide who sees them.”
As Cindy’s friends promised not to tell anyone, the twins fumed at the idea of Cindy sharing the pics or the video with even more people. They had no control over anything anymore. Then, their hearts were pounding like jackhammers as Cindy said, “Now I’ve got something you really won’t believe. You think that was embarrassing for them? Try this.” Up until this very moment she hadn’t been sure if she’d open the doors or not. April and May once again held their breath and then they saw Cindy’s feed right outside the closet door. Oh fuck, they thought one last time and then the doors swung wide open. At the same instant, the vibrators in their pussies came to life though that was the least of their worries and passed unnoticed for now. 
Stepping aside, Cindy let her three closest friends gape at the naked, bound twins. She could hardly believe the sight herself. The red faced twins were trembling, squirming, and even bouncing up and down in frustration and humiliation. If exploding had been an option, she’d have one messy closet. They made the most exquisite squealing sounds as they protested their situation through bright red ball gags. Nearly as red as the gags, they couldn’t help but thrust their small tits out and so perfectly framed by ropes it was as if they were eager to feel eyes upon them. Tits that glistened with their own drool. 
The words tumbled out of the three astonished girls. “No way… oh my God… they were there the whole time… how did you ever get them… gawd… naked and tied up… jeez, even gagged…” Cindy stood back and let her friends crowd around her captives. There was just no escape for the horrified twins. They couldn’t even turn away, so as they calmed down they knelt in the display position that Cindy had left them in. April tried unsuccessfully to shy away as Susie ran her fingers over black leather of the head harness and then tugged on it. May watched helplessly as Hannah followed the figure eight of rope around her very obvious tits. Neither of them could take their eyes off Jack-Jack as she squatted down and peered closely at May’s crotch. “They’re naked. Absolutely, freaking naked,” announced Jack-Jack. 
“They’ve been naked all day,” said Cindy. “That’s the way I want them.”
“This is way better than the movie,” said Hannah. She reached out and touched April’s cheek. “You could do anything you wanted to them, couldn’t you?”
“You want to?” asked Cindy. “Play with them? Do stuff to them?” She planned to, but didn’t know if her friends wanted to stay and watch or even help. 
“Yeah, what are we gonna do to them?” said Hannah, her eyes sparkling with delight. 
“What kind of stuff?” asked Susie. She didn’t ask the question as if the answer would determine if she stayed or went. She was definitely staying and just wanted to know what was next. 
“You made them kiss before,” said Jack-Jack. “And suck on their nipples.” She blushed as she realized the sexual nature of her statement. “Well, you did,” she said defensively. 
“All that and more,” said Cindy. “Here, help me get May out of the closet.” The four of them lifted May up and set her down in the center of the room. Then they brought out April and set her next to May. Cindy cast a glance at Jeremy who was enjoying this as much or more than the girls. She’d noticed that sometimes the tips… about the last six inches… of his tentacles sometimes were less flexible than other times. Now the ends of all three tentacles were very stiff. With her friends around, Cindy didn’t want to use her magic. He couldn’t directly help, but Jeremy still had a role in the fun. 
Cindy stood on a ladder to put a rope through a hook in the ceiling. From the top of the ladder she looked down and saw April and May looking up at her, wondering what the rope was for. The looks on their faces told her they didn’t know its specific purpose, but generally speaking, it was bad news. She ran the rope through a ring at the top of April’s head harness. “Help me pull her up,” said Cindy. 
May looked at the ring on the very top of April’s head that had been flopped down and bobbed her head to confirm that she had one, too. The ring bounced on the top of her head and she knew she was equally screwed. April’s ring was no longer flopped down; it was pulled up by the rope. With wide eyes, May showed her fear as she realized what was about to happen. 
Next to May, April couldn’t tell what was going on with the rope and her harness. All she saw was the horrified look in May’s eyes and she started to scream into the gag and shake her head. Whatever was making May look like that… she didn’t want any part of it, but she knew she was first. 
Cindy, Susie, and Jack-Jack pulled on the rope, lifting April off the floor by her head. Her weight was borne by a chin strap and the strap that ran from her ball gag behind her head and back to the ball gag. The ball gag itself and the teeth that clenched it tightly, also bore some of the weight. April found she didn’t even dare scream anymore as she clenched the gag for dear life. Unseen by everyone but Cindy, Jeremy helped pull April up. Cindy planned to be wicked, but she didn’t want April to be dropped and really harmed.  Jeremy was the safety net. Once April was three feet off the floor, Cindy took the end of the rope to a cleat on the wall.  Hidden by her body, the rope tied itself to the cleat as Jeremy made sure it was tied and wouldn’t come loose. Then the three girls hauled May up in the air so the two hung side by side. 
May had a brief respite as the girls were busy getting April up. April had roughly the same respite as she hung in midair and the girls were busy getting May up. Different thoughts went through their heads as they waited, but there was one thing they shared in common during their personal lull. They both became aware the vibrator in their pussy was no longer silent. It had been insidiously buzzing away and now they felt the tingle in their pussies from the insistent vibration. Just a slight tingle for now, but they knew that wouldn’t last.  
Getting a slender 2 foot long rod just for this purpose, Cindy smacked the sole of April’s foot. It extended out just a little past her pert bottom and made the perfect target. “Nnnnnn,” said April as the rod made contact. She couldn’t look around to see what was going on, but she knew Cindy was the source of her pain as something snapped across the sole of her foot again and again. She felt tears form in her eyes as she barely made any sound despite the pain. She was relieved when the tapping went to her other foot, but only briefly as the pain built up there. 
“Somebody else want to do May?” asked Cindy and Hannah took the rod to May’s feet. 
Do what to May? thought the helpless 11-year-old. April had very little reaction to what was done to her and May wasn’t facing April well enough to see. All May could do was wonder what it was her turn for until something slapped the vulnerable sole of her foot. She dared to whine as the rod seared pain through her foot. 
While Hannah was busy, Cindy handed two clothespins to Jack-Jack. “Like this,” she said and rolled April’s nipple between her thumb and forefinger. “It gets hard,” she pointed out. She gave the hard nub a little tug. “Then you pull it out,” she stretched out April’s nipple as April watched helplessly, hating that she was being used as a torture teaching aid. Seating the clothespin on April’s nipple, Cindy said, “Clamp and leave it.” She did the same to April’s other nipple and watched with appreciation as Jack-Jack did it to May. The mistress paid close attention to how Jack-Jack enjoyed playing with May’s nipple. 
“That hurts, huh?” asked Jack-Jack, looking at Cindy for an answer. 
“What do you say, May?” asked Cindy. “Does it hurt?”
“Mmm huh,” squeaked May with the slightest of nods. 
Getting another rod, Cindy handed it to Susie. “You can pretty much hit them wherever you want,” she said. “Not hard, but do it over and over in one place and it really starts to hurt.”
“Kewl,” said Susie and she promptly started tapping away at April’s thighs. 
Cindy watched Jack-Jack for a few seconds, noticing how the girl seemed mesmerized by the sight of the twins. She’d look in their eyes, drinking in their humiliation and fear. Then she’d look at their bodies, her eyes following every curve. Then she’d watch one of the other girls tapping away at the whining, frustrated twins. Cindy decided just to let Jack-Jack enjoy the moment in her own way. 
She’d always thought it funny that the name Jack-Jack sounded like a boy’s name. Jack-Jack’s mom called her Jacqueline and everybody else in her family called her Jackie. To her mother’s dismay, she was permanently dubbed Jack-Jack by everyone else. Not that it didn’t fit. Anyone who’d witnessed a Jack-Jack attack knew that the slender brunette had a fiery temper. She was also the most hyper girl that Cindy knew. Hyper sometimes and really focused at others, like now. She threw all her energy into the swim team and could swim like a fish. 
As she watched Jack-Jack, she found herself admiring her friend’s body. They were both about the same size, but Jack-Jack had an athletic body toned from hours of swimming practice. Cindy knew Jack-Jack was pretty strong for a girl, not one she wanted to arm wrestle with. She was looking at Jack-Jack the way she’d look at Melanie, but where she thought about making Melanie scream, Cindy wanted something different with Jack-Jack. It only took a few seconds for all that to pass through her head and then she returned her attention to her captives. 
Now that she had the twins exactly where she wanted them, she started stroking April’s butt. “April, I have to say, the look on your face when the door opened was just priceless. I mean, I know you don’t want to be naked and tied by your little sister, but you really didn’t want anybody else to know what your summer is going to be like.” She was beside April, her hand casually stroking. April’s eyes were cast down to look at Cindy, so the 9-year-old knew she had April’s attention. “I just want to make sure the summer starts off right. So you learn your place.” She saw April flinch. “Oh, yeah, that nasty little rod does hurt, doesn’t it? I’m wondering just what you’d do about now to get down from there. I have some pretty good ideas for you. Wanna hear them?”
“Uh uh,” grunted April. Yes, but not now. Not with your friends here. Please send them away. 
“No? Too bad,” said Cindy. She moved around to caress April’s thigh since Susie seemed to want to work on the helpless girl’s bottom for a while. “For starters, I want you to cum at least three times. You’re gonna, aren’t you? Cum, I mean. I don’t think you have a choice about that. When you do cum, I want you to tell me. Just say, here I cum. Oh, that’s right, you’re gagged, huh? So just grunt three times and I’ll know what’s happening. Then I want you to think about me letting you down and telling you do to stuff. That’s part of the price of getting down because if I tell you to do something and you so much as hesitate, then I’ll have you right back up here. You agree to do stuff. In front of them. So what do you say? You agree?”
April hurt in several places and on many levels. The humiliation hurt in ways that she’d never forget. Her jaw was starting to hurt. Her shoulders and arms ached from the strain. Her legs ached from the lack of motion. Sharp pains filled her nipples and followed the cursed rod wherever it made contact. She would agree to just about anything right now. She just wasn’t sure she wanted to agree to unnamed “stuff.” She knew Cindy could and would be downright mean and provocative. She thought of the things she’d done so far like kissing her sister and sucking those nipples and licking Cindy. Those were things she definitely didn’t want to do in front of Cindy’s friends. 
It was getting hard to think with the constant pain and the growing tingle in the body. She couldn’t deny that she was going to cum. She was hoping to hide it, but Cindy knew she was going to and had told her to announce it. Besides, she was pretty sure Cindy would know anyway when it happened. 
When Cindy prodded her for a response, she nodded her head slightly, figuring the nod was roughly akin to selling her soul to the devil. She’d do whatever Cindy named later. Without hesitation. She mentally shuddered at the thought of that. 
“That’s my smart little girl,” said Cindy. “Now I have to go talk to the stupid one.” She went over to May. Hannah’s announcement that May was stupid with May sitting in the closet had brought a smile to Cindy’s face. 
As she stepped up to May and caressed her thigh, May suddenly tensed and whined. Little tremors danced through her body and Cindy could tell that May just had the first of many orgasms. “Been waiting a long time for that one, huh, sweetie,” said Cindy. “Good as you expected? Don’t worry, I’ll keep the secret.” 
“What secret?” asked Hannah, as she stopped tapping May’s foot. 
“Now I just said I’d keep the secret,” said Cindy. “Us sisters have to have some secrets. Keep her busy. I think she’s enjoying you more than you think.”
Secret or not, May blushed as the intimacy of the private moment was shared with her little sister. She couldn’t help it and Cindy knew it. She hurt all over and Cindy was still making her cum. It galled her to know that Cindy was in control of her orgasms. Just as surely as Cindy had denied her one in the morning, now she was forcing them on her in the afternoon. Forcing her to cum in front of her friends and hope none of them figured out the secret. 
“Mmmm, mmmm, mmmmm,” announced April and Cindy looked over at her other sister to watch her little body tense and shudder ever so slightly. 
Turning her attention back to May, she extracted the same promise from May as she had from April. No hesitation as she performed whatever Cindy chose to tell her to do. Just as May was nodding, her body tensed again and a little squeal escaped her lips. “That’s two,” said Cindy, patting her sister’s leg. “Go for it, sweetie.” 
Figuring that April was next, Cindy went back to her. “Do one for me,” she said. “Hurting… embarrassed… scared… and still you can’t help it.” It was amusing to watch April try to fight it now that she was being watched, but then she shivered, her eyes closed in pleasure. “Mmmm, mmmm, mmmmm,” she grunted. Cindy gave her a wink and then returned to May. 
Jack-Jack leaned against Cindy and whispered in her ear. “I know the secret.”
Cindy looked at her friend and nodded. She wasn’t surprised that Jack-Jack had figured it out. “Take their clothespins off now,” she said. “It hurts even more when they come off.”
Jack-Jack gave Cindy a quizzical look as she wondered why it would hurt more then, but she took off the clamps. 
May could feel the tingle building her pussy again. Cindy had told April and May that three orgasms was what she expected, so she wasn’t fighting the last one. It was exquisitely building up inside her. The little tap-tap-tap now on her bottom seemed to help even. Cindy and Jack-Jack watching seemed to help, though she wanted anything but an audience. She could tell from the look on Jack-Jack’s face that she knew what was happening. She was going to cum for both of them and she couldn’t help it. Then her nipples started to burn as the circulation returned. Her eyes went wide as an orgasm rocked her body, the best of the three. Seconds later, April stridently announced her third one. 
“Time to get them down,” said Cindy. They lowered April first and then May. Cindy removed the harness and gags, giggling at the rush of slobber that poured out of the twins’ mouths. She feigned fumbling with the knots on their legs while Jeremy did all the real work. He tied them tight for her and that meant he had to untie them as well. He loosened the knots and she finished. As April came free, Cindy laid her down on her back. “Don’t move. Let the circulation return, but stay on your back.” When May was free, she got the same instructions. 
Of course Cindy wasn’t being nice about it. She wanted them to recover, but mostly she wanted their drool to stay on their chests while they did. Giving them five minutes, she even helped them bend their knees and elbows so they could stand up. “Now we’re ready for payback,” said Cindy. “Don’t forget your promise or that I can have you back up in the air if you screw up.”
“Stand up and face each other,” said Cindy and the twins rose stiffly. “April, clean off May’s chest with your tongue. May, when she’s done, clean off hers.” As promised, April leaned forward without hesitation and started licking her sister’s drool off her chest. That most certainly did require her to lick all over May’s tits including her nipples. 
“Gross,” said Susie without taking her eyes off the scene. 
“Yeah, that’s pretty disgusting,” agreed Hannah. 
The four girls were silent for about 30 seconds as they watched April do her task and then Jack-Jack said, “She’s licking her tits.”
That was quite obvious to Cindy, but apparently neither Susie nor Hannah had quite seen it that way. “Yeah, I guess she is,” agreed Susie. Cindy was beginning to appreciate how Jack-Jack seemed to always see the sexual side of the twins’ treatment. 
When the twins were finished cleaning each other’s chest, Cindy said, “Now, April, I want you to remove May’s vibrator and clean it with your tongue. May, you do it for April’s.”
April looked at Cindy to make sure she heard that right. Now that was really disgusting. It wasn’t quite hesitating, because once she knew she had it right, she quickly fished the vibrator from May’s pussy and, with a grimace, licked it up and down, turning it so she got all sides and left the vibrator “clean.”
“Ewwwwwww,” said Hannah as soon as April put her tongue to the device that had just been in her sister. 
Cindy laughed, “Yeah, ewwww. That’s what’s so cool about it. She has to do it even if she doesn’t like it.”
May had the good end of being the youngest twin. She was allowed to hesitate, or at least work up her nerve while she waited for April to finish first. Then after she cleaned April’s vibrator, the two waited for their next command. Cindy had gotten this idea just from mentioning the Sound of Music at lunch. It sounded lame then, but now it seemed just perfect. “Now I want you both to sing the Do-Re-Mi song from the Sound of Music.”
Whereas the twins had cleaned each other and their vibrators without a problem, they blushed as they started singing the children’s song while naked with an audience of four girls that had just been tormenting them. Nothing could seem more out of place. Which pleased Cindy immensely. 
“Jeez, that took longer than I planned,” said Cindy, managing to sound upset. “Show’s over. April and May, go shower, use the toilet. Be back in 20 minutes.” It was almost 3:00 now. “We have to clean up and look like nothing happened by the time our mom gets home. Sorry, but you guys need to go now. I’ll see you guys tomorrow.” She herded Hannah and Susie out the door and Jack-Jack followed on her heels. At the front door, however, she tugged on Jack-Jack’s hand and gave her a little jerk of her head that invited her to stay. 
After the front door shut, Cindy said, “The twins aren’t done yet and I thought you might like to see the grand finale. Since you already know the secret.” She explained to her friend just what the grand finale would be so Jack-Jack wouldn’t be surprised, grossed out, or want to leave. 
Just as Cindy expected, Jack-Jack was interested. With her big brown eyes wide in surprise, she said, “Oh, gawd, Cindy. You really mean it?” 
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Taking Jack-Jack back to her room, Cindy saw they had a few minutes before the twins had to come back. Standing face to face with her friend, she took Jack-Jack by the shoulders and solemnly looked into her eyes. “OK, now here’s the real secret. This is the one you can’t tell anybody. Only me and the twins know it.” If Jack-Jack was going to be around for the grand finale, then she’d have to know about Cindy’s magic. “You swear you won’t tell anybody?”
“I swear,” said Jack-Jack, making an X on her chest, “cross my heart and hope to die.”
“All right, then. Don’t get freaked out, but I can do magic.” At Jack-Jack’s skeptical look, Cindy said, “No, really. This is how I get the twins tied up.” She pointed at a rope and waved it toward them. “I’m going to tie your hands so you see.”
Cindy stepped back as the rope wound around Jack-Jack’s wrists to her obvious astonishment. She pulled and tugged, but her arms held still as the rope wrapped around her. “Cindy,” she said, feeling helpless. “Stop it.” 
“Shhhh,” said Cindy, stroking Jack-Jack’s short brown hair soothingly. “This is just so you believe. I’m not going to hurt you. I’ll let you go right away.” 
That wasn’t very reassuring, but at least the 9-year-old didn’t freak out as she was securely bound at the wrists. “Magic?” she said looking back over her shoulder as the rope finished tying. “That’s scary… but cool,” quickly adding the last words so she didn’t actually seemed scared. 
Bound as she was, Jack-Jack looked so tempting to Cindy, but she was determined to make her friend an accomplice, not a victim. She had her hands full with the twins. It didn’t keep the little dominatrix from appreciating Jack-Jack’s slender form in just a tank top and shorts and tennis shoes. Jack-Jack’s arms, shoulders and legs, were all slender but firmly muscled. And she had the best tan. Every inch of visible skin was smooth and dark. 
“We’re gonna get naked, you know,” said Cindy. “They can’t lick us with clothes on.”
“Yeah,” said Jack-Jack, shifting nervously as the subject changed to taking off clothes, but her bound predicament didn’t. 
“Can I take yours off now?” asked Cindy softly. 
No way, was Jack-Jack’s first impulse, but she didn’t say it. Cindy’s eyes looked like… well, she didn’t know what, but it gave her second thoughts like she wanted Cindy to do it. Her own eyes widened at the idea of being naked and tied. Air rushed in and out through her nose in shaky, excited breaths. 
“Me first,” said Cindy as Jack-Jack hesitated. She stripped off her own clothes and posed for her friend. “Ta da.”
The move put Jack-Jack at ease, but it was the way Cindy had so softly and innocently asked and then the way she’d looked at Jack-Jack that convinced the bound 9-year-old. “OK, go ahead,” she nodded. “But… but you’ll untie me before the twins come back?”
“Oh, you bet,” said Cindy. “I just…” … want you, her mind finished the thought she didn’t dare say out loud. “I just… wanted you to see how it feels, but they won’t ever see you like this.”
She pulled the tank top up the athletic body and over Jack-Jack’s head to bunch around her bound wrists. Letting out a little gasp, she stared at the fair skin exposed, enjoying the contrast of the little brown nipples. Jack-Jack’s untanned skin wasn’t as white as her own, but then her nipples weren’t as dark and obvious as Jack-Jack’s. Then she knelt almost reverently in front of her friend and pulled down her shorts and panties as one. The line between dark and light was so distinct, it might as well been drawn there. And all the fair skinned parts screamed out that nobody but Cindy had ever seen them. 
As Cindy stared at the lovely little body, there was a knock at the door, making them both jump. “Just a minute,” she said. “I’m not ready.” She stood up with a giggle at the desperate look on Jack-Jack’s face, but the rope was already untying itself. It was hard to keep from looking at David as he stretched across the room. Two tentacles were placed firmly against the door to keep it from opening without Cindy’s permission and catching the two 9-year-olds in a compromising position. His hands were untying Jack-Jack, halfway across the room. He seemed to fill the whole room. Cindy had a vision of Doc Octopus in the Spiderman movie. 
When the rope was free, Cindy said, “Take off your shoes and socks, too. Naked all over.” Oddly, Jack-Jack hesitated at that and Cindy said, “Lookit, we’re naked because we choose to be. They’re naked because they have to be. It’s way different. Trust me. Just remember, we’re naked because we’re going to take advantage of them.”
Once they were ready, Cindy gave Jack-Jack a quick kiss on her lips and stepped to the door. Behind her, Jack-Jack put her hand to her lips, as if trapping the kiss in place. “Are you standing at attention?” Cindy said to the door. 
“Yes, Your Highness,” came two voices through the door. 
Cindy turned and grinned at Jack-Jack. “Your Highness,” she laughed softly. “I love it.” Jack-Jack, too, was grinning at the twins’ subservience. 
Yanking open the door, Cindy said, “Come in, my sweet playthings.” She waved them in with a flourish that ended with her arm sweeping out to reveal Jack-Jack. 
The twins’ blood ran cold as they saw one of Cindy’s friends was still here. They had an idea of what was coming next and the idea of anyone besides Cindy witnessing was humiliating. “What’s she doing…” said April before May hastily clapped a hand over her sister’s mouth.  No less embarrassed than her sister, May at least knew not to argue. 
“Sorry, Your Highness,” said April. 
“Come in and kneel in front of her and say, how may we serve you, Your Highness.”
Not daring to argue or even hesitate, the twins knelt right in front of Jack-Jack. “How may we serve you, Your Highness?” they chorused. 
Unprepared for this, Jack-Jack looked over them to Cindy with a questioning look and shrugged. What should I do now?
Kiss your feet, mouthed Cindy, pointing at Jack-Jack’s feet. Kiss your feet.
“Kiss my feet,” said Jack-Jack with a grin. April kissed her right foot and May kissed her left. 
“Now, I would hope I don’t have to tie you to get your cooperation,” said Cindy. “But I’m going to anyway just because it’s fun.” With a wave of her hand, a rope snaked out and tied April’s wrists. “And your elbows, too. I just love that.” So, a second rope wrapped around April’s arm just above her elbows, pulled them together, and then tied itself off. 
Noticing that Jack-Jack was watching in awe as the ropes obeyed her, Cindy stepped behind her friend and put her hands on her shoulders. “I hereby grant you the magic touch, too,” she said. “Now, tie up May for us.”
Uncertain what to do, Jack-Jack waved her arms and to her amazement, the ropes responded to tie up May. She stepped behind May to watch the ropes as they expertly bound the preteen. 
“Rise,” said Cindy. 
The twins expected to float up into the air and only when that didn’t happen did they realize they were supposed to stand. At Cindy’s command, they nervously faced each other. 
“Want to see them kiss?” asked Cindy. 
“Heck, yeah,” said Jack-Jack. She waited for Cindy to give the order, but looking back at Cindy, she saw Cindy was still looking at her and nodding toward the twins. “Kiss,” she told the twins. She was just a couple of feet away from the profile view of the twins, watching intently. 
Cindy peeked over her shoulder and whispered. “I just love the look on their faces.”  Jack-Jack just stared as the two put on their reluctant faces, yet leaned forward and kissed each other anyway. April and May didn’t even try to pretend they didn’t know what kind of kiss was expected. Their mouths opened and tongues touched at the same time as their lips. With their heads tilted to opposite sides, they mashed their lips together in a sensuous kiss between lovers. Very conscious of their audience, April did her best to put on the show that Cindy expected. On the other side of the kiss, May put the audience in the back of her mind and kissed her sister with unexpected passion. The result was the same… sexy kisses, but with a different perspective all together. 
Jack-Jack watched for a couple of minutes and then said, “Can I do more?”
“They are but yours to command,” said Cindy. 
“Do each other’s nipples. April first. Suck them and lick them. Like they’re special.” She’d watched them clean up slobber that included the same motions, but it was different being able to make their nipples the whole purpose of the motion. Then it was just mechanical. Now it was sexy. Barely able to contain herself, Jack-Jack looked back over her shoulder at Cindy and grinned. Yeah, the reluctant faces were so hot. 
Cindy pressed up against Jack-Jack from behind, putting her pussy right against Jack-Jack’s left cheek and wrapping her arms around her waist. “They are special,” she whispered in Jack-Jack’s ear. Jack-Jack was intent on April’s ministrations to May’s tits, but she shivered sensuously in Cindy’s arms. The specialness of nipples became very obvious when one of May’s hard nubs was in April’s mouth and the other idly twisted by April’s thumb and forefinger. May suddenly, noisily took a sudden intake of breath and stiffened, and then blushed as her eyes rolled to the side to see her audience. She pushed April away and switched roles, not even caring if that was allowed without being told. 
After May had given as much attention to April’s tits as she’d had for hers, Cindy said, “Now May, go first this time. Lick April’s pussy.” 
Again she whispered in Jack-Jack’s ear, light words accompanied by light breaths than made the brunette shiver again in Cindy’s arms. “They’re gonna do that to us next.” Her hands had been slowly working their way higher and now Cindy’s palms pressed against Jack-Jack’s nipples, finding them already hard. She rolled them between her thumb and forefinger, listening to Jack-Jack’s soft sigh. Emboldened, she kissed Jack-Jack’s neck, right below that sensitive ear. 
May was only allowed about 30 seconds to demonstrate pussy licking. Cindy was not going to allow them to cum. Then she told them to switch so April could have a turn. Cindy was so busy with Jack-Jack that she nearly missed a very obvious difference between the twins. May had licked a dry pussy. April was getting much more of a taste of May’s glistening pussy. 
“OK, now our turn,” said Cindy, calling a halt to the twins’ performance. “April, I want you to lick my pussy until I cum. May, you can do the honors for our guest.” She knew the twins were burning at the idea of performing for someone who was essentially a stranger to them. “I hope you appreciate that I brought enough for both of you,” she laughed. Taking April by the ears, she pulled her sister back to her knees and then right to her damp pussy. Watching Jack-Jack as she did the same with May, Cindy was pleased to notice a light sheen on Jack-Jack’s puffy pussy lips. 
“Oh, hell yeah,” said Cindy as April’s tongue parted her lips and tasted her. “This is what big sisters are for. A couple of cunt licking sluts.” She ground her pussy into April’s face, smearing juices over her sister’s cheeks before letting April get back to her clit. “Nothing but a tongue for me to use.”
“I like the way they looked tied up like this,” said Jack-Jack. Her voice was tentative compared to Cindy’s, more innocent and still full of wonder.  “I’ve never seen anything like it. It just… just… makes their tits push out so… I think it’s hot.” She had her fingers entwined in May’s hair. “I love to watch. Her tongue is… right in me.” She giggled softly. “And she so does not want to be doing this, huh. Do you, May?” She playfully twisted May’s head side to side as her voice turned to a tease. “Don’t want to be licking me.”
Licking away, May blushed at the tease. It wasn’t so much embarrassing to be teased by her sister’s friend. No, it was embarrassing because Jack-Jack was wrong. The precocious 9-year-old’s words were a reminder that she shouldn’t be enjoying it, but she was anyway. Kneeling and eating pussy was humiliating, but it still excited her. She fought the excitement because she knew an orgasm was not in the cards for her this afternoon. It was a little frustrating too, to be doing such a good job and Jack-Jack didn’t know it. She started making slurping noises, showing her enthusiasm as she worked her way between the slick pussy lips to a hard little button that had never before been the center of Jack-Jack’s world. She heard Jack-Jack continue to tease her about being naked, tied, and eating pussy. Then she knew she struck gold when the little girl stopped the teasing and just breathed heavily. 
May’s mind danced through the day’s events. Tied and tormented by her little sister. Fingers walking on her helpless body. Kneeling in the closet while Cindy showed her friends those pictures. Then she got stuck on her trip down memory lane as she remembered the doors opening. That feeling of betrayal, frustration, and humiliation as she faced three girls so very, very helpless and the greatest embarrassment of all was being shown off as Cindy’s trophy. Her tongue and lips were feverishly working in the pink slit, making a little girl feel good. Cindy’s trophy! She found herself whining with lust as she ate Jack-Jack’s pussy finally to be rewarded by tight little fists in her hair, pulling her deeper and deeper, and the sound of a heavenly squeal. Cindy’s freaking trophy!
Both giver and receiver were breathing heavily. May looked up at the cute little body, almost wanting to lick it all over again, but she wouldn’t stoop to that. Hearing April still at it, she turned her head to the side to watch, surprised at April’s lack of enthusiasm. Didn’t she know that the better she was, the quicker it was over? She looked back up as Jack-Jack asked, “Do the ropes just untie themselves, too?”
Despite April’s lack of enthusiasm, Cindy was getting close to an orgasm. Watching her sister’s obvious distaste was a real turn on for her. Still, she managed to answer Jack-Jack, “Leave her. Got more planned.” She smiled her devilish smile down at April, who obviously had thought up until that comment that this was the last act of the afternoon. A minute later, she came for April and let her relax. 
She knew she had that dreamy smile on her face from cumming. Maybe it was that she was feeling so good. Maybe she just wanted to play a little bit more. Maybe May really did deserve something extra. Waving absently at April, she said, “Ropes, untie April. You’re done for the day, April.” She walked over to May. “You’re not done, sweetie.”
It took a couple of minutes for April to get free and then leave. In the meantime, Cindy knelt beside May and ran her hands over May’s tits. With a look, she invited Jack-Jack to kneel on the other side and soon the two 9-year-olds were attending to the trembling 11-year-old’s tits. May was terribly afraid that she was going to get a repeat of the morning, teased relentlessly with no chance for relief. Her fears were not relieved as Cindy started whispering to her. “Somebody’s all excited again, isn’t she? Somebody wants to cum.” Nodding at Jack-Jack, she went on, “She watched you cum this afternoon. Three times for her. Hannah and Susie were clueless, but Jack-Jack knew what you were doing. All tied up and in pain and couldn’t keep from cumming. That is so hot. Want to cum again? For her? For me?”
May nodded even though she was certain Cindy was just teasing her. 
“Know what I was thinking?” continued Cindy, as pressure from her hand told May to spread her knees. “Maybe a repeat performance for tomorrow. You both all locked up in the closet, tied and waiting for me. Only tomorrow, I open the door and it’s boys instead of girls.”
May let out a low whimper that made Cindy wonder. Was that a please no or a please do?
“Nothing you could do about it anyway. It’s a long summer. If not tomorrow, I’ll probably get bored enough to do it someday.” She let out a soft chuckle. “Want to pick the boys? Let me know which ones you’d most like to see you like that?” Hearing April get up, she watched her leave and then turned back to May. Her voice was a little harder now. “Cuz you did like being there in the closet. You did like being hung up and teased. You did like letting Jack-Jack watch you make out with April.” As May shook her head, Cindy swiped a finger through her sopping pussy and held it up to May. “Say no again and I won’t let you cum, you little liar.”
May looked at the wet finger and knew her body wasn’t lying. “No, Your Highness. I didn’t like it. I hated it. And… and… that’s why… it’s so wet.”
Cindy wiped her finger through May’s cunt again, pondering what May had just said. David has said this would happen. Only he’d said she’d get excited without knowing why. She’d hate it and be confused about why she was wet. A glance up at David told her that he didn’t think he’d been wrong. He seemed pretty pleased with himself. She looked across at Jack-Jack, who had no idea what Cindy was talking about. Holding the wet finger out to her friend, she said, “This means she’s excited. Ready to cum. Aren’t you, May?”
Well, yeah, but she didn’t want it announced to Jack-Jack. She blushed and nodded. “Yes, Your Highness.” She felt her arousal go up a notch. 
When Jack-Jack still seemed a little confused, Cindy wiped a finger through her own pussy. “See, I just came and I’m wet. It’s my juices. Check yours out.”
Jack-Jack reached between her legs, but didn’t bring her finger out on display. “I got it. Did she cum?”
“No, not yet,” said Cindy. “You get that way before, too. She’s just ready to cum. And she’ll get to if she asks. Asks and sucks on an invisible cock.”
“Huh?” said Jack-Jack. 
“A magically invisible penis,” Cindy patiently explained. 
“Oh.” 
“Your Highness, no,” said May. “Not that. Not with…” she looked at Jack-Jack. Not with her here, she was going to say as if with her gone would be any less gross. 
Cindy’s response was to rub two fingers against May’s clit, slowly and firmly. “Imagine opening your mouth and sucking a cock for us, May. Right here. Right now. While me and Jack-Jack watch you enjoy it. Slobbering all over it. Tasting it for the first time. Feeling it in your mouth. Making it cum.”
May whined. Her mouth was open slightly. Most notably she hadn’t said no this time. 
“I didn’t say you had to ask with words,” said Cindy. “I think that was good enough.” She snapped her fingers and May felt something press against her lips. David looked annoyed as he pushed his cock into May’s mouth and then let his frown pass as he started slowly inching deeper. Cindy was inches away as David’s cock spread May’s lips and disappeared bit by bit. To May and Jack-Jack it truly was an invisible cock. From Jack-Jack’s perspective, it was seriously odd, but cool anyway. 
May moaned, tensing her body as the cock took her mouth. She hadn’t asked for it. That didn’t matter to Cindy. Cindy was going to make her do it anyway. The cock was very real to her as it entered deep enough to touch the back of her throat and make her gag. Yet her vision wasn’t obstructed by the boy looming over her. She could easily look to one side and see Cindy’s smiling face or the other side and see Jack-Jack’s curious look. Sucking cock for an audience. Her hands were still tied behind her, thrusting her chest out even as she sucked. She felt Jack-Jack’s hand strumming her nipples as Jack-Jack’s other hand rubbed up and down her bare back, so reminiscent of the wandering fingers from the morning. .
Cindy’s fingers were just enough to tease and May felt her mind slipping into the haze again. Helpless to resist or help, she just knelt and picked up the rhythm of the cock stroking in and out of her open mouth. Occasionally it pushed too deep, but not often. The center of attention of two mistresses, she felt the burn of humiliation stoke the fire in her as she performed for them. That ache from the morning settled in the pit of her stomach and her clit seemed to cry out for more. She even felt how exquisite it would be for Cindy to tease her right up there again and stop. Leave her so very desperate for an orgasm as they laughed at her. 
The cock tensed in her mouth and she steeled herself for the gross something that was supposed to come with a man’s orgasm. The cock shoved faster, ignoring her gagging as it pushed into her throat. In and out, cumming in her mouth, but then leaving nothing. The cock was gone… sated… and she hadn’t tasted cum. She looked at her little sister. “May I cum now?” Her body tensed as the answer was fast and furiously applied to her clit. Not an orgasm yet, but the wonderful knowledge that she was going to get one. She felt like a ticking time bomb and Cindy was the timer, ready to light her off in 3… 2… 1… “Yeeeeeeeeee,” she squealed as she threw her head back and swore she’d do anything for her little sister. Her muscles strained against the bondage and she prayed she’d always be tied for this moment. Hands rubbed her nipples as a hand continued to set her off like a chain reaction. 
Cindy was amazed at the intensity of May’s orgasm. Once again it looked like her body was going to explode, this time in ecstasy instead of humiliation. She relaxed pressure as May slowly calmed down. The 9-year-old had a feeling that if she went back to May’s clit, May would skyrocket off again. May was drooling and she wasn’t even gagged. Her eyes were dreamy as she shut her mouth and swallowed. 
May had surrendered already. Now Cindy was looking forward to April’s conquest. The ropes untied themselves and May just slowly melted into the floor like the pile of goo she felt like. 
Cindy rose and pulled Jack-Jack to her feet. The astonished Jack-Jack backed away as Cindy hungrily approached, pinning her against the bed and then kissing her hard. As Cindy tried to lift her friend up on the bed, David assisted so she practically floated up. Then Cindy put her lips to Jack-Jack’s pussy and licked for all she was worth. She’d never felt the full power of David’s arousal until now. Nothing seemed more important than Jack-Jack’s orgasm until it hit and Jack-Jack squealed in that very sexy way. Then nothing was more important to her than her own orgasm. Luckily, Jack-Jack shared that feeling. 
Half an hour later, Cindy and Jack-Jack finally dressed and came out of her room. Jack-Jack didn’t know and Cindy didn’t care that they’d put on a show for David. May had left somewhere in there. After walking her lover to the door, Cindy gave her one final, deep kiss and let her go. 
That night, Cindy felt the familiar tentacles wrap around her as she drifted to sleep. “G’night, David,” she said. That first night he did it, it had felt like she was sleeping in a bed of snakes. Warm and cozy snakes, but snakes nonetheless. Now it was just warm and cozy. It hadn’t been that long ago that she gave up sucking her thumb, so when something slipped a couple of inches into her mouth, she drifted off to sleep sucking cock. There was one advantage to being able to cum without actually ejaculating. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 8
(bdsm, d/s, inc, mast, spank, humil)
The next morning, Cindy again waited for their mom to leave and started down the hall to the twins’ room, but David stopped her. “They’re in the kitchen,” he told her. Cindy was surprised they were up already and as she padded down the steps, the aroma of breakfast filled the air. May was busy fixing breakfast with April’s help. It was very clear that May was in charge, though April got busy as soon as she saw Cindy. Cindy wasn’t sure she liked the new May. Would it be less fun to torment her? Last night at dinner she’d taken Cindy’s dishes away for her, a task normally assigned to the owner of the dishes… you took her own to the sink. And now breakfast was nearly ready. She sat at the table and drank the waiting orange juice. 
April came over and looked down at her. “Your Highness” she said to cover her ass before she asked an impertinent question, “what did you do to her?”
Cindy just smiled and looked away to watch May put eggs on her plate. Then she deigned to look back at April and answer the question. “Same thing I’m going to do to you.” Ooo, what a way to start the morning, the 9-year-old thought with a shiver. Breakfast was served by one twin while the other’s look of utter horror made Cindy so look forward to the day’s activities. 
As she ate breakfast, Cindy was amused that April acted as if May was contagious. Well, if that was the case, they’d be swapping spit soon enough that April would come down with the pain slut syndrome. That’s what David called it, though Cindy thought she was really a humiliation slut. April would surrender in time. It may not be today or even this week, but David was confident and that made Cindy feel the same way. 
When breakfast was over, Cindy just said, “My room. 30 minutes. Come naked. I have your outfits already picked out.”
Twenty-nine minutes later, the twins knocked on her door. As Cindy opened the door, she again greeted them with, “Come in, my sweet little playthings.” 
“Yes, Your Highness,” they said as they took her naked bodies into the place they considered hell. Cindy was surprised, but not disappointed that a different May arrived in her room. The let me get your dishes and let me fix breakfast May was not the one that came to play. May seemed as reticent as her twin. 
While May did feel very different about her little mistress when she felt safe, she still felt the cold knife of fear pierce her heart as she wondered what Cindy had planned. There was still a memory of a tortuous tease Monday morning that left her so hungry for more. Monday afternoon had shown May just how Cindy could decide whether she meted out pain or pleasure at a mere whim. 
“I sure hope these suits know how to put themselves on,” said Cindy as she looked at two latex body suits designed for petite submissives. The suits were draped over her bed. “Well, whatever, let’s get started. The suits are only part of what you get to wear. Lie down on those.” 
The twins looked at the two black rubber mats that were on the floor. They were roughly squares barely more than a foot on each side. “Heads here,” instructed Cindy, aligning the pair so each was face down with their tummies pressed against a mat. Opposite sides of the mats had a zipper and the base of the zipper was toward their feet. Standing over April, Cindy pulled the ends of the “mat” up around her victim’s sides making it into a latex corset. It was quite a struggle, even with David’s help, to stretch the tight garment around April’s narrow waist until the zipper could be zipped up. Even then it was a slow process of telling April to take a deep breath and hold it, pulling the rubber tight, and then working the zipper up a couple more inches. All that was done with David practically standing on April’s back to keep her from lifting up. When Cindy was done, the latex rubber tube wrapped around April from below her navel to just under her relatively enlarged tits. April took a couple of shallow breaths. “It’s too tight, Your Highness,” she advised them. 
“It’s perfect,” said Cindy. A couple of minutes later, May knew just what April meant. She could barely breathe. As they stood slowly and gingerly, they looked at each other and saw a new meaning to the term hourglass figure. Between their hips and their ribs, the tight rubber had nothing to hold it out, so their waists looked they were about to be pinched into two pieces. 
“Too tight, Your Highness,” gasped May. 
“Don’t try to talk,” said Cindy. “Take little breaths. You’re gonna be in that all day.” She grinned as the twins’ shared an incredulous look between them and then looked at her in disbelief. 
“Your Highness… it hurts,” protested April. 
Pointing at her own stoic face, Cindy asked, “Do I look like I care?” She picked up black latex panties. “Step into these, but don’t pull them up yet.”
The wasp-waisted April looked at the full body suits and put her foot down. “No way. You have to take these off.” She was even audacious enough to step behind May intent on undoing the zipper herself. “Oh, fuck no,” she gasped as she walked backwards away from May and not of her own volition. 
Cindy picked up April’s head harness and ball gag and threw it at April’s face. April flinched, but the mass of straps stopped in mid air right in front of her face. She thought she’d never get used to Cindy’s magic. Then it put itself on her, forcing her lips wide so the gag could be properly seated. A rope snaked through a hook on the ceiling and then through the ring on the top of April’s harness. April tried to fight with the rope, but her hands were securely held behind her back. Then the rope just pulled her up off the floor. Dangling six inches in the air, she certainly couldn’t put her foot down again, literally or figuratively. 
May stepped into her rubber panties and waited for the next order as April’s panties just slid themselves up April’s legs all the way to her knees. May pulled hers up from her ankles to her knees to match. April took short little rapid breaths through her nose, learning the problem with struggling while wearing a too tight corset. With wild eyes and rapid breaths, she looked every bit as panicked as she felt. 
Cindy wanted to do the next steps personally. As April hung docilely in the air, Cindy picked up a butt plug, lubed it, and went behind the helpless girl. Putting the tip of the cone to April’s puckered asshole, she started working it in despite April’s grunts of protest and the tight defense she offered. “Just goes right in, doesn’t it?” mused Cindy even though she was taking her time. April didn’t seem to appreciate the courtesy however, and continued to tighten her butt right up until the plug disappeared and her asshole claimed it like quicksand taking another victim. 
Picking up a vibrator, Cindy stepped in front of April. “That was bigger than I thought,” she said. “How’s it feel?” April just glared at her. Cindy didn’t take as much time to push the vibrator into April’s pussy. Then she pulled up the rubber panties to make sure nothing fell out. Not really necessary for the butt plug. That would take Cindy pulling on the little round disk press up to April’s butt cheeks and April pushing before it came painfully out. 
“You know how much fun this is gonna be?” Cindy asked her suspended sister. To demonstrate the fun, she picked up the remote and turned on front and rear vibrators. 
“Nnnnnnn,” moaned April. She knew how Cindy used them. She hated when the pleasure overrode the pain. She hated the look on Cindy’s smug little face as she came for the 9-year-old. Not yet, though as Cindy turned them off. 
As with April, Cindy lubed up the butt plug and started it up May’s ass. The difference was that the not so helpless May could have fought back, but just grunted and grimaced as her ass was taken. Feeling like she had to poop, she tried to force out the plug, but it was just too big. Then her vibrator was inserted and she pulled up her own panties. Where April feared an orgasm, May feared not having one. The test of the vibrators in her ass and pussy just showed her that Cindy had the button and could start and stop it whenever she wanted. Orgasm on. Orgasm off. Happy May. Sad May. Feel good. Ache all over. 
Cindy didn’t want to be in David’s way as he put the suits on the twins, so she stepped back and waved her hand. “How about May first, this time,” she said. It was a struggle to get her legs into the tight suit. Then the suit squirmed itself onto May’s arms and it zipped up the back to encase her in solid black from ankles to neck to wrists. A seam of latex even fit over the zipper to hide it from view. By kicking her legs a little, April could turn herself to watch what was going to happen to her next. 
Hoping to be lowered to put the suit on, April discovered that wasn’t going to happen. It made it harder to put the tight suit on, but April stayed hanging from the ceiling until it was all the way on. Then she was lowered to the floor. Cindy personally removed the gag and harness. “Going to behave, sweetie?” she asked. 
“Yes, Your Highness,” said April in resignation. She was already upset at herself for trying to stand up to her mistress. She knew better, but then she just couldn’t help herself. 
“That’s good because we’re almost done. Now I need you to kneel down.” After April and May had both knelt for her, Cindy topped off the outfit with a latex hood. First she pulled April’s ponytail through a hole in the top and then just rolled the hood right down over her head. On the way down, it covered her eyes and ears and when it came to her mouth, an oval gag fit into her mouth. The gag fit deeper than a ball and wider to fill her cheeks and had a sturdy rubber base for her teeth to bite down on. Finally, the hood rolled down to make a seal with the rest of the suit. Now only her hands, feet, and nose were visible. 
When it was May’s turn for a hood, she held still as it went on. Then, just before the gag fit into her mouth she said, “I’ll do anything for you, Your Highness. Just to cum.” 
Cindy worked the gag into May’s mouth and finished putting the hood on. “That nice, sweetie,” she said to May. “Just that sometimes I want you to suffer for me.”
They still weren’t done. Cindy pulled clumsy bondage mittens onto April’s hands and secured them with black electric tape so it matched the black that encased every inch of April’s body except her feet now. May got her own set of mittens, too. They had their arms available, but no hands to do anything with. 
What neither twin noticed in their apprehension at being totally covered was that the gags had a little threaded valve in the center. Cindy demonstrated one purpose of the threaded valve as she attached a pump and squeezed air into the inflatable gag until April’s mouth and then May’s mouth were full of gag. Where there had been a possibility that they could push it out, now there was no chance it would come out until Cindy let some air out.  The next use of the threaded insert was for Cindy to screw a ring into it. The twins couldn’t see the rope come down from the ceiling and slip through the ring so they stood docilely, waiting for Cindy to do something. It wasn’t until the rope went taut and April’s gag went up and her head went back until she knew something was wrong. She was pulled into the air by her gag, her teeth clenched tightly on the only thing holding her up. She couldn’t even scream out her frustration as she hung helplessly in the air, blind, deaf, and dumb. She could only assume that May was getting the same treatment and she was right. 
There was just one thing left to do. Cindy turned on their vibrators and went to watch TV. At the first commercial break, she returned and gave each black shape five swats on the round part in the middle. The May shape squirmed for the five swats. At the next break, she knelt down and tickled April’s feet. Not for very long because April quickly became breathless as she flailed so incredibly for Cindy. May was a little more controlled, but likewise didn’t get much tickling. Then Cindy just sat down on the floor and fingered herself to an orgasm. David looked beside himself with lust, so Cindy stroked a cock until he came. Just a little way of saying thanks, she told herself. 
In her dark and miserable world, April’s imagination wandered in several directions. She had no idea how much time passed and trying to count seconds was worse than not. What if May isn’t lifted up in the air? What if this is my punishment for talking back? What if May is even out of her suit by now and May is laughing at me? Cindy’s little pet. She was disgusted with May’s behavior, which only scared her more that she might become like that. What if Cindy brought her friends over again? She explored those possibilities and then was rudely brought back to reality by five swats on her ass. Then she was alone again, almost wanting to be spanked. Any interaction at all. She jerked in orgasm. What if Cindy had her friends watching? Did they know I just came?
Reaching up, April could touch the rope with her mittens, but that was all she could do. She couldn’t even grab the rope to take some weight off her straining jaw. What if Cindy is watching right now and laughing at my futile attempts? She lowered her arms, too ashamed to try again. How much time? What if an hour has passed? What if Cindy forgets me? Cindy’s playing with May and ignoring me. Another orgasm started and she fought with it. It was at least something to do. It swept through her, better than the first. There was a lesson there. Hold off and it was better. If Cindy’s friends are out there, they must have noticed that one. She thought about performing for Cindy’s friends and then suddenly she was squirming as fingers tickled her feet. It was scary as the exertion left her panting with only her nose to breathe through. Her breath sounded louder than normal. It was the only sound she could hear. She waited in dreaded anticipation for the next tickle attack. Now? No, no… Now? Her feet curled up, trying to hide from the next attack, but it never came. No, it won’t come, she realized. Not until I don’t expect it again. That was how Cindy would do it. She realized then that she wanted Cindy to tickle her feet. It was something to do. It told her Cindy hadn’t forgotten her. 
She kicked her feet and could feel herself turning. It became a game for her. Turn right. Stop. Turn left. Stop. She turned and stuck her feet straight out and held it for a few seconds and then… bump. She dropped her feet. May! May is still hanging next to me. She felt ecstatic to know her twin was sharing the misery. She started the game up again, but it took three more tries before she bumped May again. Sweet! She just hoped May appreciated the contact as much as she did. Then she stopped the game as another orgasm worked its way up. Hmmm, do I fight it or not? She decided to fight. Not so it would be better, she convinced herself. So I won’t have as many of them. Make them work to take me. Her whole body shivered and shook at the third one. Like it started in her toes and rippled through her to the top of her head. 
What if Cindy’s friends are watching? What if Cindy’s forgotten me? What if May is down and playing with… no, May, yes, she remembered. May is here. She was about to go searching for May again when the paddle cracked across her ass again. Five times just like before. I haven’t been forgotten! She was ecstatic. Then five more. Yes, I’m here. Show me you’re there. 
Next to her sister, May was on her fifth orgasm. The first one just blew through her a minute after she was pulled into the air fueled by helpless frustration and humiliation at the hands of her little sister. The next one came with the first spanking. It had been lurking there and then bam! It took her hard. She concentrated on the hum deep inside her. Experimenting, she discovered there was really nothing she could do to hurry it along. Squeezing her thighs together seemed the most logical, but that didn’t work. She tried humping the air. No help. She was still trying when her feet were tickled. That just washed away the pending orgasm like cold water dashed over her. She focused on the hum again, trying to help it along. It was coming along nicely when suddenly, bright lights, the closet door opening, Cindy’s trophy. Jeeeeeeesus, she bucked so hard she scared herself. She swung for a while before finally coming to rest. Then something kicked her. How rude. What game are they playing out there? She felt an orgasm rising again. There it is… she felt it coming and then… bright lights, closet door opening…Cindy’s trophy… Jeeeeeeeus Chriiiiiist. She felt like that one just about pulled her teeth out of her mouth. She tried to calm down. No more like that. It felt so good, it hurt. Her jaw ached from it. Then another one hovered in the distance. She thought about school. She thought about hiking. She thought about food. She thought about swimming… at the pool… no suit… bright lights, closet door… Jeeeeeesus, she bucked and then her ass exploded in pain. Cindy’s freaking trophy! Plaything! Jeeeeesus Chriiiiiist. She started sobbing. It hurt. Please stop. Then her feet touched the ground and she was lowered all the way to her back. The vibrators stopped. 
Cindy deflated the gag and peeled off May’s hood. “Sweetie, that was so hot,” said Cindy, caressing her face. May had cum both times she was spanked and how many other times? Pain slut, just like David had said. That last one had been scary even for Cindy as May’s body just went rigid and stayed that way for several seconds. Head pointing up, arms back and down, toes pointed. Taking the swats like gifts. It looked like May was going to literally rocket through the roof. 
Cindy said, “Suck her toes.”
May crawled to April, reached up, and took April’s big toe in her mouth. It jerked away and May jerked back as the foot kicked a little, like chasing away a fly. Then both feet kicked and April started to turn and stretched her legs forward. Turn and stretch her legs forward. .Then a third time. After that April lowered her feet gently. May wasn’t hanging beside her any more. She knew it was May sucking her toes. Pissed that May was down, she still didn’t want to kick her twin. 
May tentatively reached out to suck a big toe again and this time April held still. Emboldened, May moved closer and licked and sucked the only part of April that wasn’t covered. Not knowing what was expected, she took each toe one at a time and sucked on it for 30 seconds before moving on. Big mittens on her hands allowed her to steady April’s foot, but not much more. April’s foot suddenly jerked and May pulled back again, watching her sister tense and the cute little wet toes curl up in orgasm. Did I do that? wondered May. Did she cum because her toes were being sucked? 
“Back away,” said Cindy and then she lowered April. Again she deflated the gag and peeled off the hood. “That was a nice one, huh, sweetie?” said Cindy. The dreamy look on April’s face reminded Cindy that May hadn’t had that expression when she came down. May looked disappointed. 
“Mmm hmmm,” agreed April. 
“Want her to finish?” May still had two more toes to go. 
“Mmm hmmm,” nodded April. All she really wanted was human contact. Anything. Toe sucking served that purpose. But, she moaned softly as May’s lips encircled another toe and sucked on it. When May finished and it was apparent April wasn’t going to pop off again, Cindy turned off her vibrators. 
“Follow me,” said Cindy. Her slaves followed her to the kitchen where she gave them both a big glass of water. With mittened hands they managed to hold them awkwardly and drink the contents. It was laborious to drink with the tight rubber corsets, but they were thirsty so they managed. “Good girls,” said Cindy. “Don’t want you getting dehydrated in those suits.”
The twins looked at her with dismay. The suits weren’t coming off yet? “That’s right,” confirmed Cindy. “All day long.” She couldn’t wait for them to figure out their internal plumbing was going to be messy at best inside a rubber suit. “You can do whatever you want for a while. You can even try to get out of the suits, if you want.”
The twins retreated to their room to work on the suits, but Cindy followed them in. They didn’t like having Cindy watch, but they had no choice. Useless mittens pawed at the tape around each other’s wrists and then they had a try at the zipper in back. Cindy turned on their vibrators as she watched them work. They tried getting the tape with their toes, but couldn’t get a grip. When May looked like she was getting distracted, Cindy turned off the vibrators. The twins wouldn’t give up and as they struggled, Cindy worked the vibrators to make sure they only almost came. The next time she turned on the vibrators, May waited a minute and said, “I told you I’d do anything, Your Highness.”
“Yes, you did,” said Cindy. “And I told you…?”
May shrugged. “I couldn’t hear a thing inside the hood, so I don’t know.”
“I said sometimes I just want you to suffer.” Cindy mentally kicked herself. Don’t taunt the slaves when their hoods are on. 
“Yeah, I knew that already,” said May, the distant hum in her pussy and ass only telling her that she’d be frustrated once again. The good news was that Cindy was being over cautious and May was never getting so close it hurt. 
“Besides,” said Cindy, looking at her watch, “there’s some boys coming over in about five minutes, so we’re gonna have to…”
“Boys?!”
“Who?!” 
“Please say you’re kidding, Your Highness.”
“No, Hannah told Kev to get some boys together. If you want the suits off, they’ll peel ‘em right off you. How would you like that? I can just see that suit coming down and your titties popping out and then when they discover you’ve got vibrators in your pussies and your…”
“Jeeeeeeeesus Chriiiiiiist,” screamed May out loud this time. She was stiff as a board, her body vibrating in time to the vibrators driving her into oblivion. 
Cindy turned off the vibrators as May calmed down. “OK, so I was kidding. No boys coming over. Only thing cumming around here is May.” Then she stepped right in front of April, grabbed her ears, and said, “Someday soon you’ll be as easy as she is. You know you want it. How could you not want to cum like that?”
“That’s sick,” said April. “Don’t do that to me.”
May just called over to Cindy, “Thank you, Your Highness.”
“Now about that anything that you’ll do for me now,” said Cindy. “Get your shoes on, we’re going for a walk.”
“Just her?” asked April hopefully. She hadn’t promised anything. 
“You wanna stay home alone?” asked Cindy. 
“Yes, Your Highness.”
“Suit yourself,” said Cindy. She put her hands together as if praying. She and David had a talk just before bed last night. He wasn’t too happy about being summoned with a snap of her fingers for May’s blowjob. “Oh, great and mighty cock, give April something to play with while we’re gone.”
“What’s that mean?” asked April, feeling like a walk might be a better option. 
“It means cocksucking time, sweetie,” said Cindy. “Run and hide. Maybe the great and mighty cock won’t find you.” All four of them, she chuckled to herself. Three tentacles and a cock. 
“Are you serious?” insisted April. Then she decided it didn’t matter and dashed out of the room to hide. Cindy laughed as she ran out with David right on her heels. Lots of luck hiding. 
“Here, let me help,” she said to May and unwrapped May’s wrists and helped her out of the gloves. “Now put on your shoes. You black ballet flats,” she added. “So they match.”
“Your Highness, are you kidding again?” May asked. It just didn’t seem possible to walk down the street like this. 
“No, we’re going to Jack-Jack’s house,” said Cindy. “Her mom works. Her brother is working today and her other brother is just 5, so it’ll be safe there.” Of course there was the matter of getting there and that was where the fun came in. It was only five doors down, but it was still outside.
Cindy led May to the front door and opened it, motioning May to lead the way from there. As May stepped through the door, the vibrators started up. “Try not to yell when you cum,” said Cindy, following behind the rubber hour glass. She was taking a chance going out without David, but she felt May was well under control. 
In the house, April had already been “found.” Pinned to the floor, she felt the great and mighty cock probing at her lips. She sealed her mouth shut, determined to breathe only through her nose. 
Already at the first house, Mrs. Martin looked up from her gardening and stared at May. “What are you wearing, dear?” asked the old widow. She couldn’t ever tell the twins apart so she stopped trying. 
“Just a costume,” said May. “We’re going to show it off to a friend.”
“Looks a little risqué if you ask me,” said Mrs. Martin rising slowly from her hands and knees to stand up. 
May had tried to breeze right on by, but now she felt obliged to stop. “It’s supposed to be. Thank you for noticing,” bluffed May. “But it is, so I don’t want to be outside too long.”
“Looks a little uncomfortable, too,” said the old woman as she walked closer. Then she chuckled. “I suppose if I was fifty years younger I might wear a costume like that, too.” She ran her eyes up and down the black latex. “Shouldn’t be out in that. Run along now.”
“Bye, Mrs. Martin,” said May as she turned and left. Aside from wondering if Mrs. Martin might tell her parents, that wasn’t so bad. Having an 80 year old woman appraising her hadn’t been very humiliating. In fact, having an 80 year old woman pay any attention to her had made an orgasm unthinkable.
Four houses to go and she realized she was measuring the journey by orgasm level. Cars passed by and she assumed they weren’t paying attention to a couple of kids on the sidewalk, but with two houses to go a wolf whistle erupted from a passing car. Even that wasn’t very bad and she made it the rest of the way without incident. Still the mere idea of being outside like this was embarrassing. Especially knowing it was at her sister’s insistence. 
Cindy raced ahead the last few feet and rang the doorbell and then she ducked aside, leaving May facing the door alone. “What’s gonna happen, Your Highness?” she asked nervously, feeling the vibrators as enemies now. Not outside. What’s on the other side of the door?
“How’s that vibrator feel, sweetie?” taunted Cindy. “Somebody gonna cum? Somebody gonna lose control? Do it for me. Do it for Jack-Jack.” 
May felt a wash of desire, fueled by the complete humiliation of an impending orgasm for Jack-Jack. The door swung open and Jack-Jack grinned at her, a camcorder in hand. With the 9-year-old peering at the tiny screen, May knew she was on camera. “Five times?” said Jack-Jack. She was effectively blocking the door so May was stuck on the front porch. “And you say Jesus Christ when you cum? Show me. Oh, hang on… let me get my little brother first.” 
May leaned to the side and put her hand on the wall beside the front door. “Jesus Christ,” she said in a careful, measured tone. Screaming outdoors would be bad. The words and her closed eyes were the only sign as she came on camera. Then her hips started pumping as the orgasm went on. Her eyes shot open. “Jesus Christ,” she said much louder, her expression showing how desperate she was for the ultimate pleasure. Her attempts to maintain some control had failed. As the orgasm finally subsided, she said, “Are you satisfied now?”
“No,” said Jack-Jack, “do it again for Bernie.” She looked back over her shoulder as the 5-year-old came around the corner into view, still 20 feet from the door. 
“Jesus Christ, no,” whined May, dropping to her knees as she humped the air right on the front porch. The second orgasm rolled through her immediately on the heels of the first. She looked up at the camcorder capturing every detail. In the background she heard Bernie’s running feet. The orgasm peaked as Bernie’s head appeared around Jack-Jack’s side. 
“What’s she doing?” asked the little boy. 
“She’s just showing us some exercises,” said Cindy. “See? She’s all breathless from the workout.” She turned off the vibrators and said to May, “Better.”  
“You’re right, she practically cums on command, doesn’t she?”
May’s face burned, but with the vibrators off, she didn’t cum this time. They were right. She’d cum right when Cindy wanted her to and as many times as Cindy wanted. She stayed on her knees, getting some rest before the next round. 
Five houses away, April was wishing she could just rest a minute. The great and mighty cock had an answer to her sealed lip trick. Even though Cindy wasn’t around to command them, the ropes came out anyway and she was hog-tied in two minutes. Then her head was pulled back and her pony tailed tied to her wrists just like yesterday morning. “Ahhhh,” she moaned as she stared at the ceiling. That was enough for a cock to push into her mouth and down her throat. She gagged and fought, but she couldn’t expel the cock. David was standing over her, taking advantage of his position to sink to his full depth. 
April felt the cock start to slide in and out of her mouth, out and then deep again, making her gag with each thrust. She had no control over it and wished she hadn’t fought in the first place. Maybe she could have had some control if she’d cooperated. She suffered through a couple of minutes of having her mouth raped and then for a moment the cock seemed satisfied. At least, it was softer as it left. Then another one took its place. She was certain it was a different one. It was longer and reached deeper. When the third one sought entry, she was wondering how many great and mighty cocks there were. “Please, no more,” she pleaded. “Do my ass again, OK?”
David considered the trade. The twins had tight asses and he’d enjoyed them a couple of times. The problem was that Cindy didn’t want the suit off for anything. It was a test of her control over him. Even with her not there, he couldn’t bring himself to take the body suit off far enough to get to April’s ass. So, after two minutes of thought, he put another cock in her mouth. A few minutes later, April found out that the great and mighty cock only had four of them. Then she was untied and just lay huddled on the floor of her parents’ bedroom. 
May was expecting to be embarrassed again, but Cindy just said, “Bye, I’ll see you at 2:00, OK?” It just seemed worse to know that Cindy had walked her out in public right to Jack-Jack with the sole purpose of having her cum. As she looked back on the moment, she realized even if she’d known and fought the orgasm to spite Cindy, she probably would have cum anyway. 
Armed with the knowledge that May really did cum on command, as they walked back home and passed Mrs. Martin again, Cindy couldn’t help but wonder… if I turn on the vibrators and then tell her Bernie is coming… or that Mrs. Martin has a camcorder… or that Jack-Jack was posting that video on YouTube… would May cum for Mrs. Martin? The problem, as she saw it, was that being humiliated put May over the edge and going over the edge in public was humiliating and that put her over the edge and that was humiliating… She understood chain reactions as well as any nuclear physicist. She’d made a nuclear stepsister and hadn’t even browsed the Internet for instructions. 
Back home she found April curled up on the floor. “Have a good time, sweetie?” When April shook her head no, Cindy suggested, “Then next time you’ll come for a walk with us?”
“Yes, Your Highness.” She reached for Cindy’s hand, “Your Highness? Could you… just tell me what we’re gonna do. Don’t… ummm… don’t let me make the wrong choice… please?” The 11-year-old felt like she needed her little sister to guide her. 
Cindy removed April’s mittens and held her hand. “I’ll help you be a good girl, sweetie. Now it’s lunch time, so go fix me a sandwich.”
After her lunch, Cindy told the twins they had 15 minutes for their lunch. 
“And a bathroom break?” asked April. 
Cindy laughed, finally getting the satisfaction of saying, “I told you the suits are staying on all day. You’ll have to hold it until daddy takes them off you.”
“Daddy?” chorused the twins. “You can’t leave them on that long, Your Highness,” said April. 
“He can’t see us like this,” agreed May. 
“When he starts to peel yours off, May, I’ll turn on your vibrators again.” She was amused at the look on May’s face as she imagined cumming for daddy. “Now, go have lunch.”
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After lunch the twins reported back with little time to spare so Cindy knew she’d given them just the right amount of time for lunch. Both of them stood with their thighs squeezed together, shuffling nervously. “Your Highness, we really, really have to pee. Please, we gotta now,” said May. 
“Go ahead,” said Cindy. She ran a hand up May’s leg, seeing how tight the suit fit. It might as well been a second skin. “I think if you pee in the suit, it won’t run down your leg and out. I think it will just mix with your sweat and those pussy juices and we won’t have to worry about it.” She put her hand to May’s crotch. “Do it now. I want to feel you get warm down there as you pee.”
May looked at her twin in desperation. They couldn’t believe Cindy wasn’t going to give them toilet time and they needed it bad. She looked back at Cindy and her body relaxed. Her faced turned bright red as Cindy felt the warmth of May’s pee and smiled. “Good girl,” said Cindy. “Peed yourself for me.” They all watched May’s ankles for a few seconds and nothing came out. 
“You next, April,” said Cindy, putting her hand on April’s rubber encased crotch. 
At this point, April wasn’t sure she could even get the suit off in time and make it to the toilet. “Oh God,” she said as she peed, too. 
“Good girl,” said Cindy. “That wasn’t so hard, was it? If you have to pee again, let me know so I can watch.” Right behind them, David held up two full glasses of water as a hint. Before she started the afternoon’s fun, she asked, “Did you drink enough at lunch? I don’t want you getting all dried up inside there.” She didn’t know what dehydration could do, but she did understand David’s message.  
“No,” said May. “We were about to burst. We didn’t…”
“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” said Cindy. “You have to drink lots so you can pee lots. Now turn around and drink.”
The girls turned to see a big glass of water floating in the air behind each of them.  They were thirsty. It was just the unwanted consequences of that much water that made the refreshing water less than pleasant. 
Cindy made April stand and hold onto her bedpost as she put black slippers on April for the afternoon. The slippers completely covered her foot to turn her black from neck to toes. They were essentially ballet toe shoes that April could stand in comfortably for now. Not being a ballet dancer, April didn’t understand what they were. Then Cindy put shoes on May while mittens put themselves on April. When every inch of April and May was covered in black, except their neck and head, Cindy pulled out the hoods from the morning. April tried desperately to pull away. She’d had enough of that in the morning, but she was trapped and forced to hold still despite her struggles as the rubber hood was put over her frightened face and the gag installed and pumped up. To add to her afternoon torment, black rope tied her wrists and elbows behind her back.  
With April ready, a rope came down and looped through her gag, pulling her up by her teeth as she had been all morning. This time, however, the rope stopped with her toes just barely able to touch the ground. She could alternate between standing on her very tiptoes or resting her weight on her teeth. 
Then Cindy astonished May by tossing her hood aside, removing her mittens and slippers, and even unzipping the back of her latex suit. “You’ve been so good, sweetie,” she cooed. “She still has to learn, but I have other things for you this afternoon.” May, Cindy, and David struggled to get the tight suit off the slender girl and then to remove the corset as well. “Now you’re not twins. You’re opposites,” observed Cindy. One all black, shiny and struggling to manage her pain. The other all naked and relaxed. 
With May kneeling, Cindy cradled her slave’s head to her tummy. “Sweet, sweet, May,” she crooned. “I don’t think I ever need to hurt you again, do I? You’re all mine already. Oh, I’ve still got plans for you. I may hang you like that again or spank you just for fun or walk you up and down the street naked. You may even like it.” She kissed the top of May’s head. “Now go use the real potty.” 
It had only taken 30 minutes to get April hung and May out of her suit, but the 11-year-old was already feeling the need to pee. It felt wonderful to know that she’d pleased Cindy enough to get that privilege while April hung from the ceiling. She went straight to the bathroom, peed, and came straight back without even being warned not to dawdle. She just knew that Cindy wanted her back. 
While May was gone, Cindy turned on April’s vibrators. It was fun to watch April dancing on her toes, emitting little whines of pain. When April lost her balance, she’d end up swinging at the end of her rope. Then she’d gather her feet under her again and balance precariously for a while long. Sometimes she just picked up her feet to rest them. 
When May came back, Cindy told her to rinse out her suit. “Be back in 10 minutes,” she said. 
Just when she thought it couldn’t get worse, April discovered that Cindy could inflict more pain. When the vibrators turned on, she wondered if she would cum again. Allowed to stand on her toes, she quickly discovered that was not to make her afternoon easier. It was hard to stand on her toes for very long. This was not on the balls of her feet kind of tiptoes, but really on her toes. Her toes hurt and the arch of her foot cramped. Her legs hurt and when she transferred the weight to her teeth, her jaw ached. Her shoulders hurt from being pulled back, but that seemed secondary for now. To top it off, the frustration of being like this… being put like this by Cindy… made her want to scream. She knew Cindy was laughing at her. Her spectacle was Cindy’s entertainment. 
Then the paddle slapped on her bottom and she started to cry. Stop it! Stop it! Stop it! She tried to scream, but it just came out as a moan. She’d never felt so helpless in her life as 10 swats made her bottom feel like it was on fire. With a brief respite, she pushed off the floor and sent herself spinning. Stretching her legs out straight in front of her, she searched for May. Again and again she spun and found nothing. Totally defeated, she came to the conclusion that May was just not there. She’d watched May get fixed up just like her, but then what? Was May being tortured in some other way?
Through the pain, a little flower of pleasure pushed its head up to catch her attention. She didn’t fight it this time. It was something to do besides hurt. The pleasure filled her and her body shuddered. Five swats cracked across her ass as she came, but she kept her focus on the orgasm, cumming despite the added pain. She felt triumphant as the orgasm passed and the swats stopped. Cindy had tried to deny her that bit of pleasure and failed. 
When May came back shortly after April’s first orgasm, Cindy took the suit from her and reached up to her side and just let go of it. Magically, instead of falling to the floor, it hung for a moment and then vanished. Astonished yet again, May understood there was no way she could fight Cindy’s magic. 
“Follow me,” said Cindy, leading the way downstairs and to the family room. There in the room was a small table. It was simply a round circle of glass, 18 inches in diameter, resting atop a wooden stand. The glass was fairly sturdy since it had survived a few bumps to the carpeted floor. It was like an accident waiting to happen, except the accident had happened several times already. 
“Get down on your hands and knees,” said Cindy. “Now lean forward and put your cheek to the floor. Hands behind your back.” She appraised May’s position and then picked the glass table top up off its stand and set it on May’s bottom. “Use your hands to steady it,” she told May as she turned her sister into a living table. 
May was astonished as Cindy put the glass on her butt and knew exactly what was going on. She scooted it toward her head a little and held it up with her butt and two hands as a tripod stand for it. How embarrassing to be used this way by her little sister. She’d just earned Cindy’s praise and now this? She listened as Cindy coached her to get it level. 
“Now hold that,” said Cindy. She rose and left. May tried to hold the position, but by the time Cindy returned with an empty plastic cup, the table was slightly tilted. Cindy readjusted May’s hands until the table was level. Then she set the cup on it. “Don’t spill that,” she warned. 
May froze as the cup was set on her. There was no way she could hold that still and keep it level. Sooner or later, it would fall. She hoped Cindy was smart enough to put water in the cup and not something like Coke that would stain. She managed to hold it like that until Cindy reached forward and picked it up to take a drink. Cindy set it back down and the worry began all over again. She felt herself get tired and then the cup fell over. “Oh, no,” she gasped, only then realizing that the cup was empty. 
“Clumsy, clumsy,” said Cindy. “I knew you couldn’t do it. Now try it again.” She picked up the cup and set it back down. She liked the way the glass pressed against May’s ass, making a little flat circle on each cheek. 
They practiced for 10 minutes and May was able to hold position for a couple of minutes before tipping the empty cup. “I expect I’ll be able to leave you like this all day,” said Cindy. “And you won’t spill a drop.”
Oh my God, thought May. All day? She was already feeling the frustration of being forced to do this by Cindy. She had no choice but to obey. It made her pussy start to tingle as the humiliation of her position filled her. “Stay there,” said Cindy. May held the position, waiting as Cindy left the room. This time when Cindy returned, she was carrying two cups and this time when they were set down on her, she felt their weight. There was something in them now. She renewed her concentration, learning that she could look out the corner of her eye and judge the slant of the table and then adjust. Here she was, reduced to the level of putting all her attention on a little circle of glass so she wouldn’t spill Cindy’s water. She nearly lost it when Cindy picked up a glass and had a drink. Her attention went with the cup to watch Cindy drink and then snapped back to the one remaining cup to keep that from spilling.  
“Very nice,” said Cindy. “Four minutes. I think it’s time for the next step.” She set the cups on another table and lifted the glass off May. 
The next step? That clearly meant they weren’t done and implied more difficultly at the next step. May relaxed now that she was balancing nothing, but she didn’t get up from the position. Again she stayed in place as Cindy left and came back. 
While she was gone, Cindy called Jack-Jack. Her friend’s mom would be home by now and Jack-Jack could come over to play. She made sure Jack-Jack gave her 10 minutes and went back to May with a few things. 
Cindy put leather cuffs on May’s wrists and ankles. Then she hooked a foot long chain to May’s wrist cuffs, trapping her hands behind her back but with plenty of room to move. She put a 12 inch spreader bar on May’s ankle cuffs. She topped it off with a rubber ball gag. Finally, she pushed a vibrator into May’s pussy. Checking her watch, she put the glass table top back on May’s bottom and hands and set the two glasses down, now filled with Coke. 
When the doorbell rang, May felt panic take hold. She couldn’t be caught like this. Her fear subsided as Cindy calmly said, “Oh, she’s here now. Wait here.” Balancing the table, May heard Cindy’s footsteps go down the tiled entry way and the door opened and shut. “I have some Cokes set out for us,” said Cindy as they came around the corner and back into the family room. 
“Oh, my gosh,” said Jack-Jack, rushing into the room. “I gotta get me one of those. Gawd, the things she’ll do for you.” She sat down in the chair opposite Cindy and picked up her cup for a drink. 
Cindy picked hers up as well and had a drink. Once both glasses were back on the table, Cindy said, “Now watch this.” May tensed. Watch what? “Don’t spill a drop. It’s Coke now and I don’t want the carpet stained,” warned Cindy. She turned on the vibrator in May’s pussy. 
“Oohhh, ohhhh, uh uh,” pleaded May. The table wobbled, but she didn’t spill. She knew she was already tingly with frustration and now the humiliation of her position. The vibrator was too much, sending little sparks through her body. No way could she keep steady and cum at the same time. 
“Oh, yes, May,” said Cindy. “Hold that Coke steady for us. Be our naked table. Ass up in the air, pussy wide. Do it for your little sister. Show Jack-Jack how good you are. You like putting on a show for us? You like it when I show you off? How fucked are you if it’s only the second day of summer and you’re already being a table for me and Jack-Jack?”
May didn’t know what to do. She couldn’t hold up the table and cum. She fought the urge though everything was in alignment for an orgasm. She thought she could hold off until Cindy said, “… show you off…” The words screamed out Cindy’s trophy. Cindy’s freaking trophy. She forced herself to stay calm.  Hold the Coke up. Don’t spill a drop. She didn’t even know what would happen if she spilled, but she didn’t want to. Struggling to keep the table balanced just right, she heard Cindy say to Jack-Jack, “I can’t wait to see this video. You getting it all?”
“Every bit,” said Jack-Jack. “Since I came in the door.”
“Ohhhh, ohhhhh, mmmmmm,” screeched May as the orgasm swept through her. Her hips bucked and her whole body shook as she surrendered to the incredible feeling. She forgot all about the Coke and the table. She was Cindy’s trophy. Showing her off to Jack-Jack. They were recording it all. She’d not only humiliated herself in front of Jack-Jack, but she’d do it over and over again whenever they wanted to watch the DVD. 
Through it all, David patiently held the table top up and out of the way so not a single drop spilled. When May was done cumming, Cindy turned the vibrator off. 
As if she wasn’t embarrassed enough, May couldn’t believe she’d cum again for them. She came on command. She hated that. Then she remembered the Cokes and realized the table hadn’t fallen to the carpet. She pushed her butt back up in the air, expecting that Cindy and Jack-Jack had caught it and were now holding it for her and waiting. 
“Roll over on your back,” said Cindy. 
May rolled to her back and now saw the table floating above her. She’d forgotten about Cindy’s magic. “Put your hands and knees up,” instructed Cindy and then the table floated down to rest on her hands and knees. “I think this might be easier,” said Cindy. “You can watch what you’re doing now. You like it better?”
May nodded gratefully. It was tons easier when she could see what she was doing. 
“I like it better, too,” said Cindy. She turned on the vibrator. “I can look down and see your tits and your pussy spread so wide.” She giggled as May blushed. “Such a perfect position to show you off. Show us everything, May. I wanna watch your face as you cum this time.” 
They could indeed see everything through the clear glass. May looked up at Jack-Jack and saw they weren’t bluffing about the camcorder. She looked at her sister as Cindy giggled with delight.  She knew Cindy delighted in embarrassing her. 
Cindy took sips of her Coke, making sure she set it back down on the table between sips. Jack-Jack took the hint and did the same. Much as she was enjoying teasing May, Cindy cast a glance at Jack-Jack, remembering their time alone after everything else was done. Jack-Jack caught her eye and blushed. She wanted it, too, but she wanted to watch Cindy with her slaves for a while first. “Where’s April?” asked Jack-Jack.
“Up in my room,” said Cindy. “She’s not going anywhere. I’ll take you up there in a few minutes. I’ll bet May forgot all about April while she was worrying about her own problems. Bet she thinks she has it bad, but April’s got it worse. Doesn’t she, May?”
May nodded. 
“All you gotta do is cum over and over and not spill any Coke in the process.” She peered through the glass and then pointed between May’s legs. “See how wet she gets when she’s excited. She’s having a good time. And check out her nipples. You know how they’re usually soft. Hers are standing up right now. Kinda hard. She’ll be ready to cum soon. I just wanna show you something and then we’ll go check out April. Of course, we could just leave her here holding our sodas while we check out April.” She said to May, “You’d wait for us, wouldn’t you?”
Then Cindy noticed May starting to squirm. “You gonna cum for us, May?” she asked and then shut off the vibrator. “Can you cum without that on?”
“Mmmmm, mmmph,” whined May as the stimulation stopped. Oh, please don’t do this now.
“What happened,” said Jack-Jack. “I thought she was gonna.”
“I turned her off,” said Cindy, flashing the remote control. 
“Oh, so now she can’t cum? You did that on purpose? You gonna keep her from cumming this time?”
“Shhhh,” said Cindy, a finger to her lips. “Don’t tell her. Let her figure it out.”
But May of course had already guessed and heard Jack-Jack’s observation. She started pleading with her eyes. “Awwww, look at that,” said Cindy. “She wants to cum.” She turned on the vibrator again. Looking into May’s desperate eyes, she said, “I thought just a few minutes ago you didn’t want to cum. You gonna make up your mind?”
May wanted to just disappear. She wanted to close her eyes and pretend she was alone. But she had to watch the table and keep her concentration there. That meant whenever Cindy or Jack-Jack looked at her, she couldn’t miss it. Every movement caught her attention. She didn’t even miss the slight sound the camcorder made when it zoomed in and out. Zoom in and it was pointed between her legs. Zoom out. Zoom in on her erect nipples. Zoom out. Zoom in on her face. Missing that orgasm left a dull ache in her pussy, but it was slowly being replaced by another approaching orgasm. She tried to pretend nothing was happening. 
“About there again, huh, May?” asked Cindy. As May nodded, Cindy said, “Let’s see how close you can get without cumming, OK?” May’s head moved side to side slightly. Her eyes said, no, let’s not see… please. 
Her body was on fire and then the vibrator stopped. She whined in frustration. This time there was a vacuum that made her whole body ache. The vibrator danced to life and she seemed to lose track of everything. She held position even when the table tilted and then floated up and away. Sure she was leaning a little, but her arms were still upraised and her knees up with legs spread. There was just no glass in the way anymore. Again she nearly came and then Cindy stopped her. She hurt all over. She wanted to scream at Cindy, but as the vibrator kicked in again, all she could do was beg. 
“You gonna ever let her?” asked Jack-Jack, a little concerned that Cindy could torment her sister like this. By now she felt that May had earned one or something. 
“You want her to cum?”
“Yeah, I wanna see it again.”
“All right,” said Cindy reluctantly. “Do it for Jack-Jack, sweetie. Hump the air. Squeeze your thighs. Make that cute face. She wants to see it again. Do it and then I’ll let you thank her. You want that? Running your tongue in her pussy?” She looked over at Jack-Jack and back at May, “See her face? How much she wants you to lick her pussy? At least as much as you want to do it.”
The camcorder zoomed in again on her face. Oh, gawd. I’m doing it for you, Jack-Jack. Watch me… as I make a fool of myself. Now she was aware the table was gone and she dropped her arms and legs. Little fists clutched at the carpet and her toes curled. Her body arched up off the floor as her body finally felt the blessed release. With a heavy sigh, she relaxed down on the carpet. Looking up at Jack-Jack, she almost missed the arrival of the table. Her arms and legs rose to balance it as it settled in position. 
“Let’s go see April now,” said Cindy leaving her cup behind and heading toward the stairs. Jack-Jack looked at the expression on May’s face and giggled. Cindy stopped and came back. “Just kidding, May. Did you like the joke?” The table top floated to its normal place in the room. “You can rest there for a few minutes,” said Cindy. “Just a few and then come up to my room.”
April was indeed getting the worse end of the deal. She’d hurt when Cindy left and now Cindy had been gone for 45 minutes. She’d learned that the only thing she could do was hang by her teeth. That hurt a lot and she couldn’t relax for more than a few seconds. A few seconds was the length of time it took for her to go from pain to excruciating, unbearable agony when she put weight on her toes. At first she’d been able to do it, but now her toes and arches hurt even when she wasn’t on her toes. She had to use her toes only as a last resort to give her straining jaw a rest. 
Convinced she was alone, after a while she began to think she’d been forgotten. It did seem like hours had passed. Wouldn’t mom and dad come looking for me? How long can they ignore me? She swung around a few more times, but it was too depressing that May was not sharing the pain. When she peed again it was a minor thing compared to all the rest. 
Three more times her body was momentarily flooded with the pleasure of the orgasm. The last time it seemed to go on and on until she realized the orgasm had long since passed and her body was tensed and shivering from the pain. When the pleasure had faded and the pain had come back, she didn’t know. When another one came, she was intent on paying attention. She clenched her jaw, sending an ache straight to her brain. She tapped her toes on the floor, great shocking pain filling body and then the pleasure arrived. She was surprised as the pleasure announced itself with a warmth that spread throughout. Surprised because she thought it had already come, but it hadn’t. It was the pain disguising itself. Still clenching the gag in her mouth, her muscles tightened and she lifted her legs straight out. Where she thought there was no strength left in her legs, she found enough to make it hurt. The pleasure swept through her and held and held. Then she was standing on her toes, straining up and screaming into the gag. Her bottom lit on fire as swats rained down on the tight latex. I haven’t been forgotten! Spank me! She screamed into the gag for more. Then her body floated up, taking the weight off her toes and her jaw. More, she wanted more, but it was gone and she realized she’d missed that transition from pleasure back to pain again. 
As they came into the room, it looked like April was having the most intense orgasm ever. It was reminiscent of May’s taut body that looked like she was straining skyward only this time April’s toes were firmly on the ground and she was screaming. Cindy couldn’t resist adding a few swats to the mix, but then April didn’t wind down from the orgasm. “Get her down,” she said to David, almost forgetting to wave her arms dramatically. She didn’t know whether to be annoyed that April was enjoying herself or happy that April may be closer to being a good girl like May. “Lift her up, untie her, and lay her down on the floor.” 
As the hood peeled off her, April looked around for daddy. Cindy had said daddy would take it off. Had daddy come home and saved her? She was disappointed to see Cindy and Jack-Jack, no daddy. It surprised her that Cindy and her magic removed her shoes and then even the suit and corset. “What about daddy?” she asked. “You said I’d wear it until then.”
Cindy looked askance at April. Did she want to have daddy see her in it? “I was just kidding about that.” She didn’t know what daddy would say or do if he saw that. Maybe someday, but she wasn’t ready for daddy to learn that she wasn’t upholding her part of the bargain. He’d spanked them to save their virginity. That was long gone now. Though she hadn’t said it outright, she also meant that she’d keep David away from them entirely. It was a promise she never meant to keep, but she didn’t want her stepfather to find out just how far she’d crossed the line. She was pretty sure David could handle her stepfather and she’d win in the end, but she was also savvy enough to understand adults had weapons beyond her control, like divorce and other legal things her 9-year-old mind couldn’t grasp. 
Aside from being stiff and cramped, which was fixed with a little stretching and rubbing, April seemed none the worse for wear. Cindy was completely unaware of what had happened inside April’s latex suit. April wasn’t talking either. She was confused and embarrassed over her reaction to the pain and then relieved when she managed to keep her secret. She needed time to think. 
“Time for some pussy licking,” announced Cindy. “May, I think you like Jack-Jack, so you can do her again.” May fumed at the idea mainly because she wanted to disagree, but figured she’d get in trouble if she argued. It wasn’t that she liked Jack-Jack. It was just that having Jack-Jack watch her was more humiliating than Cindy watching. May had to admit that Jack-Jack had been the source of her best orgasms… the image of Jack-Jack’s face as the closet doors opened… standing at Jack-Jack’s front door… helplessly spread on her back and holding up a table as Jack-Jack gave permission for her to cum. Even now, watching Jack-Jack strip and knowing she was being forced to lick that tasty pussy made her excited. By the time Jack-Jack was naked, May wanted very much to lick the sweet pussy. Which was not the same as liking the 9-year-old. 
Before she leaned forward and licked, May said, “Thank you, Jack-Jack.” 
Cindy pulled off her own clothes and pushed her pussy into April’s face. Hearing May thank Jack-Jack, she was surprised, only then remembering she’d made a comment about May thanking Jack-Jack for her last orgasm. She’d meant thank her by licking her and hadn’t actually expected May to say it out loud. However, it sounded so hot that she said to April. “Thank me.” When there was a slight hesitation and a confused look on April’s face, she added, “For all those orgasms you had today. Thank me.”
“Thank you, Your Highness,” said April and then returned to licking. While May licked because the feeling made her excited, April wanted to get it over with quickly, so she did her best to search out Cindy’s tiny clit and tease it out of its hiding place. The twins’ apparent enthusiasm was for entirely different reasons as they were forced to go down on the little girls. 
“Hmmmm,” mused Cindy. “I wonder how many times you came this afternoon.” Since April was thanking her so well, she guessed it must have been a lot. 
April didn’t answer. She wasn’t sure anymore. Was it four or was it one? The memory was blurry. At the time pain and pleasure had run together. Now it was even worse as she couldn’t remember the difference. Maybe it had been one long orgasm, expressing itself as pain and pleasure. She decided not to worry about it and focused on Cindy’s pussy instead. 
She’d licked Cindy’s pussy before with hands tied behind her back, so at first April just put her hands on her own thighs and licked. Then, she decided she hadn’t been told not to use her hands and it just seemed practical, so she rested her fingers on Cindy’s slender hips, put her thumbs to the plump, hairless lips, and spread them open. Her tongue darted straight to the center of Cindy’s arousal.  April felt good when Cindy said, “Oooo, sweetie, that’s so nice.” Again there was a blur of feelings, but this time she couldn’t tell when the distaste turned to contentment. Cindy smelled and tasted good and made the best noises when she got excited. April did so much want to please her little sister. As Cindy came with a clit tingling squeal, April realized she didn’t want to stop. She wanted to lap at Cindy’s pussy forever. Ironically, it was that thought that made her stop. Damn it. I’m becoming like May. She rocked back on her haunches, pleased that she’d made Cindy cum, but not pleased at all that she felt pleased. 
May had also decided that using her hands was fair game this time. She put her hands on Jack-Jack’s little bottom and pulled the delectable morsel to her. That way she was able to get her tongue and lips more firmly inside Jack-Jack. She made a mess of her face as her nose, cheeks, and chin rubbed in the juicy pussy. She didn’t exactly like doing this for Jack-Jack, but she had to admit that it was exciting. Given a vibrator, she could have cum again quickly and without one she just felt the ache of a distant orgasm. Not the painful ache of a missed one, but a pleasant ache. Her hands felt Jack-Jack’s bottom tense and she tasted a new flood of juices as the little girl climaxed on her tongue. Then she leaned back and licked her lips. 
“We’re done for the day,” said Cindy. It was 3:00 and she wanted some time alone with Jack-Jack. Her idea of done and the twins’ idea were different. She tied their hands behind their backs and then gagged them with the pump up gag. The twins were about to find out another use for the threaded valve. Once they had a mouthful of gag, Cindy screwed an extension into the gag with an oval sponge at the end of it. The sponge was 3 inches long and 2 inches wide. Then she used lipstick to draw an X between April’s tits, circles around May’s nipples, and little dots on both their bottoms. Putting them in the big shower in the master bathroom, she said, “You got all sweaty, so time to clean up. Wash each other with the sponges. Make sure all the lipstick gets off. I’ll be back in 15 minutes.”
Cindy and Jack-Jack didn’t leave the twins alone right away. They stayed to watch them try to figure out how to wash with no hands and a sponge stuck to their faces. May started by trying to scrub the X between April’s tits, but water alone obviously wasn’t going to do it. Unable to speak, she tried to show April what she needed. Knocking the soap out of the soap dish, she grunted at the soap on the shower floor and then at April’s hands. April squatted down, got the soap, and stood back up. Then May squatted down as April turned her back and rubbed the sponge across the soap. Standing again, she laboriously washed the X off April. Then May squatted down to wash April’s bottom. 
With the twins halfway done, the naked 9-year-olds dashed back to Cindy’s room. It was Cindy’s turn to cum first, so Jack-Jack eagerly crawled between her friend’s spread thighs and feasted on Cindy’s pink flower. Cindy loved to watch Jack-Jack licking her and Jack-Jack’s genuine enthusiasm made it twice as good as having April do it. “I love you, Jack-Jack,” she said, eliciting a blush, a giggle, and a renewed burst of enthusiasm. She brushed the hair back from Jack-Jack’s face so they could share their feelings through their eyes. When she came a few minutes later, Cindy noticed the difference between the rush of an orgasm from April fueled by her feeling of power and the slow arousal and wonderful climax from Jack-Jack. The former was intense, arriving and leaving quickly. The latter built slowly, lasted longer, and left her feeling more than a physical release. 
Gathering Jack-Jack up in her arms, Cindy kissed the beautiful little girl on the lips, sharing a passionate lovers’ kiss. Then she slowly kissed her way down the lean, slender body to Jack-Jack’s glistening pussy lips. Once there, she made love to her friend’s entire pussy, determined to make Jack-Jack’s orgasm just as good as hers had been. She knew she’d succeeded when Jack-Jack’s fingers held her head gently as she came. Jack-Jack shuddered and sighed and then kept going as Cindy nibbled and licked on her clit. The intensity wasn’t there, but the dreamy look on Jack-Jack’s face spoke of the warmth and love she felt. 
The two cuddled for a few minutes and when they finally returned to retrieve the water logged twins, well over 15 minutes had elapsed. Cindy inspected her sisters and pronounced them clean. As she untied and ungagged the twins, Cindy made a point of saying, “When I say you’re safe, I mean it. I won’t bother you at all. Because you’ve been so good, you’re safe for the rest of the day.” Then she added, “That means you have to be nice to me. If you try something, the deal’s off. And it also means that you fix me breakfast tomorrow as soon as mom leaves.”
Being able to turn the torment on and off was just as rewarding as actually making the twins obey her every whim. Telling them they were safe for the rest of the day made sure that April and May would be calmed down by the time mommy and daddy got home. Yet, she was sure the twins understood it was their behavior that had earned it and could lose it for them just as easily.  
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 10
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The rest of the day went pretty much normal, leaving mommy and daddy in the dark about what was going on during the day. When they were done eating, May took Cindy’s dishes to the sink for her, raising their mom’s eyebrows. “Guess you’re all getting along well this summer.”
“Yes, mom,” said April. 
May added, “We haven’t been very nice and we’re just trying to do better now.” It was true; she just didn’t mentioned how much convincing it had taken to get them to try. 
“That’s good,” said mom. “Tomorrow I want you three to clean the house. And every Wednesday. You’ll dust and vacuum, take the sheets off your beds and wash them, make your beds, and clean your rooms.” She’d started them on the task last summer though Cindy had complained that she was forced to do more than her share of the work. She hadn’t done anything about it except talk to the twins and that only made a little difference. If the twins weren’t really being nice and doing their fair share of the work, then she’d hear about it Wednesday evening. 
There was still the issue that Cindy’s stepfather knew about David. Cindy had decided her ghost was better off invisible to her stepfather, so he couldn’t actually see David. He just assumed the ghost was still there. Like Cindy, he wasn’t ready for a showdown between them, but he figured in a couple of days he’d test the waters and see if he could punish the little girl. 
“I’m going to bed early,” Cindy announced. “I’m kinda tired.” After the long day of sex with the twins, she was tired. However, she also had some plans to make for the next day. She’d forgotten all about cleaning the house last summer and it wasn’t in her plans for this summer. 
“David, I need some help,” she said as soon as she got to her room. “You heard about the house cleaning tomorrow, right?”
“Yes, princess,” he said. “What do you need help with?” He was worried that he’d be cleaning her room or something tomorrow. There was nothing he could refuse her, but he came from a time when cleaning was distinctly women’s work. 
“Costumes,” she said. “I need maid costumes that fit April and May.” 
“Ah,” he said, smiling. “Won’t they look darling?”
“Yeah,” she giggled. “Won’t they just hate it?” She got on her computer and did a search for maid’s costumes, finding some for kids and some for adults. “Don’t suppose you could find that in kid’s sizes, huh?” She pointed at a sexy adult costume. “I guess I could settle for that one.” She selected a kid’s costume that was still a little sexy. It had a frilly white blouse with short sleeves and a scoop neck and a short black skirt with a frilly lace petticoat. The skirt wasn’t short enough for her plans, but it seemed the sexiest thing she could find for them. It also had a black satin corset that fit around the maid’s waist and under her tits. The corset had shoulder straps as well making it into more of a frame for their tits hidden inside the blouse. Knee high socks, black patent leather shoes, a white apron, a choker, and a white cap completed the ensemble. As she looked at it, she saw potential with the costume. If she didn’t let them have the white blouse, then the relatively tame costume turned obscene as the corset alone would display their young breasts. “If only the skirt was shorter,” she said. “Then it would be just right.”
“Perhaps, princess, it would be right for tomorrow and then by next Wednesday you could…” As she looked at him in exasperation, he added, “… or I could shorten it.”
“If you could shorten it by next week, then you can shorten it tonight,” she said. 
“Yes, princess,” he agreed. Not his favorite pastime by a long shot, he still did know how to sew. “I can have them ready by tomorrow morning.”
“I won’t let them have panties, so I want the skirts short enough that when they bend over, these get all big and hard.” She took one of his tentacles and stroked it gently. His other two tentacles encircled her. “Don’t leave me alone too long. I still don’t trust daddy and…” She rested her head on his shoulder. “I’ll miss you.” The past few nights, she’d slept better than ever before. So secure. So cozy. So relaxed. 
Before she got ready for bed, Cindy called Jack-Jack to make sure she’d come over for the afternoon again. Jack-Jack had swim practice every morning, the one thing she was allowed to do out of the house with her mom working. Cindy thought it was terribly early to have practice from 6:00 to 8:00, but that left the pool open for the rest of the day. She knew Jack-Jack had to watch her little brother after practice until her mom got home, so the afternoon was the only time they had together. 
Jack-Jack surprised Cindy when she said, “Are you planning on picking on them all day all summer? I wanna do something else. Like go to the pool. I mean, it’s fun and all, but I don’t wanna do it all the time.”
Cindy hadn’t been planning on tormenting April and May all day long for the entire summer. Just for the first week or two. She also wanted to spend time with Jack-Jack. After all that had happened the last couple of days, she discovered she wanted to see Jack-Jack every day. “Well, I wasn’t planning on doing it all summer long,” she started. 
“How about just you and me play together,” suggested Jack-Jack. “We don’t have to go to the pool. Send them to the pool and we just… play.” She couldn’t quite bring herself to say she wanted private sex time with Cindy. 
Hearing that, Cindy’s plans for tomorrow were suddenly derailed. Jack-Jack wants to spend time with just me? How kewl. Though Jack-Jack hadn’t said it, Cindy was on the same wavelength as her friend. An afternoon of time alone sounded super. It was almost like Jack-Jack was asking her out. “Yeah, OK,” she agreed. She could have the twins in the morning and Jack-Jack in the afternoon. “I’ll let them go to the pool so you and I can be alone. Then she added, “Naked,” just to be sure. 
Jack-Jack giggled. “Yeah.” She had plans for her little playmate and naked was part of them. 
By tacit agreement, they didn’t discuss details. Cindy knew she had privacy on her cell phone, but wasn’t sure if Jack-Jack was alone. From the way Jack-Jack had talked around the subject, she guessed that Jack-Jack was a little nervous about actually talking about it.  
After she hung up the phone, Cindy went into her bathroom and brushed her teeth. When she came out, she took off all her clothes and climbed into bed naked. “Stay with me until I go to sleep,” she said as he wrapped himself around her. She loved the feel of him on her bare skin. Drifting off to sleep, she sucked his cock as she had the night before. Tonight she was vaguely aware of what she was doing and it just felt so natural she didn’t mind it at all. 
The next morning, David woke her up in time for breakfast. She put on a T-shirt and panties and went down to find May again cooking breakfast with a smile. Unlike Tuesday morning, April was helping, just not with a smile. As she came into the kitchen, the twins looked at each other and then back at her. “Good morning, Your Highness,” they said in practiced unison. 
“Good morning, my sweets,” she said, pleased that the twins remembered to be naked without even being reminded. She sat at the table and sipped cold orange juice. Seconds later her hot breakfast was set in front of her by April. Then April went to the sink and started washing the pans. 
May knelt beside Cindy, pressed her cheek against Cindy’s thighs, and said, “I’ll clean your room for you, Your Highness. I mean, we’ll clean your room.” The twins had discussed the house cleaning last night and decided it was inevitable that Cindy would make them do all the work. Knowing that, they decided that volunteering would be best. Not only that, but if only two cleaned house, it would take longer and give Cindy less time to torment them. They’d also accepted the fact that they were probably going to clean house naked. 
“Thank you, sweetie,” said Cindy, caressing May’s cheek. She was surprised to hear May say that, but guessed right away that they were trying to get on her good side. 
As May made the offer, April turned and nodded her agreement though it was clear why May was chosen to speak for them both. April turned back to the sink and continued to wash the pan. As she did, Cindy could see her shoulders shake as she sobbed silently. The 9-year-old ate her breakfast wondering just what was going through April’s mind. Finished, washing the dishes, April wiped her eyes and then came over to Cindy. She knelt on Cindy’s other side and pressed her cheek to Cindy’s thigh. “Your Highness, I’m sorry I’ve been so mean to you. We’ll clean the whole house and you won’t have to do anything.”
Cindy stroked both blond heads and said, “That’s nice. I appreciate you doing nice things for me, my sweets. I’m just very angry and I hope by the end of the summer I won’t be mad any more. Then when school starts, we can all be one big happy family. Mommy, daddy, me, and my two sisters who will do anything for me.” The twins both felt a chill run down their spine as they looked up at Cindy’s emerald eyes. They were professing a true change of heart and had expected some reaction from Cindy other than that the summer would continue to be hell for them. Not to mention how terrible it sounded for her to say even when school started they’d still do anything for her. 
When she finished her breakfast, Cindy said, “You have 30 minutes to do whatever you need to do and then be at my door. We have to clean house and I’m glad you’ve realized which two of us are doing the work.” With a wave of her hands, the twins felt themselves pulled away from her. She slid out her chair and went back upstairs. 
Twenty-nine minutes later, the twins knocked on Cindy’s door. She opened it to see them dressed in shorts and tank tops, ready for house cleaning. Hoping that they could keep their clothes, they didn’t want to go so far as to volunteer to be naked while they dusted and vacuumed. Cindy invited them into her room… a room the twins saw as a torture chamber as well as Cindy’s bedroom. 
“I have something for you,” said Cindy. Since Cindy’s things tended to be paddles, ropes, cuffs, and leather suits, neither April nor May looked too happy at the prospect. “There on the bed,” she pointed at the maid costumes. “You’ll be cleaning house in that. Strip off everything and put all that on. If you’re going to be my maids, then you’ll have to look like maids.”
Looking at the costumes and being informed by their little sister that they were her maids, the twins realized there was something worse than cleaning house naked. Despite their sick feeling, there were no complaints. “Yes, Your Highness,” said May, quickly followed by a, “Yes, Your Highness,” from April.  
With glee, Cindy watched the twins take off all their clothes and then pick up pieces of the costumes to figure out what went where. May slid on the petticoat and skirt, giving Cindy her first view of just how short it really was. A light breeze would show May’s pussy or bottom; bending over would be very naughty. And the way the petticoat fluffed out the skirt, Cindy knew she could see everything if May just stretched up, climbed on a stepstool, or even came down stairs toward her. April followed suit and then held up the satin corset. “My blouse is missing,” she observed. 
“It’s in my drawer,” said Cindy. “Maybe if you’re good I’ll let you wear it next week.”
“Gawd,” said April under her breath. She put on the corset and tried to pull it up to cover her nipples, but it was clearly not designed to do that. She tightened the laces of the garment. The shoulder straps came down on either side of her tits. The top of the front of the corset was two semi-circles with a peak between her tits, making them look bigger than they were. May also had hers on and then leaned forward to pick up her knee highs and Cindy already got a glimpse of May’s pert bottom. It was even better when May put on the knee highs. Lifting a leg to slide up the sock flashed her pussy. The twins put on their shiny black shoes, apron, and cap, feeling very stupid as they did. 
“Don’t forget the choker,” said Cindy as the twins both seemed to overlook the short ribbon, or didn’t know what it was for. Once they added that final embarrassing touch, Cindy said, “Now you’re ready to clean house. Go get the sheets off your beds and start the laundry. Then, go do the dusting and vacuuming first.” As the twins started off to do their assigned tasks, Cindy added, “Oh, and if you need to pick up something… you have to keep your knees straight. No squatting down.”
“Huh?” said May. She’d done the most flashing while getting dressed and hadn’t realized what she was doing. 
April poked her. “She’ll be able to see our butts.”
May let out a little gasp of surprise and blushed. It was only then that she realized just how short her skirt was. As she went to her room to get the sheets, she wondered just when she’d started to be so comfortable naked that nearly naked had seemed safe. The damn costume didn’t hide a thing. In their room, the twins caught sight of themselves in the mirror. They were so proud of their developing bodies and now they were just embarrassed at how that same body looked dressed this way. 
Cindy followed them into their room. As the twins paused to gaze at themselves and rue the day Cindy had come into their lives, the front of their skirts rose up all on their own. The skirts only flipped up a few inches, but it made it plain just how easy it was to flash. Their tits and pussy were right there on display and, with a blush, they hurried away from the mirror. 
Following the twins around, Cindy never tired of watching her maids. At best they were displaying tits and a lot of long, slender leg. She figured even if they had the blouse, the whole costume… the whole idea of being a maid… was humiliating. Maybe next week she really would give them the blouse. It would be no less humiliating for them. At worst, the twins bent and turned, flashing off more than legs and tits. 
Noticing that the twins were working slowly, Cindy didn’t really mind. She didn’t have anything else planned for the morning, so it wasn’t like they were getting out of something worse by prolonging the house cleaning. However, she did want them finished by lunch. She gave them that deadline and then added, “If you get done on time, I’ll let you go to the pool by yourselves. It will be safe time for you. I think you’ve earned a little free time.” Skeptical, the twins still picked up the pace so they were done on time. 
While April cleaned their room, May finished dusting downstairs. Cindy taunted May about her costume and how Jack-Jack might like to see her like this. “You look so darling dressed like that. My own little maids. I wonder how it feels to be your little sister’s maid. Half naked because that’s the way I want you. Even if I invited friends over, you’d still do it.” As May stepped up on a stood to dust the top of the china closet, Cindy said, “Oops, showing off a lot, sweetie. Shake your tush for me.” 
She’d been teasing May for several minutes when she noticed May’s thighs were starting to get slick. It felt wonderful to know she could excite her sister just by teasing her. “Getting hot, huh, May? I can see you getting juicy.” May tried her best to pretend to ignore Cindy, but the light blush showed that she was getting it all. “I’ll bet right now you could sit on the dining room table, spread your legs, and play with yourself and cum. Couldn’t you?”
“Yes, Your Highness,” said May, hoping that Cindy would actually make her do that. 
“I’ll bet just thinking about it makes you more excited.”
May couldn’t deny it. “Yes, Your Highness.”
“Imagine sitting up on that table and me sitting in a chair and watching. You’d be playing with your pussy just for me. Going to cum just for me.” She rose from the chair and said, “Just imagine it.” Then she left the room. 
Finding April, Cindy tried the same taunting and teasing, but April just didn’t respond to that. It was disappointing though she hadn’t expected April to get all wet from the humiliation. She just needed to figure out what did excite April. 
When everything else was done, the three converged on Cindy’s room so the twins could clean it under her supervision. Their mom’s expectation wasn’t all that high. The sheets were already washed and put back on the twins’ and Cindy’s bed. All that remained was to dust, vacuum, and put things back where they belonged. 
Shortly after they started, Cindy decided she had time for a little fun. Getting her paddle, she made May put her hands on the desk and lean forward. Though May’s bottom was already visible, Cindy flipped up the skirt so it was completely out of the way and then the 9-year-old gave May nine swats, enjoying May’s screams. The juices flowed even more freely, not from the pain, but just from the humiliation of being spanked by little sister. “Your turn,” she called to April. Reluctantly, April assumed the position and took her nine swats. As with May, Cindy took her time, delivering the swats at about one every 20 seconds. She was disappointed that April managed to stifle her screams, emitting just long, loud moans with each swat. After the fifth swat, April’s hips swayed back and forth, almost inviting the next swat. It was after the seventh swat that Cindy’s disappointment was replaced with a sense of satisfaction as she saw juices seeping from April’s pussy. “Jeez,” she said. “You get excited by a spanking?”
“No, I don’t, Your Highness” replied April quickly, trying to deny the truth even to herself. 
May stopped picking up and stared at her twin’s thighs. She knew something about April had changed, but April wouldn’t admit it to her last night. 
Cindy gave April two more swats and then a tenth. “She… she only got nine,” said April. 
“She screamed,” said Cindy. “She didn’t like it.” The implication was again that April liked it and April didn’t argue this time. Cindy planted another swat on April’s swaying, red bottom. At that swat, April rose up on her toes without even knowing it. Her ass atop her long, stretched legs looked even more inviting. 
As the twelfth swat landed, April looked back at Cindy. Forced to wrestle with her feelings, she couldn’t deny the burning passion that filled her right now. Yet, if it was indeed because of the spanking… if Cindy knew how to do this to her… then she was so screwed. Watching Cindy, she tried to guess just what her little sister was thinking. How will she use this against me? She jumped at the next swat. “Please, stop, Your Highness,” she said. “I don’t like it.” What she didn’t like was having Cindy discover a weakness. She didn’t want to pursue the feelings that were building in her to the point that she came. She didn’t want to blur the pain and pleasure, though that was already happening. She knew the spanking was painful, but it was also pleasure. 
To April’s surprise, Cindy did stop. It wasn’t just because April had asked. The 9-year-old needed time to digest this new turn of events just as April did. She had no idea how she could use it against her sister. If spankings made April excited, then what would be punishment? “Finish cleaning,” she said and put the paddle away. 
Even Cindy was relieved when the cleaning was finished and lunch was just minutes away. “Go fix me a sandwich,” Cindy told the twins. She let them go down to the kitchen ahead of her as she pondered April’s fetish. 
“Some fun, huh, princess?” said David. “Just where you want them.” 
“Are they?” asked Cindy. 
“Yeah,” nodded David. “Now the game is to make them beg to cum. You know how to get them ready and how to tease them. Just don’t let them cum. Some days they just don’t get to cum. Some days they cum if they beg nicely. Some days they cum because you want them to. They’ll do whatever you want just to feel good. If they don’t, then you just drive them crazy at the edge of an orgasm for hours.”
“Really?” Cindy was a little skeptical. She’d seen that work on May, but could she spank April to the edge of an orgasm and then keep her there? May seemed to give in quickly, but April had asked her to stop. April just seemed to have a stronger will and even with the key to April’s desire, she wasn’t sure she could get April to crumble. 
“Sure,” said David. “If you need to punish them, you could just tie them up and leave them alone for hours. That’s pretty harsh even when they’re comfortable.”
That seemed pretty easy. She’d just have to give it a try. Plenty of time between now and the end of summer to figure it out. When she sat down for lunch, she told the twins to get their swimsuits on.  May hesitated and then April stopped, too, wondering if May was coming. “Your Highness?” said May. “I understand you’re mad at us.” She cast a nervous glance at April as she included her twin in what had to be said. “Just that… why is everything so… sexual?” It bothered them both, something they’d talked about last night and now May voiced the question. 
Strip, tied, and helpless or dressed sexy. Forced orgasms. Forced to lick Cindy and Jack-Jack. They even had to fix breakfast naked. Everything was sexual and the twins were still reeling at the sudden sex life forced upon them. There were other ways to punish them without sex. 
Cindy shrugged. Faced with the question, she understood the twins’ concern, but she honestly didn’t know the answer. Her 9-year-old mind wanted revenge, but she wasn’t clearly aware that she was getting revenge against her stepfather for years of child abuse. She wasn’t aware of what damage had been done to her sense of right and wrong. She was killing two birds with one stone, revenge against the twins and their father. For a normal 9-year-old, sex was a foreign language. Cindy, however, was fluent in the language of sex and sex was the natural weapon for her revenge. All she consciously understood was that she had tools that went beyond sibling rivalry.   There was, of course, the fact that one of her tools, her ghost, was actively leading her toward the sexual abuse of her sisters. “I dunno,” she said. “But it’s fun.” She knew she was the only one having fun. “Now go get your suits on and then you can have lunch.”
Finished with her own lunch, she let the twins have 30 minutes for lunch and to get ready for the pool. When she had the twins back again, she spent the final half hour playing with them. She just had one goal – to send them to the pool with a wet spot on the front of their suits. “Get up on the dining room table,” she told May. “Spread your legs and play with yourself. Do not cum. If you cum, you won’t get to go to the pool and we’ll find something else to play this afternoon… like hang from the ceiling in another uncomfortable position.” Then she made April grab the back of one of the chairs in the dining room and lean forward. Watching the clock, she swatted April once every 30 seconds. 
As April got excited, Cindy said, “I’ll let you cum, April. We’ll stand here and watch May get all hot and not get to cum and you’ll get to cum. All you have to do is ask me. Ask me and I’ll let you play with yourself and cum.” She wasn’t altogether sure that April would lower herself to ask, so it was a test. Whether she came or not, April would definitely have the desired wet spot. 
In between swats to April’s hot bottom, Cindy made sure May knew she was in the spotlight. “Fuck your pussy with your finger,” she said. “Get all hot and wet for me. Show April what a good girl does.” May alternated between rubbing herself through the thin material stretched across her pussy tight enough they could see her slit and pulling her suit to the side to get directly at her pussy. The latter drove her close to an orgasm and the former kept her from cumming. “Jeez, May, you can see your pussy right through the suit,” said Cindy, making May gasp and then stop completely to keep from cumming. 
Teasing May was secondary though and Cindy made sure she swatted April like clockwork. The reluctant twin was up on her toes, flexing her muscles as she tried to repeat the strain from yesterday. Each swat brought another wave of heat, making her pussy tingle more and more. At first she thought she’d have no problem denying Cindy her fun. As the relentless paddle pounded her ass, she began to doubt her resolve. How bad would it be if I did cum? I’ve done it before for her? She’s seen it. She knows I want it. Why shouldn’t I cum? Her hips swayed provocatively. After the 15 minute mark, her resolve was nearly gone. It was as if she’d forgotten about Cindy or at least forgotten that cumming would be a victory for her little sister. “Oh, gawd,” she moaned softly at the next few swats. Finally, she looked back at Cindy, thinking about how to ask to cum. “Your Highness, can I cum?” she asked simply. 
Cindy was simply delighted that April had asked. She wasn’t going to press for more. No begging this time. “Yes, April, you can.” April took one hand off the back of the chair where it had dutifully remained. It went to the damp nylon between her legs and she pushed the material deep inside herself. After the next swat, she pulled her suit to the side and fingered her clit directly. May was watching so closely that Cindy thought she was jealous while in reality May was imagining it was her that had been forced to ask and now was granted permission. It was just about as embarrassing as anything she’d done for Cindy. The vicarious excitement made May slow down to barely touching herself to keep from cumming. 
April rose nearly to the point of her toes as she’d been forced to do the day before as she felt the orgasm approach, urging it on through the strain. As she tensed, Cindy pounded her ass with several swats and she felt the orgasm… no, the pain intensify… then the pleasure joined with the pain and the orgasm did start. “Jeez,” she whined. “Cumming… stop me.” When the swats stopped, she snapped her head around at Cindy. “Don’t quit now.” As the spanking picked up again, she became aware there was just pain. She’d missed the transition again and wondered if there was a difference at all. “No more,” she gasped, sinking to her knees. 
Cindy set the paddle aside and just stared down at April. Such intensity. She couldn’t believe what April had just done. “Can I cum, too, Your Highness?” whined May. 
“No, get off the table now,” said Cindy. “Both of you just relax for a minute.” The clock said it was just about time for Jack-Jack to arrive and she didn’t expect her lover to be late. 
Indeed, Jack-Jack just about flew out the door as her mom came in. “Going to Cindy’s,” she said as she passed. She knocked on the door and then fidgeted until Cindy opened the door. She gave Cindy a deep kiss and then noticed the twins in the background. “They’re still here,” she observed. 
“They’re just leaving,” said Cindy. “Be back in two hours,” she told April and May. “Don’t make me come looking for you.”
May nudged April and said something that Cindy didn’t hear, but Jack-Jack heard, “Couple of dykes.” 
The twins were gathering their towels as Jack-Jack suddenly exploded, “What did you say? What did you call us? Never mind, I heard you!”
“Just something I heard,” said May defensively. “You are.” She didn’t know a more polite term for girls who liked girls. 
“Don’t you dare call us that!” Jack-Jack had heard her daddy call Aunt Irene that and when he did, it clearly came out as an insult. A dyke was something that you did not want to be. It was all the more clearly an insult when daddy never actually called Aunt Irene that to her face. She didn’t even think about telling Cindy she was sorry that the afternoon plans had just changed. Waving her hands, she said, “Ropes, tie them up.”
“Nooo,” wailed May. “I didn’t mean it bad,” she lied. Even Cindy who hadn’t actually heard the words could tell from body language… a subtle nudge, a conspiratorial look, and whispered words… that it was something May had been unwilling to share with Cindy and Jack-Jack. The ropes didn’t appear immediately. Cindy saw surprise on David’s face as he looked at her and then ran up the stairs. 
The twins edged closer. Cindy and Jack-Jack were between them and the front door and for a moment it looked as if they might try to make a break for it. “Just stay right there,” she told the twins, uncertain what she could do without David if the twins chose to disobey. She’d seen a Jack-Jack Attack against Jack-Jack’s little brother twice and once against Hannah and knew the twins were in for trouble. Hopefully they wouldn’t spook.  
“Yeah, just stay there,” barked Jack-Jack, audaciously advancing on the twins not knowing that the magic was gone from the room for now. The fire in her eyes froze the twins in place. There are worse things than tossing casual insults and one of them was being right about the insult, especially when one of the insulted parties was Jack-Jack and she was confused about her feelings for Cindy. On one hand, she was as much a lesbian as any 9-year-old could be. On the other hand, she knew it was wrong. Being called a dyke only made her feel worse and her reaction was to go on the offensive. “Kneel down and apologize.”
The twins hastily knelt, hoping that they could still get to the pool if they were very contrite. “We’re sorry, Your Highness,” said May. “I’m sorry. It was me. Don’t punish her.”
Despite May’s offer, April chimed in and claimed some of the guilt, “We’re sorry, Your Highness. She didn’t mean it bad. It’s OK to be a dyke. Lots of…”
“Don’t say that!” spat Jack-Jack. “Don’t ever say that again!” 
“Yes, Your Highness,” cringed April. “You’re not. We won’t tell anybody.”
“Damn right you won’t tell anybody,” yelled Jack-Jack. “By the time I’m done with you, you’ll wish you’d never even heard that word.”
Cindy had finally heard the word and was busy wondering what it meant for a girl to be a dike and why Jack-Jack was so pissed about it. As worldly as she was, she’d never heard that term. 
“Please, Your Highness,” said May. “She said we could go to the pool.”
Jack-Jack looked at Cindy. “They’re not going to the pool, are they?”
“Not anymore,” said Cindy. “I said you were safe from the time you left until you came back. You never left and besides… I also said you had to be nice or the deal was off.”
But you weren’t supposed to hear what I said, thought May. Kneeling and facing her two mistresses, she didn’t see the ropes come down the stairs. She just felt them tying her and more violently than usual, expressing Jack-Jack’s anger. The loose ends whipped against her and the rope rapidly tied itself around her wrists, snugging tighter than necessary before tying itself off. Jack-Jack’s presence loomed over her and April as both were tied at the wrists, elbows, ankles, and knees. “Enough,” said Jack-Jack as the ropes started to put May into a hogtie. The unused ropes retreated, leaving the twins laying on the floor at Jack-Jack’s mercy. 
The angry 9-year-old surveyed the twins’ predicament. She’d acted hastily and they were stuck for now with the twins wearing one piece swimsuits. Noticing the obvious wet spots, she knelt down closer. “Is this what I think it is? Are you all excited? About what? Nothing but us girls here. Excited about seeing each other in suits? Who’s the freaking dykes now?” As the twins squirmed, she positioned them face to face, noses practically touching. “Give each other a kiss.”
Oh, I get it. Cindy picked up the meaning of the word from the context of Jack-Jack’s words. 
Too frightened not to, the twins stretched across the small gap and kissed like they knew Jack-Jack wanted them to kiss. Jack-Jack peeled off May’s suit, pulling the shoulder straps down and then rolling the suit down her body to expose her tits. Then she pulled her up to align her nipples with April’s mouth. “Guess what now.” April shuddered and then started sucking on May’s nipples. “Getting wet about this, huh, May?” She knew May would get excited, not because her tits were being sucked by her sister, but more precisely because her tits were being sucked by her sister in front of her and Cindy. Still, she could tease May about being the very thing May had called her. 
Now that she had the upper hand, Jack-Jack was calmed down and she could think more clearly. “I’ve got an idea,” she said to Cindy. 
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Tied and helpless on the floor, the twins knew Jack-Jack’s idea just had to be bad news for them. May felt the familiar twinge in her pussy that came from being helpless to resist Cindy and Jack-Jack. Whatever it was surely would be humiliating and surely she’d do it anyway. April had that same hopeless feeling without the corresponding anticipation of arousal though she knew by now how May would react. In fact, she wondered if May had insulted Jack-Jack on purpose. She could have whispered it quieter. She could have waited until they were out the door. And if Jack-Jack’s idea did involve May cumming, then it probably involved them both and she didn’t want Cindy to spank her to climax again. 
“What?” asked Cindy She had no more idea what Jack-Jack’s idea was than the twins.
“C’mon,” said Jack-Jack leading Cindy out the front door. When the door shut, she said, “Let them wonder for a while.”
“I like to do that to them,” said Cindy. 
“We’re going to get my camcorder,” said Jack-Jack. “I didn’t think I’d need it today.” She took Cindy’s hand as they walked down the sidewalk. “I hope it’s OK that we don’t have so much time together today. I just sorta blew up.”
“Sorta?” laughed Cindy. “You scared the crap out of them.” She had a camcorder they could use, but this was a good excuse to leave the twins wondering. 
“Yeah,” grinned Jack-Jack. “Wish I could hear what they’re saying and thinking right now. So here’s the deal, since they called us dykes…”
“That’s girls who like girls?” asked Cindy just to be sure. 
“Yeah,” said Jack-Jack, “only it’s like calling Polly fatso instead of overweight. You know, not a nice way to say it. So, since they called us that, we’re gonna make them do it to each other. Like we were planning, only it’ll be them and we’ll record it.”
“Wicked,” said Cindy. She’d made the twins do some of that, but didn’t have really good pictures of it. She also hadn’t made that big of a deal of it and now that she knew May would get excited and April wouldn’t, she could use that on them. “I think cumming is like a reward for them, but this time I think it will be more punishment. We have to let them so we can record it all.”
“We have to make them,” winked Jack-Jack. “May cums on command, so that’s easy.”
“April came for me today,” said Cindy. “She asked to cum. I know how to make her lose control.” She explained to Jack-Jack just what had happened after lunch. 
“Oh my God,” said Jack-Jack. “I gotta see that. Don’t want to get you in the picture though. They need to act like they’re doing it because they like it.”
“Oh my God,” echoed Cindy. “We’ll make May spank her! Jeez, can you picture that?” Her heart was already pounding at the thought of May taking a paddle to her twin’s bare bottom. She wanted to see April beg her sister to cum. 
After collecting the camera and a new card for it, the two 9-year-olds went back to Cindy’s house. Coming through the front door, they saw April and May lying just where they’d left them with looks of relief. 
As soon as the front door had shut, April hissed, “Why did you have to call them that?”
“They are,” said May. “You know that. Just… I dunno. I didn’t think they’d hear me.”
“Duh, if I end up hanging from the ceiling again, I’ll be pissed and it’ll be your fault.” When May started to cry, April said, “Dang it, May. I’m sorry. I suppose you’re gonna get it just as bad as me. What do you think she’s gonna do?”
Sniffing, May said, “I dunno. Make us apologize? Again, but on camera this time? We still got our suits mostly on. How should I know? I already can’t believe what Cindy’s making us do and now Jack-Jack wants to be the boss, too. What do you think they’re doing right now?”
“She didn’t have the camcorder this time, so they probably went to get that,” said April. “Maybe getting some more of their friends. Crap, I just don’t wanna be lying here tied up on the floor when she brings her friends over.”
“Ohhhh, don’t say that, April,” said May. “Get me all excited. I can’t help it. Not like I wanna be like this. I don’t wanna cum again, especially if she brings friends.”
“Yeah, me either. You have any idea what it’s like to like to be spanked? I’d never have guessed anybody could do that. You just have to have them look at you and you go nuts. I’ll get spanked.” She thought back to just a few minutes ago when she’d asked to cum. Remembering that feeling and then imagining doing that in front of an audience was horrifying. 
“I think it’ll be something different,” said May. “Something we haven’t done before. How can we guess if it’s something like that?”
“Oh, gawd,” said April. “What if they don’t come back? What if they leave us like this until mom gets home?”
“Jesus, April! She wouldn’t do that, would she?” She thought about that and the idea of being wet and excited as mom came through the door. It almost made her want to cum as she thought of getting caught like this by their stepmother. “She can’t do that. Mom would just freak. She’d think somebody else did it.”
Still, there were enough unsavory ideas planted in their heads that the prospect of Jack-Jack’s secret idea was very unpleasant. They squirmed, trying to escape, but they already knew any attempts to help each other were doomed. So, when the door opened and it was Cindy and Jack-Jack and only them, they were relieved. Not a bunch of friends and not mom. 
Once inside, Jack-Jack led the way down the hall, already getting the twins on video as they squirmed anxiously. “Who’s gonna cum for us?” she asked, pointing the camera at May. 
“Me,” said May.
When the camera pointed at April, she too said, “Me, I suppose.”
Turning the camcorder off, Jack-Jack explained what their punishment would be. After laying out a simple script, she warned them, “Do it right. Do it like you enjoy it. Do it like you love it. I’ll keep recording until I like what I see. If you like doing it, then just screw up and we’ll keep recording until it looks good.”
After the twins were untied, Cindy said, “Go up to your room and get dressed. Bras and panties this time. Don’t want you looking like sluts. Just like you’re in love.”
The twins scampered up to their room and got dressed as they’d started the day only with undergarments this time. “May, I do love you,” said April bravely. “It won’t be that bad, will it? I mean, if we really do love each other?”
“I suppose not,” agreed May. If it weren’t for the audience it wouldn’t be so bad, but then if it weren’t for the audience, they’d never do this on their own. “I’m sorry about… you know, spanking you.” It hadn’t happened yet, but it was in the script, so she apologized in advance. 
April shrugged. “Don’t be. I really do like it.” She patted May’s hand. “We’re gonna do it. We’re gonna do it right. We’re gonna do it on camera. We’re gonna do it with Cindy and Jack-Jack watching. You are so going to cum for them.”
“Gawd, April,” said May. “You’re just making it easy for yourself. I’ll cum in seconds and you know it.” She shivered. “You’ll get my clothes off and I’ll cum.”
Their personal pep talk was cut short as Jack-Jack came in followed by Cindy. The lithe little athlete was taking the lead in setting this up, leaving Cindy mostly as an observer. “You two ready?” she asked. 
“No,” said April. “Can we do it later, like in 50 years?”
“Get on the bed,” said Jack-Jack. “And get started.” She pointed the camcorder at the pair as they settled down on the bed. 
April and May never even considered trying to defy Jack-Jack. With Cindy’s magic, there was just no point. So now they faced each other. “You know what I want to do,” said April.
“Me too,” said May. They leaned together and kissed, slowly at first, but opening their mouths to let their tongues play together. May moaned passionately as the desire was already building in her. That left April to take charge. 
After kissing for a couple of minutes, she grabbed the hem of May’s shirt and pulled it up over her head. Her hands stroked May briefly and then she undid the catch of the twin’s bra and pulled it free. “Beautiful,” said April. It was harder to say than she thought since she was practically complimenting her own tits. She bent down to suckle on the small tits, making sure May’s nipples hardened for the video. Then she took off her own top and bra, pulling May’s face to her tits to do the same. 
April again kissed May and nibbled on her ear, whispering. “Jeez, May, you sucked my tits for Jack-Jack and Cindy. They got it on the video. You looked so hot.” She was very careful not to be overheard. Jack-Jack had made it clear that talking about Jack-Jack, Cindy, or the camera would be bad. Pulling back, she looked at the lust in her sister’s eyes and then laid her back and helped her out of her shorts. “I love those panties on you, May,” she said. “But I’d gonna love them more when they’re off you and your pussy is ready for me.” She pulled them down as May wiggled her hips to help. 
Before she put her lips and tongue to May’s pussy, she came back up to kiss May one more time. This time she whispered, “They’re watching. I don’t even have my shorts off yet. Just you. You’re the only naked one.” Rising up, she looked down at her twin and said, “I’m gonna make you cum so good.” Then she put her tongue to work doing just what she’d promised. 
April’s teasing had the desired effect on May. With each word she got more excited. She focused on April so that she didn’t accidentally look at the camera even as April reminded her it was there. Then as April’s tongue ran up her juicy slit and found her clit, she knew it wasn’t going to be very long. She put her hands to April’s head. “Do me, April. You do it so good.” There was something special about having April go down on her. They were in front of two 9-year-olds with a camera, but it was even more forbidden and more embarrassing to have it done by April, cumming in front of her sister, her closest confidant for life. Things would never be the same again. “Eat me, April. Fucking make me cum. Oh my God, I’m so close. Do me right in front of them.” Her head lolled to the side, looking directly at the camera as she said, “Fucking watch me cum.”
“STOP!” yelled Jack-Jack. 
The yell startled even Cindy. April’s head shot up and May focused on Jack-Jack. “Huh, what? No, no, please,” whined May. “I’m there. Almost there. Don’t stop. Gawd,” she clasped her hands to her pussy fighting the ache. “Let her finish.”
“Rule number one,” said Jack-Jack. “Don’t look at the camera. Rule number two. Don’t talk about us. I’m gonna have to edit that out now. Think you can keep it straight, May?”
“Yeah, oh yeah, uh huh,” nodded May desperately. “Let her do it now.”
“Go ahead, April,” said Jack-Jack. 
April’s face returned to May’s crotch and she eagerly sought out the swollen clit again. Very aware the mood was lost, she tried to make up for lost time with her enthusiasm. She raised her head, “Cum for me, May. Show me how much you love it.” Then she plunged back into the juicy pussy, teasing it back to the brink of orgasm. 
May tried to stay quiet so she didn’t accidentally say the wrong thing. There wasn’t much time lost because in about a minute, she lost control and she just couldn’t help it. “Do me, April. Fucking lick my pussy. Watch me, April. Make me cum. I love to cum.” Her body arched up off the bed and she squealed in an exquisite orgasm for her twin, her little sister, her little sister’s friend, and the camera. “Fuck, April! It’s the best. Oh, my God, you’re the best.” She writhed and wriggled for several seconds, gradually calming down as the climax passed. 
It took a couple of minutes for May to recover and regain her senses. All the while, April kissed her passionately. It wasn’t in the script, but she just felt like kissing May and fondling her chest as the rise and fall slowed to normal. Besides, David’s excitement was contagious. Only the fact that they were still dressed kept Jack-Jack and Cindy from starting their own session. 
Jack-Jack looked over at Cindy and said, “Want you. After this.”
“Now you,” said May finally. She pulled off April’s shorts and panties. “Gonna give you a bare bottom spanking,” she announced, sliding off the bed. She tugged April off and bent her over the edge of the bed, butt facing the camera. When Jack-Jack moved to the side, May tugged April farther from the bed so her hands were on the bed and her body was stretched in profile to the camera. 
Then May started swatting April’s bottom, spacing the swats like Cindy had. “Faster and harder,” hissed April. “Don’t make me wait.” She blushed at the need to coach her sister. The fact was, she’d gotten more excited from watching May than she’d expected. She had a serious tingle in her pussy and her thighs were damp. She started counting swats and by 15 her bottom was on fire, the pain building toward that hazy difference. Knowing what felt best, she was on her toes and straining, clutching at the sheets with tight fists. She couldn’t admit that it felt good. She had to fight it, the mental pain adding as much as physical pain. As soon as her tippy toes started to hurt, she felt the pleasure coming up from the depths, racing the pain for dominance. There was just no stimulation to her clit. The script called for her to tell May when. She counted 25, 26, 27… the pain was searing and then she remembered, “Please, May, can I cum now?!” 
Dropping the paddle, May slipped around April and put her hands on the tight ass to pull April to her. She pushed her face into the messy pussy, slurping at the love juices. April stood straight up, her hands reaching for the ceiling. On her toes, she was a long, lean beauty in the exquisite throes of the ultimate pleasure and then she felt the pleasure peak, melding with the pain. She screamed out, “Fucking tongue my puss, May. God, spank me. Lick me. Do it all.” The pleasure dropped off too fast and there was no pain to replace it. Lowering herself to stand flat-footed, something was missing. She needed the pain during her orgasm, not just before. Still, it had been a nice climax and she crawled into bed, panting from the exertion. May joined her to soothe her and calm her. 
“You two can go to the pool now,” said Cindy. There was still time. It was not even 2:00 yet. She and Jack-Jack dashed to her room. 
While Cindy jumped on the bed, Jack-Jack pushed the door shut and stood back. “You coming?” asked Cindy, patting the bed.
Jack-Jack planned to play house a little more thoroughly than just jump straight into bed. “I want you to be the wife and I’ll be the husband. I want you to strip for me, baby,” she instructed, wanting to establish hers as a dominant role. 
“Mmmm,” purred Cindy as she slid off the bed and started removing her clothes, bit by bit, teasingly slow. She wanted to keep her husband happy. Expecting to be the dom or play as equals, she was pleasantly surprised at the turnabout. Once she was naked, she walked up to Jack-Jack wiggling her hips and enjoying the look in her husband’s eyes. Then she tugged at Jack-Jack’s shirt. 
After allowing Cindy to remove her shirt, Jack-Jack put her arms around Cindy and kissed her with more passion than the twins had kissed. She’d been thinking about this all morning. Watching the twins had just keyed her up even more. On top of that, David’s presence fueled her in ways she couldn’t fight. She dropped her shorts and panties. “Suck my cock, baby.” The words surprised Cindy, who was not expecting Jack-Jack to take the husband-wife roles that far. What exactly does Jack-Jack expect? Shivering with delight, she moved to pretend to suck a cock when she saw one actually between Jack-Jack’s legs. Cindy took the prop conveniently supplied by David and started sucking on it. Experience with her stepfather made her pretty good at it and she took a more active role than at bedtime when she sucked it like it was her own thumb. 
Jack-Jack expected Cindy to pretend for a few seconds and then they’d tumble into each other’s pussies. But it felt like she actually had a cock between her legs, not her own, but an attachment that pressed between her sleek thighs. She was amazed at how well Cindy pretended. The spell lasted for about ten seconds before Jack-Jack couldn’t stand it anymore. “Jesus, Cindy,” she breathed and pushed Cindy to the bed and then onto her back. Plunging her tongue into Cindy’s tasty pink flower, she was unaware that she’d just made David even more excited and then interrupted his blow job. Cindy knew what had happened, but she was more concerned with the demanding orgasm that was rising in her own young body. The afternoon so far had been one long tease. For Jack-Jack’s wonderful tongue, she tensed and came with a soft sigh that belied the intensity of her climax. 
With her own arousal sated for now, Cindy rolled Jack-Jack over and put her tongue to work where it belonged. She pointed a single finger at her bottom and in response felt David’s hard cock push into her ass rather quickly. As quick as her inconsiderate stepfather, but for David it was understandable and forgiven immediately. Getting fucked in the ass, Cindy was a little distracted as she lapped at Jack-Jack’s pussy. Her husband only thought she was being teased as her orgasm lingered just out of reach before David came, Cindy gasped, and suddenly Jack-Jack had Cindy’s full attention. “Whooooo,” squealed Jack-Jack as her body was rocked with an orgasm. From her perspective, it rivaled May’s latest cum. Her toes curled and she gently took fistfuls of auburn hair. “Yes, baby,” she breathed. “You’re fantastic.”
Cindy collapsed beside Jack-Jack on the bed and snuggled. She was supremely happy being Jack-Jack’s wife, even if it was only pretend. It was better than just being her friend and lover. When Jack-Jack rolled atop her and kissed her again, the love was overwhelming. The two lay together for a long time, not wanting to break the spell. 
As Jack-Jack finally had to leave, they dressed and Cindy kissed her one more time. “I liked that,” she said demurely. “Being your wife.” In her young sex life there were only two roles… dom and sub… user and used. Husband and wife meant love and commitment and a chance to not be in control and, at the same time, not be used. She wanted more of that. 
“Forever,” said Jack-Jack, just as happy as Cindy was. 
After Jack-Jack left, David said, “I like her.”
Cindy’s eyes narrowed. “You like her? Well, she’s mine and you’re mine. Don’t ever think you’re going to belong to her.”
“No, princess, of course not,” said David hastily. “I didn’t mean that. I meant I like her for you. She’s nice.” For David, who wanted to be Cindy’s only cock, Jack-Jack was the perfect match for his owner. Cindy would share her love for both of them, but feel only his cock inside her. 
“I like her, too,” said Cindy. She liked having David and Jack-Jack make love to her at the same time. “Give me one of those,” she said, wiggling her finger in the general direction of his tentacles. “Preferably one that wasn’t just in my butt.” Then she took the offered erection and finished the blow job she’d started with Jack-Jack. David was so important to her. He deserved pleasure, too. She knew whose cock would be the first in her pussy when she was ready. 
The twins were already home from the pool by the time Jack-Jack left and Cindy told them they were safe for the rest of the day. The three of them were acting as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened by the time mom got home. On Wednesdays, mom volunteered at the library so it was just daddy home with them after dinner. 
Harold sat and watched the TV, but his mind was on something else so after a few minutes he turned it off. He’d noticed big changes in April and May over the past couple of days. In one way it was nice to see the twins finally getting along with Cindy. The constant bickering was draining. What concerned him was that the change happened coincidentally with the arrival of Cindy’s ghost. Though he hadn’t seen the ghost since breakfast several days ago, he suspected it was still around. The ghost had forced him to change his ways around Cindy. Was it doing the same with the twins? 
He’d started molesting his stepdaughter within weeks of marrying her mother and her arrival in the house. When it started, he didn’t have plans to take it as far as it had gone. He was drawn to her, a young girl not his own, but in his house. It started with innocent back rubs and promises of treating her like his own daughter. She’d been hungry for attention from a father figure. He’d enjoyed the easy seduction and the exploration. Back rubs turned into caressing her entire backside, his hand slipping inside her pajama bottoms and working them down to her knees. His voice and touch calmed her nervous squirming… she didn’t dare say anything. Back rubs turned to front rubs with her pajama top up to her neck and bottoms to her knees. Then there’d been the night when he said, “Let’s just get these out of the way,” and stripped her nude. 
He couldn’t remember exactly when he’d decided to cross the line, but after that his visits moved from bedtime to just after midnight. She’d wake up with her clothes off and his hands on her. By now she’d just given in. She’d let him touch her like this already, so it was too late to complain. She didn’t like what she saw as the consequences of stopping him or telling her mom. Besides, the nighttime visits were fairer. He got naked, too, and let her touch him. Each little step was just that… well, you did this last time, how about a little more. The look in her eyes as she licked his cock, seeking his approval, was incredible. 
By six months he was cumming on her, sometimes “accidentally” getting it on her face. He was aware his wife knew he was visiting his stepdaughter in the middle of the night. Even she accepted it when she first guessed what was happening. She was confused about his actions and intentions, uncertain why he would do that with Cindy, now 6-years-old. Then, like her daughter, she realized she’d given him tacit approval by allowing it for several weeks. The eventual confrontation, “I know what you’re doing with Cindy,” was a non-event. He just shrugged and when she didn’t object further, she realized she’d given him more than tacit approval. 
Shortly after that, Cindy’s hand replaced his hand, then her mouth and ass replaced her hand. The promises of love and equal treatment continued, but both of them knew it was a lie. He called her his daughter, went to parent meetings, and lavished her with material gifts, but he didn’t consider her anymore than a nighttime diversion. As nothing more than that, she was expected to stay out of his real daughters’ way. Let them go first even if that meant Cindy didn’t get a turn. Give Cindy the smallest piece of cake. Spank Cindy for any disruptions; it was always her fault. He was secretly proud of the clever little ways his girls found to put Cindy down. 
Now the damn ghost had cut him off and the twins weren’t cleverly putting Cindy down. Taking her plate to the sink for her three nights in a row just didn’t sit right. Getting up from the couch, he went in search of Cindy. He knocked on her door and then pushed it open. Cindy stopped talking… to the ghost? She looked up at him in annoyance. “When you knock, I get to say come in,” said the 9-year-old. He didn’t like her new found confidence. He saw it as arrogance and spite. Given the tone of her voice, that was completely understandable. 
“I’m your father,” he said by way of explanation. 
“Stepfather,” she corrected him. “Do you barge in on April and May?”
He ignored the question. Of course he didn’t barge in on them, but that wasn’t the point. He reached down to grab her wrist to pull her down to his office for a father-daughter discussion that would mostly involve him asking questions and laying down the law. His hand was stopped inches from her wrist. 
From the motion of reaching for her, she knew just what he was going to do. All too often she’d been dragged down to his office for a stern talking to. It was his reaction to any misbehavior that didn’t warrant a spanking. As his hand was prevented from grabbing her, to his amazement, she seized his wrist. Something else… something stronger grabbed him, too, so it looked like Cindy dragged him out of her room. He tried to dig in his heels, but nearly lost his footing and finally had to run to keep up so it didn’t look like she was in control.  Sputtering and cursing her under his breath, he was pulled into his office and for a moment, he thought she was going to take his chair. And he almost didn’t sit down in the big leather office chair when she jerked her head at it as if sending him there. 
“This is my house,” he said. “Don’t you ever try to run things.”
She surprised him with her answer. “Yes, daddy, I’m sorry. Just that you shouldn’t barge in and try to run me. I thought you should get a taste of your own medicine, but… well, I don’t want mom or April or May to see me do that.”
“Well, then, don’t ever do that again and I won’t barge in,” he said. He was flustered as he surrendered the first point to Cindy. “We need to talk, though.”
Cindy smiled. That was how he told April and May he wanted to talk… we need to talk. Not grabbing them by the wrist and pulling them through the house. “You shouldn’t try to touch me,” she said. “I decided it was better to have my ghost invisible all the time. I can see him, but nobody else. That way you never know where he is. Did you forget about him?”
“Not exactly,” said Harold. I was just testing. “I just didn’t think he’d worry about me taking you for a little talk.”
“Yanking my arm out of the socket isn’t a little talk, daddy,” she said as she sat in the wing back chair that faced his desk. “It hurts and you know it.”
“The twins seem to like you all of a sudden,” he said. 
“Yeah, isn’t it cool? I finally feel like I have sisters.” She wasn’t ready for the ultimate showdown where she might take control of the whole household, but she was ready for a little talk with a plausible story. “We’ve done stuff together. I think that spanking made them think” She sighed. “Thanks ever so much for doing that.”
“They don’t know about your ghost, do they?” 
“No, daddy,” said Cindy, considering her answer to be truthful. Magic, yes. Ghost, no. Her little body shuddered for effect. “I think you’d hear about it all the way down at your work if they saw him.” And he had a pretty long commute. “He kinda snuck up on me, so I never thought he looked scary, but they sure would.”
“Snuck up on you?” repeated Harold, having the image of him physically sneaking up on her and jumping out with a, “BOO!”
“He was here for a couple of weeks before I saw him. You saw him before me, I guess. Up in my room. All he did was hang out and make me feel warm, cozy, comfortable, like he loves me. How could he look scary to me after that?” 
Harold rolled his eyes, “He loves you?” Damn, after all I did to her, she’d take any kindness as love. If that was true, then he was responsible for making her that vulnerable to whatever evil the ghost was up to. He was indeed convinced that the ghost was evil. “I’m not sure a ghost can feel love.”
She looked up at David, seemingly at nothing to her stepfather, and then back at the real evil in the room. “Daddy, he wants to know if you want your motherboard broken in two.”
“No,” said Harold. “Why? Because I don’t think he can love you?” 
The keys on his computer clicked and letters appeared on the screen. The mere physical evidence that the ghost was there, close enough to touch, sent shivers down his spine. Suddenly he wanted to end the conversation. He was tense as he watched the message run across the screen. “Because you’re trying to take away the one thing that does love her.”
“Her mother loves her,” said Harold, virtually admitting that he didn’t. Gad, I’m having a conversation with a ghost. 
Cindy hadn’t seen the screen, but she added, “So do April and May, I think.” So did Jack-Jack, but she wasn’t about to mention that. 
“I’ve noticed that,” said Harold. It was more than a little creepy to have the ghost right here and typing on his keyboard. “Anyway, I just wanted to remind you that we have a deal. I spanked them and your ghost leaves them alone.” The overwhelming urge to get out of the room convinced him that Cindy must be right – the spanking alone had given the twins a new outlook. He just didn’t want to spend any more time thinking about it. He was trying not to shake as he rose from his chair. “That’s all I wanted to say.” Then he hurried out of the room. 
Cindy sat for a while, very happy with the way that went. This time it was him that had given tacit approval to the abuse of his children. Not that he knew what was really going on, but she took his quick retreat to mean he didn’t want to know. 
More at peace with the world than she’d been in many years, she stripped and climbed into bed. David joined her without even needing an invitation. He knew what she liked and put his fingers to her pussy. “Not tonight, David,” she said. “Thanks, but I’m beat.” She reached for one of his tentacles and popped the end of it into her mouth, closed her eyes, and went to sleep sucking his cock. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 12 
(bdsm, d/s, spank, inc, humil)
Thursday morning, David woke up Cindy with some interesting news. The twins were not fixing breakfast. First they had tried to sneak out of the house right after mom left which was, of course, thwarted by David simply holding each door shut as they tried them one by one. Cindy wished she could have seen their faces as they learned her magic worked while she was asleep. She’d slept through the whole thing and David was busy holding doors shut, so he couldn’t alert her until now. Now they were barricaded in their room with the door locked. 
Cindy took her time getting up and dressed before she walked down the hall to the twins’ bedroom. “Go unlock it,” she told David. 
He vanished, reappearing inside the locked room. The door was not only locked, May was holding the handle just in case. She struggled as she felt the magic seize her and pick her up off the floor. The door unlocked itself and Cindy came in. April was standing back, looking contrite and nervous. May was flailing in the air. “Sorry, Your Highness, sorry. Please, don’t hurt me. It’s time for breakfast,” she suggested hopefully.
“Shut up, May,” said Cindy, earning instant silence. A wave of her hand brought May down to stand on the floor, still restrained. “I see you tried all the doors while I was still in bed,” she said, crossing her arms as she stepped to the center of the room. “Then locked yourself in your room. How stupid. Did you really think magic can’t work all the time, everywhere? Did you even think about how disappointed I’d be that you don’t want to play with me today?” 
“Yes, I mean, no, Your Highness. I mean yes,” said May. “Yes, we hoped magic couldn’t unlock the door. No, we… Yes, we did know how mad you’d be, but… we thought it would work.” She wrung her hands in true despair. 
“Get your clothes off,” said Cindy. 
The two looked at each other and their shoulders slumped. Taking off their outer clothes, they tried hastily to remove their bras and panties, perhaps hoping that Cindy had gone momentarily blind. “You put on underwear?” said the exasperated 9-year-old. “Take it off, too.” 
When the twins’ clothes were all on the floor, Cindy picked up two pairs of panties and poked them into their mouths. April’s into May’s mouth and May’s into April’s. She tied the training bras just above the twins’ knees. Giving them a little slack so they could shuffle along, Cindy said, “Those better not fall down. Now, go fix me breakfast.”
She led the way, watching from the bottom of the stairs as two very humble girls held tight to the banister and hopped down one step at a time. They shuffled to and fro fixing breakfast, glad that they had their hands free. After breakfast, Cindy said, “You have 20 minutes to get ready and come to my room. Breakfast is optional.” She’d planned to cut their time next week, but she had a good excuse to do it early. As they shuffled toward the kitchen door, she said, “Take off the bras and panties. If I catch you wearing them again, we’ll take a walk around the neighborhood wearing just bras and panties.” The threat was an empty threat because by the time the twins were ready 20 minutes later, there wasn’t a single bra or pair of panties in their drawers. 
Cindy started with the twins in her room, but two minutes later she got a nod from David that things were ready in the twins’ room. She’d watched David do this in her room, but it was still amazing to see two chairs in the twins’ room that were identical to the wooden, straight backed chairs that belonged at their desks. Identical except for a few modifications. The amazing part was that he could hide them somewhere (he wasn’t real clear about where) and bring them out when he wanted and hide the real chairs. To the twins it looked like their chairs had sprouted growths sticking straight up out of the seats. The best part was that by the end of the day, the chairs would no longer display the evidence of their torment at the hands of their little sister. 
Neither April nor May was eager to learn what the new parts of their chairs were used for. Following Cindy into their room, they stared with dread at the chairs that had been perfectly normal just a few minutes ago. Though she’d planned this already, she used the twins’ earlier escape attempt against them. “Since you don’t want to play with me and tried to get out of the house, I’ve decided this will be the perfect punishment for you. Next time you feel like avoiding me… just don’t.”
She held out a tube of KY and said, “Put a little of this on the long slender one and the short fat one. Get them good and slippery.”
About two thirds the way from the front of the chair and centered between the sides of the chair was a metal rod one inch in diameter and six inches long. The tip of the rod was soft, flexible rubber, but the rest of it was cold hard steel. Just in front of that was a flexible plastic dildo two inches in diameter and four inches long. With their eyes on the two jutting additions to their chairs, the twins didn’t notice two tubes hanging from the bottoms of the chairs. The tubes ran to the rod and dildo that the twins were greasing up. 
It wasn’t very hard to figure out what the tube and the dildo were for. It was April that finally said, “Your Highness, it’s too long.” She looked pleadingly at Cindy as she held the metal tube. 
“It’s just right,” said Cindy. “Now come here, April.” She put a head harness on the older twin, again complete with a bright red ball gag. This time there were a couple of extra straps on the top of the harness that were more obvious to May than April. The extra straps meant nothing to May and she couldn’t have prevented the harness from being put on even if she tried. Thinking that the punishment would only get worse if she objected, May let Cindy put the harness on and seat the gag between her white teeth. 
“The two of you look so sweet with a big ball in your mouth,” said Cindy. “You could thank me for not putting in the one that pumps up. I haven’t even pumped it all the way up yet.”
Muffled thanks came from the pair, though thankful was far down the list of their feelings right now. 
“I’ll give you a choice,” said Cindy. “You can sit down and slide that metal rod up your ass until your butt is firmly on the seat. Or I can do it. While you’re at it, I think it will be easier to get the vibrator in your pussy as you slide down. You have five minutes. Any longer and then I’ll do you myself.”
April moved in front of her chair and tried to pick her butt up high enough to get the tip of the rod to her asshole. Holding the arms of the chair, she braced herself and searched for the tip, lining it up and then slowly working it in. Next to her, May was standing on her chair and squatting down to run the cold steel up her ass. She got it about halfway in and then, supporting her weight with her hands on the arms of the chair, she lifted her feet off the seat and lowered herself down, a little wiggle at the end making sure her butt was ensconced on the seat. It was a quick and efficient process that got her in position before April. Then she rose up a couple of inches, pointed the cock shaped vibrator into her pussy and wiggled them both into position. April was similarly in position a minute later. 
“See,” said Cindy, “it wasn’t too long. That was pretty cool watching you ram those in your asses. Now just stay there like that.” She walked behind April’s chair and hooked a hand pump to the rear tube. Four pumps and April’s eyes got big as the balloon at the tip of the rod inflated deep inside her ass so that it was now too big to be removed until Cindy allowed it. She looked at May, trying to tell May to get up and get out. Though she understood perfectly, May stayed in position. Getting up and out just weren’t an option. All April’s frustrated whines and whimpers achieved was to make May even more scared of what was going to happen. From her point of view, nothing had changed. Something she couldn’t see and couldn’t imagine had just happened to April and was about to happen to her. Four pumps of the hand pump and May learned that she couldn’t rise up out of the chair no matter how hard she tried. A balloon a little bigger than a tennis ball was inside her tight ass. 
“Now you can’t leave the house at all,” said Cindy. “You have to stay and play with me.” She attached her pump to the front tube on May’s chair and pumped it once. May whined as the cock grew two inches longer. Another pump and May whined with wide open eyes showing her shock as the head of the cock expanded to lodge it firmly deep in her pussy. It stretched her and it hurt. A third pump and the cock expanded even more, wrenching a scream from May’s throat. She frantically tried to tell Cindy that it was too big. It hurt so bad. Cindy turned to April and attached the pump to the cock inside her. It was so cool to watch April squirm, frantically trying to eject the cock from her pussy. “Looks like fun, huh, sweetie?” said Cindy. Then she administered three pumps to April’s cock. 
May’s fists grabbed the arms of her chair, turning her knuckles white as she fought to bear the pain. “Too much, sweetie?” asked Cindy, as she let out just a little bit of the air. “Comfy now?”
“Uh huh, uh huh,” nodded May. The second pump of air had not felt comfy, but now compared to the third, she thought the little bit of air took her from excruciating to relatively comfy. Cindy let a little bit out of April’s cock, too. 
“Give me a hand,” said Cindy, taking April’s right hand. She pulled it up over April’s head and fastened one of the straps atop the harness around her right wrist like a leather cuff. She repeated that with April’s left wrist, trapping April’s wrists over her head. Then she turned May into a match, helplessly holding her arms up. 
As the finishing touch, she turned the chairs to face the door. “In case somebody comes by to see you,” said Cindy with a smirk. She set a few things on the floor in front of the twins – several clothespins, the two long, slender rods they’d felt on the soles of their feet before, and a leather paddle. Turning on the vibrators, she shut the door and left them alone. 
Humiliated and helpless, the twins thought at first that they were going to face a constant stream of orgasms. It was not to be, however, as the vibrators hummed for 30 seconds and then stopped for a minute. Again and again the vibrators started and stopped. The intervals were random, longer and shorter durations of vibration, but never more than 30 seconds punctuated by breaks between 30 seconds and 3 minutes. Sometimes the vibrators were going at the same time, but most often one twin watched the other in the agonizing throes of near orgasm after near orgasm. 
An hour later, Cindy opened the door and looked it. “Oh, good, I was wondering where you two were,” she smirked. The twins were covered in sweat and drool. The seats of their chairs were soaked with more than that. May’s attention was completely on the effort to hump the chair. Cindy thought she was ready to cum when the vibrator stopped. It looked like May wasn’t even aware Cindy was there as she wiggled, alternately cursing at the vibrator and begging it to start up again. 
When April’s vibrator kicked in, Cindy watched her eyes go from pleading to surrender to empty. When April’s turn was over, the little mistress had a moment where both twins were lucid and paying attention to her. “It would be so much nicer if I left them on all the time, wouldn’t it?” Their heads bobbed. “So, tomorrow you’ll be eager to play with me, won’t you?” More emphatic bobbing. Then the little mistress turned off the vibrators. “Enough of that,” she said. “Looks like too much fun.” She walked out and shut the door again. 
The next hour was a different kind of torment for the twins. They cooled down quickly and the painful ache vanished, replaced by mind numbing boredom. There was nothing to do except stare at the door and wait for Cindy’s return. Nothing except feel the constant galling helplessness at the hands of their little sister. Both tried not to dwell on that, but that was impossible. 
So, an hour later they were glad when the door opened and Cindy’s smiling face greeted them. It was Hannah and Susie that made them want to disappear. In unison, they thought, oh, my God, she did it again. Balloons up their asses. A cock in their pussy. Hands above their head. Gagged and on display. Cindy’s trophies. Neither of them considered that the two other girls didn’t know their true predicament until Cindy laughed and said, “I super-glued them to their chairs.” The other girls giggled as they imagined the twins actually holding still while they were glued to the chairs. 
“Don’t they look excited to see you?” teased Cindy. April wasn’t all that excited, but May certainly was as she added another situation to her growing list of humiliation fantasies. Cindy picked up clothespins and handed two to Hannah and two to Susie. “Remember what Jack-Jack and I did to them last time?”
While both girls did remember, Hannah moved first to play with April’s nipple. Emboldened by Hannah, Susie did the same to May. Hannah then picked up one of the slender rods and started tapping April’s thighs, softly and persistently. Again Susie followed suit on May. “Be right back,” said Cindy. A couple of minutes later, she returned with two big glasses of water, pleased to see the nice shade of red on the twins’ thighs. She removed the gags and made the pair drink all the water. “Now thank me,” she said. 
“Thank you, Your Highness, for the water,” said May and April repeated it. 
“Thank me for bringing over more girls to play with.”
“Thank you for bringing over more girls,” said May. “Thank you for bringing over Hannah and Susie,” chimed in April.
Hannah and Susie giggled as Cindy’s trophies performed for them. As Cindy replaced the gags, Susie asked, “What else do they do?” Hannah laughed even louder at the question. 
“Oh, some other cool things,” said Cindy. “Some things they don’t do are cool, too. All that water they just drank? They don’t get to pee until after lunch.” As the twins protested, Cindy added, “And they do whine and plead so nicely. They’ll really do anything I want. Name something.”
“I want them to thank me and Hannah for spanking them. Do you mind?”
“No, that’s a good one,” said Cindy, removing the gags again. 
“Thank you, Susie for spanking me,” said May. “Thank you, Hannah, for spanking me,” said April. 
“Can I ask one,” said Hannah. “I want to ask them…” She looked directly at the twins and asked, “If you’re stuck there all day, what would you most like to play with us?”
Stuck here all day? The twins looked at each other. May shrugged and answered, “I want to cum.”
April rolled her eyes. Count on May to ask for that. Considering the circumstances, it wasn’t a bad idea. It would make up for the first hour of the morning. 
“Come where?” asked Hannah. 
“Now, now, May, you know we’re not playing that game today.” Then she explained to Hannah, “It’s a game the three of us play together, but I already told them we’re not going to do it.”
With May’s request refused, April volunteered her idea. “I want to play the game where you smack me all over with that stick.”
Susie smacked May hard across the thighs. “I don’t,” squealed May. “I wanna… I wanna… play the game where I lick 9-year…”
“MAY!” yelled Cindy. She stuffed the gag back in May’s mouth. “You are so getting it now.” To her friends she said, “Let’s play April’s game.” She picked up a paddle. 
“What’s she want to lick?” whispered Susie. 
“She wants to lick your fingers,” said Cindy. “She was about to say 9-year-old fingers.” She removed the clothespins and then smacked May’s chest, flattening her small tits and turning them red with several swats. 
Susie started on May’s shoulder blades. “She’s weird,” she observed, unable to figure out the game of licking fingers. 
May wasn’t all that weird. She was at least screaming as she was swatted over and over. Next to her was the weird one. April grunted at Hannah, daring her to hit harder and faster. She’d stretch out a body part as much as she could as if taunting Hannah to swat her arms, her legs, her feet, and her tummy. What wasn’t red was offered up to be reddened. As Hannah worked her, April picked her feet up to rest on her toes. She pressed down against the floor, making her toes ache. She strained against the cuffs on her wrists, until her arms ached. Cindy looked over to see her trying to stand up with the chair still attached to her butt. Tears were streaming down her face and every muscle stood out. 
“Stop,” said Cindy, catching the rod before Hannah could hit again. 
“Yooo iiii, yooo iiii, yooo iiii,” screamed April into the gag. On the third one, Cindy finally figured out that April was saying, “You bitch, you bitch, you bitch.”
Cindy took April’s chin in her hand and lifted her face. “You almost got to play May’s game, didn’t you?”
April closed her eyes and every muscle relaxed. There was a wonderful ache in her pussy that hadn’t been there before. So much pain… what was the difference between that and an orgasm? She hadn’t cum though she was sure she was seconds away from one. It just wasn’t that big of a deal to miss the climax when the path to a crescendo was so wonderful on its own. 
“Sorry, guys, I think we got carried away. We need to leave them alone for a while.” Cindy collected the implements of torture and coaxed her friends out of the room. 
Hannah and Susie weren’t averse to leaving the twins alone. Both of them knew something had just happened between Cindy and April and now they just felt it was time to go, like when a friend gets yelled at by their mom and sent to their room, it’s time to go. 
When Cindy returned to the twins, she had a single glass of water. Removing April’s gag she said, “Drink this,” as she held it up to April’s lips. 
“No,” said April. “I already have to pee.”
“Drink it!”
“Or what? You’ll spank me?” April challenged her. 
Cindy was at a loss for a response, but David provided her with a possible answer. At his suggestion, she moved to May and removed her gag. “Drink it.” May drank the water. Halfway through, Cindy said, “Drink it because April was bad and won’t take her punishment. So you take it for her.”
April watched in dismay as May downed the glass. Cindy left and returned with another glass. Holding it out to May, she said, “Drink it.”
Gawd, she’s going to make her do a third one? “I’ll drink it,” said April quickly, feeling the sting of defeat. 
Cindy brought her the glass and poured it down her throat. “She’s still got an extra glass in her because of you,” she hissed. “You almost came while she screamed her head off. Selfish idiot. I will not let you treat her like that again.” Cindy wondered if she was serious about that. Had she just picked a favorite? The look in April’s eyes sure told her she’d pushed the right button. She gagged them and left. 
Hannah and Susie had taken up 45 minutes of the morning, so sticking to her hourly schedule, Cindy came back in just 15 minutes. “On a scale of 1 to 10, how bad do you have to pee?”
April grunted 8 times and May 7. Cindy wanted to know just how long she could keep them there. In the absence of their ability to plead, she thought the question made sense. Immediately after asking it, she realized that if they grunted 10 times whether they needed to or not, she wouldn’t know the difference. 
“I’m going to release you now,” said Cindy. “You will be allowed to pee, but only in one place. The backyard. You have to go out back and pee in the grass.” Not just the backyard but 30 feet out the backdoor where the patio ended and the grass began. Never mind that there was a 6 foot concrete wall around every house in the development, outside was outside. The twins couldn’t believe Cindy had even thought of that. 
It took a while to remove gags and harnesses, deflate inflatable toys, and remove tight asses from very warm steel rods. Then she made them clean up their vibrator and butt rod. After that she told them they were free to pee. “Oh, and April? You have to pee like a dog. You know, on your hands and knees, raise your leg and pee. May, you have to pee like a cat. You use the sandbox. Dig a hole. Squat. Pee. Fill in the hole” The sandbox wasn’t any farther than the grass and hadn’t been used for at least a year, Cindy having been the last one to outgrow the need to make mud pies. “Now go make lunch before you pee.”
The twins made Cindy’s lunch and then tried to sneak outside while she ate. “Come back here,” she said. “Now you have to wait until I’m finished. You know I want to watch.” She grinned as the twins both did the pee dance. They’d waited too long. She wasn’t finished when April doubled over. “OK, go now,” she said, interrupting her lunch to go watch the fun. 
April darted out the door to the grass and didn’t hesitate to drop to her hands and knees, raise her legs, and shoot out a strong stream of pee. As the pain in her bladder faded, she looked up and blushed at Cindy’s delighted gaze. “Get it all out,” said Cindy as she left to watch May. The kitty had a little more of a chore before she could pee. By the time Cindy got to her, May had already dug her hole and was actually taking the time to line up with it. “Ahhhhhhhh,” said May as she peed, only then noticing that Cindy was just a couple of feet away. 
Both girls took nearly a minute to empty their full bladders, all the while conscious that they were outside where anybody could see them. Finished, they were eager to get back inside, but Cindy stopped them and made them stand side by side on the patio. “From now on, that is how you will pee when we’re home alone. I catch you peeing in a toilet or the shower, I’ll make you fill a glass with pee next time and make you drink it.” She jabbed her finger at April and then May as she said, “You’re the dog. You’re the cat.” 
The twins were stunned. Not at the announcement that they would pee like that all the time. It was the emphatic way she said dog and cat. This time it wasn’t pee like a dog and pee like a cat. It was you are the dog and you are the cat. 
“What do you say to that?” asked Cindy. There was only one right answer. 
“No way, we’ve done everything you wanted, Your Highness, but we’re not animals,” said April. “We won’t be pets. Will we, May?”
“Meow,” said May tentatively. 
Cindy petted May’s head. “Good girl, May. You can go inside now.” She looked at April. “What do you say now?”
“No way,” said April. She couldn’t believe May gave in so easily as she watched her twin walk into the safety of the house. 
“One more time, April,” said Cindy. “I will lift you over the wall and set you down in the front yard.” April rose an inch off the ground. “Now, what do you say?”
Knowing it was pointless, April still struggled against the magic. She just had to try one more time, but now it was over. Choosing between the two options, she said, “Woof?”
“Good girl,” said Cindy, petting April, too. “Now you can go inside.” For now she didn’t mind that they were still standing and walking like girls. 
She went inside and finished her lunch. When that was done, she said, “You may have lunch now.” Two pet dishes floated behind her and then came in front. She picked them out of the air and said, “Red one for the kitty and blue one for the doggy.” As she handed the bowls to the astonished twins, she made sure they understood, “Serve your lunch in these. On the floor. Eat on your hands and knees. No hands. No forks. Nothing.” A third bowl appeared. “Kitties and doggies eat different food,” she acknowledged, “but you might as well share the same water dish.”
They were allowed to stand, walk, and even use their hands like girls as they fixed their lunches. Grimly they each set their bowl on the floor and May put the water dish down. One last glance at Cindy was the only protest they made as they lowered themselves and ate from the bowls. They’d at least had the sense to cut their sandwiches into bite size pieces. 
After lunch the kitty and doggy were allowed to stand again. It only made sense since they had to wash the dishes and clean up. When they were finished, Cindy said, “May, go to my room. April, wait for me in your room.”  
“Hands and knees, kitty,” said Cindy as soon as she was alone with May in her room. May got down as instructed. When Cindy sat in the chair and motioned her forward, May came up to put her chin on Cindy’s knees. “Pretty kitty collar,” said Cindy as she showed May a pink collar with pink gems all around it. “Head up.” As May stretched her neck, Cindy collared her. Then Cindy put a hair band on the kitty. May didn’t get to see the hair band as it went on, so she didn’t know she now had kitty ears. 
After this morning, May had come to understand that Cindy decided what happened. There were good things and there were bad things. Humiliation and orgasms were losing their stigma as bad things and sounding better and better, particularly after being beaten for several long, screaming, painful minutes this morning. She hadn’t decided about what was going on now, but she wasn’t in pain. It was, in fact, humiliating to be turned into a kitty which had its appeal for the 11-year-old. She figured she’d be a kitty when Jack-Jack arrived and then it would be fun. 
Cindy showed May her tail and then told the kitty to face away from her. Curious about how she could wear a tail, May turned her butt to Cindy. “Hold still now, kitty,” said Cindy. She wasn’t a bit upset when May jumped at the touch of the plastic cone to her butt hole. “Shhh, shhh, kitty,” said Cindy soothingly. “It’ll be OK.” She worked the plug into May’s ass until it popped in and her asshole claimed it. As the finishing touch, she put a little mask on May’s face. It only covered her nose and mouth, but it turned them from girl into a cute kitty nose and mouth. The mask had a little cock that fit into May’s mouth and a leather strap that buckled behind her head. The cock was little more than what might be found on a 9-year-old, prepubescent boy. Not a mouthful at all. May was free to meow and swallow. She could also talk and it could be very clear speech if she tried. 
Snapping a leash in place, she led May around the room, making a couple of circles before stopping and attaching the leash to a hook at the foot of her bed. “Wait here,” she said. “I have to go fix up doggy. You can lie down or stay like that.”
May stayed on her hands and knees until the door shut and then she lay down on the carpet, leashed to Cindy’s bed. 
April had not accepted that Cindy was in charge. She knew that was Cindy’s goal and she knew she didn’t have a choice, but that was different from accepting it and learning how to behave for her mistress. There was, of course, the fact that pain was very satisfying for her. Disobedience brought pain. When Cindy came in and said, “Hands and knees, doggy,” April felt the power of Cindy’s magic when she hesitated too long. “Doggy, I’ll have to come up with new ways to punish you. Spankings aren’t punishment for you anymore. Now behave yourself or I’ll show you what I have in mind as your punishment.”
Holding out a black leather collar with silver studs on it, Cindy said, “Head up.” April ducked her head only to have it pulled up so her neck stretched and the collar could be buckled and then locked in place. Her hair band had floppy doggy ears, so she immediately suspected what the hair band was all about. Shaking her head told her that she definitely had doggy ears now. “Turn around so I can attach your tail,” said Cindy. Again April was defiant and again Cindy seated the butt plug with her tail regardless of whether April wanted it or not. April’s mask had a longer snout, little black doggy nose at the tip, and a grinning doggy mouth showing just a little bit of teeth. 
“Bad doggy,” said Cindy. “I expect you to be a good doggy and do what you’re told when you’re told. You know how a doggy is supposed to act for her owner. I’ll show you what happens to bad doggies.” 
April was of the opinion that no punishment could make her lose her pride and accept that she was going to be Cindy’s doggy. She was now completely outfitted as Cindy wanted her despite her lack of cooperation. As Cindy led her around in circles by her leash, she seethed at the gall of her stepsister to force this on her. Then Cindy led her out the door and right back in. They’d only been out of the room a few seconds, so April blinked in astonishment at the appearance of a wooden crate in her room. There seemed nothing that Cindy couldn’t do with her magic. 
The wooden crate was four feet long, two feet wide, and two feet high with a hinged top and hasp to lock the top in place when it was closed. April couldn’t see inside it but that didn’t matter she saw more than she wanted to as she was lifted up and set down inside the crate. The only feature inside the crate was a piece of wood that cut the space inside into two compartments. April was set on her hands and knees in the three foot long compartment. The wall between her and the smaller compartment had a circle cut in it a little more than halfway up. The top half of the “wall” slid up, leaving just a semicircle cut in the bottom half. Her head was stretched forward into the other compartment and the top half slid down again, trapping her head in the makeshift stocks. 
With a click, she knew the stocks were locked in place. “May has been a nice kitty and I’m going to go play with her. My bad doggy can just imagine how much fun we’re having. If you’re a good doggy tomorrow, then I’ll let you play, too.” Trapped on her hands and knees, April couldn’t believe the punishment, especially when the lid shut and she was in darkness. The snout of the mask kept her from raising her face, so her only view was of the floor of the crate before it was too dark to see even that. 
April struggled against the simple bondage. She had complete freedom to move her lower body, except that it was attached to a head that wasn’t going anywhere. “Please, Cindy, I’ll be a good doggy,” she whined in the darkness. Then she decided a good doggy wouldn’t talk at all. “Woof, woof, woof,” she barked, hoping for leniency. She didn’t know that Cindy had left as soon as the lid went down. For several minutes she barked before she gave up. 
After she left April, Cindy returned to May and unhooked the leash from her bed. “Meow, meow?” said May, wondering where April was and what she was doing. Cindy just led her out of the room, down the hall, down the steps, and into the family room. 
Sitting on the couch, Cindy patted the space beside her and May climbed up. “Lie down and put your head in my lap,” said Cindy. She started to scratch May’s head and caress her back right down to her butt. After a few minutes of that, she picked up a book she’d set by the couch and started to read. Having May’s head rest in her lap was an exciting distraction that made it difficult to read, but she forced herself to keep her attention off the naked kitty girl sharing the couch with her. 
May was thrilled at the chance to have some quiet time with Cindy. Being her kitty was a pleasant change from bondage and pain. It wasn’t as embarrassing as many of the things she’d done. If this was the price of freedom from ropes, hanging, spanking, and public humiliation, then it was a small price indeed. The petting felt nice and when Cindy turned to reading, May just relaxed, as content as any kitty on her owner’s lap.
Cindy read for about an hour before the doorbell rang. May’s head came up and she looked questioningly at Cindy, amazing the 9-year-old with how much that looked like a natural pet reaction. It was as if she was asking, “Who’s at the door, mommy?” Cindy patted May’s head and got up. Looking at her watch, she said, “It’s Jack-Jack come to play with us.”
May stretched her head up to watch Cindy go to the front door and open it. Sure enough, Jack-Jack came in the door and May felt… happy. She even had a smile hidden behind her silly little kitty smile and would have wagged her tail, except it was April who was the doggy. Even before Jack-Jack saw her, she felt a little twinge in her pussy at the thought of being seen like this. So, as Jack-Jack caught sight of her, the kitty was preening on the couch. “Holy cow, look at her,” said Jack-Jack running over as she saw May. The kitty trembled with delight and stretched her head out for a pet. It was such a natural motion that Jack-Jack didn’t even think twice about reaching out and scratching behind the kitty ears. “I love the ears,” said Jack-Jack to Cindy. 
Ears? What ears? May was puzzled and looked to Cindy for an answer. The answer came from Jack-Jack as she stroked the soft ears, pulling on them just enough that May realized something… ears… was attached to the hair band nestled in her hair. Gawd. She wanted to look in a mirror now so bad. She’d guessed she had a kitty face, but not ears. The new knowledge sent shivers through her body as electric sparks of arousal danced around in her pussy and tummy. She rubbed her face against Jack-Jack’s arm and was rewarded with more petting. 
“She likes this,” observed Jack-Jack. 
“Better than April,” said Cindy. “Can’t go see her yet. She’s getting some alone time.”
“Hannah said they were super glued to their chairs.” Jack-Jack’s attention went to May’s butt as she examined the kitty tail. 
Hannah said? May whined at the idea of the girls talking about her behind her back. 
“They weren’t really glued. I didn’t want to tell them what was really going on,” said Cindy. “It’s hard to describe, so I’ll show you one of these days.” She stroked May’s head. “I think it’s time for a kitty to go pee.”
May had to agree that it was time and getting pretty close to urgent. She nodded her agreement and then looked down shyly as she thought about digging a hole and peeing while Jack-Jack watched. “Take her out back, Jack-Jack,” said Cindy. “She pees outside.”
“Holy cow!” said Jack-Jack. “The stuff they do. C’mon, May.” She led the way, amazed that May followed on her hands and knees. Her amazement just kept climbing as May scooted across the patio to the sandbox, dug a hole in the sand, and then peed with her watching intently. Jack-Jack felt her pussy tingle just from May’s subservience to the point of seeming proud that she got to pee for an audience. 
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When they went back inside, Cindy handed Jack-Jack a Coke. “Let’s go sit down,” she said. Once they were in the family room, Cindy told May to lie down on her back and once again placed the glass table top on her hands and knees. The two 9-year-olds peered down at May’s spread pussy and the shiny wetness seeping out. 
“Are you going to let her cum today?” asked Jack-Jack. The signs of May’s arousal went beyond a wet pussy. She thought that shy little look that May gave earlier had looked sexy, suggestive, and exciting, like May was asking for it very subtly. The kitty was certainly enjoying being on display this time.
“You bet,” said Cindy. “She’s been so good. I just want to get her a little more wound up. She needs to learn to appreciate the wait.”
May whined softly at the idea of waiting for it. She had no idea how long she’d have to wait for it, but she knew she was going to get to cum eventually. Being obedient was just because she had two choices, be on Cindy’s good side or get punished and end up doing what Cindy wanted anyway. Her acceptance of her kitty role made her no less excited by the humiliation of the experience. So, she was already excited when the two girls started talking about her in the third person as if she wasn’t there or as if I’m a real cat! The thought made her bobble the table, almost spilling the drinks before she caught herself. 
“So cruel,” laughed Jack-Jack, commenting on Cindy making such an excited kitty wait for her pleasure. She picked her cup up and pointed at Cindy’s in a silent suggestion she do that same. She thought May might spill the drinks after what she planned to say. With both cups safely off the table, Jack-Jack peered through the glass and said, “Hear that, May? You get to cum later. How’s that sound? Sliding a vibrator in your pussy and humping the air for us. You want me to put it in? Cindy? Or do it yourself?”
The taunting made May’s whines more insistent, but she didn’t bobble the table again. Her knees were about a foot apart, six inches in from the edges of the table. Slowly she spread them further until her knees were almost at the edge of the table and nearly two feet apart. Jack-Jack almost wanted to lick May’s pussy right now, but she didn’t think Cindy would approve of that. If Cindy wanted May to wait, then May would wait. 
Cindy laughed and clapped her hands in delight. “Who’s being cruel now?” She set her cup down again and said, “I want to talk to you about something.” Leading Jack-Jack away for a private conversation left May balancing the table with both cups on it.
Taking Jack-Jack out on the patio, Cindy asked, “What was with the suck my cock comment yesterday?”
“Oh, God,” said Jack-Jack. “I wanted to talk to you about that, too. I didn’t really mean it. It just sounded like something a husband might say to his wife. I kinda… I dunno… wanted to start it off right. But, holy cow, you looked like you were really doing it.”
Cindy was worried that David might have put the idea in Jack-Jack’s head. It had just worked out perfectly for David. “Well, you had one,” said Cindy. “A cock. Really. It was like you made one out of magic. Couldn’t see it, but it was there.”
“And you sucked it? For real? For me? I didn’t feel anything. I mean, I guess I did feel like I had something between my legs, but I didn’t feel you… it in your mouth.”
“Yeah, well, the magic isn’t perfect,” said Cindy. “Next time you do it, want me to see if I can make it cum?” She wanted to wink at David, but Jack-Jack was looking at her too intently. 
“No, not really,” said Jack-Jack. “It was just a joke and we don’t need a cock, do we?”
Cindy had to smother a giggle from the look on David’s face. David, like her, had been certain the answer would be yes, so his disappointment was obvious. If Jack-Jack knew about David then she was being such a tease. 
“Whatever,” said Cindy. David got his on the side so he had no reason to be disappointed and besides, Jack-Jack was right. They didn’t need David to have fun with each other. 
Cindy turned to go back inside, but Jack-Jack caught her arm. “Go up and get the vibrator for May. Then just set it on the table right in front of her face.”
“Oh, my God,” said Cindy. “You are so cruel. I love it.” She dashed back upstairs and when she came back, she laid the vibrator on the table over May’s head. 
May stared at the vibrator. So close and yet so far. Then she looked at Cindy, at Jack-Jack, and back at the vibrator. She wondered if there was anything she could do to get them to move it and put it in her. Only able to use her eyes and kitty noises, she did her best to beg for the vibrator. 
The two girls sat and talked about the twins, friends, and summer plans for a few minutes. Finally Cindy consulted her watch and said, “Let’s go check on April.” Without a word to May, they left her still holding up the table. 
Stopping outside the twins’ room, Cindy said, “April is done up like a doggy. She’s just being stubborn about it, so she’s getting punished. You know how much she likes getting spanked, so…” She left the sentence hanging as she pushed open the door. Jack-Jack would discover April’s punishment soon enough. They came in and Cindy lifted the top open. 
Crouched inside the box, April’s eyes got used to the dim light leaking in through the edges of the top. She could stare at the wood floor of her prison, but that was it. She tugged against the wall separating her head and body a few times, but that only hurt her neck and chin. Barking occasionally just in case, she started to rue her decision to be difficult. Being a doggy wasn’t all that bad, was it? Doing what Cindy wanted only made sense, especially if Cindy could bring all manner of punishment to bear. The close confines of the box were definitely high on her list of undesirable things. Much worse than playing along with Cindy. She could imagine even worse things and she hoped Cindy didn’t think of them. What she did realize was that the harder she fought, the worse the punishment would get until eventually Cindy did think of her worst nightmares. 
With very little to think about, April’s mind went to how to be the best doggy she could. There was a little room to move, so she practiced. Wiggling her butt was like wagging her tail and with a little practice she felt like the tail embedded in her ass was wagging. The trick was not to wiggle too fast. She tried scratching at the floor. Barking became more of a science as she tried out woof, ruff, arf, and bark. She decided on a guttural ruff as the best. Trying out some growls, she selected a playful kind of growl she could use if she was tugging on something. Mean growl was definitely out. She was just going through the motions of raising her leg to pee when the top went up. Her leg went down quickly and she wiggled her butt just right and she said, “Ruff, ruff,” ending with a hopeful whine. 
“Bad doggy,” said Cindy. “Were you about to pee in the box?”
The doggy frantically shook her head. Just practicing, but may I go outside? She threw in a few whines and whimpers. 
“You better not. Guess I’ll have to take you out back. You want Jack-Jack to walk you out?” asked Cindy as she snapped the leash to the collar. 
Jack-Jack? Oh, good Christ, thought April. She should have known, but she hadn’t thought about Cindy’s best friend. She nodded her head on one side of the wall and shrugged her shoulders on the other. Yeah, if you want. Doesn’t matter to me. I am so screwed already. She felt the shame of being Jack-Jack’s doggy before it had even started. 
The top half of the stocks slid up and then April floated out of the box, coming to rest on her hands and knees. She made sure she wagged her tail again. “She looks pretty cooperative to me,” said Jack-Jack. April looked up gratefully and nodded. 
“She just needed an attitude adjustment,” said Cindy. “And if she gets naughty again, I’ll put her right back in there.” 
Led by Jack-Jack, April practically bounded out of the room. Going down the steps was a little tricky, but she managed and Jack-Jack was patient with her. As they got to the back door, Jack-Jack unsnapped the leash and said, “Go ahead, April. You can pee now.” April scampered across the patio and out onto the grass. A different part of the grass from this morning. Raising her leg, she peed for Jack-Jack, blushing with embarrassment and burning with the shame of lowering herself to this. Finished, she came back to Jack-Jack and waited for her leash to be put back on. 
Jack-Jack took the doggy into the family room and had her sit by the couch. April’s eyes got big as she saw what May was doing. It was May’s second time holding up drinks for the two girls, but the first time April had seen it. At first it didn’t seem much different that being trapped in the box. It was just as confining, but as she thought about it, there were big differences. May had things to look at. She could listen to Jack-Jack and Cindy. She had something to do… demeaning as it might be. And of course, May was excited to the point of almost making a wet spot on the carpet. April found herself wondering if she’d get a turn with the table. It did look challenging and she figured if May could do it then so could she. 
“They don’t get to talk, huh?” said Jack-Jack. 
“You want them to say something? They can talk I suppose, if you want.”
“I want to know if April wants to watch May cum with the vibrator or lick that sweet pussy herself.” She purposely didn’t ask May her opinion. 
April considered the question and the only two possible answers. First off, was it a trick question? What if they wanted her to lick May? Was the vibrator a wrong answer? What if they didn’t care? But then, what if licking would make them happier? The real answer was she wanted to stay at arm’s length and watch May cum. Her response was to push her tongue past the little cock in her mouth and make a licking motion. Cindy and Jack-Jack couldn’t see her real tongue, but with the doggy mask on, the licking motion as her head bobbed was even more pronounced. 
May didn’t know which she preferred until she saw April’s answer. The vibrator was intense, driving her to a quick, explosive orgasm. April’s tongue? She sighed as she realized April wanted to lick her. That was the deciding factor. Having her sister do it for an audience again would be the ultimate humiliation, especially if even April wanted her to cum that way. It would be a long, slow tease and yesterday had been incredible. Who was she to deny the three of them the pleasure of watching her? Since Jack-Jack had asked a question and it sounded like speaking was allowed for the moment, she burst out, “God, yes, me, too. April licking me.” The table wobbled and then floated up just before the drinks spilled. 
Cindy was shocked at the answer from both twins. April’s answer didn’t make sense because she didn’t like licking pussy and didn’t enjoy the humiliation of doing something so intimate for an audience. May’s answer didn’t make sense because she’d been teased for so long already, wouldn’t she want to cum hard and fast? But she had no objection to it. Jack-Jack had offered April the choice and Cindy was willing to go along. Especially since now it seemed the twins were hooked on pussy. “Fuck, yeah,” said Jack-Jack. “Sister doing sister. You know what’s best.”
“First,” said Cindy as she removed April’s doggy face and May’s kitty face to make sure they could see May’s expression.  “Now go ahead April.”
The doggy paced around the kitty as if sizing up prey and then settled between May’s thighs. She found herself admiring the body stretched out and waiting for her. Her little pink tongue came out and ran up May’s dripping slit. It wasn’t so bad and the hiss that came from May’s lips was hot. She looked up at May’s face as she tongued her. “Fuck, April,” whined May. “You do it so good.” Today it wasn’t forced. 
Licking for all she was worth, her whole attention on May and her pussy, April didn’t hear the conversation that passed between Cindy and Jack-Jack. “Should we let her cum?” asked Jack-Jack, after the eager doggy had been licking for a couple of minutes. 
“I wasn’t going to,” said Cindy. “She was bad.”
“You punished her with the box, right? And she’s been good since, right?”
“Yeah,” conceded Cindy. It did seem like she was double punishing April. “OK.”
Jack-Jack folded the leather leash in two and then snapped it across April’s upturned bottom. April squealed and pushed her butt higher, seeking the leather. 
Three more swats and April dared to think, I’m going to get to cum… maybe. She burrowed her face between May’s lips, her hands cupping May’s ass to hold her up and steady. Already licking hard and fast, now she focused on May’s clit. 
Cindy put her face right in May’s face. “Jeez, May, your own sister wants you so bad. You gonna cum while we watch you let her tongue fuck you? You gonna scream out her name when you cum? You gonna let me and Jack-Jack see how naughty my kitty and doggy can be? You gonna…” She stopped when May wasn’t paying attention anymore. She even backed away when May’s body tensed and rose up off the floor. April lifted her sister’s pussy right up to her face as she sat back on her haunches, screaming into the cum. The blows rained down on her bare back now.
May relaxed and April let her back to the floor. “Come here,” said Cindy, taking April’s collar and leading her right up and over May until her pussy was over May’s face. As Jack-Jack continued to spank April, May’s tongue reached into April’s sopping slit and went straight for her clit. April, shaking and on the edge, needed just a little push. 
When she was licking May, April found a new kind of pleasure to mix with the pain. Her ass burned from Jack-Jack’s constant lashing. There was a pleasure building up even as she ate May. The pleasure of watching May, making May, pleasing May. It battled with the pain and blended, putting her on a razor’s edge, ready to cum, maybe already cumming. She didn’t care that she couldn’t tell. She was barely aware when Cindy pulled her up except then there was no mistaking the orgasm that filled her as May’s lips sought out her swollen clit. 
“Oh, God,” whined Cindy as a wave of heat enveloped her. She looked at Jack-Jack. “Coming?” she said as she took a step toward the family room door. She could barely stand the delay of telling the twins, “You’re safe for the rest of the day. Go to the pool, OK?” Then she ran up the stairs with Jack-Jack on her heels and David on Jack-Jack’s heels. 
In Cindy’s bedroom, Jack-Jack pulled her wife to the floor and pounced on top of her, smothering her with kisses as she tried to get Cindy’s shirt off. The two of them wrestled Cindy’s clothes off and then Jack-Jack ignored the concept of foreplay, plunging her tongue into Cindy’s sweet, juicy pussy. “Jack-Jack,” whined Cindy. “I wanna see you.” Looking up at Cindy hungrily, Jack-Jack forced herself to pull away so she could remove her own clothes. 
This time when Jack-Jack assaulted her pussy, Cindy didn’t complain. She wriggled her body around until she could reach Jack-Jack’s puffy pussy with her tongue. The two thought they’d just invented the 69 position as they brought each other to orgasm, seconds apart. David’s arousal fed them without them knowing it but his desires were completely ignored as the two 9-year-olds only had eyes for each other. 
With the immediate need for an orgasm sated, the two lay together, Cindy’s head resting on Jack-Jack’s chest. “I love you,” said Cindy. “You are so perfect. That was nice what you did for April.”
“What I did for…? Oh, that. I just thought it was so hot to watch May get it. I wanted to watch April, too. Besides, you just don’t see it. I mean, you hate them so much that you don’t see you already own them. Jeez, baby, they were dressed as pets for you.”
“Really? I own them? That’s what I want, but April was being so difficult earlier,” said Cindy. 
“So what, she did what you wanted, didn’t she? You know what amazes me?”
Several things amazed Cindy, but she didn’t want to guess what amazed Jack-Jack. “No, what?”
“That they let you decide if they can cum or not.”
Cindy was stunned at the revelation. The twins did only cum when she allowed it. Or forced them. April hadn’t even considered touching her own pussy. April and May had both had plenty of chances when they were fully aroused to play with themselves, but they didn’t. They had started to submit to punishment without the use of magic, but they’d always waited for permission to cum. “I hadn’t thought of that,” she said. “That’s so cool.” What she really wanted was for them to do whatever she wanted no matter what, like climb into the box on their own or sit down in their chairs with the metal rod and vibrator. She’d been so busy tormenting them that she hadn’t realized they were already on that path, like being naked in the house without question. It was only a matter of time until they worked hard to please her. Just that for the 9-year-old, this lesson in patience was particularly difficult.  
With that she decided to change Friday morning’s plans to a test. Friday afternoon’s plans would remain unchanged. “Jack-Jack, I wanna try something different tomorrow when you come over.” Her voice was tentative as she suggested something she wasn’t sure would go over. She got up and opened her drawer, pulling out a strap on dildo. “I want to wear one of these and fuck April like a boy would. I want you to do May.”
“I dunno,” said Jack-Jack as she rose to examine it closer. “I like being a girl and I like doing it with you. How’s it work?” Cindy held it as Jack-Jack tested the length and feel of it. She wanted nothing to do with boys and that included their cocks, real or fake. 
“Like this,” said Cindy, strapping it on Jack-Jack, despite her husband’s nervous look. “You’re still a girl, but now you can pretend to be a boy. I know you want to. Like when you told me to suck your cock. Now you can make May really do it.”
“And she’ll still have to lick me, right?” Being on the delivering side of a fuck with a fake cock didn’t violate her desire to stay clear of cocks in general. In fact, forcing one inside May just made it all the better. The one thing she didn’t want was for the tables to turn and somebody suggest her orgasm would come from a cock in her pussy. She wanted May’s tongue, or anybody’s tongue, not a cock. 
“Well, yeah,” said Cindy as if that was plainly obvious. “They might get excited and cum from being fucked, but we won’t. After they cum… if we do it right… then they make us cum. And,” she added with a sly smile. “You’ll be May’s first. I heard you never forget your first time.”
“Her first? In her pussy?” breathed Jack-Jack.  On top of fucking May, the idea of being her first was irresistible. “Yeah, OK, let’s do it. I want to.”
“Now, my big, strong husband,” said Cindy, kneeling in front of Jack-Jack. She smiled up at her husband and started sucking on the cock. She knew Jack-Jack had wanted this and the look on her face confirmed it. After about a minute, she stopped. “I wish you could do my pussy, but we’re both too small. If you want… I’d like it if you fucked my ass.” She turned around and offered her pretty bottom to Jack-Jack. 
“I don’t want to,” said Jack-Jack, kneeling behind Cindy and stroking her bottom. “You’re ass is too tight, too. It will hurt. I don’t want to.” At least she knew it would hurt her bottom if Cindy did it to her. 
Cindy was a little disappointed, but she couldn’t exactly tell Jack-Jack that she’d had a cock up her ass since she was 7. It was way different to have Jack-Jack do it instead of her stepfather. She still thought Jack-Jack might do it since she’d knelt down, but then Jack-Jack leaned forward and started licking her pussy from behind.  “Ooo, Jack-Jack,” she squealed. “That’s even better.”
Allowed to go to the pool, April and May’s first act was to grab their discarded masks, run upstairs, put the masks back on, and look at each other and then at themselves in the mirror. Both were astonished that they’d worn this all afternoon. Worse, from the way Cindy talked about it, this wasn’t the last time. Neither dared say out loud that next time they’d do it without a fuss. They shared the same feeling that they had no choice and arguing would just get them in trouble. But an even greater influence to their acquiescence was that they’d had such a good time being a good kitty and doggy. Both even felt a little desire to relive the entire afternoon (aside from April’s time in the box). If that was what being a kitty and doggy was all about, then it might just be worth it. Only after inspecting their full kitty and doggy attire did they take it all off, don their suits, and go to the pool. 
By tacit agreement they didn’t talk about the things they’d done together from sitting on the chairs like Cindy’s trophies to licking each other to orgasm. They did, however, fill each other in on what they’d done separately. “I think I can do the table, too,” said April. 
“Maybe you’ll get a chance,” said May. “It’s not as easy as it looks. And remember that they can see everything. I didn’t think you liked that.”
“Jeez, May, they see everything whenever they want anyway. I couldn’t take the box again and the table at least is something to do.”
The twins spent nearly two hours at the pool in a world that seemed today seemed strange. After the events of the past few days, normal seemed strange. Returning from the pool, the twins even thought it strange to see their room back to normal. The chairs looked like they’d never had any attachments and the box was gone. The only change they noticed to their room was a metal loop bolted to the headboard and one to the footboard of their bed. They could only wonder about their purpose. One thing they knew was that they’d be the ones called on to explain what the loops were doing there. After a quick discussion, they took their dream catchers off the hooks in the ceiling and hung them on the loops. 
After dinner, Cindy informed the twins that from now on they would no longer be naked in the house when they were alone; they would wear their kitty and doggy outfits. “Including the tail and the mask,” she warned them. “In the morning, you’ll fix breakfast and I’ll expect your leashes to be sitting on the table.” She’d collected all the parts of the costumes and handed the twins their respective outfits in plastic bags. 
While mom volunteered at the library on Wednesdays, dad volunteered at the homeless shelter on Thursdays. Cindy’s mom, Rose, used Thursday evenings to catch up on home and family. The girls had cleaned house on Wednesday, so she followed up with her own touch ups. She made a list for grocery shopping on Saturday. Sometimes she spent time talking with the twins or Cindy. This Thursday she was checking on the twins’ room to make sure it had been cleaned well. That’s when she noticed the metal loops on the headboard and footboard. The U-shaped steel loops were secured with lock nuts, impossible to remove without the right tools. Despite the attempt to disguise them as hooks for baubles, Rose thought they could serve another, astonishing purpose. 
Rose’s life had changed over the past four years of marriage to Harold. In her previous marriage, she was a trained slave more than wife and part of a slave swapping club. On the night her husband died, she’d been swapped to Harold and Harold’s wife was with her husband. The two had slammed into an overpass support, killing them both. Harold’s wife had been cuffed and naked, her body 100 feet from the wreckage with traces of semen still in her mouth. Rose had been virtually inherited by Harold after that and married 3 months later after a short mourning period for show only. Her submission was what prevented her from stopping her master from abusing Cindy. 
The change had come when Harold’s younger brother, Jerry, had seen the dominatrix in her and the two brothers trained her to be a consummate mistress in her own right. Harold lost a slave, but gained a partner and more opportunities than he’d imagined. Though she was his partner, she’d still been unable to bring herself to stop him from molesting her daughter. Deep inside her, he was still her master. 
Rose’s volunteering at the library was the cover for the kids’ sake. It was her night to play with their slaves as Thursday night was Harold’s turn. Friday’s was always a joint session that the slaves looked forward to with dread. April, May, and Cindy, of course, had no idea of their parents’ hidden lives. 
Looking at the loops on the bed, one thing was for certain – the twins didn’t install the loops themselves. She asked them about the new additions to their beds.  Nervous glances between the two told Rose that a lie was coming up. 
“We… ummm… wanted our dream catchers closer to us,” said May. 
“They’ll catch dreams better,” piped up April. 
“You did a very good job of putting them in,” said Rose. Better than she could expect from 11-year-olds with power tools. There were a couple of questions that she didn’t bother to raise. Why didn’t they ask before putting them on? Why was one at the head and one at the foot of the bed? Why the overkill of a metal loop with lock nuts? They were much more than what a light little souvenir from their trip to Alaska needed. Ask more questions and get more lies. 
“I’ll tell your father that you had my permission to put them on,” she said. “He might not ever notice, but if he does, then we’ll tell him that. OK?”
“Yeah, OK,” said April with a sigh of relief. 
“Thanks, mom,” said May. 
She gave the twins a wink and then went straight to Cindy’s room. Knocking, she heard Cindy invite her in. First she went to Cindy’s bed to check for a similar attachment. She looked at Cindy and said, “Funny, the twins have two holes drilled in their headboard and footboard. I was just looking to see if you had holes in yours.”
“Holes?” said Cindy. “What do you mean holes? Just holes?”
Seeing her daughter more angry about something missing than curious about the holes, Rose knew she was on the right track. It still didn’t explain the professional looking installation, but it did explain the twins’ sudden change in how they treated their little stepsister. “You expecting something besides holes?” she asked. 
“No,” said Cindy quickly. Dang, mom had just tricked her. “Well… no. I mean… they were doing something. I thought they put something in the holes.”
“There is something more than holes there and you know it,” said Rose, the tone of her voice praising instead of accusing. Like she was proud Cindy had figured out the answer to a puzzle and now wanted to know more. “You think I haven’t noticed how the twins started treating you this week? They’re acting like they have to be nice to you. A mother notices things. What are the hooks for?”
Cindy shifted nervously and looked down at her feet, trying to decide whether to come clean or not. She made one more attempt to dodge the truth. “Me and the twins have been playing a game this week,” she said. After that her mind just went blank. She hadn’t thought through that quick, panicked explanation. What kind of game and what does that have to do with hooks and how busted am I and what will happen if I tell the truth and how am I going to talk my way out of this? The dubious look on mom’s face told her that mom wasn’t buying what she was selling. 
“Mom, you can’t stop me. I won’t stop,” said Cindy, looking her mom right in the eye. “My stepfather…” Her mom raised her eyebrows at that term. Cindy only used it when she was upset at him. “… was touching me and making me do stuff and you knew it. So, now it’s my turn. I’m making the twins do stuff and they do it. So, stay quiet about it just like you stayed quiet about me. I mean it.” Her bravado was based on her image of her mom as a pushover who backed down before her husband and she was trying to bluff her way to making mom back down now.
“Cindy, are you domming the twins?”
“Huh?” She’d never heard that term before. 
“Dominating. Domming. Making them do stuff. Treating them like servants?” Rose used a more polite term than slave only because she didn’t want to assume too much. 
Cindy eyed her mom suspiciously. Her mom sounded proud through all of this. “Wellllll,” said the precocious 9-year-old, “I think of them as more like slaves.”
Rose only managed to keep her jaw from dropping because she’d guess that already. Cindy’s confirmation was blunter than she’d expected, but she took it in stride. She was aware Cindy had put a stop to Harold’s nighttime visits and gotten him to spank the twins. Now she knew her daughter had gone even farther than that. She hugged Cindy tightly. “Baby, I’m so proud of you.”
Cindy only managed to keep her jaw from dropping because it was pressed up against her mom’s shoulder. Proud of me? Not angry? Not disgusted? Not even surprised? The only thing she could think of as a reply was, “Don’t call me baby.”
Pushing Cindy back, Rose held her by the shoulders at arm’s length as she took in the vision of her daughter’s new personality. The confidence seemed to make the girl glow. “How about sweetie?”
Gad, that’s worse. That’s what I call the twins. “Yuck, mom You can call me baby,” said Cindy. It was just a word, a name her mom had always used. The important thing was that Jack-Jack said it way different. “Proud of me?” she finally questioned her mom’s unexpected acceptance of her new relationship with her sisters. 
“You’re standing up for yourself and more than I guessed,” said her mom. “It runs in the family, I guess. I like to do that myself.”
“The twins?!!”
“No, no, baby, with other… women. But I want to talk about you and the twins.” Wanting to make Cindy comfortable with her admission, Rose felt a little admission of her own was apropos, but didn’t want to take her daughter into the sordid details of her life as a mistress… yet. “How far have you gone with them? Would you show me?”
“You’re not going to tell daddy, are you?”
“He’s going to find out sooner or later, baby.”
“Later then,” said Cindy. “I don’t want him to see this coming, but I want to turn the tables all the way around. I want him to molest the twins.”
This time Rose’s jaw did drop. Cindy had thought more about this than she realized. It was a devilish plan that would probably work. Harold was a sucker for subservient females. Presented properly, he’d do his own darling daughters. “And so he shall. Maybe next Wednesday when I’m at the library. Let me know if you need any… help. You know, advice.”
Cindy couldn’t have been much happier. She had never imagined her secret slipping out to a better response than this. “Give me five minutes and then knock on the twins’ door,” she said.
The twins were in the family room watching TV as Cindy came in. “Go to your room. I want you to do something for me.”
“But…” said April. 
“Or do you want to strip here and do it.” The threat was obvious. Mom was in the house and their room was the only place they could expect privacy. 
The twins both scampered to their room. Cindy let them run on ahead as she chose to walk calmly to their room. It made her feel so good that the twins had run straight to their room once the stakes were laid out. Coming into their room, she said, “Model the costumes for me. I want to make sure you know how to put them on yourself. You have three minutes.”
In the allotted time she had a cute little kitty and doggy in the room with her. The twins even put in their own tails and much faster than Cindy had ever done. They just popped in with hardly any resistance when the twins did it. “Kneel down,” said Cindy. “Now, you’re not going to expect what happens next, but I’m warning you in advance. Whatever happens, you are not to get up off your knees.” She looked at the door and then back at the twins and then at the door again. Cindy snapped their leashes on and then stepped behind them, holding their leashes. 
April and May both stared at the door along with Cindy. It was patently obvious that a surprise was brewing and that surprise was someone was coming through the door. There was only one other person in the house, but that was just too horrible to imagine. They knelt and waited, naked, wearing only a collar, ears, tail and a mask. It was just enough time for Cindy’s trophies to accept the idea that mom just might be the person coming through the door. 
There was a knock at the door. “Come in,” said Cindy. 
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Cindy could see the door, but more importantly, right in front of her were the twins where she could watch their reaction. They jumped at the knock on the door and then whined exquisitely as the door swung slowly open. Standing in the open doorway, their stepmother, the woman they now called mom, stared at them. “Oh, my God,” she said as she saw just how far Cindy had taken the two. With the little masks, it was hard to tell who was who. The doggy was frozen in shock. The kitty wriggled, seeming to preen under Rose’s gaze. The fact that they remained kneeling was absolutely incredible. At least the delicious sounds coming from the doggy seemed like she wanted to vanish, object, or run, but she held her assigned position. 
After the build up, May was not surprised to see mom standing in the door. The smile and look of approval was a surprise. Yet, she figured it shouldn’t have been. Cindy already knew mom would accept the new relationships or else she wouldn’t be showing them off. May felt the familiar rush of excitement as mom… freaking mom… stared at Cindy’s freaking trophies. She pushed her chest out and spread her legs just a little more, a slight motion that mom didn’t miss. 
April saw the look on mom’s face as just another blow to her freedom. There was only one person left in the world who could possibly save her from the wretched slavery and she sure didn’t want daddy to find out about May and her. In a way she’d been hoping for discovery, expecting mom to put an end to it. In the face of overwhelming, crushing defeat, April surprised them all by dropping to all fours and wagging her tail. “Ruff, ruff,” she said. It had been May that caved first last time, so she gave in to the inevitable, hoping to impress her owner. 
“They’re adorable,” said Rose as she finally walked into the room. “I’ve underestimated you, baby. This is much better than I could have ever imagined. What else do they do?”
“Down,” said Cindy, pointing at the floor and both April and May lay down. “They fix me breakfast in the morning. They wear nothing but that all day or nothing at all. They hold still while I tie them up. I’ve spanked them a lot.” She nodded at the kitty, “May practically cums on command.”
“She what?” said the startled mom. Enslaving her sisters was one thing, but sex? 
“She gets excited by being embarrassed,” said Cindy. “Probably excited now. April likes to be spanked and then she leaks all over the place.” She was trying to have an adult style discussion with her mom, but could see the consternation written all over mom’s face. “I know about sex, mom, duh.” Then she quickly added, “They don’t know why, so don’t talk about it.” What had happened between her and her stepfather was ancient history that the twins didn’t need to know. She didn’t particularly want to give mom a display of the twins’ various talents, such as pussy licking, so she summarized, “Lots of other things. Just about anything I tell them to do.”
May felt the excitement build as they talked about her like she wasn’t even there. She so didn’t want to cum for mom, but even worse, she didn’t want to be like this and then not cum for mom. Nobody cared what she wanted though. Mom wasn’t asking her what she thought of it and she wasn’t surprised that mom spoke only to Cindy. “How long have you been doing this?”
“Since last Friday,” said Cindy. She found herself staring in disbelieving eyes again. “They’ve been very good learners,” she added. There was actually a better reason why the twins had been trained so quickly but she didn’t want to play the magic card because she was certain her mom would ask too many questions. 
“Who knows about this?” asked mom. 
“Jack-Jack, Susie, and Hannah.”
Rose forced herself to hold her tongue on that matter. She shouldn’t even have asked the question because it immediately made her want to have a talk with Cindy about rules. A talk that shouldn’t be in front of the slaves. 
“Show me how you tie them,” said mom. Her daughter, the girl whose shoelaces wouldn’t stay tied, was doing bondage with her older sisters. She wanted to see for herself. If Cindy tied knots like she expected, then the twins would even have to cooperate not to untie themselves. That was super obedience. She simply had no idea of the full bondage that Cindy (and David) was capable of. If she’d see the twins hanging from the ceiling, she would have been speechless at best… maybe dead of a heart attack. 
Retrieving a strand of rope from the twins’ drawers, Cindy knelt behind April and started to tie her. She tried to remember what the knots looked like and how David wrapped the ropes. Fumbling for about a minute, Cindy was getting nowhere. 
“Show her the magic, Your Highness” said April, immediately blushing as Cindy’s title slipped out. She didn’t know why Cindy was screwing around with knots herself unless she didn’t want mom to know about the magic. And it was important to April that mom understand why they were slaves. No way would they have just bowed down to Cindy without the magic. 
“Quiet,” snapped Cindy with a wave of her hand. David had been equally confused about why his talents weren’t being used. He was a critical part of Cindy’s accomplishments and to watch Cindy fumble with the ropes was almost painful. When she finally did give him a command with a word and a wave of her hand, he was relieved, picking up a gag and moving to silence April. “No!” shouted Cindy, but it was too late. Though the gag dropped to the floor, the damage was done. 
If mom had not believed her eyes that the twins were decked out as pets, kneeling, and in training only since last Friday, seeing a bit of bondage gear float toward April was surely the final straw. “What the hell?” She looked at Cindy. “I need to talk to you.” 
As she left on mom’s heels, Cindy said, “You two can get ready for bed. Leave on the collars.” 
Cindy decided her mom needed to know the truth and so explained about her ghost without actually letting mom see him. Ghost was only slightly better than magic, but Rose accepted the explanation. A few displays of Cindy’s ‘magic’ helped seal the deal. “He’s really a good ghost,” insisted Cindy. “And completely under my control. I own him.” Then she said, “Watch this. Go tie them for me.” David left them alone while Cindy continued to explain how David could restrain them, tie them, hold doors shut, and generally manipulate the twins to just about anything. “They think it’s just magic because they can’t see him and… well, it does look like magic doesn’t it?”
Rose had to admit that magic was as good as any explanation for what was happening. It was very prescient of Cindy to know her mom would accept the truth while the twins were better off with a cover story that was less frightening than a ghost in the house. With that explanation she could easily see how the twins’ saw their position as hopeless, submitting fully to Cindy in just days. 
At a loss for an adult/parental stance on ghost ownership, Rose was powerless to reason with Cindy about the ghost. She didn’t even know how to deal with a ghost, let alone come up with a good reason why her daughter shouldn’t have one that did her bidding, even protecting her from harm. That didn’t mean she didn’t want to watch what happened very closely. “We’ll talk more about this on Saturday,” she promised. “Now let’s go see the twins.” Now she’d get to see how competent Cindy’s ghost was at bondage. 
It made Cindy a little nervous to have mom follow her into the twins’ room where the twins were naked and tied. It felt like mom was testing her. David had even gagged them with the red ball gags she liked so much. She stood back as mom admired the handiwork, finally saying, “Your magic is very good, Cindy. That’s some very good, very thorough bondage. It’s comfortable enough for them that you can leave them like that for a couple of hours at a time.”
Some whimpers from the twins indicated their disagreement that there was anything comfortable about the bondage even though they had been left like this for hours on other occasions. They knew they could take it, but mom had just given Cindy her approval. 
Cindy commanded the ropes to untie themselves. Once the girls were untied, she looped their leashes onto the newly installed hooks on the headboard and footboard. “May, lie down with your head at the foot of the bed,” she said and then snapped and locked the leash on May’s collar. Putting April to bed, she leashed her to the headboard. 
May’s only response was surprise and dismay at this turn of events. For a moment April looked her usual defiant self, then she said, “Mom? Aren’t you going to do anything?”
That was the key question. The three thought they knew the answer, but April just had to hear it out loud. Even Cindy looked at mom, wondering what the answer would be. Rose looked at the little mistress and said, “Don’t look at me. She’s your slave. You punish her for talking back, not me.” Then she left the room. 
April didn’t have to say, “Oh, fuck me,” for Cindy to know exactly what went through April’s head. Cindy sat down on the bed and caressed April’s cheek. “Oh, sweetie, the look on your face says that was punishment enough. You are so fucked and you know it. So freaking cool to own you with mom’s permission, huh? Yeah, I thought that was so entertaining that I won’t punish you,” she added with savage glee. “Don’t you ever do that again or else I won’t be so lenient.” Then she leaned down and kissed April on the forehead. “Good night, sweetie.” She did the same to May. 
On her way out the door, she said, “Big day tomorrow.” She’d planned to test the twins and still would, but she didn’t think any test could outdo what had just happened. 
“Jesus, May,” said April after the door shut. “She can really do anything, can’t she?”
“I guess,” say May. “You better shut your mouth and smile, April. I think you fucked up for free for the last time.”
That was about how April felt, though May put it more succinctly. She’d wagged her tail for Cindy, but then she fucked up with the question. It was just something that had to be asked. The answer hadn’t been the punishment like Cindy thought it had been. Cindy saying it was entertaining had. “May, she’s just mean.”
“She’s not really,” said May. 
“May!?” said April in surprise. “She makes us fix breakfast naked.”
“And then she let’s us eat, too.”
“She hung us from the ceiling.”
“And she took us down.”
“She left us for hours.”
“But she didn’t forget us.”
“She made us lick their pussies.”
“And then she let us do each other.” 
“She put me in a box,” said April, getting exasperated that May had a counter for everything. 
“You deserved it and you know it.”
That answer stunned April. Her own sister said she deserved to be locked in a box for an hour. The problem was, even April thought she deserved it. “She… she made us pee outside.”
“She said she wouldn’t let us pee all day and then she let us pee at lunch.”
“She showed us to her friends… oh, never mind, you loved it.”
“She spanked you… and you loved it.” May stroked her sister’s naked body. “Tell me you don’t love to cum. Tell me she hasn’t made you feel the best you ever have. Tell me this isn’t going to be a freaking hot summer.”
“Jesus, May,” said April, scooting down to where her tongue could reach May’s pussy. She stuck out her tongue and something pinched it. “Ow.” She made another attempt, but again David pinched her errant tongue. “Damn it, May,” she whined. “She won’t let me.”
May reached a hand for April’s pussy, but it was stopped. “Like I said, April, keep your mouth shut and smile. You wanna feel good again? You want me like I want you? Smile, smile, smile.” The two lay in silence, pondering the idea that Cindy controlled their orgasms. It put a whole new emphasis on pleasing their little sister. 
“We’re both girls,” said April. “We shouldn’t want that.”
“You’d like it better if I was your brother?” asked May. 
April didn’t have an answer for that. Of course not was the obvious answer, but she didn’t mean she didn’t want her sister. She just meant she shouldn’t want her. Changing the subject, she said, “How come you always get to do Jack-Jack and I get Cindy?”
“You want to do Jack-Jack?” asked May intending it as a tease. 
“Yeah, tomorrow I want Jack-Jack.”
“Don’t tell me,” said May. “Ask Cindy.” She lay in silence for a few seconds before she added, “Better do it so it doesn’t sound like you think Jack-Jack is hotter than Cindy.” 
Friday morning Cindy was greeted by her kitty and doggy. Kitty rubbed up against her and doggy wagged her tail. Then the two knelt side by side like twin sisters and said, “Good morning, Your Highness. Thank you, Your Highness.”
Despite their change of heart, Cindy still only gave them 20 minutes to prepare for the day’s activities. When they returned ready for their torment, Cindy started her plan. She’d debated over ways to test the twins’ obedience and last night she’d imagined the same test her mother had seen. She wanted them to stay tied even when she tied them poorly. She personally hogtied the pair on the family room floor and said, “You better be like that an hour from now.” 
The twins hadn’t understood the command at first, but then it became obvious. Even little movements loosened the poorly tied knots. Within five minutes, they were both holding the rope around their wrists so their hands stayed together. Cindy left and when she came back, May was faring better than April, the rope between her ankles and wrists still in place. April was holding her own ankles so stay in the hogtie position. Despite her struggles, April smiled at her little sister. 
After half an hour, Cindy gave them a break by using her magic to tie them securely. Her knots were worse than she thought. “Thank you, Your Highness,” said April as she was tied so she didn’t have to work so hard. Letting the ropes do the work was easier. May seconded the thanks a couple of minutes later when she was more secure. It felt good to be tied properly and now they appreciated mom’s comment about the magic knots being comfortable. 
At the end of an hour, Cindy came in with a three foot long, one foot wide board. She untied the twins and had them get on their hands and knees, facing away from each other, butt to butt. Placing the board on their butts, she put a cushion on top of that and sat down, turning her slaves into a bench facing the TV. Then she turned on the TV and started to watch. “Look straight ahead,” she told the twins when they craned their necks to watch TV, too. Neither April nor May minded though since the privilege of listening to TV was better than nothing. 
Throughout the week so far, there had been several calls to the house. Cindy checked them when she could and answered if the caller ID said it was mom or one of her own friends. The twins’ friends didn’t get the courtesy of an answer, even to tell them the twins were tied up at the moment. The doorbell was a different matter. When it rang, they were expected to answer it in case it was a package that shouldn’t be left out on the porch. So, when the doorbell rang this Friday morning, Cindy slid off her bench and opened the door. 
“Where are your sisters, twerp?” asked Karen, almost entering the house without an invitation. “I keep calling and nobody answers. What’s going on? They here?” Of the twins’ friends, only Karen had bothered to check on them. As Cindy stared for a few seconds at the 11-year-old, Karen said, “Earth to twerp. Your sisters… the good looking ones.”
“Oh, yeah,” said Cindy, finally making up her mind. Twerp? The good looking ones? As if I’m not good looking? She smiled at Karen. “They’re in the family room.” Then she let the way and stopped just outside the door to watch the fun. 
“What the fuck?” said Karen as she looked in at the kitty and doggy bench. It was clearly the twins, naked and rapidly turning a brilliant shade of red. But, notably, they didn’t move or try to explain. 
“They’re being my bench now,” said Cindy. She pushed past the bigger girl and sat down on the cushion again. The twins were so getting a reward for this. She leaned and patted May’s head. “Aren’t they cute?”
“Good God,” said Karen, walking in front of the kitty. “Is that you, May? What is going on?”
“Oh, you want a demonstration?” asked Cindy. She didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, David started to peel the clothes off the newcomer. Karen fought, but it was to no avail. She could only watch with frightened eyes as she was stripped by Cindy’s magic. Ropes tied her wrists behind her back and then her elbows, ankles, and knees. 
After five minutes of horrifying manipulation, she was lying on the floor naked and helpless. “This is what’s going on, bitch,” said Cindy. 
At the sound of Karen’s voice, both April and May knew trouble was brewing. Her voice carried down the hall and they tried to will their best friend to be polite to their little sister so she could just go away. After hearing what Karen said to Cindy, they weren’t surprised when Karen appeared in the family room, expressing her shock. The few seconds warning gave them the sense to stay in position as a warmth washed over them like a thunderstorm of humiliation. Neither were they surprised when Karen was stripped and tied. They had a whole week of learning not to fuck with Cindy. Karen was just getting her first dose. 
“Suck my toes,” said Cindy, offering them to the nude, bound Karen. 
Karen’s curses had quieted down as the ropes secured her. Now she looked up at Cindy and said, “No way, Cindy.” Her manners were improved, but not her inclination to be part of this adventure. “Let me go. I’ll tell and then you’ll be in so much trouble.”


“Back in a flash,” said Cindy. She actually let 5 minutes transpire before she came back and set a leather paddle right in front of Karen. “Suck my toes?” she suggested. 
“What’s that for?” asked Karen suspiciously. 
Even the twins thought that one of the stupidest questions they’d ever heard. “This,” said Cindy, picking it up and swatting Karen’s available ass ten times in rapid succession, heedless of the screams that started after number three. This time she simply put her toes in Karen’s face. 
Karen had managed to keep her haughty attitude longer than Cindy expected, but ten swats pretty much changed her attitude. Tears ran down her face as she gasped out great, wet sobs. “This is… is… ill… illegal,” she said. “No, no, no,” she screamed as Cindy moved to spank her again. Five swats later Cindy offered her toes again and Karen sucked on a big toe. The 11-year-old worked down the line and then switched feet, sucking all ten toes. 
“You still gonna tell?” asked Cindy. When there was no answer, she said, “You gonna tell that you sucked my toes? That April’s and May’s little sister overpowered you, stripped you, tied you, spanked you, and then made you suck her toes? I wanna hear that story when you tell it.” 
“I… I won’t… tell,” said Karen. 
“You better not,” said Cindy. “What will you say happened here, May?”
Caught by surprise at being pulled into the conversation, May hesitated for a couple of seconds. She certainly wouldn’t back up Karen’s story of anything illegal here. She had to protect her mistress even if that meant betraying her best friend. “I’ll say that Karen came in and stripped herself and then wouldn’t leave when we told her to. I’ll say Karen tried to take your clothes off and… and… touch you in… places she shouldn’t.”  
“I did not,” said Karen. “That’s a lie.”
“That’s what I saw, too,” said April. “Don’t you dare tell anyone what you saw here. Think I want the world to know what she makes us do? And, she’ll come get you if you do anyway. Her magic works everywhere.”
“Ma-magic?” said Karen. She’d seen it, but she hadn’t believed it. Putting a word to what happened made it worse. Totally defeated, she knew she’d keep her mouth shut. Even if she didn’t believe in Cindy’s magic, she could see the futility of trying to convince anyone else of what really happened. Cindy stripped me without touching me. Ropes magically tied themselves around me. And then it would be 3 against 1. Me with a fantastic story and them with an incredibly embarrassing lie that actually makes more sense than the truth.  Who would believe me? “I won’t tell,” she said again. “I can’t, can I?” At this point all she wanted to do was get out. Then she was flipped on her back and Cindy took pictures of her. 
“One last thing,” said Cindy. “What’s she gonna do now, April?”
“Ummmm, jeez,” said April. She knew the right answer and Cindy was going to make her say it. “Lick three pussies? Make us all cum?”
“What?” said the shocked Karen. Surely she hadn’t heard that correctly. Twenty minutes later she knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that she’d heard April right. 
Satisfied that Karen would think twice before calling her twerp again, Cindy let the girl dress and leave. “Come back anytime,” she said as Karen hurried out the door. 
Cindy came back into the family room where April and May were lounging with her permission. “Lick three pussies? Make us all cum?” she said to April with a laugh. 
“What were you gonna make her do, Your Highness?” asked April, suddenly aware that she’d surprised Cindy with her suggestion.
“Apologize.”
“Are you kidding?” said April. 
“No, sweetie, but I liked your idea better. Did you like having Karen do you?” 
April felt her cheeks warm. She’d been certain Cindy was going to make Karen eat them all out. But now she wondered if she was so certain of it only because she wanted it. Did I want it? She looked down at the floor as she said, “Yes, Your Highness, I did.” She wondered what kind of friend she was to have enjoyed watching the beautiful, slender Karen stripped, tied, and sucking Cindy’s toes. She’d wanted to share the shame and embarrassment of serving Cindy with Karen. She wanted Karen reduced to their level and not just so she wouldn’t tell. Licking pussy had only seemed inevitable as Karen’s final humiliation. 
Cindy patted her lap and the two, missing their cute little masks, crawled over to rest their heads in her lap. “Oh, my sweets, you were so good today,” she hugged them both around the neck at the same time. She had more planned for the morning, but she was just too happy with the twins’ performance. “Have my lunch ready at noon. Until then, you may do whatever you want.”
It felt natural to them when April and May felt an incredible rush at Cindy’s praise. It didn’t even bother them, scarcely coming into the consciousness, that they were happy they’d pleased Cindy. Not just happy to have earned free time, but happy that Cindy was happy. 
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After lunch, the twins reported to Cindy sans costumes as she’d ordered. Their mistress led them into their room which had been prepared for the afternoon’s activities. The house was spacious, reflecting the moderate wealth of two successful professionals and their family. There were five bedrooms with separate baths, an office, a den, a family room, living room, dining room, and kitchen with an eating area. The twins’ room and Cindy’s room were nearly identical in size and furnishings. The twins shared a queen size bed and Cindy had one all to herself. The only big difference was two desks for the twins and one for Cindy. 
Now the differences were growing between the two rooms. Cindy’s room had added hooks in the ceiling, so the twins thought of that as the suspension room. Their room had equipment that magically appeared and disappeared, making it the scary mystery room. Today there were modifications that looked more permanent. One wall was nothing but mirrors. Their pictures and posters were gone and replaced with a wall to wall mirror in four segments. The other permanent looking change was their curtains were missing. The double window that looked out over the front yard now gave viewers an unimpeded look into their room. Of course it would take someone on a roof or second floor with a telescope to actually see anything, but what was obvious to the twins was their absolute lack of privacy. 
With mirrors and an unobscured window, the room looked larger. The two ominous looking devices in the room took up a good portion of the available floor space, but it still seemed there was plenty of room. Sitting side by side were two spanking benches, not that the twins knew enough to put that name to the devices. Each bench was an A-frame made up of two pieces of plywood, four feet long and three and a half feet tall. Their bases were 18 inches apart. The sides were sanded smooth and lacquered to a flawless finish. Where the sides came together at the top there was a black leather bolster. Each side had two small, adjustable platforms. The platforms, each about 18 inches long and 3 inches wide with metal rings at each end, could be adjusted up and down. 
What are these for? The question ran through the twins’ minds, but they didn’t bother to ask. Cindy was about to show them and neither thought they’d like the answer. On the other hand, Cindy thought it was about the best thing she’d come up with for the twins yet. And not the best from her perspective, the best from the twins’ perspective. She’d show them why and then maybe the twins would truly appreciate the spanking benches. 
Before she could mount them on the benches, cuffs had to be magically put on the pair. A total of 8 cuffs for each girl. Two for their ankles, two for their wrists, two for their elbows, and two for their knees. Each cuff was securely tightened and locked in place with a little brass padlock. A clip dangled from each cuff. 
“You first, May,” said Cindy. “Lie down on the leather part with your arms and legs hanging over the sides. May followed Cindy’s guidance to lie face down with her head at one end of the bolster and her hips at the other end, an arm and a leg on each side. Cindy adjusted the side platforms so that May’s forearms just barely reached the front two and her shins, from knee to toes, just barely reached the rear two. Then she clicked the clips on her cuffs to the rings on the platforms, leaving May resting on her forearms, shins, and the bolster running the length of her torso. She was so securely attached to the bench that she looked almost like part of it. 
On the other bench, Cindy adjusted the platforms to match May’s settings and then got April on her bench and secured her. She added ring gags to the twins’ mouths and appraised her work. “Perfect,” she said. “You aren’t going anywhere now.” She toyed with April’s nipples, teasing them to hardness. “You can’t move a muscle, sweetie, so I can do anything I want.” Those words and Cindy’s sinister smile made April quiver with fear. The fear faded a little as Cindy put a paddle on the floor in front of her. At least there was the promise of a spanking and this position made her helpless to resist. 
Cindy moved to May and teased her with pinches and caresses to demonstrate her helplessness. “My big sisters both naked and waiting for something. You don’t even know what’s going to happen, do you?” She ran a hand down May’s back and caressed her pert ass, positioned perfectly for a spanking. “You’ve both been so good today. Me and Jack-Jack are going to have some fun with you. And you’re going to get a reward, too. April’s gonna get spanked like crazy. And you, May…” Cindy walked behind May and ran a finger through her slit and around her asshole. “… you’re just so incredibly on display. We’re just gonna sit and watch you leak all over the place. Already started, haven’t you?”
Seeing their predicaments in a new light, the twins felt the tingle of anticipation at the thought of Cindy and Jack-Jack giving them personalized attention, each getting what they craved most. There was just that little matter of Cindy and Jack-Jack having fun first. Just what did that mean?
“I’ll leave you alone for a while,” said Cindy. She stepped back, admiring the blue-eyed, blong twins’ beautiful faces. “Give you a chance to think. Not sure about you, April, but May likes this.” She was between the twins and looking forward. She and the twins faced the mirror. “You can admire yourselves and just how perfectly I have you mounted.” An eavesdropping David had heard May use the word trophy when talking to May during their free time in the morning. “You’re like my trophies.” She saw May shudder, but didn’t acknowledge it. “Trophies of my victory over my evil stepsisters. Trophies that tell everyone I own you.” She looked to her left, across May’s body and out the window. “Trophies that anyone passing by can admire.” She’d purposely put May closer to the window. With that said, it looked like she’d tweaked all the right buttons for May. April could stare at the paddle and get excited, but Cindy didn’t think it worked that way for April. A little verbal teasing got May going, but it would be the actual pain of the spanking that got to April. On the way out, she glanced between May’s legs. “Jesus, May,” she said. “Wait ‘til Jack-Jack sees that.”
With chins resting on the bolster, the twins drooled on the leather and even had the pleasure of watching themselves drool in the mirror. May could look left out at the world that could just as easily look back at her. She could look forward and see her naked body, Cindy’s trophy, just waiting for Cindy and Jack-Jack. She could look right and see a perfect copy of her own body, admiring especially the way April’s ass pushed up in the air. If only she could see the cleft between her legs and just how exposed she was. For that she just had to rely on the wetness seeping down her thighs and the cool air on her exposed pussy as proof of what awaited Jack-Jack. She tingled with excitement and they hadn’t even started yet. 
Beside her, April was less interested in taking in the views. She stared at the paddle, imagining the slap of wood against her bare bottom. It was too late now to ask to be Jack-Jack’s toy for the afternoon. She’d forgotten and now she was gagged, destined for sure to be Cindy’s yet again. She supposed it didn’t really matter to her. A paddle was a paddle no matter who wielded it. 
When Jack-Jack arrived, Cindy took her straight up to see the twins. She didn’t bother to tell Jack-Jack about mom’s approval. It just seemed it would make Jack-Jack nervous to know mom knew about what was going on. 
Coming into the room, Jack-Jack saw the twins, but the changes to the room drew her attention even more. It was kewl to see the twins bound to a spanking bench with the window and mirrors only accentuating their vulnerability. For this event, Jack-Jack set up her camcorder pointed at May with April in the background and Cindy set hers up pointed at April with May in the background. A double angle would let them focus on each slave’s reaction. There was also something very different about these videos. This would be the first vids shot with Cindy and Jack-Jack in the picture, naked like the twins though in a superior position. 
Admiring May’s wetness, Jack-Jack checked out April as well. “She’s getting pretty excited, too,” she noted. Not nearly as much as May, but she wasn’t dry. “Getting hot thinking about your poor ass?” She patted April’s bottom. 
The two 9-year-olds stripped, ignoring the fact that the window made them just as on display as the twins. Then they put on their strap ons right in front of their victims. Seeing what was in store for them, April and May complained verbally with no success. They’d had vibrators put in their pussies, but these things were so much like real cocks. With almost boyishly short hair, the two prepubescent girls looked like boys with big cocks. Cindy just patted April’s cheek. “It’s time those tight pussies got stretched out by the real thing.” She picked up the paddle and stepped to the camcorder. “On camera and in front of the window, you’re about to get raped by 9-year-olds.” Then she turned on the camcorder. She was so glad that April looked straight at the camera with that look that said she was totally fucked and she knew it. 
With both cameras rolling, the two little girls stepped up on stools behind their respective victim. Cindy paused and said, “Do May first. She wants to go first. She wants Jack-Jack cock in her pussy.” At the first words, May started to whine in desperation. It was all true. Just don’t take any longer. “On camera. In the window. Taking a cock for the first time. Go ahead, Jack-Jack. Show the slut how good it feels to be fucked by a girl.”
Even before Jack-Jack started, the rings on May’s horse jingled as she jerked against them. She squirmed in anticipation, unable to control her desire. Jack-Jack put the fake cock to the entrance to May’s love tunnel and worked the head into the pink wetness. She pushed a little bit. “Harder than I thought,” she said. “She’s so tight.” 
May’s desperate whines went up in decibels as Jack-Jack took her time. She needed that cock in her pussy. She needed to feel the fullness and the stimulation of being fucked. She needed to cum. Her hips wiggled just a little, as much as her bondage allowed, but that didn’t help. She couldn’t fuck herself. Jack-Jack had to push. 
“This is driving her crazy,” observed Jack-Jack, her excitement obvious. It was fun and thrilling to watch May’s body beg for the cock. That only meant she was determined not to go any faster. Little pushes worked the cock in deeper. When the 6 inch dildo was halfway in, Jack-Jack pulled it out a little bit, silencing May’s whines. Half a second later, May moaned softer and deeper. That hint of what was to come was intoxicating. When Jack-Jack pushed it back in, a deep, “Mmmmmm,” rumbled out of the bound slave. 
May looked over at April, about to tell her how good it felt until she noticed April watching intently. She didn’t even need to look at Cindy to know her little sister was watching, too. She didn’t whine anymore as Jack-Jack pushed forward, working the cock to its entire depth. Everything was in place for a magnificent orgasm. She was naked and helpless with an audience that virtually included the world. More important, the intimate audience included her twin, her wonderfully domineering little sister, and the little girl from down the block that Cindy had chosen to share her with… over and over. And there was a cock embedded deep inside Jack-Jack’s little fuck toy without her permission. A cock that felt like it was the fuse and she was the bomb. 
When the cock pulled slowly out, her pussy squeezed it, trying to hold it in. Then it was nearly out and slid slowly in again. Oh, my God. She better not do it that slow for very long. May couldn’t cum with the cock moving slowly and gently. It didn’t keep her from imagining the orgasm and how much it would hurt if Jack-Jack denied her a climax for very long.  
When Jack-Jack took her first full stroke inside May, Cindy placed the head of her cock at the entrance to April’s pussy and pushed in. April’s hips moved forward the fraction of an inch that they could as if to avoid the penetration, but she immediately knew she wasn’t able to prevent anything. Then, Cindy just leaned forward and slid the cock all the way in with one push. Jack-Jack had taken three minutes to enter May. Cindy took less than three seconds. 
As the cock spread her insides open, April felt like a balloon suddenly inflating, but this wasn’t elastic rubber meant to be inflated. This was her. With a sudden gasp, she threw her head back and screamed. Her whole body tensed, fighting against the intrusion and the abrupt, intense pain that came with it. Then the cock went out and back in. The paddle cracked across her tense ass cheeks. Out, in, smack. Out, in, smack. Out, in, smack. Astonished at the sudden onslaught, she gasped, filling her lungs with air, more air, and more air. Finally, on the fifth thrust and the fifth smack, she let loose with a piercing scream that Cindy simply ignored. 
Jack-Jack and Cindy fucked their respective slave at a slow and even pace, intentionally not letting them cum. The only difference between them was the paddle that slammed against April’s bare bottom at each thrust. Both twins whined deliciously, April a little louder and punctuated with a grunt at each swat. They both squirmed and wriggled pointlessly, making the rings jangle. The both felt the ache of a tease taken to the extreme. 
“Switch,” said Cindy. She stepped back, pulling her cock completely out of April and Jack-Jack followed suit. Setting the paddle on April’s back, she picked up her stool as Jack-Jack did the same. They set their stools down in front of the twins and then the slaves found themselves with the same hard, plastic cocks pointed at their faces. “Uh uh, uh uh,” protested April when she knew what was going to happen. Disgusted as she was, she didn’t dare turn her head as Cindy put the cock to the ring gag and pushed in. The cock ran across her tongue, giving her a taste of her own pussy. Oh shit, oh dear. That’s me. Blehhhh. Then the taste was no longer her concern as the cock pressed against the back of her throat. She gagged, but Cindy just pushed it deeper. Shaking her head in discomfort and gagging from the intrusion, she could only take what Cindy was giving. Then Cindy pulled the cock out. May got the same treatment from Jack-Jack, gagging helplessly and getting more excited as she was used. 
The twins had thought that switch meant their rapists would switch between them, but when Cindy said, “Switch,” again, it was apparent it just meant switch ends. After getting the cocks cleaned by the unwilling twins, the little girls returned to fucking pussies, getting their cocks all messy again. 
This time April was not spanked. It was May’s turn to be aroused.  “How’d that taste, May?” asked Jack-Jack as she slowly fucked the 11-year-old. “Your own pussy. My helpless little slut gets a taste of herself. Did you like getting a cock in your mouth in front of the window? You like having me do it? You want it again?” She looked at Cindy as she asked, “How many times you think we should give them a taste?”
“A few more,” said Cindy. “Maybe a taste every couple of minutes for ten minutes or so. Don’t want them cumming too soon.”
“Sounds good to me,” said Jack-Jack. “Not gonna get to cum for a while. Just gonna get fucked. Get my cock all juicy so you can clean it for me. You like being Cindy’s trophy? All mounted up and on display. She’s so proud of you she shows you off to her friends, but she saved your pussy for me.” She reached up and ran her hands slowly down May’s back. “And every inch of you. Just for me today. Maybe somebody else another day.”
Hanging on every word, May just got more and more excited without hope of cumming. She shivered at Jack-Jack’s touch. The little girl fucked her and talked to her and stroked her. One time Jack-Jack thrust deep and stopped and then leaned forward, stretching to cup May’s tits. “These were the first things I noticed when the closet door opened and there you were. A couple of trophies kneeling on the floor, but you were the one pushing your titties out for everybody.” May whined at the reminder of the closet doors opening, physically opening and at the same time opening up a new chapter in her life. 
April and May endured another switch, tasting their own pussies without complaint. It was April’s turn then to get spanked during the next two minutes. Another switch and May had to listen to Jack-Jack tease her. A final switch and Jack-Jack said, “Cum for me, May. For the camera, for your sisters, and for me.” She started fucking May hard and fast. After May got that one last taunt, Cindy started spanking April as she, too, fucked her slave hard and fast. The swats came once for every second thrust and were still faster than she’d been receiving while Cindy was teasing her. The change in intensity only lasted a minute before the twins both came in tremendous orgasms. 
Cindy and Jack-Jack moved their stools around front again, but this time Cindy gave May a taste of April and Jack-Jack let April taste May. Then the 9-year-olds removed their strap ons. Jack-Jack pressed her hairless slit to May’s face. “Thank me, May,” she said. Beside them, April thanked Cindy. When the two little girls had cum, they turned off their cameras.
After freeing only April, Cindy handed a strap on to April and said, “Your job is to get her off her bench, but you don’t have to do it right away.” Then she whispered to April, “You can both go to the pool or you have my permission to cum as many times as you can between now and when mom gets home.”
As they left the twins alone, Cindy and Jack-Jack heard May ask nervously, “April? What are you going to do with that?” Whatever happened after that stayed between the twins, but they didn’t put on their swimsuits that afternoon. 
The same could be said of Cindy, Jack-Jack, and David. With just two orgasms that afternoon, David was well off the pace of the two girls. He wasn’t worried because every night he caught up. 
As with every Friday, tonight was mom and dad’s date night. About once a month they went to Uncle Jerry’s house. The girls were used to the routine. On nights their parents went to Uncle Jerry’s, they all had dinner and then their parents left. The girls heard that the adults would talk, drink, watch movies, or play games. Their dad was close with his brother and just liked to keep in touch with regular get-togethers. 
Harold’s younger brother had no children mainly because he went through wives on a regular pace. His current wife, Molly, was just 20 though Jerry was only 2 years younger than Harold. He’d hit the peak of the dot com boom, sold his company for several million, founded a second one, and sold that for even more. As far as his nieces knew, he just lived a life of leisure now, traveling, playing tennis and golf, and riding horses. 
Right after dinner, David came to Cindy very excited. “Princess…” he said, his tentacles animated, showing his enthusiasm. 
Cindy glared at him. They were not alone and since no one else could see him, she looked like she was staring off into space and listening to phantom voices. He knew better than to distract her around the rest of the family. Nobody seemed to notice, so she went to her room with him following. “What, David?” she snapped. 
“Sorry, princess, but it just couldn’t wait. You need to stow away in your parents’ car now. I’ll go with you and we’ll be invisible.”
“Why would I do that?” asked Cindy. 
“To see what goes on at your uncle’s house,” he said. “I’m not positive, but I’m pretty sure you’ll want to see it. If I’m wrong, I’ll carry you home myself.” All she could get out of him was that he’d overheard her parents talking. There might be… mostly likely was… something to see at Uncle Jerry’s house. David didn’t want to say in case he was wrong and if he was right, he wanted to surprise her. She considered ordering him to tell her and then he’d have to, but she decided to wait for the surprise. The idea of intruding on the adults’ get-together sounded fun no matter what happened there. 
She cornered the twins and said, “I’m going out tonight. Alone. If mom or dad calls, tell them I went to bed early. When you go to bed tonight, be naked and leash yourselves to the bed. I’ll be checking on you.”
Then she hopped in the backseat of the car with David and waited. It wasn’t long before mom and dad came out and got in the car. As the car rolled down the street, Harold asked, “Who’s going to be there tonight?”
“Jerry said he’d have Rat, Wench, and Baddy. I guess he has some videos to watch, too. Something about a new girl exceeding his expectations, but you know how he likes to keep secrets.”
Cindy was confused. The three names that mom rattled off were odd names and nobody she’d heard of. What about Aunt Molly? Wasn’t she going to be there, too? Listening to her parents on the three mile drive to Uncle Jerry’s, she picked up bits and pieces, a smile growing to a grin. This definitely would be worth seeing. She looked at David and he gave her a wink. That reassured her that they were both getting the same impression. Mom, dad, and Uncle Jerry were going to play games with Rat, Wench, and Baddy like she did with April and May. 
Harold pulled the car into Jerry’s garage and the two got out of the car. Rose opened the back door and pulled out a bag. She pushed the door shut, but it stayed open. Giving it another push, it shut this time… now that Cindy and David were out of the car and out of the way of the door. 
While her parents went into a ground floor bedroom, Cindy peeked in as they turned on the light. Seeing nobody else in the room before the door shut, she wandered down the hall to see what was going on. Coming around the corner into Uncle Jerry’s playroom, she stopped short and stared at the scene. David was not only right about this being a worthwhile trip, she was already making mental notes for the twins’ future. Tilting her head at the odd scene, she moved closer. Was that Aunt Molly?
Girl with a Ghost
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What really caught Cindy’s attention when she peeked into the playroom was two naked women. The talk in the car ride over was about the slaves that mom and dad were going to play with and now she was looking at two of them. And it wasn’t so much that they were naked that caught her attention, though that was certainly an important part of what they were doing. It was their position. It would be such a challenge for the twins. 
The two women were side by side wearing nothing but four inch heels. They were bent at the waist, literally doubled over with their fingers resting on the floor between their feet. Their bottoms were facing the door so she had an incredible view of their shaved pussies and asses. With their feet shoulder width apart and knees slightly bent, their upper bodies were also visible between their legs. Their full tits were framed between their thighs. Their heads were between their knees as they patiently waited for the new arrivals. The most amazing part of the whole scene was a martini glass perched on top of each ass. The women had to hold perfectly still so the glass wouldn’t fall off. 
Cindy had to turn her head nearly upside down to get a clear look at Aunt Molly’s face to confirm her suspicion. Aunt Molly’s long hair brushed the floor between her fingertips and she had a smile on her upside down face. The position didn’t look comfortable, so Cindy made a note that the twins would soon learn to smile no matter what. Then she looked at the other woman and got an even bigger surprise. It was Aunt Maddy, Uncle Jerry’s ex-wife. She hadn’t see Aunt Maddy in two years, but apparently Uncle Jerry was still seeing her… lots of her. 
Things started to make sense to Cindy. The jokes about Uncle Jerry marrying an 18-year-old, keeping her for 5 years, and divorcing in favor of another 18-year-old weren’t really jokes. For that matter, it was hardly a marriage if Aunt Molly and Aunt Maddy were just his slaves for 5 years before he picked a new one. 
Only after she’d digested the new family relationships did Cindy notice the third girl in the room. If seeing her two aunts being tables for her parents’ waiting drinks wasn’t enough of a surprise, seeing Aunt Molly’s younger sister naked and tied definitely was. Cindy had met her aunt’s sister and now just gaped at the 15-year-old Veronica who’d be just a sophomore in high school next year. Veronica was standing on her toes, like Cindy had forced the twins to do more than once. Uncle Jerry was using a different kind of leverage to get Veronica to stretch up on her toes. A rope ran from the ceiling to a ring embedded in her tongue. Her head was tilted back and her tongue was extended two inches out of her mouth, a balance between the strain in her feet and legs and ripping the stud that held the ring in place right out of her tongue. Cindy thought April would look super like that and April would probably like it, but she really didn’t care if April liked it or not – she’d still look super. 
Finished appraising the three slaves and their kewl positions, Cindy looked at Uncle Jerry, feeling a little embarrassed. He was naked as well and lounging in a chair while he and the slaves waited patiently for her mom and dad. Peeking at his cock, she saw it was soft. Wasn’t it supposed to be hard when he had three naked women in the room with him? She felt a little trembly and excited at the sight of the three slaves, but he seemed to think nothing of it. Then mom and dad walked in and she blushed deeper at the sight of her parents naked. She’d seen more of daddy than she wanted to her in her young life and his cock did react to the sight, growing as she watched. Her mom was gorgeous and sexy. The two took their drinks off the upturned bottoms of her two aunts and sipped them before setting them right back down.
Mom seemed especially interested in Veronica, walking up to her and admiring the way she stretched up into the air, virtually motionless. As mom ran her hands up Veronica’s body, it occurred to Cindy that the bound girl’s eyes were on the ceiling and she couldn’t see who was touching her. “So, perfect, little girl,” said mom. She was little compared to mom. On her toes, she was still several inches shorter, her tits were smaller, and her hips were more slender. Mom turned to Uncle Jerry, “What’s the big secret?”
Her uncle smiled and said, “I thought we’d start with the fucking video. The bitches can stay in position until it’s done. Just 10 minutes worth.” Cindy thought Uncle Jerry had the biggest TV she’d ever seen and now he turned it on. “Rat has been very good at finding us fucking sluts from school and I suppose you remember Trollop?” From the mention of school and the nod of Jerry’s head, Cindy knew that Veronica was “Rat.” She was a little surprised at her uncle’s language. He was always so polite around her. 
“The girl you had here last time,” said Harold. “She was hot. Liked it rough. She’d do damn near anything.”
“And she has fucking outdone herself,” said Jerry. He pushed a button on the remote. “Has a 12-year-old sister, Jen. Talked her into doing a strip tease and dancing naked. Listen to the first part close. I fucking love it.”
The picture came on screen with the 12-year-old Jen just standing and facing the camera. From behind the camera, her big sister’s voice said, “Just do it, Jen. Like we talked about. A little strip tease. Just practice being sexy. Trust me… nobody’s gonna see it.” Jen was wearing a sweater and jeans, appearing a little reluctant. There was music in the background. “C’mon, Jen, when I dared you, you said you would. Don’t chicken out now.” Another pause while Trollop waited for Jen to start. “Jeez, Jen, don’t wait forever. I did it for you. You saw how it’s done. Just do it.”
When Jen finally started, the music restarted. The 12-year-old had a practiced routine from dance class that was pretty sexy with her clothes on. She sang the words to the song as she danced. After a minute, she pulled her sweater up over her head. Since she was braless, she was now topless, pert little cones adorning her chest. “God damn,” said Rose. “Talked her right out of her shirt.” She took her eyes off the picture to look at Jerry. “Trollop’s doing this for you?”
“Yeah, lying through her teeth to little sister. Trollop gave me the DVD within an hour of shooting it.” The girl waited another 30 seconds before taking off her jeans, a rather difficult process since she kept dancing as she did. No bra and no panties and now she was naked, a bare pussy and small tits attesting to her age. One thing that could be said for her was that once she got started she didn’t act shy. She seemed to enjoy putting on a show as her sister encouraged her. The same song played three times and she did her sexy routine once as she stripped and two more times buck naked. Cindy was imagining the three doms watching April and May on the big screen TV next time they got together. 
When the video ended, Jerry said, “Rat wants to be my next wife, but she’s gonna have to work pretty hard to outdo Trollop.”
Cindy couldn’t believe what was going on. He was making girls compete to be his wife? Aunt Molly was right there and listening as her husband was already plotting to take her younger sister or one of her friends as a wife. Aunt Maddy was there and she’d been replaced by Molly. Veronica was right there and listening to him praise another potential wife. Nobody seemed to think that was odd. 
With the end of the video, her mom and dad took their drinks one last time, took a sip, and set their glasses on a table. “Wench and Baddy, stand up.” The two slaves straightened up and faced their master and mistress. Jerry unhooked Rat’s tongue and let her relax finally. The poor girl reeled her tongue, along with the ring, into her mouth and sighed with relief. 
“Baddy,” called out Harold. When Aunt Maddy responded to that, Cindy now knew who was Baddy and who was Wench. She watched her stepfather put a dildo gag on Baddy. The gag had a big black ball that fit into Baddy’s mouth and then an 8-inch cock that stuck out from her face. It was strapped securely to her face. Cindy just wanted to start making a shopping list of things David should get for her. The dildo gag was on the list just because it looked so demeaning for May to wear. Then her eyes got big as Baddy knelt down, Wench bent forward at the waist, and daddy helped Baddy stick the big, black cock into Wench’s pussy. Oh, my God, May would cum on the spot if she was like that, plugged into April’s pussy, when Jack-Jack came in. Then Baddy just held the position with the dildo all the way in and her nose in Wench’s ass. 
Uncle Jerry pulled Rat to him and sat down. She backed up to her master and sat down, pushing his cock up her ass. It just got better and better as daddy squatted down between Rat’s legs and pushed his cock into Rat’s pussy. Cindy had placed herself in a corner so she wouldn’t accidentally get bumped into, but now she had to come out of the corner to get a closer look as the high school girl took two cocks inside her at once. Jerry lay back and Rat lay back on him, her hands on the chair giving her the leverage to bounce up and down on the cock in her ass. Daddy was practically lying on top of the pair, fucking Rat. Cindy wanted to get a good look at how everything fit so that she knew exactly how she and Jack-Jack would double penetrate the twins. 
When she looked back at her mom, Cindy saw Baddy and Wench already sporting specially designed nipple clamps and weights. Much better than clothespins. Her mom grabbed two fistfuls of Wench’s hair, tilted her head back, and rubbed her pussy against Wench’s face, obviously a sign for Wench to start licking pussy. 
David was obviously excited by the scenes playing out around them, but Cindy was not the least bit aroused. She didn’t even give it a second thought that she wasn’t aroused. Watching as three experts taught her did not excite her. Doing this to the twins would get her excited. For the first time she realized the effect that David could have. Watching her parents was not a turn on, but still she felt a little buzz that she attributed to David. She wanted to send him to a different room, but she needed him so she could stay invisible. Not getting much more out of the rather monotonous scene of daddy pounding Rat and mommy getting licked, she took a disappointed David to the back bedroom where her parents had left their clothes. 
There she made sure he understood what was on her shopping list. Special nipple clamps. Tongue piercing. Dildo gag or two. A copy of the video of the 12-year-old stripping. She shared her “new” ideas with him, too. The twins balancing glasses on their asses. Double penetration. April hanging by her tongue. May with a dildo gag shoved in April’s pussy. And Jen… she didn’t know what she’d do with Jen, but with a copy of the video, it seemed Jen would pretty much be at her mercy. 
A few minutes later, she went back out and the masters and mistresses were resting, obviously satisfied by their slaves. Perhaps Rat had cum, but she doubted that her aunts had been allowed the pleasure. They were still in the same position as when she’d left. Then Uncle Jerry stood and led Rat down the hall into another room. Interested, Cindy followed them into the room with a few special bondage devices. 
Jerry put Rat in a set of stocks. Bent at the waist, her torso was parallel to the floor and her hands and head stuck through the wooden crossbeam. The position looked pretty comfortable, though demeaning. Cindy liked to put her sisters in some stress when she left them alone, so she was surprised that Uncle Jerry left her like that. He patted her butt and said, “We’re going to play with the others. You can just wait for us.”
Cindy stayed in the room with the 15-year-old trapped in the stocks, waiting for a couple of minutes to be sure no one was coming back. Where her parents were not, the sight of Veronica helpless was exciting. The idea of screwing with Veronica’s mind was irresistible. “David,” she whispered to her ghost. “Fuck her in all three holes at once.” With a big smile, David eagerly complied, putting a tentacle in her pussy, then her ass, and finally in her surprised mouth. Letting go of David’s hand, Cindy let herself become visible and stepped in front of Veronica. The poor 15-year-old already couldn’t figure out how come there was an invisible cock in her mouth and when she saw Cindy, she was convinced she’d gone crazy. 
“Hi, Veronica,” said Cindy. “Or should I call you Rat? What are you sucking on?” She used her best innocent voice as if the question had no sexual overtones. “How come you’re stuck in those stocks? You been bad?” The look in Veronica’s eyes was priceless. “What’s going on in your bottom and your vagina? Can I watch?”
Veronica could only stare in disbelief. She couldn’t speak and even if she didn’t have a cock in her mouth, she didn’t think she could. She recognized Cindy, but just couldn’t accept the fact that she was really there. She’d been stored away like this before, always alone for an hour or so. Alone with a 9-year-old gawking at her as she was raped in every hole was…damn, it was better than being left alone. 
“Wanna cum, Rat?” asked Cindy, losing the innocent voice. “Sucking cock. Taking it in the ass and pussy… again. Wanna cum? I can let you.” She slowly pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it aside. Then she took off her shorts and panties. “You can cum if you nod your head to one question. Wanna lick 9-year-old pussy?”
Veronica slowly nodded her head. She hadn’t cum earlier. She hadn’t been allowed. She still didn’t have permission from her master, but this was only a fantasy… not possibly real. The cocks in her sped up and she felt them cum and she came with them. Then Cindy just floated up to her face and she licked the sweet, bald pussy. The taste was certainly very real. The wetness on her tongue was real. The little girl was wet enough that Veronica started slurping up the juices. She pushed her tongue in Cindy’s love tunnel, getting the full taste and giving Cindy the treat of a small cock inside her. Then she worked her way up the sweet slit as Cindy writhed and moaned on her tongue. 
“I watched you with Master Jerry and Master Harold,” Cindy said, picking up on what the three doms called themselves in front of the slaves. “You can call me Mistress Cindy. You should come over to my house sometime and play. I let my slaves cum all the time. How’d you like to belong to a 9-year-old? How’d you like to be my slut hanging by your tongue until I decide to get you down and lick me? Then I’d let you cum for me.”
The bound girl tried hard to keep reality and fantasy separate, but this fantasy was good.  And it was very real. She licked the pussy to impress the potential mistress, wondering what would happen if she really went to Cindy’s house. The taste of 9-year-old pussy was delicious… deliciously naughty, but then she knew she was underage to the adults. No matter, she went with the fantasy until Cindy came. She watched as the imaginary girl got dressed and then vanished. How odd. Of course she could never tell anyone that she’d lost her mind. 
Going back out to the rest of the group, Cindy saw that Wench and Baddy were playing a game. Their masters and mistress took turns drawing cards from a Trivial Pursuit game and asking a question. Unfortunately, they only had 10 seconds to come up with an answer and if they said nothing or got it wrong, they got a shock. Cindy leaned closer to watch. An alligator clip was clamped right on their clits and a wire ran from that to an electrical box that delivered the shock. Cindy pointed at the device and looked at David. One of those, too. She could imagine asking the twins hard questions. Maybe even making them study over the summer, take math tests, or something. She’d find something hard, but not impossible. She’d allow the twins to have some hope they could avoid the shock, just not too much hope. 
When daddy and Uncle Jerry took off the clips and got blow jobs and mommy went back to Rat, Cindy went back to the car and crawled into the back seat. She’d seen enough and it was getting late. 
Saturday morning, the twins found it a little disconcerting to adjust to normalcy. They were free for the weekend which meant less intensity and no orgasms. It promised to be a long 48 hours. It was hard to believe it had only been a week. Even harder to believe it felt like something was missing. 
Cindy was looking forward to some normalcy. It was hard work being a mistress and the weekend was her chance to relax some. It was a chance for David to work on getting her new list of toys so the twins wouldn’t look so forlorn on Monday morning. She found it immensely funny that the twins looked sad at breakfast.
After breakfast, Cindy went straight to Melanie’s house. After school ended, she barely thought of the slender brunette. With the twins and Jack-Jack, she had enough to keep her busy. The twins were her toys and Jack-Jack was her husband, a thought that made her tingle with delight. She hadn’t planned on Jack-Jack, but the little schoolgirl crush had changed everything. It was mainly Jack-Jack that kept Cindy’s mind off Melanie, but now with Jack-Jack gone for the weekend to a swim meet, Cindy remembered Melanie and her spankable bottom. 
Invisible, Cindy followed Melanie around for a few minutes. She had the chance to just watch Melanie in her tight shorts, staring unabashedly at how the shorts molded to Melanie’s bottom. A couple of times she just let her hand brush across the tight fabric, lightly caressing. Both times Melanie reacted with a little jump and a quick turn to see what was touching her. And both times Melanie just figured it was her imagination. 
After 30 minutes, Cindy realized that Jack-Jack and the twins were more than just distracting her from Melanie. They had made Melanie’s conquest pointless. At best she’d only be able to devote a little time to Melanie and if she went the nice route… hey, Melanie, wanna sleep over at my house… she’d be cheating on Jack-Jack. If she went the other route… hey, Melanie, watch what I can do with my magic… she’d be cheating on the twins. She may not actually owe the twins anything, but she had so much more planned for them. No time for Melanie. 
Giving up her plans for Melanie… she couldn’t make up her mind anyway… Cindy went back home. The rest of the weekend was as normal as any other weekend. Four of the five in the family knew why Cindy and the twins were suddenly so close, the twins treating Cindy with love and kindness. Only Harold still had to wonder, with no little suspicion, about the change. 
The only thing out of place compared to a normal family was a quiet little talk that Rose had with her daughter. Rose had decided the ghost could stay. She didn’t want to press the issue and discover that ghosts don’t leave when they’re told to and she suspected they didn’t. She didn’t want to fight with Cindy over something that had given her daughter more confidence than ever. There were rules for how to treat the twins. For starters, no one else got to know about what was going on. Jack-Jack, Hannah, and Susie already knew, but nobody else. Second, Cindy was to run everything past her mom first. 
“Mom,” complained Cindy. “I can’t do that. You’ll just say no to everything.”
“Baby, I just want to make sure you’re doing it right… safely. I don’t want to stop you,” said Rose. 
“You know a lot about tying up girls and spanking them and making them do what you want?” asked Cindy. She knew full well that her mom knew a lot about it. Mom had dropped a hint on Thursday night, but then after Friday night, she had no doubt.  
Rose wasn’t used to this change in Cindy, the confidence to question her mother about a very personal matter. “Cindy, I’m not going into details with you. I have a private life that you don’t need to know about except that, yes, I do know a lot about it. And you’re 9-years-old and just learning. You don’t know a lot about it and I need to make sure you learn to do it right.”
“David knows a lot,” ventured Cindy. “He helps me.”
Rose correctly assumed that David was present in the room. “I’m sure he does. And I appreciate your help, David. You’ve been a big help with Cindy and making sure she knows what to do.” She felt a little funny as she searched around the room for some sign of which direction she should look when speaking. Then she looked at Cindy again. “But a mother worries and I’d like to know what you’re planning.” 
Pausing, Rose sighed. “Is David here? He is, isn’t he? You can see him. Can I get to see him?”
Close to the top of the list of things she didn’t want to do was to let her mom see that a thing with tentacles and cocks was loose in the house while the twins were bound. Her mom would certainly guess the twins had felt those cocks inside them. “He is, mom,” said Cindy, reluctantly deciding she couldn’t very well say no. That alone would cause suspicion. “Just keep in mind he’s not really as bad as he looks. He’s a good ghost and he…” whoops, can’t say he keeps me warm at night… “he just makes me feel good just by being here. He just looks a little… scary.” Turning to David, she said, “Let her see you, OK?”
Rose was prepared for just about anything in response to Cindy’s description of a little scary. She looked where Cindy was looking and saw a boy about 12-years-old, dressed in old fashioned clothes. He looked perhaps like a farmer from 100 or more years ago. He was handsome and not the least bit scary. The ghost even looked down shyly, unable to meet her gaze. 
“David!” snapped Cindy. He could look like that, too? Oooo, there’s gonna be some ghost ass kicking later. Jeez, he’s cute… handsome… and tentacle free. Now she was at a loss to explain her outburst and didn’t want to get into it with David in front of mom. “OK, so he’s not so scary,” she laughed. “Had you going though, didn’t I?”
“Scary that he’s so good looking,” said her mom. “The twins have never seen him?”
“Nope,” said Cindy. “I like making them think it’s just magic when he moves stuff around.”
“OK, so, you’ll tell me what you’re planning so I can make sure it’s done right. Me and David both. Understand?” said Rose getting back to the main subject. 
“OK,” said Cindy begrudgingly. 
“And you’re not doing anything this weekend because their father is around?”
“Well, I leash them to the bed at night and they have to sleep naked.” She blushed as she added, “And Thursday night April tried to lick May and May tried to touch April, but David stopped them… magic, you know.”
Rose was impressed that Cindy was controlling the twins’ orgasms, although the idea of a 9-year-old controlling her 11-year-old sisters’ orgasms was a little unnerving. Adults controlling adult slaves was one thing, but controlling the twins’ orgasms meant the twins were having them, Cindy knew about it, and the twins were trying to sneak some in on the side. She was certain none of those three things had been true a week ago. There was a little lesbian slave ring going on in her house. “What are you planning for Monday?” asked Rose. 
Well, here was a real test. Cindy wasn’t sure her mom would really let her do it and she was even more sure her mom would blow up at the ideas since they came from last night. “In the morning, I was planning on piercing April’s tongue and hanging her from the ceiling by it and then in the afternoon asking them hard questions and shocking their clits when they got them wrong.”
To her credit, Rose managed to control herself quite well as her daughter practically said she’d do things she’d seen last night. “I’m glad I asked then” she said calmly. “Piercing a tongue has to be done professionally. You may not pierce her tongue yourself. You can tie a string around her tongue and that will be enough to keep her on her toes. Only hang her for 10 minutes. Let her down earlier than that if it looks like she can’t take it. For the afternoon, I’ll get you a special box that delivers the right shock.”
“I got one already,” said Cindy. “Wanna see it?”
“I most certainly do,” said her mom. That turned into a show and tell session in which Cindy showed her mom latex suits, spanking benches, special versions of the twins’ chairs, all manner of gags, vibrators, and paddles. Rose was simply astonished. The twins’ hadn’t stood a chance. Their little sister had taken them from innocents to sex slaves in a week using nothing but the best equipment and, apparently, a well experienced teacher. What the twins had been subjected to last week made her concerns about the next week seem silly. 
When she was satisfied that she’d laid down some sensible rules for Cindy, Rose said, “I’ll expect you to keep me informed of what you plan each day.” Then, as she left, she said, “Don’t you ever sneak out with your father and me again.”
Cindy was ecstatic. She had mom’s permission to do just about anything. And mom knew about Friday night and she wasn’t in trouble. Just a warning about not doing it again. There was just a little matter of… “David! How come you never looked so… handsome for me?” He was still looking handsome. “You still have your tentacles, don’t you?” She needed them. As the source of her magic, she expected him to be able to do multiple things at once. 
He morphed in front of her, turning back into his regular look. The look she gave him made him feel warm and cozy. She loved him for what he was. He wasn’t hideous in her eyes. “I don’t know, princess,” he said. “I’ve never done that before. Your mom… she’s… a mom… felt like my mom. I wanted her to like me.”
“Well, you keep these,” she said, collecting the cocks on his three tentacles in her hands. “When I’m older I want you to use them all on me at once. Every night I want all of you in my bed.”
Monday morning, Cindy was very pleased to find kitty and doggy making her breakfast. As she padded into the kitchen, doggy was just setting it on the table. “I’m very proud of you,” she said as she settled into the chair. “I was worried you might have forgotten after the weekend and I’d have to punish you. Now we can just start having fun right away.”
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 17
(bdsm, d/s, humil, inc, spank)
Right away meant after breakfast and after the twins’ 20 minutes to get ready. The real fun would start after the twins’ were tied up. Cindy wanted them immobile for their surprises, so she tied them in what was becoming her simple standard. Their wrists, elbows, ankles and knees were tied and they were gagged with ball gags and full head harnesses. She left them lying on the floor of her room. 
Then she got out the phone book and looked up The Tattoo Shop. David had told her there was a woman there, Eliza, who would pierce the twins for no charge. All she’d want was some hands on time with them. The ad in the phone book said the shop didn’t open until 9:00, so she just left the twins alone. She reasoned that mom hadn’t said no to the piercing. She’d just said it had to be done professionally. At 9:00, she called and talked to Eliza. It took Cindy a few minutes to convince the woman that she had a girlfriend with pierced nipples that had referred her. Yes, she had a couple of little girls who wanted piercings. No, she wouldn’t tell anyone who had pierced them. No, there were no adults around, so the coast was clear. No, she didn’t want to be pierced, just her two sisters and they were tied up so they couldn’t object. 
After hanging up the phone, Cindy asked David, “Are you sure she does good work?”
“Yes, princess,” said David. “The last girl that I was with had her nipples pierced for me and Eliza did it for free.”
“Go get her,” said Cindy. “Get her and bring her back. I want to see how good it looks before I let her touch the twins.” She did want to make sure the job was professional and turned out OK. 
“Yes, princess,” said David before he left to find Debbie, the girl he’d tormented until she’d figured out how to drive him away. Just as well, he was much happier being owned by Cindy than he’d been tormenting Debbie. 
A few minutes later, the phone rang and the caller ID said it was Eliza. Cindy picked up the phone and Eliza said she was getting close. Since Cindy wanted to keep this a secret and so did she, Eliza asked Cindy to open the garage door so she could park inside and shut the door, hiding her van from prying eyes. It would also serve the purpose of letting her see that there were no adults and no cars as Cindy claimed. Seeing the empty garage, Eliza pulled in. After shutting the garage door, Eliza followed Cindy to the twins, carrying her case of needles, posts, and rings. 
When the door opened and Cindy brought in a woman, the twins objected strenuously, grunting and whining into their gags and squirming to cover themselves by rolling onto their stomachs. The abrupt exposures to her friends when they were in the closet and then when they were “super glued to their chairs” had come with at least some warning. Bringing in a stranger caught them totally unaware, making it scary as well as humiliating. 
The woman was amazed to see the 11-year-olds tied so securely. They squirmed and whined delectably in humiliation as she peered down at them. It would make her job easier and that job did not entail doing any piercings now. Eliza had a case with her with all the equipment that she needed. Setting it down, she opened it. “Looks like you have them all tied up for me,” she said as she pulled out handcuffs. “Now, I’ll just do the same to you and you’ll all be on your way to new lives.” With Cindy cornered in the room, she advanced on the 9-year-old to subdue her and kidnap all three of them. She wrestled the surprised Cindy to the ground easily. 
“What are those for?” asked Cindy when she saw the cuffs and then she shrieked as the woman put her down on her stomach and cuffed her hands behind her and then her ankles, too. “Get away from me,” she said, kicking and screaming with no effect. Eliza finished off the quick bondage with a ball gag shoved in Cindy’s mouth. Suddenly there were three little girls helpless on the floor. Cindy was stunned at this turn of events, but the twins were horrified. They understood helpless and now there was a stranger with even their mistress at her mercy. 
Picking up Cindy and her case of equipment, Eliza carried the 9-year-old down and put her in the back of the van. Two more trips and she had the twins in the van as well. Cindy lay beside her slaves, just as helpless as them. David was gone and the twins wondered why she didn’t just use her magic. Eliza backed out of the garage, went back in and closed the door, and ran back out before the door shut, careful not to trip the electronic eye that would stop the door if something was in the way. Then she drove off with an incredible catch. 
Stuck in the back of the van, the twins were horrified. Cindy had been bad enough, but there had been reprieves when their parents were home. They had no idea what this woman would do, but they knew they weren’t going back home. This woman was stronger than Cindy’s magic or else they wouldn’t even be there. 
Next to them, Cindy was furious. Her day was ruined. She wouldn’t get the twins pierced today. Eliza had no right to kidnap her. For that matter, she was furious because the woman had no right to kidnap her slaves. The twins were hers and hers alone. She was furious for trusting the woman and letting David go. She would have been frightened except she was certain David would find them and then she’d show Eliza what real pain was. 
Eliza took her three captives to her home, a cabin outside of town. As an experienced mistress herself, her cabin was well equipped to handle her slaves. She’d just never had so much as one preteen in her clutches, let alone three. After carefully checking the surrounding area, she took the girls out of her van one by one and set them on the floor of her cabin. Once safely inside, she opened the concealed door to her basement and moved the three girls down to a place of no hope and no escape. 
After a closer look at her captives, Eliza realized to her delight that she had twins, a pair of identical, beautiful, and very submissive girls. Their eyes and body language spoke of their training and submission. On the other hand, a quick look at the cute, little one said she’d have her hands full. The fire in Cindy’s green eyes was amusing. 
Leaving the twins for now, she placed more permanent leather cuffs on Cindy’s wrists, removed the metal cuffs, pulled the struggling girl’s hands in front of her, and then clipped the cuffs together. She tied a rope to the link between her wrist cuffs and pulled Cindy’s arms up until she was stretched, but still flatfooted. Then she put on leather ankle cuffs and removed those metal cuffs. Using the new ankle cuffs, Eliza chained Cindy’s feet about 18 inches apart to rings set into the floor. To see the cute little feet, she took off Cindy’s shoes and sock. That left Cindy on her tiptoes, a position the girl had only seen used on others, never personally experienced until now. 
With the 9-year-old immobilized, Eliza got a knife and slit the front of Cindy’s shirt right down the front to see the flat chest and little nipples. Ruining her shirt only made Cindy more furious. Eliza cut the shirt all the way off and then made quick work of Cindy’s shorts, leaving her in just her panties. Cindy squirmed as Eliza ran a finger inside the waistband of her panties. For the first time Cindy started to be concerned. The twins were watching her get stripped. Her own slaves were seeing this. How humiliating. As Eliza smiled sinisterly and cut off her panties, Cindy’s face was red with rage. 
The rage in Cindy’s eyes was so amusing that Eliza removed the gag. Cindy opened her mouth to speak, but a gush of slobber came out and she spit to clear her mouth. “You are so going to get it, bitch,” said Cindy. “You’re just supposed to pierce them. You don’t get to do this. Now let me go. Let us all go. I’ll get somebody else to pierce them.”
I’m a bitch, thought Eliza, even more amused. It’s going to be so much fun taming this one. She moved to the wall and pulled on a rope as Cindy continued to tell her off. 
For the first time Cindy realized the wedge shaped piece of glass she was standing over had a purpose. As Eliza pulled on the rope, the beam of glass she was straddling rose up from the floor. Glancing up, she saw the rope run to pulleys and then a rope went to each end of the thick, three foot long beam. Besides being glass instead of wood, it wasn’t just a normal squarish beam, but instead it had a flat side on the bottom and a pointy, wedge shape on the top. The beam rose all the way up until the narrow edge pressed against her right between her legs. Then Eliza checked it to make sure it was properly positioned against Cindy’s pubic bone before she pulled it another couple of inches up, taking Cindy’s weight off her arms and putting it all on her pubic bone, pressed against a painfully narrow edge. Her toes didn’t even touch the floor any more.
Cindy eased the pain by pulling up on her arms, but it was quickly apparent that she couldn’t do that for very long. “I’m giving you one last chance,” she said defiantly. “Let us go or else I won’t be so forgiving when I do get free.”
The look on her captor’s face made Cindy wonder if she was going to regret saying that. The woman slowly raised her hand and slapped her across the face. That sent Cindy’s mind reeling. Up until now she hadn’t considered just how helpless she was. The slap was sudden and sharp and she’d even seen it coming, but there was nothing she could have done about it. Her arms were starting to hurt and if she couldn’t bluff her way out of this, she was going to hurt pretty bad pretty soon. 
“Where did you want me to pierce your sisters?” asked Eliza. 
“I’m not telling,” said Cindy. Nobody is piercing my slaves without my permission… even though she knew she couldn’t keep Eliza from doing just that. At least she could keep Eliza from piercing them the way she wanted it done. 
 “Call me mistress,” said Eliza. “Every sentence you say ends with mistress. I’ve giving you one last chance. Tell me or I won’t be so forgiving.” She had no plans to be forgiving at all, but she enjoyed Cindy’s reaction as she threw the new slave’s words back in her face. 
“I’m not telling you anything… mistress,” said Cindy. She kind of gave in on the mistress part. She said it but the word came out of her mouth making a mistress sound somewhere between a slug and the gum that got stuck to the bottom of her shoes. She watched as Eliza’s hand rose slowly. Oh shit. She looked at the hand and then at Eliza’s face and then… smack! Stop that, dammit. The only problem was Cindy knew her mistress wasn’t going to stop it. 
“Now that you’ve used up any chance at decent treatment, I’ll have to get rough,” said Eliza. “I want to know where you want to pierce them because that’s where I’m going to pierce you. If you don’t tell me, I’ll just start piercing you everywhere that’s possible. And there are places you may not think are possible.”
“I just wanted you to pierce their ears, mistress,” lied Cindy. The twins already had pierced ears, so she added, “A second time. To put on special earrings.” The hand went up in the air again and Cindy grimaced. There was still nothing she could do as the hand smacked her soundly. She wasn’t quite going to tell. “I was going to pierce them where nobody could tell they were pierced.” They were only 11, so she didn’t think she could send them out with nipples or belly button piercings. 
Eliza was taken aback by that statement. There was only one place to pierce a girl where nobody would ever see except her most intimate partners. Where had the 9-year-old gotten the idea to pierce the twins’ clits? “You were going to pierce their clits?” she asked in amazement. 
It was Cindy’s turn to be surprised. You can do that? “No, mistress, I was going to pierce their tongues,” she said, refuting the outlandish idea. Too late she realized she’d given up just what she’d meant to keep secret. 
“Tongues it is then,” said Eliza with a smirk. She collected what she needed and came back to Cindy. “Stick out your tongue, baby slut.” 
Though the pain was building between her legs, Cindy was still defiant. She shook her head, now adding being called a baby slut to the list of things to be mad about. Watching the hand slowly raise, she was ready to cry just from the sheer frustration of being unable to stop it. It was obvious the woman was enjoying it since she held the hand up for several seconds as Cindy fought to keep from crying… smack!
Glancing over at the twins, she blushed at the idea of them watching her get treated like this. She didn’t want to cry in front of them. The slapping hurt more each time and she wanted off the glass horse. She stuck her tongue out. The woman caught her tongue between two metal things that looked like chopsticks, only they screwed together at the ends so when the screws were tightened, her tongue was trapped out and available for piercing. 
Cindy was sure getting a lesson in how it felt to be helpless. She’d only imagined how the twins felt, but now she really knew. Hanging by her wrists and riding the glass horse with her tongue hanging out, she could only wish for David to suddenly appear. She’d only had David for a couple of weeks, but now she was learning all over again what it meant to be 9-years-old. She needed him to make her complete. 
As Eliza approached with a single needle, Cindy wondered how much it would hurt. The woman even made a point of saying, “In the shop, I’d numb your tongue first, but here I don’t have to.” She wanted to recoil and knew she could make it difficult to pierce her tongue by moving her head around, but then the woman grabbed the chopsticks and pulled her tongue out even farther. She whined and moaned as the needle was pressed to her now stationary tongue. Trying to watch, she was looking cross eyed at the junction of needle and tongue and then felt it push into her tongue and then all the way through. She screamed at the incredible pain. Then the needle went out, leaving the pain behind. The finishing touch was a gold stud with a little ball centered on her tongue. Then the chopsticks were removed and she pulled her tongue back in, feeling the ball against her lips and the roof of her mouth. There was a little taste of blood, but it felt like she should be gushing quarts. 
Finished with that, Eliza set up a camera on a tripod. It was below Cindy’s crotch and under the glass horse, shooting up at the helpless girl and the painful point of contact between girl and glass. Cindy wondered just how May got off on humiliation and April got off on pain because this sure wasn’t the least bit exciting for her. The camera was pointed where it could capture her nudity and torture. Through the glass anyone could see her pussy crushed under her own weight, slowly turning sore and red. She hurt between her legs, her arms ached, her face burned from the slaps, and now her tongue had a deep ache. Her face and tongue were slowly feeling better, but her crotch and arms were rapidly getting worse. And now it looked like she was not getting down for a while. “Please, I wanna go home,” she whimpered, tears finally forming and running down her cheeks as she started to sob. 
“You’re never going home again, baby slut,” said Eliza. Freedom was not in the cards for Cindy or the twins. It was time to shut up the 9-year-old, so she stuck a penis gag into Cindy’s mouth and fastened the strap behind her head. “Suck on that for a while, baby slut.”
The gag looked so much like her stepfather’s cock, but this one just stayed in, filling her mouth. It stifled her sobs, but not by much and didn’t stop the tears. She hated Eliza for putting her through this in front of her slaves. 
David’s errand was for naught. When he arrived at Debbie’s house, he found no one home. He wasn’t sure if Cindy would go through with the piercings without a sample of Eliza’s work, but with no one there. As he was trying to decide what to do, he felt Cindy’s presence rush away from him. David knew there was something wrong as he hurried back. His fears were confirmed when he got back to the house. He’d left Cindy with the twins all tied up. There was no way Cindy could move or untie the twins without his help, yet all three were gone. He immediately guessed the worst… they’d been taken by the woman he’d recommended. Cindy’s presence wasn’t even close. He could feel the distance between them. He’d failed in his standing order to protect her. 
The ghost wasn’t without resources, though. All he had to do was hop on a passing bus, searching for her presence. If he picked the right direction, she’d get stronger. If not, he’d have to try a different direction. Hopefully she hadn’t been taken a long distance, like out of state. The frequent stops tried his patience as he went south for half an hour, but there was no change in her presence. It took him over half an hour to get back home and try north. 
Eliza simply left the crying 9-year-old on the horse. The defiance had been amusing, but now it was time to show the girl that defiance was not only pointless, but a reason for punishment. Besides, she had work to do on the twins. She couldn’t tell them apart, so she picked one at random, May. 
Taking the gag out of May’s mouth, Eliza was pleased to see the girl was well trained. May didn’t say a word, even when she started to fondle the small breasts and the bare pussy. Her hands were soft and gentle since May had been cooperative. “I think I’ll call you Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dum,” said Eliza. “You’ll be Dee.” Looking at April, she said, “You’ll be Dum.” She gathered her equipment again. “For starters, I’ll have to mark you so I can tell you apart.”
She caressed Dee’s cheek. “You’re not going to give me trouble, are you? Your mistress has trained you well and now she’d given you to me.” She glanced at Cindy to remind Dee of the stakes. “You’ve got it pretty nice right now. Did you want to get something like that? No? Then open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”
Trained by Cindy, Dee knew that she was going to stick out her tongue. She could do it now or she could do it later with much pain in between now and later. Her tongue came out for her new mistress and then it was clamped just as Cindy’s had been. A couple of painful minutes later, she was sporting her own stud. Her mistress said she had the letter D pinned to the top of her tongue, for her new name, Dee. 
Expecting Dum to be just as cooperative, Eliza was shocked as the gag came out and Dum said, “Get the fuck away from us, bitch. You’re not getting my tongue.” April didn’t want the permanency of a hole in her tongue along with any kind of jewelry. 
“On the contrary,” said Eliza, the shock only lasting for a second. “I’m getting your tongue. It may take longer, but I’m getting your tongue, Dum.” She chuckled. “I guess I named you right.” She untied Dum’s wrists and elbows, making a bit of a chore for herself to handle Dum, but she needed to do that to put Dum in her stocks. It took a few minutes, but she wrestled the slender blond into the stocks and shut them on her. Then she took some time to fondle Dum’s tits, pussy, and ass. 
When she was ready to pierce Dum, she started spanking the pert little ass over and over. The slave held her tongue for several swats, but then started to moan and finally to scream as her ass was punished. “Ready to stick out your tongue now?” asked Eliza.
Dum shocked Eliza again, “No, not now, not ever.”  
The girl had been spanked soundly to the point of screaming.  That was usually enough to make a slave more cooperative. She returned to spanking and after five more swats, she saw the juices glistening on Dum’s thighs. “Well, I’ll be damned,” said Eliza. “A fucking pain slut.” She chuckled. “I could be here all day paddling that ass.” 
Cindy looked warily at Eliza as the woman turned her attention on her. Whining into the gag didn’t make any difference in the look Eliza gave her. She knew what was on Eliza’s mind. She’d used this same tactic on April when she punished May for April’s misbehavior. Only she wasn’t sure April would care about her little sister as she did about her twin. Of course Cindy was of the opinion that she was in enough pain, but Eliza pulled out some serious nipple clamps. Oh, just like I have for the twins, thought Cindy just before they were clamped on her soft, pink nipples. She screamed anew and then some more when weights were added to the clamps. 
Returning to Dum, Eliza asked, “Ready to stick out your tongue.” There was no response. “Want me to hurt her some more?” Again there was no response. It was apparent to Eliza that Cindy was not the leverage to use on Dum. “What if I hurt Dee? You care about her?” This time there was just an attempt at no response. Dum said nothing, but her eyes gave away the fact that she’d soon be sticking her tongue out. “Want me to start on her or just stick out your tongue now? If I start on her, I’ll give her just as many swats as I gave you and then I’ll see if your tongue is more cooperative. Is she a pain slut, too?”
Reluctantly, Dum stuck her tongue out. The pain was nothing to her. It was the sheer indignity of being pierced that she hated. When it was done her mistress said, “I gave you an F on your tongue. Know why? Because I’m going to fuck you every day. You’ll be my fuck toy and the others can be pain toys.”
After getting nipple clamps for April’s defiance, Cindy’s attention went back to the excruciating pain between her legs. She didn’t weigh that much, but still hurt more than she’d ever hurt before. Then her attention came off the pain again as the horse went down to the floor and she was on her toes again. Her arms came down and she stood flatfooted. As the rope around her wrist was untied, she sank to her knees and then lay down on her right side. She’d learned more about pain than she wanted to know. Her mistress had a humiliating video of her that she could take out anytime and watch. Just as she hoped it was over for now, her mistress put her on her back and put a spreader bar between her knees. When her ankles and wrists were cuffed together, she was on her back with her knees wide open, perfect access to her pussy. 
“You’re gonna want to be perfectly still for this, baby slut,” said Eliza. “Or else you’ll lose a body part that you don’t want to be without.” She reached between the little girl’s pussy lips and found her clit, rolled it between her thumb and forefinger, and teased it out to play a game it didn’t want to play. 
Cindy held her breath as her mistress approached her clit with a needle. Surely the woman wouldn’t dare stick that thing where it looked like it was going. As the needle got closer, she was torn between disbelief and horror. Both feelings made her want to hold very, very still. The disbelief vanished as the needle slid through the tender nub of skin, sending pain rippling through her body. She jerked, but that hurt way more than holding still. After the needle slid back out, Eliza put a ring in her clit. A couple of minutes later Cindy stopped screaming. She didn’t even remember starting. 
Eliza removed the spreader bar from Cindy’s knees and moved to Dee. After untying Dee’s knees and putting the spreader bar on, she fished for the 11-year-old’s clit as Dee begged her not to. It made her so excited to hear the little girl plead and offer up anything. Her slave didn’t understand that she would do anything even after the piercing. The mistress looked in Dee’s eyes and said, “That was fun. You scream the best.”
When it was Dum’s turn, Eliza left her slave in the stocks and just put on the spreader bar to make sure she had access. The angle was a little awkward, but she reached around and found the slippery clit. Dum gasped as her mistress fondled the hard button. She was already excited by a spanking and by the thought of how much this would hurt. The touch to her clit alone nearly made her cum. When the needle pressed through her clit, pain shot through her and she gasped from a quick little orgasm, impressing Eliza with the depth of her appreciation of pain. 
Maybe the preteens would get more piercings and tattoos later, but Eliza wanted to play with her little girls now. She tied them all the same, with only their wrists and elbows together behind their backs, naked and ungagged. Then she attached a little loop to the studs in their tongues, leaving a two inch string with a clip on the end hanging out of each mouth. She clipped a short string to each clit ring. Next, she stood Dee and Dum up facing each other and clipped the strings on their tongues to a small ring and the strings on their clits to another small ring, linking them together at tongue and clit. That was comfortable until she added Cindy to the pair, clipping her tongue and clit to the same rings. Hips and shoulders kept the three girls from pressing very close together, so their tongues and clits had some tension on them. 
Cindy was beginning to wonder if David would show up. The situation was getting desperate. She wasn’t certain how long it would take to find her or if he could. It wasn’t something they’d talked about. Perhaps he was even glad to be rid of his owner, but she had specifically said he was to protect her. If he really did belong to her and have to do everything she said, then he’d have to be looking for her. 
David was still looking for Cindy. He’d returned to the starting point and headed north. After half an hour, he felt her stronger. When he turned east, the feeling got even stronger. Using buses and cars headed in the right direction, he worked his way northeast, more east than north. 
The three girls faced each other as Eliza paced a circle around the outside, admiring cute bare bottoms and carrying a leather paddle. “Rule number one,” she said. “Never speak unless you’re answering a question directed to you.” She swatted a bare bottom. “Rule number two, when you do speak, call me mistress.” She swatted another bottom. “Rule number three, do what you’re told when you’re told without question,” she swatted the third bottom. “You are now nothing but slaves for my pleasure. I’ll play with you when I want and you’ll be happy when I play with you because there’s nothing else to do in your lives.” She swatted the red bottoms for a few more times. 
She ran her hands over the three preteen bodies as she imagined how thoroughly she could train three impressionable girls. She could watch them grow. She could hurt them all she wanted. The thoughts made her more and more excited. “Who wants to lick my pussy?” asked Eliza when she was ready. 
“Me, mithreth” said Dee as best she could with her tongue tied and stretched out of her mouth. 
Eliza was surprised at the answer to her rhetorical question. No slave had actually volunteered the first time around. There was usually some persuasion that needed to be done. She separated Dee from the trio. “You want to lick pussy?”
“Yes, mistress.”
“You gonna enjoy it?”
“No, mistress.”
“Then why do you want to.”
May was offering because she didn’t want her one true mistress to have to do it and she figured April didn’t want to. “Because I’m the best, mistress,” she said. 
“We’ll see,” said Eliza. She removed the strings from Dee’s tongue and clit and then spent a few minutes of hands on time, enjoying the firm young body on its own. The small tits were just barely budding and the hips were slender. There was no hair on the little girl’s pussy and she would enjoy that while she could. It wouldn’t be much longer before Dee lost the little girl look. Then she lay back with Dee between her thighs. 
Dee pressed her face to the woman’s pussy and ran her tongue up the slit, tasting the juices she and her sisters had earned with their suffering. Burrowing in with her nose and mouth, she parted the lips to get to the pink center and toy with the clit. She had been lying about one thing… she was enjoying the humiliating act of eating pussy with her sisters watching. 
She even made a point of being noisy as she ate out her temporary mistress. That was how she thought of the woman. She couldn’t quite figure out why Cindy wasn’t using her magic. She’d expected Cindy to subdue the woman when she first threatened to kidnap them. Then when she put Cindy on that horrible looking glass beam. Then when she pierced Cindy’s tongue. And then when she pierced Cindy’s clit. What was wrong with Cindy’s magic? She was counting on it coming back. All they had to do was delay their mistress. 
The sight of the little girl eating her out with enthusiasm and the obscene sounds that she made fed Eliza’s arousal. She’d only recently had her first encounter with a preteen, three of them then, but they were a little older. The beautiful 11-year-old was incredible in sight and sound. She imagined the twins together between her legs and the 9-year-old, so defiant, as she submitted to her body and soul. 
Despite the erotic sight and sound, Eliza decided that Dee had either lied about being the best or none of the three knew a damn thing about pussy licking. The girl didn’t even seem to know where a clit was. All her enthusiasm was aimed at sucking up juices. It never occurred to her that Dee was just screwing around to tease her mistress and delay future abuse a little longer. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 18
(Fg, bdsm, d/s, humil, oral, spank)
May felt a little put out that April had an orgasm. Eating the woman’s pussy might have been humiliating enough to get her off, too, but she was doing a job that she’d selected for herself. She ate pussy so Cindy wouldn’t have to. She had no desire for revenge, the satisfaction of seeing her mistress reduced to her own level. Quite the opposite. She wanted her mistress above her. She wanted to know that she’d surrendered and submitted to someone worth it. Of course, she didn’t have that conscious thought. All she knew consciously was that she didn’t want Cindy being forced to eat pussy if she could help it. 
After muddling about in the temp’s pussy for 15 minutes, it looked like she would have to finish it off. The woman looked like she was getting frustrated at being taken close to an orgasm only to have it fade away. May decided this time she’d have to make the temp cum. Again she worked on the clit until her victim’s breathing changed and she looked like she might explode if it didn’t happen this time. Then she assaulted her victim’s clit will all her intensity, taking the woman to a glorious orgasm. Afterwards, she casually licked the slit to clean up the juices that continued to seep out. 
Graced with a tremendous orgasm, Eliza had to change her opinion of her slave. The girl had not only teased her exquisitely, she hadn’t suspected what was going on until the last few seconds when Dee showed her true talent. With the talented tongue still stroking her outer lips, Eliza realized she was famished. 
She dressed to go upstairs, but before Eliza left to fix lunch, she decided baby slut needed a lesson on her new position. She pulled Dee over to the other two girls who were still linked at tongue and clit. Eliza unhooked baby slut and Dum from the rings. She put a 2 inch chain between the twins’ clits, securing each end of the chain to a clit with an alligator clamp that made the pair gasp in pain. Then she forced baby slut to her knees and connected the little slave’s tongue to the chain. It left the defiant little girl kneeling with her face nearly pressed into the twins’ pussies. Seeing the look of disgust on baby slut’s face, she said, “Get used to it, baby slut. I think I’ll have you eat them both when I get back.”
Leaving her new slaves in the basement she went up to fix herself lunch. “Maybe I’ll feed my slaves,” she said as she left. “If I remember.” Climbing the steps, she punched in the code to open the door and then locked it from the outside. With the door bolt locked, even someone who knew the code couldn’t possibly escape. She hadn’t decided yet if she would feed her slaves lunch. Perhaps she’d feed Dee since that slave was so cooperative. The others could learn a few things from their cooperative sister. 
Cindy chafed at the woman’s attitude. She wanted to teach Eliza her place, not have Eliza do that to her. Kneeling with her tongue and face in her slaves’ pussies was humiliating, but the idea of being forced to go down on the twins was even worse. She didn’t think she could live that down. Luckily, she wouldn’t have to. 
When David arrived at the cabin after four hours of searching, he felt his owner under his feet. Using his ghostly talents, he sank through the floor and saw Cindy. “Princess,” he called out. “I’m sorry it took me so long. Are you all right?” He came to her quickly and undid the clamp on her tongue before untying her arms. 
The twins saw Cindy finally using their magic and sighed in relief. “What were you waiting for, Your Highness?” asked May. 
“I’ll tell you later,” said Cindy. She had no idea how to explain this to the twins. She had to think of something before she could explain why she’d accepted the pain and humiliation for several hours. Talking as if telling the twins her plans, she told David what she expected. 
Eliza was halfway through her sandwich when the trapdoor to the basement sprang open with a bang. She jumped at the sound and stared at the door. There was no doubt in her mind that the door had been bolt locked from the outside. Opening the door from the basement just wasn’t possible. Tied as they were, she didn’t think the trio could even climb the stairs. But she was for sure going to teach those girls a lesson if they had somehow managed it. 
Coming down the steps, she saw Cindy standing calmly and regally awaiting her. The look on Cindy’s face was boredom, as if she didn’t care that her “mistress” was coming to teach her a lesson. On either side of the 9-year-old, the twins knelt with satisfied smiles, looking forward to their revenge. Combined with the fact that the three were completely unfettered… no clips on clits and no ropes on arms… Eliza paused as she tried to imagine how they’d gotten free and what they were up to with a total lack of fear or even respect for her. Subduing the three girls now that they were free would be a challenge, but she had to do it. Collecting handcuffs so she could quickly put them under control, she advanced on the three. 
Expecting the three girls to attempt to overpower her, Eliza was surprised that they stayed in position as she rushed them. Then she just stopped just feet short of her goal as if she’d run into an invisible spider web. She struggled against the forces that held her back and the twins just looked up at their one true mistress with big smiles. If she was surprised at their calm demeanor, Eliza was absolutely shocked as she realized this was all going according to plan. Not her plan, but Cindy’s plan. And the twins didn’t think it odd… were even happy… that she was caught and unable to escape. 
“Now some rope,” said Cindy with a wave of her hand. She’d seen the amusement in Eliza’s eyes as the woman had tried to dominate her and now she sent that same message of amusement while her new slave watched in utter disbelief as the rope went behind her and tied her wrists together with her palms touching. A second rope wrapped around the slave’s wrists and wound up her forearms, pulling tight until her elbows touched and she cried out in pain. 
“I don’t… bend… that way,” grunted Eliza. “Don’t… my shoulders.”
“Yeah and the freaking glass thing felt good on my pussy,” said Cindy, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Payback time and I’m collecting way more than you want to give. Jesus,” she added with disappointment, “took you longer than that to make me cry.” Indeed, the slave’s eyes brimmed with pain induced tears that pooled briefly and then ran down her cheeks. Cindy finished by tying her slave’s knees and ankles. Holding out a ball gag, she said, “Open wide for your new mistress.” She wasn’t surprised that Eliza didn’t open. She’d chosen words that she thought would strengthen her slave’s resolve. While she wanted Eliza to submit, she didn’t want it to happen too quickly. 
Straddling the helpless woman, Cindy raised a hand as if to slap her slave, but instead she said, “I’d slap you, but it would probably hurt my hand. I have much better ideas that won’t hurt me a bit.” She’d already seen some piercings on Eliza. It only made sense that the woman would practice her own art on herself. She had rings in her nipples, a stud in the side of her nose, a ring off center in her lower lip, a stud in her belly button, and a single ring in her left pussy lip, not to mention pierced ears. Picking up the very knife that had been used to cut her clothes off, Cindy slit Eliza’s shirt up the middle and down both sleeves and then removed it. Three quick cuts and her bra came off to expose her full, round tits. It took her a couple of minutes to cut of Eliza’s pants and panties, being careful not to draw blood as her slave looked terrified that might happen. 
Once her slave was naked, Cindy personally threaded a rope through the nipple rings and then her magic pulled the rope up and up until it was taut and then higher until Eliza was arched up off the floor to save her nipples… her head, hands, and heels the only thing that touched. Cindy held out the ball gag. “I’d give you 30 seconds before your nipples pull right off.” Apparently Eliza agreed because her mouth opened to accept the gag. In return, Cindy lowered her. She didn’t want Eliza’s nipple rings torn out. They’d come in handy in the future. 
Satisfied that she had Eliza bound the way she wanted for now, she moved from straddling her slave to kneeling beside her. “If you’re gonna play with the big girls, you gotta learn the rules,” she said. It was something she’d heard before, but it felt particularly good for the 9-year-old to say to the adult. “I let you have a little time child molesting and now I’m taking a lot of time for adult molesting.”
Cupping Eliza’s tits, she said, “I’m glad you enjoyed the orgasm you had for me. Kitty just gave you the last orgasm you’ll ever get. I’m going to lock you away where nobody will find you. My precious slaves get fed three meals a day. Maybe I’ll feed my other slave. If I remember.” Yeah, tossing the bitch’s words back at her was a lot of fun. 
“Now, as for your three rules,” Cindy paused as she recalled those rules and her modifications to them. “Rule number one, never think. Rule number two, when you do think, call me mistress in your mind. Rule number three, do what I want before I even tell you. You are now nothing but a slave for my pleasure. I’ll play with you when I want and you’ll be happy when I play with you because there’s nothing else to do in your life.” She looked back at the twins as she added, “With them to play with, why would I bother to play with you at all? Maybe I’ll just lock you in a box for days at a time.”
She looked sharply at Eliza. “I said when you think, call me mistress in your mind.” She waved her hand and the rope pulled her nipples up in the air again until the woman was again precariously perched on head, hands, and heels. “Mistress, mistress, mistress,” said Cindy. She could look into her slave’s eyes and see her frantically agreeing. A wave of her hand brought the slave down and another took her right back up again. Cindy peered into her eyes. The poor slave had to be screaming out mistress, mistress, mistress in her mind. “That’s better,” said the 9-year-old, letting her down again. 
Though she planned to take Eliza back home as her slave, Cindy wanted to play just a little first. She gathered some needles from Eliza’s kit and brought them over. Her slave squirmed and moaned in despair as she realized that being naked, bound, and helpless in the room with a confident, vengeful 9-year-old with needles was not going to be the best memory of her life. 
Finding Eliza’s clit, Cindy said, “I wonder why you never pierced your own. Maybe because it hurts?” She put a needle to her slave’s tender clit and pushed the needle through. From the sounds that the slave made, she knew she was right. It did hurt. Finding a ring, Cindy put that through Eliza’s clit. Now she could pull her slave up by her clit or her nipples. 
Leaving Eliza tied for now, Cindy removed the stud in her own tongue and clit. The fresh piercings would heal, but she decided the twins would keep theirs. She had planned on their tongues being pierced and the pierced clits offered an interesting possibility. However, before they left she took out the D in May’s tongue and the F in April’s and replaced them with gold balls. “For my sweeties,” she said as if they should consider a tongue piercing with a gold stud and ball as a gift.  
Then she was ready to leave. “Go find me a jacket. We’re going home,” Cindy told the twins. 
As the twins scampered upstairs, Cindy started untying Eliza. “You’re going to drive us home and I need you free for that. If you try anything, it won’t work. I’ll use my magic and you’ll be tied up all over again. Then I’ll hoist you in the air by your clit.”
By the time Eliza was untied, the twins were back with a jacket. She put the jacket on and they all went upstairs. During the drive back to their house, the three girls rode in the back of the van, a little more comfortable than the first trip. Eliza sat in the driver’s seat naked, thoroughly embarrassed as anyone could see in and see her naked. With something wrapped around her waist and another something occasionally tweaking a nipple, she didn’t dare challenge Cindy’s magic. The worst part was whenever a truck passed, her hand came up with a will of its own and waved. If the driver missed that, the van’s horn honked. 
Cindy directed Eliza to pull into the parking lot of a park five minutes from home. She didn’t want the van at the house. Then they all got out, the twins and Eliza blushing with humiliation as they stood naked (but invisible) in the parking lot. On the walk to the house, it took them a couple of minutes to realize no one could see them. No one that is, until David let go of Eliza in front of a couple out for a walk. By then Eliza was comfortable being naked until the couple looked directly at her. “Do you need help?” asked the woman. Abruptly Eliza covered herself, horrified and humiliated. Then the couple was staring at empty space. “Did you see that?” the woman asked her husband as Cindy just laughed. 
As three boys rode toward them on bicycles, Eliza again felt their eyes on her, but this time her hands were restrained behind her back. As the three bikes skidded to a halt just feet in front of Eliza, Cindy asked April and May if they knew the boys. They both shook their head and the next thing they knew, the boys’ eyes had turned to them. “Can they…?” asked May. “Yeah, they can,” said April, looking for a bush to hide behind. 
“Relax, April,” said Cindy. “They can’t see you.” She stepped close to May who was still standing transfixed, 30 feet from the boys. “Who wants to cum right now? Who is so excited she can hardly stand it?” 
May didn’t move. “Don’t, Your Highness,” she said. It was clear that she’d cum at the slightest touch. She just didn’t want to cum. It wasn’t Cindy or Jack-Jack. It was boys. 
April was more agitated than May. It was her decided opinion that anyone staring at May naked might as well be staring at her. If these boys saw her somewhere else, they’d think it was her they’d gawked at. “Stop it, Your Highness,” she begged. “Make her go invisible right now and I’ll lick your pussy. Right here.”
“I’ll make her invisible if you go kiss one of the boys,” said Cindy. “I’ll leave you invisible. He’ll just feel your lips on his.”
Desperate as she was, April dashed toward the boys. Cindy made May invisible and the boys’ attention returned to Eliza. Cindy watched as April raced up to the cutest of the boys. On the short run there, April decided that Cindy had insisted on tongue enough times between her and May that was the requirement. There was just one problem with Cindy’s plan. David stretched as much as he could, but for the last five feet he couldn’t reach and when he let go, April was in plain sight. It sure looked to April like they could see her as she pressed her lips to the boy’s lips and pushed her tongue into the surprised mouth, blushing as she did. She broke the kiss and looked into eyes that looked back at her. “He can see me,” she shrieked and ran back toward Cindy, vanishing as she ran. 
“Holy cow, April, that was hot,” laughed Cindy. “They’ll have a story to tell their friends. You appear naked here, disappear, reappear in front of them and kiss him, and then vanish again. You’ll be his dream girl forever. I think they saw every inch of your body, front and rear.” Best of all was April’s bright red face and the look she gave her mistress. The look said how upset she was at being humiliated while her silence spoke of her submission. 
April was surprised that she felt happy about what had just happened. Sure she was humiliated and hoped to never see any of those boys again. But Cindy had enjoyed the game. Her mistress had laughed and smile, obviously pleased. Best of all, Cindy had called her the boys’ dream girl. It sound like Cindy was proud of her. Proud of her slave. 
Collecting Eliza, Cindy made it home with her three slaves and no more opportunities to embarrass them. The garage door opened by magic and they went in. As the door shut behind them, Cindy said to the twins. “It’s late. The whole day was shot by her. You’re free for the day because I don’t have time to do anything.” At least she didn’t have the time to do what she had planned and she had to deal with her new slave. 
Against her will, Eliza walked, sometimes being pushed, up to Cindy’s room. Once there, Cindy tied Eliza’s arms behind her back. “I thought you’d let me go. What are you going to do with me?” protested Eliza. Cindy acted as if nothing had been said. Her slave’s protests carried no weight, not to mention that her slave had been told never to talk again. The box that April had spent time in appeared and David forced Eliza in. Frightened of the confinement, especially at the hands of the preteen, Eliza fought and argued, but it was to no avail. Bigger than April, once she was in the box, Eliza found the box a very tight fit as she knelt on her hands and knees with her head through the stocks. By then she was pleading for release. 
“Hope I don’t forget your dinner, bitch,” said Cindy as David shut and locked the lid and then made the box go to wherever he kept it. Eliza had literally vanished off the face of the earth. Cindy didn’t really plan on forgetting Eliza’s dinner. The woman would be in solitary confinement until then and then again all night long. Maybe for the rest of her life, taken out to play on occasions so rare that she’d beg to do it again.
Cindy had everything straightened out by the time her mom got home so there was nothing out of the ordinary to arouse her suspicions. She called Jack-Jack to apologize and said she’d forgotten about a dentist appointment that her mom had taken them all to. 
Inside the box, Eliza was concerned about just what her new little mistress could and would do and was angry and frustrated at her confinement. For a moment there was light seeping in through the edges of the crate and then suddenly blackness the likes of which she’d never experienced before. If she’d been blindfolded, put in an airtight safe, and dropped to the bottom of the ocean it couldn’t have been any darker. It was unnerving and immediately made her uneasy as she wondered where on earth she was. The uneasiness lasted for half an hour until she felt fear itself wandering outside the box. That was what it felt like anyway. A physical presence of fear that made her more frightened than she’d ever been. Frozen in panic, she tried to slow and quiet her breathing so fear wouldn’t know she was inside. Then it scratched at the box and she heard snuffling noises. Unable to restrain herself, she started screaming. She pounded against the sides of the box, trying desperately to yank her head out of the stocks. 
After dinner, Cindy gathered up leftovers to feed her slave and took them up to her room. She had David bring back the box and when he opened it, the box was empty. “What happened, David?” she asked, angry that Eliza could have escaped from the locked box. “Where is she?”
Being a ghost, David was normally pale, but he turned white as he stared at the box and then at Cindy. “Princess,” he said, unable to meet her gaze. He looked shocked and frightened as he said, “I didn’t think it could get her out.”
“What could get her out?”
“I don’t know what it is, but it’s in there… where I put the box. Where I hide stuff. I’ve never put a person in there before.”
“But, where’s she gone? I don’t want her to escape. Don’t tell me she got free.”
“She didn’t get free, princess,” David assured her. “She just has a new mistress.” And her mistress’ name is Fear. “She won’t get out and we won’t ever see her again.”
Cindy stared at David as the implication of that sank in. She’d made Eliza vanish off the face of the earth and not just temporarily. The slave was now in another place, a place she could tell frightened even David. “David,” she said in a hushed voice. “I was thinking about putting April there sometime. Just for fun.” As much as she used to hate her stepsisters, she had grown fond of them now that they were well trained slaves. Having April vanish forever and knowing it was her fault would have been devastating. “Well, at least she’s being punished,” she said of Eliza’s fate. That was all she wanted for the woman that had kidnapped her and her slaves. 
“Indeed,” agreed David, relieved that Cindy didn’t realize how horrible Eliza’s fate really was. 
After returning the food to the kitchen, Cindy went back to her room with David. She’d had a chance to think about the day and especially about David’s rescue. The few hours as a slave had been painful, humiliating, and scary. What if David hadn’t come for her? But he had. Taking off her clothes, she let his tentacles and his hands wrap around her and caress her. Tonight he could have what he wanted. He’d earned her gratitude and she trusted him more than anything. For a girl who’d learned to mistrust everything, he had made a difference to her. “David,” she said after many minutes of being his and his alone, “if you could have anything you wanted, what would it be? I’ll let you have it.”
“Princess, I’ve already got what I want. You.” His hands and tentacles stopped moving and just hugged her tighter. “I hated it when you told me you owned me and I knew it was true. But having you own me… having somebody who cares about me for what I am… that’s what I wanted.” Not to mention the fact that he’d been slowly seducing her to be his willing sex partner. 
“That’s sweet, David,” she said, snuggling against him. “But I want to reward you somehow for what you did today. Something special.”
David thought for a moment and then said, “I want Melanie.”
“Melanie? My Melanie?” Cindy was a little amazed at his request. “What does that mean?” So he explained what he meant and she looked at him with a new appreciation. “And two hours a day is all you need?”  His plan sounded like so much fun that it was perfect for his reward. She’d enjoy it, too. 
“Yes, princess, two hours a day at the most. Usually I’ll just do things at night and you won’t even miss me.”
“Then you can start tonight,” she told him. “When you do stuff during the day, I’d like to be there.” She stroked one of his tentacles and licked the tip. Such devilish plans. 
“I want to suck one of these tonight, but first let’s put the twins to bed.” 
She slipped on pajamas and found the twins brushing their teeth for bed. They were not surprised to see her. “Do you need more time to get ready for bed?” she asked them. 
“A few minutes, Your Highness,” said April. “I gotta pee and wash up.”
“Me too, Your Highness,” said May. 
“Five minutes,” said Cindy. “I’ll be back and you will be naked and in bed.” She left them alone and returned at the set time. They were in bed just as she’d ordered. In fact, May was lying with her head toward the foot and April toward the head as she’d leashed them before. 
“That’s right,” said Cindy. “But no leash tonight.” After ropes tied the twins’ arms behind their backs, she answered the question that May had asked earlier. “I didn’t know that woman would try to kidnap us, but when I realized what she was going to do, I decided to let her. I sorta wanted to see what it’s like to be a slave and now I know I don’t like it. Just like she didn’t care if I liked it or not, I don’t care if you do. You’re just slaves.” She knew her slaves were learning to like it, not that they’d admit to that. 
She caressed May’s face and May nuzzled against her hand. “I know what you did for me today, sweetie.” Then she caressed April’s face, “And you, too, sweetie.” April’s reaction was more surprise than appreciation of the gentle touch. She wondered what she’d done. Cindy explained, “You two were loyal and you picked me over her. I could tell.” 
With that said, she held out two strings each four inches long with a clip at one end and a loop at the other. “Tongue out, April,” she said and then looped an end of one string around the stud in her tongue. “May,” she said and looped the stud in May’s tongue. “Now for the fun part,” said Cindy. “April, put your face in May’s pussy.” When April was in position, Cindy clipped the string from April’s tongue to May’s clit ring. By default, May’s head was in the same position and she found her tongue tied to April’s clit. 
When the twins whined at their predicament, wondering how they could sleep so intimately bound, Cindy said, “Look on the bright side. I can’t expect you not to lick each other, can I?”
Just to be clear, she added, “Do get some sleep, though. I do expect breakfast as usual.”
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It was early morning when David left Cindy alone to go to Melanie’s bedroom for his first session with her. Before he left, he padlocked Cindy’s door shut so there would be no intrusion while he was gone. After what happened the previous day, he wasn’t taking any chances with her safety. 
Over 200 years ago, David had contracted scarlet fever, one of many victims of the epidemic that struck when he was almost in his teens. Falling into a coma, he’d been mistaken for dead and in the haste to dispose of the contagion, he’d been buried alive. He might have died anyway from the disease, but it was ensured when he awoke and spent his last six hours trying to claw himself through the wooden casket, not to mention six feet of earth. That was the sort of thing that tortured a soul enough to force it to roam the earth for eternity. 
For the first 27 years, he’d been alone, haunting a small patch of ground that he owned or that owned him. Then a house was built and he made his first friend since his death. It was hardly a relationship with the girl close to his own age. She knew of his existence and tolerated him for the two years before she married and left. He expanded to meet her three younger sisters, discovering that the youngest was most open to his friendship, talking to him as if he was real and calling him Boy, nothing more. The house was torn down twice and rebuilt each time. Once there was a difficult 17 year span with no girls in the house, just a woman who feared him instead of accepting him. Boys tolerated him briefly, never allowing a bond between them. Over two centuries he’d been tied to the house on that property and learned that the younger the girl was when he met her, the more fulfilling the friendship, though even those bonds broke in the end. They’d leave and he couldn’t. 
The closest bond ever was with the girl before Cindy. Debbie had awakened sexual feelings and helped him break the tie that kept him in the house. It was the best thing that had happened to David, but bad news for Debbie. Desiring her and being able to follow her anywhere, he felt he owned her and treated her accordingly until she’d simply become annoying. Taking advantage of his freedom to roam, he left Debbie and found Cindy. Owning him, she provided more stability than he’d ever felt, an anchor to a home that he needed, which meant he could now explore other possibilities. After 200 years of depending on young girls to be his friends, companions, and a link to sanity, he could now treat at least some of them as toys. So, when Cindy “gave” him Melanie, the unfortunate 9-year-old became the first girl he didn’t need to like him. 
Slipping into Melanie’s room, he made his presence felt in the subtle way that he could, making her feel more safe, secure, and warm than she’d ever felt before. He slowly pulled back the covers of her bed, confident that the warmth he projected was not just a feeling in her mind, but enough to keep her warm without sheets or blankets. His touch was like the whisper of the wind as he removed her pajama bottoms to expose her puffy, bare pussy. He removed the top of her pajamas, admiring her naked in the dim light of her night light. If anything, the faint light and shadows made her look sexier. 
Once she was naked, he released a scent into the room, right under her nose so it would be most effective. The scent would be his scent, what she associated with him. It was a powerful aphrodisiac. A few minutes later, her hands started caressing her body, seeking places that felt the best. He was watching her first sexual thoughts arise and her first arousal. With soft sighs, she explored, finding her nipples and pussy. She woke up, consciously attending to her new feelings. Her legs parted slightly and her curious fingers danced across her clit, turning the sighs to moans and bringing life to her hips. He watched transfixed as she fingered herself and then rolled to her tummy, pulling her knees up under her body. One hand continued in her pussy while the other massaged her chest. It was an incredible sight as her damp pussy peeked between her slender, muscular thighs. Her fingers, tentative at first, slowly determined their purpose until they were rapidly rubbing her cleft. 
Then he let out a low growl that made her freeze and cock her head as she tried to define the sound. She looked around the room, her eyes accustomed to the dark enough that she could make out the furniture, but there was no one there to make the sound. “I’m watching you,” he said, nearly a whisper, so she could think it just her imagination. 
Nearly ready to cum, she gave a little squeak of fright as she jumped at the voice. Then she curled up and pulled the blankets completely over her head. Trembling, she poked her head out from under the blanket and saw no one. Except every shadow looked suspect. Something was in her room. Too spooked to even call for help lest the something would find her, she started crying softly. Many minutes went by and nothing happened. As she calmed, she was confused about why her pajamas were off and slowly pulled them back on. Ironically, it was only when the irrational fear of the unknown had passed that she dared scream out, “Mom! Mom!”
While mom soothed her and comforted her, Melanie couldn’t tell the whole story about her being naked and touching herself. It even seemed silly now to say that she’d heard noises and felt something in her room. So, she was quickly convinced it was just a bad dream... just her imagination. By then David was gone. 
The twins were usually awakened and untied by Cindy’s magic, but Tuesday morning it was their stepmother who woke them by caressing their angelic faces. They managed to roll slightly to peek up at their mom and blushed when they saw her and where she was looking. April’s tongue was nearly between May’s pussy lips, but May’s tongue was inside her mouth, pulling April’s clit ring out of her pussy and making it fully visible including a trace of the pink nub it pierced. “Did you girls have a good night last night?”
April shook her head while May nodded. Then April nodded slowly. “Doan tell Thindy,” said May. 
“Don’t tell Cindy what?” asked mom, wondering just what part of this was a secret to their mistress. “I assume she knows the position you are in and I suspect she has an idea that you had a good time.”
“Yeth, mom,” said May and April echoed her agreement. 
Rose leaned close and inspected the fresh piercings. It was obvious to her that Cindy had not done them. The studs and rings were of good quality, lowering the risk of infection. It wasn’t so much that she approved of her daughter doing this without her permission as it was that she was pleased that it at least had been done right. Looking back, she realized she’d left this opening for Cindy. Not intentionally. If she’d considered that Cindy could find a professional to do this job on 11-year-olds she’d have worded her ban on piercing differently. 
“Have a nice day,” said mom, leaving the astonished and embarrassed twins exactly as she’d found them. 
Likewise, it wasn’t David that woke up Cindy to tell her breakfast was ready. “Young lady,” said her mom. “Just where did you find someone who would pierce the twins?”
It had actually taken her mom longer than she expected to discover the piercings. “Do I have to tell?” asked Cindy. She didn’t want to get into who had done it because that could lead to where is she now.
“I want to know how a 9-year-old finds a professional who will pierce 11-year-olds’ clitorises. Especially considering that you only had since last Friday to plan it.”
“David knew somebody,” said Cindy. 
“David’s done this before?” insisted Rose. 
“I guess so. Yeah,” said Cindy. “Another girl before I found him.”
“I see. Let me make this more clear. You are to ask me before doing something like this. My answer must be yes for you to do it. I know I said you couldn’t do it yourself, but I also meant don’t do it at all.”
“Yes, mom,” said Cindy. She distinctly noticed that her mom hadn’t said the rings and all had to come out. 
“As for your punishment,” said her mom, hesitating to let that sink in to her errant daughter. “You will get the same piercings from the same person.”
Cindy smirked and then broke into a big grin. “Already done that,” she said. “I just didn’t leave anything in so it will heal.” She stuck out her tongue to show the unhealed puncture. “Wanna see here?” she asked, pointing at her crotch. 
“Now why would you get that done to yourself?” asked the surprised mom. 
“To see what it felt like,” lied Cindy. She’d thought about these questions already. While she’d hoped to sneak her own piercings by her mom, they’d turned into an advantage. 
Rose was quite impressed with Cindy’s decision to be pierced. “That’s exactly why a mistress does things she expects of her slaves. Not everything, but enough to understand what she’s doing to her slaves.” She hugged her daughter. “I’m very pleased that you got yourself pierced.” Then she added sternly. “Which does not mean you can do something like that again without permission. Next time I’ll find a punishment you haven’t already done.”
As soon as mom left, David untied the twins so they could fix breakfast. Donning their costumes they went downstairs with a feeling that things had changed. They’d been good girls yesterday and Cindy would be treating them much better from now on. When Cindy came for breakfast, they knelt and said, “Good morning, Your Highness.” 
“Mom likes your piercings,” said Cindy. “So now I figure I can do just about anything I want to you and she’ll like it. What do you think?”
“Yes, Your Highness,” they had to agree, seeing their hopes for better treatment dashed. 
When she was done with her breakfast, Cindy tied May to a chair with her hands behind her. “The two of you now have 15 minutes to cook, eat, and clean up. April, you may not untie her.” She left them to figure out how to do all that. 
April quickly scrambled some eggs and fixed two pieces of toast. They normally took about 10 minutes have breakfast so they could have the second 10 minutes to pee outside and wash up. April wasn’t sure the extra 5 minutes would be enough if May wasn’t helping, so she hurriedly buttered the toast and then set a plate of eggs and toast in front of May and one for her. She took off May’s kitty mask and pushed May closer to the table so she could lean forward and reach the plate. It would be messy but at least she’d given May plenty of time to eat off her plate. 
May took one look at the plate as April sat down to eat. Outraged that April expected her to eat like an animal, she said, “April! You could feed me.”
April blushed that she hadn’t thought of that. Cindy had made them both eat without hands before, so that was just what had popped into her head. “She didn’t say I couldn’t, did she?” she said. She fed a forkful of eggs to May and then took a bite of her own. Alternating between her sister and herself, April managed to clean the plates in just a few minutes. Then she washed the dishes and was finished with 2 minutes to spare. 
Checking the clock, she leaned close to May and said, “You look hot like that. Sorry, but you do.” Then she kissed her twin, getting May’s full cooperation. 
At the end of 15 minutes, Cindy came back to the kitchen. April knelt beside May’s chair. Cindy looked down at April as she said, “So, if she looks hot like that, then you know that you look hot, too. That’s why I like to keep my pets tied up.” April turned bright red as it was obvious Cindy had overheard her remark. Then she remembered Cindy could be invisible anytime she wanted. Cindy turned her attention to May as she observed, “And I see kitty likes being kissed by doggy.” The remark had the desired effect, earning a pretty blush from May. 
The little mistress was quite pleased with how her pets were behaving or else she might have prevented them from kissing or punished them for it. She walked around the kitchen as she usually did to make sure it was clean and this time she discovered it wasn’t as clean as she expected. “Doggy,” she said. “Come here.” When April came to stand by her at the stove, Cindy pointed at grease spots between the burners. “You had time to kiss kitty, but not to clean the stove?”
“No, Your Highness,” said April, cringing. “I mean… I only kissed her because I thought I was done. I missed that.”
“Obviously,” said Cindy. “Clean it up.” While April wiped off the stove, Cindy untied May. Then she tied April’s hands behind her. “Kitty, you have 10 minutes to get ready for me. Doggy, you stand on the chair for 8 minutes and then go outside and pee. Nothing more.” She waited for doggy to climb up on the chair before she stomped out of the room. 
Ten minutes later, not a minute early as usual, the twins came to their mistress. “Punishment is over,” said Cindy. “What we’re going to do now was planned for this morning.” She removed their masks and tied April’s elbows together, then May’s wrists and elbows. Using an 18 inch string, she tied one end to the gold ball in May’s tongue and the other end to April’s. Then she tied a rope to the center of the string. Even as the rope went into the air and ran through a ring on the ceiling, the twins didn’t guess what was about to happen. The end of the rope went up until the string was taut. Then it went up more. 
“Hunh?” said April. 
“Uh uh,” said May. Their heads tilted back to keep the string from pulling their tongues out. When they were staring at the ceiling, they rose up on their toes. When they were on their tiptoes, their tongues came out of their mouths. They were pressed together, hip to hip, tit to tit, and chin to chin on their toes with their tongues extended and no more options. 
With the twins helpless and whining in desperation, Cindy paced a circle around them twice before stopping behind April and running her fingers lightly up her slave from the back of her knees to her bare bottom. “You called me a dyke a couple of days ago and now I think you’re one. You’ve eaten so much pussy that you love it now. How many times did you make May cum last night? How does it make you feel to know your dyke little sister is getting hot by watching you and touching you? Wonder if May’s getting jealous that I can touch you anywhere?” She reached around and put her hands on April’s tummy. With May pressed against April, both twins knew where Cindy’s hands were. Running her hands up to cup April’s tits, she said, “These are my tits. I own them. I let May play with them sometimes. And this is my pussy,” she added as her hand went there, rubbing her helpless slave’s clit. May couldn’t feel that, but from the sounds April made it was obvious where Cindy was touching her. “So sexy. So beautiful. So hot. I love owning my big sisters.” She paused and ran her hands slowly over April’s body again. “And I know you love being owned by your little sister.”
There was no argument from either of her slaves. They were in no position to discuss their slavery with their mistress. Dancing on their toes nervously, they knew she was right. “I think May’s upset that I’m touching you, April. Like maybe she thinks you belong to her. And maybe you think she belongs to you. You both belong to me and you play with each other when I let you. So, maybe she’s upset that I’m not touching her.”
The little mistress shifted from April to May, caressing her other slave. “So May, is this what you wanted? You wanted to take my hands off April? You wanted me to touch you? You wanted to know that you’re sexy and beautiful and hot? I can’t tell you how hot it looks to see you up on your toes… how hot it is to hear you whimper and whine… awww, does it hurt? I’m so hot watching you do nothing but hang here for me.”
Stepping away from May, Cindy circled them again, touching them a random intervals and random places. “Can you believe that this might be your favorite position of the morning? Huh? Ooo, what else does your little sister have planned that is worse than this? What can you do to talk her out of it? Maybe beg for mercy. Maybe beg to use your tongue on her pussy. Maybe beg to eat your twin… on the front lawn. Go ahead, give it a try.”
The twins immediately began begging though it was mostly incoherent. Cindy didn’t care what they begged for, she wasn’t going to take it easy on them this morning. They’d been good, but yesterday had been wasted. She’d gone three days without getting to torment her slaves. She’d seen her parents just ignore Veronica when she was in the same position, but Cindy couldn’t bring herself to do the same to the twins. They were everything she said, sexy, beautiful, and hot. Too exciting to ignore. 
When they’d been hanging by their tongues for a mere five minutes, Cindy reached between their legs and put a finger to each clit, gently massaging it. “I think I’d like to see you cum while you’re trying to lick the ceiling. I want you to feel sexy and hot when you’re helpless and hurting. Maybe someday you’ll beg to hang by your tongues.” She played with them for a few more seconds. “April, I know you’re getting all hot and excited. You like this. Hurts so good, huh? You gonna cum for me? Cum and show May how it’s done?” But Cindy knew how to get May, too. “May, I think you’re gonna cum, too. Aren’t you? How freaking embarrassing is it to be up on your toes, looking sexy and helpless for me? Rubbing against April. How freaking embarrassing to break down and cum while you hurt so bad? Jeez, think about it, May. How freaking embarrassing to become a pain slut like April. Ooo, hurt me, Cindy, so I can cum.”
Too bad for the twins that Cindy just kept slowly circling their clits, tantalizing but not nearly enough to let them cum. She kept that up for a couple of minutes as their begging went from incoherent back to unintelligible whines, increasing in insistency as she toyed with them. Mom had set a time limit of 10 minutes on hanging by their tongues and she planned to stick to that. No sense in pulling the studs right out of their tongues. “You know what would be even more painful, April? And more humiliating for you, May? If you were to hang there and let me play with you, dancing around on your toes, begging to cum… and then I just stop.” She pulled her fingers away. There was one minute left. The twins squealed in frustration. 
“Got my fingers all messy,” she said. Then she wiped her fingers on the extended tongues. “My slaves not only look sexy, they sound so sexy when they need to cum.” Keeping an eye on her watch, she had David lower them precisely at 10 minutes. The process was the reverse as their tongues finally relaxed from the strain, they stood flatfooted, and then their heads came down from the tilted position. She untied the string from their studs and took them to their room where the modified chairs awaited them. 
Cindy removed their tails, lubed their assholes with their own juices, and then told them to sit on the metal rods that stuck straight up from their chairs. The dildo that had been in place the last time was gone. The first time they’d done this, they had their arms to work with, but this time Cindy left their arms tied behind their backs. Very carefully her slaves lined their asses up with the steel rod and slid down on it. With sick looks on their faces, they felt the ball inside them inflate and then they were stuck like that until Cindy was done with them. So far, however, this position was not as painful as hanging by their tongues. Remembering the suggestion that each position would be worse, they watched warily as Cindy attached three pairs of alligator clamps to each of them – one pair on their pussy lips and a pair on each of their tits, with a clamp right on their tender nipples and a second one an inch away. The wires ran to scary looking electrical boxes and Cindy had a control for each of the boxes in her hands. 
“We’re gonna play Electric Jeopardy,” said Cindy with a smile. “I give you an answer and you give me a question. You’ll have five seconds. I’ll let you know if the question is wrong. Just so you know, this is how I’ll tell you it’s wrong.” She pushed a button on April’s box and April yelped as electricity shot through her pussy. “Look like fun, May?” she asked and then she pushed May’s button, earning a similar yelp from May. 
“April, the first answer is Marie.”
“Who is… um… the woman that makes pies… Callender?”
“May, you can’t use the same question. Your answer is Marie.”
“Umm… who… who is Donnie Osmond’s sister?”
“April. Marie.”
“Huh?” said April, surprised to be getting the same one again. “Who… who… ummm…” She stared blankly at Cindy. “Oh, God, no.” Cindy pushed the button, longer than the sample and April screamed. 
Cindy looked at May and said, “Marie.”
The game just didn’t seem fair and, of course, it wasn’t. May tried to think of another Marie, but all she could think of was Cindy would keep asking the same question until they ran out of responses and they’d already run out. “I don’t know,” she whined. Then she screamed for a couple of seconds. 
“The right question is, what is Cindy’s middle name. I knew you wouldn’t get that one. But I’ll bet you don’t forget it again. Ever.”
She opened a book of geography challenge questions. “April, the highest mountain in the US.”
“What is Mt. Whitney?” blurted out April proudly. “No, what…” she argued as Cindy’s finger went to the button. “Eeeeeeaaaaa,” she screamed as this time Cindy shocked her left nipple. 
“May, the highest mountain in the US.” 
“Mt. McKinley,” said May. She knew it was right, but Cindy looked like something was wrong. “What is Mt. McKinley?” she said, relieved that she’d at least been given a chance to phrase it as a question. 
Cindy rattled off more answers and the twins shot back questions, wrong questions more often than right questions. Name eight states that start with the letter N. April got three. May did better when she remembered four states that started with New. Both fell short of all eight and got shocked. 
The twins decided this position was worse than hanging by their tongues if only because of the difference in how Cindy treated them. Hanging by their tongues they’d been sexy and she’d been soft and gentle with them. Sitting in the chairs they were just toys to play with. With their arms behind their back and a metal rod up their ass, they were perched on display like Cindy’s trophies. And so helpless. Wired up to be shocked and all Cindy had to do was ask a hard question. Tender nipples and sensitive pussies burned from the tortuous geography test. Yet, they hung on every word, listening to questions even as they wished Cindy would stop. They couldn’t just ignore their little sister because no answer was worse than a wrong answer. Frustrated to the core, they knew this was a game they couldn’t win. A correct response was merely a reprieve. The questions got harder and punishment followed. The worst part was how much Cindy was enjoying herself. 
When she tired of Electric Jeopardy, Cindy pulled out a math worksheet left over from her classes. “This ought to be easy,” she told her big sisters. “Third grade math. Easy stuff. Even I can do it.” She scanned the paper and then said, “April, what’s 143 plus 387?”
Cindy could see April’s mind working. Ten, that’s zero, carry the one, 4 plus 8 carry the one is 13, 3 carry the 1… “Eeeaaayyaaa. I almost had it,” snapped April, glaring at her mistress. “That’s not enou…eeehhaaaaaa.” 
“Not enough time?” said Cindy. “Can’t do third grade math in five seconds? You’ll have to learn.” Indeed the twins did learn to add more quickly, though April got one and May got two shocks for working too fast and getting the answer wrong. When they’d each answered correctly three times in a row, Cindy got bored with that game. 
Cindy unhooked the wires and freed her slaves from their chairs and even untied their arms. Taking her slaves to the family room, she said, “May already knows how to do this, so it’s your turn, April. Get down on your knees and put your cheek to the floor.” When April was in the position, Cindy put the glass table top down on her bottom. “Balance it on your bottom and hands. Help her, May.” 
May showed April how to reach back with her hands so her hands and bottom made a tripod for the table to rest on. “You should look back to see if it’s level. After a while you just know,” May advised April. 
“You were on your back,” said April, struggling to balance the table this way.
“This is how she started,” said Cindy. “Once she could do this, I let her do it on her back. You were busy hanging from the ceiling when she was doing this.” She set an empty plastic cup on the table. “Now don’t let that fall off.” She watched for a couple of minutes, giving pointers and catching the cup a couple of times before it fell. 
When April seemed to have the hang of her task, Cindy told May to bend at the waist and touch her fingers to the floor. “Peek between your legs at me,” she added. It had looked cool when Aunt Molly and Aunt Maddy had done it. When May was in position with her hands to the floor and her butt up in the air, Cindy set a plastic cup on her butt. “Have to hold really still for this,” she said. “Don’t let it fall.”
“That’s impossible, Your High…” said May and the cup fell off. 
“It helps if you don’t talk,” said Cindy, calmly putting the cup back in place. She checked on April who still had her cup upright on the table. Looking back at May, she said, “I thought some about how you do this. Slow, deep breaths ought to help. Just don’t move a muscle. I’ll let you up when you manage to keep it there for five minutes.” She stood nearby, replacing the cup three more times before May seemed to figure out how to balance the empty cup on her ass.
With the twins apparently under control, Cindy went to the kitchen and filled a plastic cup with water. When she came back, she set the cup on April’s table. “Here’s the real test,” she said. “Don’t spill a drop.”
Two minutes into balancing her cup, May shifted a little and the cup fell. “Have to start all over,” said Cindy as she set the cup back in place. She stood behind May and looked at her pussy so well exposed. It was May’s little pink asshole that was most on display. Cindy stared at it for several seconds and then reached out and touched it. 
“Oh,” gasped May, dropping the cup. “Your Highness!”
“Guess that was cheating,” said Cindy. She put the cup back in place, but now May knew just how exposed her ass and pussy were. It was distracting and she expected Cindy to touch her again at any moment. When May dropped the cup three more times within a minute, Cindy put it back one more time. “Keep it there for five minutes and I’ll play with your bottom. That’s what you want, huh?”
May wondered if that was what she wanted. She didn’t think so, but Cindy’s promise to play with her bottom also conveyed that she’d have five minutes of no touching to earn that. Taking advantage of no more distractions, she managed to keep the cup on her bottom for five minutes. 
While May was doing that, Cindy decided April had enough practice in that position and made her roll onto her back to hold the table on her hands and knees. Like she had with May, Cindy peered through the glass at the nude table stand. “April, April,” she said as if chiding her slave. “I can see everything, can’t I? You look so hot like that. You know, it’s easy to balance if you spread your knees wider. And it’s a better view for me. Go ahead and open up and imagine me with a strap on.”
Not that she wanted to give Cindy a better view, but April spread her knees because Cindy wanted her to. This position definitely was the best of the morning. It was the most comfortable and she liked the look in Cindy’s eyes. She was rewarded with gentle caresses of her inner thighs, nearly to her pussy. Then Cindy slipped off her sock and put a foot to April’s mouth and said, “Lick my toes.” Blushing, April ran her tongue across the bottoms of Cindy’s toes. 
After a couple of minutes of that, Cindy announced that May’s five minutes were up and picked the cup off May’s bottom. “Now stay like that, sweetie,” said Cindy as she circled May’s hole with her index finger. “You were a good girl waiting for this.” She poked at the pucker, pushing her finger in just a little. “Liked that, huh?” she said in response to May’s gasp. She pushed farther in, getting one knuckle and then two. May gasped again when she twirled her finger. “Holy cow, May. You really like this. I wonder if you’d cum if we showed Jack-Jack.” May’s whine told the mistress than there was a good chance of that. Cindy definitely wanted to show Jack-Jack. If she could convince her hubby that things in your bottom felt good, then she might get Jack-Jack to fuck her with a strap on. 
“Well, it’s lunch time,” said Cindy. “Get the table off April, May, and then the two of you can fix lunch.” Then Cindy ran upstairs to the bathroom to wash her hands. Doing that to May had been super cool, but kinda gross to do it with her finger. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 20
(bd, d/s, humil, mast)
Normally the twins got an opportunity to pee in the backyard around lunch time, but today Cindy told them they had to wait. “You’ll get to pee after lunch,” she told them. “I just want you to hold it a little longer.” 
After lunch, Cindy wanted her slaves to be completely naked. Then she took them out the front door. “You’re invisible, so don’t worry,” she assured them with a wink. They both understood from yesterday that invisibility could be revoked in an instant. Moreover, they expected it would be more than once. Cindy didn’t take them very far though, stopping in the front yard. There the twins watched as Cindy’s magic pounded a big stake into the center of the right side of the lawn. Then a second one was pounded into the center of the left side. The front yard was bisected by the walk leading from the front door to the sidewalk and now each half, roughly 30 feet by 40 feet, had an immovable stake. Cindy led April over to the one on the right and leashed her to the stake with a 20 foot rope from the stake to her collar. That gave her just enough room to reach the sidewalk in front of the house, the house, or the front walk, but there was no place to hide. Then Cindy leashed May to the other stake.  
The twins looked nervously around as a couple of cars passed, but it didn’t appear that they’d lost their invisibility. They were both standing in the grass, naked, by the center walk in their respective sides. Their attention turned to Cindy who had a bag of several golf balls. “The object is to collect golf balls,” she told them. “The first one to get five balls gets to pee in the back yard. The loser pees in the front yard. Here’s the trick. If you get too far from the sidewalk, you’ll become visible. And when you pee, you’ll be visible. If neither of you gets five balls, then you’ll both pee in the front yard sooner or later.”
Cindy let the twins think about that for a minute. Their choices were simple, be seen chasing golf balls around the front yard or be seen peeing in the front yard. Pulling a ball out of her bag, Cindy tossed it on the other side of the yard from April who just stood and stared at the ball. It was in reach and she could run to it quick. The mistress wasn’t surprised that April didn’t go after the ball. She tossed one to May who looked around to check that the coast was clear and then darted across the yard, picked up the ball, and came back. May was visible to the rest of the world for about half of her dash. She said nothing as she set her ball down, starting her collection while April still had none. 
Cindy lobbed another ball into April’s yard, but again it was on the visible side of the yard. April paced up close to the stake, thinking about going for the balls, but she stopped when a car came by. As the car slowed, she realized she was visible just standing there and ran back toward the sidewalk. She hadn’t realized just how close she had to stay to the sidewalk. The car stopped for a few seconds and then continued on. 
May continued to collect balls, four quick dashes into visibility and back and she had four balls. April still had none, but she was about to make her strategy clear. As the fifth ball landed in April’s yard, she darted out, intent on collecting all five balls in one trip. Cindy quickly tossed a fifth ball into May’s yard to give May a chance. The race was on despite the fact that three girls were walking on the sidewalk on the other side of the street on their way to the pool. April didn’t care, she just wanted to get it over with and besides, they were just girls. May wasn’t about to let April win now, so she too was uncaring that she had an audience. She scooped up the fifth ball while April was just getting her third. Running back to her collection of balls, she said, “I win!”
April gave up chasing balls and ran back to the safe side of the yard. She shrugged. She’d lost fair and square, not even thinking how unfair the stakes were. That didn’t mean she was looking forward to peeing in the front yard, just that she accepted her fate. 
Cindy untied May’s leash. “You can go pee in the backyard now. Don’t forget to dig a hole in the sand.” Then she untied April’s leash. A glance toward the three girls told them both that the puzzled girls had given up trying to figure out why April and May had been naked and how they had vanished. They were already walking along, engrossed in their own world again. “You can pee now,” said Cindy. “You better, because everybody can see you now.”
“Your Highness!” said April, thinking she’d have the chance to choose the time and place. She quickly squatted.
“Hey! Look at that!” shouted Cindy and the three girls looked over again, staring at the naked preteen as she peed. Now that she’d started, April couldn’t stop. In fact, Cindy said, “Get it all out, April. Don’t you dare stop early or I’ll leave you in the front yard.” She started to laugh as the three girls looked both ways and then started across the street, coming to investigate. They were around 8 years old and Cindy recognized Laura, a girl who lived a few houses down. 
“What’s she doing?” asked one of the girls.
“I think she’s peeing,” said another, bringing a blush to April’s face. The slave looked anxiously at her mistress, begging with her eyes for a reprieve from the humiliation. 
“She couldn’t be,” said Laura. “Outside? Hi, Cindy, what’s your sister doing?”
“Jeez, April, how much did you have in you?” asked Cindy after the 30 second mark. “You can stop now.”
April just looked desperately at Cindy. She couldn’t stop. Just a little bit more. She looked over at the three little girls who, by now, had reached the near side of the street and were coming onto the lawn. 
“Why is she naked?”
“And why is she peeing outside?”
“Oh, my God,” muttered April, finally stopping the stream. She got up and ran inside. 
“I dared her to pee outside naked. She was hoping that nobody saw her,” said Cindy. “Bye, Laura, I gotta go back in.”
As Cindy came through the front door, April was telling May what had happened. “… couldn’t stop. You know how once you start you can’t stop. And they…” she stopped when she saw Cindy. 
“And they came right over to watch her pee,” finished Cindy. “Then I just told them that you like to run around naked and pee outside all the time.”
“Your Highness!” said April. “I do not.”
“You should have stayed outside then and told them the truth. I’ll bet we can still catch them.”
“No, Your Highness, that’s OK,” said April. 
“Fine then, up to my room,” Cindy announced. Up in her room, she hung the twins by their tongues again and as before, caressed them, complimented them, and aroused them to the edge of an orgasm before leaving them hanging literally and figuratively. Precisely at 10 minutes, she got them down. She’d warmed the twins up just in time, it was almost time for Jack-Jack to come over. 
“May, get two Pepsi’s and put them in glasses with ice.” Having Pepsi in the house was one of her triumphs. Mom had been surprised at the change, but the twins had insisted on Pepsi instead of Coke. While May did that, Cindy positioned April on her back, holding the glass table top. “Your turn to show Jack-Jack what a good table you make.” May brought in the two glasses and set them on the table. 
“Now, get a glass of water, May, and bring it in here, too.” A minute later, May returned with a glass of water. “Bend over.” When May bent to touch the floor with her legs straight, turning her bottom into a table, Cindy set the water glass there. If Jack-Jack was on schedule, she’d knock on the door in a couple of minutes. “I don’t know how long before she gets here,” said Cindy, “but that glass better be still there when she does.”
It was four minutes before Jack-Jack knocked. As Cindy let her in, she said, “Sorry I’m late. Mom was just a little behind today.” They walked into the family room and Jack-Jack stopped dead. “Is that May?” It was kind of hard to tell with her upside down, but then a glance through the glass table top said it was April being that table. “Holy cow, when did she learn that?”
“This morning,” said Cindy. “She’s still a little shaky, I think.” She took the glass off May’s bottom. She pulled a long slender butt plug out of her pocket. “Want me to play with your bottom again, May?”
“Uh huh, Your Highness,” said May softly. 
“Right in front of Jack-Jack?”
“Ooooo, God, yes,” said May. 
“Like she’d say no,” snickered Jack-Jack. “You gonna cum for me, May?”
“Probably,” said May. 
“No!” said Cindy. “They don’t get to cum today. I let them have a lot of fun last night, so nothing today. Just a lot of teasing.”
“Oh? What happened last night?” asked Jack-Jack. 
“I gave them permission to lick each other as much as they wanted last night. Who knows how many times they came.” As they spoke, Cindy casually lubed up the butt plug by rubbing it in May’s juicy slit. 
“You gave them permission? They need permission?” She already knew that Cindy decided when they could play with each other, but she didn’t think it extended to the times when they were alone. 
“Sure, they’re such a couple of dykes they’d do it all the time now if I let them. Somebody has to keep them under control,” said Cindy as she pushed the butt plug into May’s bottom. “I got this idea this morning when I started training her to do this. Just looks like her butthole is begging for something.”
“Yeah,” agreed Jack-Jack, taking a closer look. “I never… ummm… looked at one close before. At least not one that’s so easy to see.”
As Cindy fucked her ass with the plug, May could only squirm and moan. She understood she was to maintain the position of bottom up in the air with her legs straight and hands on the floor. Having them talk about her bottom and what they could see got her all excited. The humiliation was exquisite, posing on command while she let them play with her butthole. The slow, gentle strokes in and out of her anus was just not enough to cum. Not to mention that she’d been told not to cum. 
A few feet away, April held up the table with two sodas sitting on it. She chafed at the idea that May was getting all the attention. Here she was on her back, spread wide to hold up the table and nobody was so much as looking at her. She just couldn’t think of anything to do to get attention that wouldn’t also get her in trouble. For 10 minutes she had to listen to them tease May with words and a butt plug. She couldn’t even look to see what was going on, like a dirty movie playing and all she got was the sound. 
As she wrapped up May’s teasing, Cindy said, “I’m gonna send them to the pool so you and I can have some fun.” She picked up a bigger, conical shaped butt plug and pushed it all the way in. May gasped in surprise as the new one opened her wide and then she grunted in pain as it slid the last inch in. As the widest part pushed in, her tight pink asshole closed around it, leaving just a small disk outside as a handle to remove it. 
Finally Cindy and Jack-Jack turned their attention on April. They picked up their sodas and drank some, staring through the glass at the helpless slave. “She looks pretty sexy, too,” said Jack-Jack, “but she doesn’t like it. Do you, April? Spread open so wide. Like being tied, but you’re doing it to yourself.” April had to concentrate on balancing the table as Jack-Jack teased her. No, she didn’t like it and yes, she especially didn’t like it because she was doing it with no restraint. And yes, she loved being the center of their attention now. It wasn’t the same sexual arousal that May got from being on display, but it felt good to be sexy. 
Finished with their sodas, Cindy levitated the table back to its normal stand and said, “On your stomach, April. Put your butt up in the air.” Once April was in position, Cindy lubed up a matching conical butt plug for her and pushed it in. The insertion hurt, but like so many things Cindy had done today, the hurt was too brief to get her excited. She’d heard mention of no orgasms for her and May today, so she wasn’t surprised that nothing came of the plug. It was just there. 
With the twins prepared for the pool, Cindy said, “Go up to your room and get the suits on your desks. I got them new just for you. Don’t say your mistress never got anything nice for you. You can go to the pool. In fact, you have to stay at the pool for at least two hours. Make sure you take some sunscreen. I’ll take the butt plugs out when you get home.”
The twins walked stiffly up to their room and found slinky black swimsuits waiting for them. Even before they got them on they could tell they’d be tight and sexy. The hips were French cut, showing a lot of skin, but most of the sexy look came just from how the suit would mold to their sleek, preteen bodies. With suits, towels, and sunscreen in hand, they headed for the pool, gradually learning how to walk with four inches of plastic up their asses. 
It wasn’t until April and May got to the pool that they realized the suits were more than sexy. They were downright obscene. For one thing, the lining had been removed so the suits consisted of nothing but very thin fabric. And then there was the fact that the suits were about two sizes too small. Neither of them doubted that Cindy had done that on purpose. The suits were stretchy so the girls got the suits on, but it looked more like they’d painted their naked bodies with glossy black paint than a swim suit. By tacit agreement, the two decided to hide out in the changing room for two hours. But when their intentions became clear, they learned that Cindy had foreseen this ploy and put a magic spell in place to counter it. Something was dragging them toward the door to the pool. Giving in, they walked out to the pool under their own power, but with their towels around them. It felt like every eye was on them as they made their way to an empty spot away from everyone, especially their friends. 
The next ploy was to spread out their towels and lie down, trying to hide as much with hands and arms as possible. That just resulted in them being pulled toward the pool while trying not to look like they were being pulled to the pool. “All right,” snapped April. “At least let us put on sunscreen.” 
May looked at April like she was crazy. “You’re talking to the magic?” But the pulling did stop and they got sit back down to put on sunscreen. 
“Why not?” shrugged April. “It worked, didn’t it?”
As they spread the sunscreen, again it felt like everyone who passed by stared at them. They couldn’t bring themselves to look at their own body, but April couldn’t help but notice how May’s nipples poked at the thin material. She just didn’t stop to think that May was turned on and that her own were not so prominent. 
Coated with waterproof sunscreen, they dashed to the pool and jumped in. The pool was a safe place to be. The water hid their bodies clad in the way too tight suits and nobody was staring at them. After half an hour however, they did notice that several of the kids, particularly those wearing goggles kept swimming by, around, or under them. 
“Oh, shit,” said April as she rose a little out of the water and looked down at herself. Their suits had turned a little transparent now that they were wet. She couldn’t see them clearly, but her nipples were darker spots atop light colored swells. “May, we’re practically naked.” They were about the last to realize that features like nipples, navel, pussy slit, and butt crack with a small round disk in it were noticeable in the wet suits. 
They were at the side of the pool in four feet of water when April first noticed. It was enough water to cover their breasts so they hadn’t noticed before. Now they turned to face the side of the pool, hiding their tits and pussies. It was the best they could do, sacrificing their cute round bottoms in favor of hiding the rest. If they got out of the pool, they’d be seen by everyone and neither of them doubted that hiding under their towels was not allowed. May looked at the kids, mostly boys, around them in a new light. She and April had been swimming for half an hour oblivious to the view they were giving anyone who happened to look at them underwater. She blushed at the thought of being ogled, practically naked as April had put it. 
“What we gonna do, May?” asked April. 
“Stay right here.” May looked up at the clock on the wall of the dressing rooms. “Stay right here for an hour.”
“They can still see our butts,” argued April, though she didn’t have a better solution. 
“Maybe the back of the suits… our bottoms… aren’t so see through,” said May. A glance around at the boys who were being noticeably less subtle about the gawking told her that probably wasn’t true. 
“Are you getting excited, May? You know, the way you do when Cindy embarrassed us?”
“No!” said May. “This is different. This is too public. Too many people.”
April’s voice changed to the taunting tone that Cindy used on May as she whispered, “You don’t wanna cum, May? Right here in front of everybody? Everybody’s looking at…”
“Stop it, April,” said May. “I… I… that did… almost get me excited. I don’t want to do it in front of everybody.”
“Sorry, May,” said April. “Guess that wasn’t funny, huh?”
“No, it wasn’t,” agreed May. “I’d never live it down if I did it in the pool.”
The two clung to the side of the pool, moving to the deep end since there were fewer swimmers there. There was still an occasionally gawker, but the novelty of seeing a girl’s bottom seemed to have worn off. The two talked constantly, trying to look like they were just relaxing in the pool to cool off. Then with just 10 minutes left before they felt they were allowed to get out of the pool, something brushed against May’s bottom. She looked around, but there was nothing there. It touched her a couple more times and she knew Cindy’s magic was going to make the last few minutes miserable. 
“What are you doing, May?” asked April, noticing May was getting jumpy and looking around at nothing. 
“Something’s touching me,” whispered May. “I think Cindy’s touching me.” They both knew she meant Cindy’s magic. 
“You sure? Nothing’s touching me.” April’s tune changed as she felt a hand squeeze her right breast. “Shit, she’s doing it to me now.”
The hands continued to tease the twins, touching all their sensitive places. After a few minutes May said, “Jeez, April, I might cum.”
“If you do, don’t be obvious. Be quiet, OK?” She could just imagine May moaning her way to an orgasm and capping it off with a screaming climax. But then she added, “You shouldn’t. She said no orgasms for us today.”
May gave her sister a silly, distracted look. “I don’t know which is worse now. Cumming or not cumming. I promise if I do I’ll be quiet. You’ll never know it happened.” She tried to fight the tingle that was being teased into her. After a few minutes it was apparent that April was right. It was just going to be one big tease. She looked over at April and gaped in surprise as April seemed as lost in arousal as she was. “April,” she hissed. “Stop that. We both look like we’re ready to cum.”
April shook herself from the state of bliss and back to reality, remembering they were in a public pool. “Damn it. She’s just being mean. Next time we’re not coming to the pool.” She scooted down the edge of the pool to where their towels were waiting. The clock said it was time to get out and when the hands stopped teasing them, they took that as confirmation. Climbing out quickly, they grabbed their towels and wrapped themselves up before walking to the changing room and getting dressed. 
When the twins got home, Jack-Jack was already gone. As they tried to sneak up to their rooms, they found Cindy waiting for them. “You’ll go to the pool every time I tell you to,” she said, enjoying the chance to show them that she, actually David, had overheard the remark about not going to the pool next time. She didn’t mention that she’d only send them to the pool in those suits occasionally. No sense in overdoing their humiliation. She didn’t want them to come to accept it as normal. Nope, she’d always try to make it a surprise. 
When daddy came home, the first thing he said was, “Who put wooden stakes in my front yard?”
Cindy rolled her eyes. He still hadn’t noticed hooks on the twins’ bed, hooks in her ceiling, or even studs in his daughters’ tongues, but he would notice the stakes left in the lawn. “The twins did, daddy,” she said with April and May right there in the room with them. “They were playing some sort of game.” The twins nodded agreement. 
“Oh,” said daddy, losing his annoyance as soon as he learned his darling daughters had done it. He looked at Cindy as if to figure out a way to assign her some blame and then back at the twins. “Go out and get them out of the lawn. Fill in the holes. And don’t make anymore holes in the front. Play in the back if you want to do that.”
At bedtime, Cindy came into the twins’ room where they waited for her to ‘tuck them into bed.’ This time she leashed May to the foot and April to the head of the bed, tied their hands behind their backs, and put a short chain between the rings in their clits. “I’ve been thinking,” she said. “I don’t like it that you said I was just being mean today at the pool. Yeah, I heard that, too,” she said in response to their guilty looks. “So, tomorrow, I want you up and dressed in your maid outfits. We’re cleaning house, remember? And I want you to come out of your rooms after daddy leaves, but before mommy leaves. I want her to see what you do on Wednesday mornings. The pool today was nothing. Tomorrow you’ll find out what I do when I’m really mean.”
That night when Melanie got ready for bed, she went to her closet to put her dirty clothes in the hamper. When she opened the closet, she stared at the empty space. All her shoes, her toys, her clothes, everything was gone. The only thing in the closet was a string hanging from the clothes rod. At the end of the string dangled a very lifelike 6 inch penis. She screamed and slammed the door. All that had registered with her was an empty closet with a bumpy cylinder hanging in it. Running out of the room she met her mom coming to investigate. She waited in the door of her room as her mom went in. “In the closet,” she said, trembling with fear. 
Her mom opened the closet and everything looked normal to her. Then her mom waved her into the room. “What am I supposed to see?”
Melanie crept into the room and gaped at the closet. “There was… there was nothing there,” she stammered. “I swear, mommy, there was nothing in the closet. Everything was gone. It was empty.” No matter how she phrased it, it still sounded impossible. She was sure it had been empty. She hadn’t been gone for even 10 seconds, so putting everything back was impossible. 
Her mom gave her a stern look. “I don’t know what you’re up to, Melanie. Are you feeling OK?”
The 9-year-old felt a shiver run down her spine as she realized just what this looked like. She was sure that she hadn’t imagined it, but she was equally sure what she’d seen was impossible. “I dunno. I feel OK. I don’t know what happened.” After her mom left, she steered well clear of the scary closet as she finished getting ready for bed. 
Once she was tucked in bed, she tried to relax. There was a nightlight on in the room and her door was open on a crack since she was afraid of the dark. She heard a creak and looked over, the hairs on the back of her neck rising up as she saw the closet door was halfway open. Throwing the covers over her head, she huddled in fright, unable to move except to tremble. Then she started to cry. She’d never believed in monsters under the bed or in the closet until now. 
A few minutes later she heard another creak and ventured a peek. The closet door was shut. It felt like something had escaped from the closet and was now in her room. She forced herself to look at every shadow and nothing looked suspicious. Many minutes later the fear had subsided and she fell asleep. 
In the early morning, David paid Melanie another visit. First he took all her clothes out of her drawers that wasn’t tight or revealing and even added a few shorts and tops that were especially brief. Once he’d done that, he pulled down her covers and stripped her before releasing his special scent. Pushing a little vibrator inside her tight pussy, he turned that on and watched. As with the night before, her hands started to roam and her body squirmed deliciously. Her fingers stroked her bare pussy. Then her eyes shot open in alarm. She scanned the room and saw nothing out of place. She double checked the closet door to make sure it was closed. Then she just lay still for a few minutes, trying to make sense of the odd feeling in her body as the vibrator hummed inside her. It felt good and she wasn’t sure she wanted it to stop. She was even a little afraid to touch the thing inside her given everything else that had been happening. She could recall this nice feeling from the previous night, but she’d been interrupted. Fearfully she wondered if an interruption was imminent, but then her little body tensed in an orgasm, her first ever. All she knew was that it felt very good. 
She reached for her pajama bottoms, but then she heard the same low growl she’d heard the night before and froze. Right beside her bed a pale white face appeared. “I’m watching you,” the face said and vanished. She was instantly under the covers again, frightened and crying as her moment of exploration suddenly turned spooky. This was not her imagination. Now she was sure that last night, the closet, and tonight were not her imagination. She was equally sure her parents we’re going to help her this time. Feeling very alone, she cried herself to sleep. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 21 
(gg, bdsm, d/s, inc, spank, humil)
With two older brothers who were consummate jocks and parents who pushed all three of their children into sports of all kinds, Melanie hadn’t thought of herself as feminine until the past year. She’d played on boy’s teams with the best of them. There were little things that set her apart from her brothers, like a skirt for a school uniform. She’d thought of that as a handicap from kindergarten through 2nd grade. It was in 3rd grade that she stopped wishing she was a boy. She’d insisted on girls’ softball and the girls’ soccer team where she’d excelled. The result was a child practically in the midst of gender change, the toughness of a boy with the growing sense of her femininity. Pressed she was as likely to beat up a boy as she was to hold his hand. 
With this change in her approach to life, apparently there was a change in how she felt about her body. At night she thought she saw ghosts that played tricks on her. Mean tricks like the closet. And naughty tricks like taking her clothes off. Now in the light of day, she wondered if it was just her going through a phase as she learned about her body. There were things that were hard to explain, though, like the little buzzing bug thing that had been in her cunny. It had buzzed until she’d found the switch on the battery pack. She couldn’t see a purpose for it other than what it had done to… for her last night. The buzzer was proof of something. On the other hand, she couldn’t prove the closet, the voice, or the face. In between were her missing clothes. Maybe she’d taken them off in her sleep, or maybe not. At night she’d been scared to the point of hysteria. In the light of day, she couldn’t exactly recall the level of fright that had elicited that response. Her room was just plain normal now. It must have been normal last night. Just a nightmare. 
Wednesday morning when Melanie went to her drawers to pick out clothes, she immediately noticed the difference. She didn’t notice that everything in her drawer was tight or revealing, just that things were missing and things were added. Looking over her shoulder at the closet, she couldn’t help but think the drawer contents and the mysterious closet were related. She shut the drawer and counted to ten. When she opened it again, the wrong clothes were still there. Unable to stand the suspense, she went to the closet and opened the door, steeling herself for something to be wrong there, too. Everything was just as it should be in the closet. 
Going back to the drawer, she picked a pink outfit for the day. At least the new clothes were cute. She picked out socks, but discovered her panty drawer was empty. Again she shut it, counted to ten, and opened it. It was still empty. It kind of made sense. It would be empty until she showed it to her mom and then she’d look like an idiot. The drawer was proof to her that something was going on, but it wouldn’t stay like that for her to use it as proof to someone else. She wriggled into the tight shorts and then pulled on the tight top that showed a few inches of her tummy. Looking in the mirror, even the innocent 9-year-old could tell that she looked sexy. The tight fit looked athletic as well. Sweet, she thought as she put on shoes and socks. 
The twins were not so happy with their outfits for the day. If anything the skirts were shorter than last week. Like last week they didn’t have the blouse that went with the maid uniform, so their tits were nicely framed by the vest. They put on the aprons and checked each other’s cap. From their window they watched as daddy’s car left and then they came out of their room. Padding down the steps, they went into the kitchen where they figured their mom was. Cindy’s instructions had been pretty clear that mom was to see them like this, so they couldn’t hide. 
As they came into the kitchen, they saw mom and Cindy at the table. “Good,” said mom as she looked at them. “Last night, I forgot to remind you to clean house, so I’m glad you remembered.” Taking a sip of her coffee, mom said, “Don’t be shy. Come closer.”
April and May walked up to their mom very aware of their bare breasts and naked pussies and bottoms under their too short skirts. To make matters worse, mom flipped up April’s skirt and then said to Cindy, “Perfect for cleaning house. Have a good time with them.”
Cindy nodded and smiled and then snapped at the twins. “Breakfast for both of us. Hurry up or you’ll make mom late.”
The slaves’ hearts sank as yet another indignity was bestowed upon them. Being forced to wear the costumes for mom was humiliating, but they’d both hoped that mom would leave before they actually did anything subservient. They moved quickly to start breakfast and a few seconds later realized that they hadn’t so much as hesitated to follow Cindy’s order right in front of mom. 
As May cooked eggs, bacon, and toast for her mistress and mom, April set the table and poured juice for the two. Cindy got up from the table and got out the bowls for kitty and doggy. The twins watched with dismay as Cindy filled the bowls with cereal and milk and then filled their shared water bowl. As soon as May served the hot breakfast, Cindy set the bowls down on the floor. She purposely set them right against the wall so twins had to face away from her and mom as they knelt down on hands and knees to eat. In that position, the maids’ skirts and petticoats were pointless. 
“You have some very well trained slaves,” said Rose, admiring the way they followed every order and admiring how the twins displayed the bare asses and pussies without question. 
“Thanks, mommy,” said Cindy. “I’m very proud of them. Just that yesterday when they were alone they talked about disobeying me and called me mean. They’re going to be punished today. I was thinking about taking them to the youth center and having them clean the bathrooms like that. Even the boys’ bathroom.”
The twins stiffened at the remark and to their amazement, mom laughed at the idea. “I’ll bet the boys would like that.” April and May looked at each other, sharing their looks of just how screwed they were. 
“I just worry that May gets so excited about things like that and I think April is hiding that she gets excited, too.” When April turned to protest, Cindy cut her off. “Finish your breakfast. Not a thing you should say right now and nothing you can say to make me change my mind.”
Cindy and mom finished their breakfast first. “Gotta run,” said mom as she rose from the table. 
“Thanks for staying for breakfast, mommy. I really wanted you to see my girls. Just leave everything on the table. They’ll clean up later.” She accepted a kiss from her mom. After mom left, she said, “Too bad we don’t have time for you to go to the youth center and clean bathrooms. I think you’re going to be busy all day today.”
Cindy stayed and watched them finish breakfast and even watched them clean up the kitchen. Once they were done with that, she told them to go pee outside. That was the limit of their time to get ready for the day. When they came back in, she tied their wrists and elbows together behind their backs and put in a ball gag with a threaded center. The twins’ question about how they could clean the house with their arms behind their back was answered when Cindy screwed a feather duster into May’s ball gag and a sponge in April’s gag. “Go dust and do a good job,” she said to the incredulous May. April was doubly incredulous as Cindy put down a pan of soapy water and said, “Clean the kitchen floor.”
With camcorder in hand, Cindy stayed with April. “You once asked me to help you make the right decisions. Well, I couldn’t stop you from calling me mean and saying next time you wouldn’t go to the pool when I ordered you to. So, I guess you need to learn to make the right decisions on your own. This is the first lesson in why.” With that said, she turned on the camera and got a few minutes of April struggling to get the sponge soaped up, swab the floor, and then try, unsuccessfully, to dry the wet floor with a wet sponge. Therein lay the problem with Cindy’s plan… April couldn’t wring out the sponge so she just ended up moving dirt around. The mistress didn’t really mind; the point was to make April grovel on her hands and knees with only her mouth to clean the floor. 
After a few minutes, she went to May and videoed a few minutes of her dusting furniture. May was at least doing a pretty good job, though it was slow and difficult. “I know it was April that called me mean and said you wouldn’t go to the pool next time. Next time you should correct her. You won’t deny me anything. Jesus, May, kneeling down to eat with your bare ass up in the air for mommy. Even big talker April got right down to slurp cereal out of her bowl for mommy. I own you and the two of you will do exactly what I say without question.”
The little mistress went back and forth between her slaves until they’d been at it for an hour. Then she brought May into the kitchen with April. The floor was wet and slippery from April’s efforts. “You two ready to apologize and get down to really cleaning?”
When they both nodded, Cindy said, “If you want the gags out of your mouth and your hands free, you need to do something for me.” She held up two dildos. “I want you to fuck each other with these. Got it?” Again the two nodded. “Fuck each other until both of you cum. Now I want a big head nod that says, yes, mistress, we’d rather fuck each other than clean like this.”
That made the twins stop and look at each other. Then they turned to Cindy and gave a big head nod. “Nice,” said Cindy. She unscrewed the sponge from April’s gag and the feather duster from May’s. Then she screwed the dildos right in where the cleaning tools had been. With a fake cock sticking out of their mouths, the twins still didn’t get it until Cindy said, “Who’s going first? April? Get between her legs and stick that cock in her pussy and fuck her with your face.”
Cindy pointed the camcorder at April, catching the moment of confusion. The mistress didn’t see it as hesitation that she wouldn’t tolerate. April was trying to picture what was expected. May dropped to her knees, rolled to her side, and lay back with her legs spread. Her costume was soaked just from that move. April was already kneeling, so she fell to her side and rolled to her tummy. She slithered eagerly across the wet floor to put her face in May’s pussy. When April put the dildo to the entrance of May’s pussy and pushed, the dildo went in an inch and May moved back an inch. Another push, another inch in, and another inch back. Cindy watched with lust as April pushed May across the slippery kitchen floor, trying to cram the dildo her twin sister’s tight pussy. Finally she got the dildo all the way in, but fucking pushed May some more. The two whined with frustration until April had pushed May three feet across the floor to a dry part of the floor. Then the fucking started in earnest. 
“You have permission to cum,” said Cindy. They couldn’t very well ask and she didn’t want them to assume they were allowed. 
The sight was incredibly erotic. One maid was lying on her back, legs spread. Her tits and pussy were completely exposed and the look on her face said she was getting what she wanted. The other maid slithered on the floor, oblivious to the fact that her skirt was up around her waist, her bare ass and pussy on display. And where the two maids met was a sopping pussy, a plastic cock, and a head pumping up and down. May didn’t look like she needed help, but Cindy helped out anyway. “Jesus, May, getting fucked on the kitchen floor. On camera. I am so gonna show this to Jack-Jack. I think I’ll show it to mom, too. What do you think about that? You gonna cum for all of us?”
May looked desperately at the camera. Damn right she was gonna cum. She whined, attempting some words that were just garbled by the gag. “Oh, oh, hee-a ice!!” Her hips pumped up and down in time with the thrusting cock. The rest of what she said was unintelligible, but Cindy had definitely heard May scream out Jesus Christ as clear as the gag allowed. 
April pulled the cock out and squirmed her way beside May so she was on dry floor before rolling to her back, her horny legs splayed open. May was as eager to give as she’d been to receive and plunged her cock face into April’s pussy, taking just a few strokes to get the full depth. For a change, April was as excited as May was and she hadn’t even been spanked. She came quickly. Then May rolled to her back and the two lay side by side, panting heavily. 
“My two happy slaves,” said Cindy. The two cocks bobbed up and down as the twins nodded in agreement. Then she stopped the recording. She pulled off her shorts and panties and lowered herself on the closest face, which just happened to be April’s. Her bottom was on April’s forehead, the dildo pressed against her bald pussy lips. April had an up close view of Cindy’s fingers as the mistress fingered herself to an orgasm just as fast as the twins. 
After a few minutes, Cindy said, “You’re both a mess. Just take off the outfits and clean house naked.” The ropes and gags came off and the twins stripped off their sexy clothes. They hated the maid costumes in one way. There were so obscene, but on the other hand, the sight of their twin dressed like that was unbelievable. And now that they’d fucked each other in the brief little black skirts, they had an entirely different opinion of the outfits. “Get this floor clean and dry,” said Cindy. “Then do the rest.” 
Leaving the twins with their instructions, Cindy ran upstairs to her room. “Fuck, David, I am so horny,” she gasped, taking a tentacle in her hand and sucking the tip into her mouth. If she was horny, then so was David and she wanted to share this with him. He came fast and she fed herself another tentacle. This time when he came, she heaved a big sigh of contentment. “That hit the spot.”
David went down and retrieved the shorts and panties that Cindy had left behind in her haste to get to her room. She slipped on her clothes, but it was a while before she went down to check on the twins. They were cleaning house, as cheerful as Cindy had ever seen them. Moreover, they were leaving behind a spotless house everywhere they went. Dang it, I was trying to show them what mean really was and look at them. It wasn’t the first time she’d seen the effect of a rousing climax on them. The two sluts performed so happily and so well for her when she let them cum. It was getting harder and harder to deny them that reward for their good behavior. 
She’d been watching them from the doorway of the den where they were cleaning and now she walked in. “Kneel,” she told them. When they did and looked up at her with beautiful faces framed by their blond hair and adorned with those beautiful, bright, expectant blue eyes, she said, “Oh, sweeties. It’s so hard to stay mad at you.” She leaned down and gave April a long, deep kiss and then did the same to May. She smiled at the astonished looks on their faces. She so totally owned them that deigning to kiss them was a reward. She’d withheld affection from them until now so they were hungry for it. She’d intended it as an affectionate sign of her forgiveness, yet it became a symbol of possession. Any time she wanted she could put her lips to theirs and take their mouth. They could not do the same whenever they wanted. They could only hope to earn more kisses from their mistress. Cindy shivered – the looks on their faces said the kiss meant everything to them. They would indeed work hard to please her just for a simple kiss. 
“Finish cleaning and then fix lunch,” she told them and left. She didn’t interrupt them again, lest she get the urge to reward them again. She felt affection for the twins. Not like love for a sister, but affection for a devoted pet or slave. It was still affection and while she’d enjoyed showing them her affection, she realized that too much of that would spoil her slaves. 
When it was time for lunch, Cindy told May to put the maid outfits in the dryer so they’d be ready to wear when Jack-Jack came over. She wanted to show her husband what the maids looked like. While May did that, April fixed sandwiches, cutting hers and May’s into bite size pieces and putting them in the kitty and doggy dishes. She was too embarrassed to look at Cindy as she set the bowls on the floor by the wall. Usually they ate with the bowls in the middle of the floor, facing Cindy, but after this morning, she wanted to eat with her bare bottom toward Cindy. She hoped Cindy wouldn’t suspect her motive. She also hoped and prayed that Cindy preferred looking at their bottoms and pussies over watching them eat with their face in a pet dish. 
When April set a plate with a sandwich and chips and a glass of Pepsi in front of her, Cindy told the twins they could eat. Normally she would wait until she was done eating, but with the bowls where they were, she could eat and gaze at the twins’ pert, bare bottoms. So pleased that she’d thought of putting them there in the morning, Cindy didn’t think anything was out of the ordinary for April to force herself and May to display their charms. 
After lunch, the twins got dressed in their maid outfits again and Cindy took them into the backyard. There she pounded a stake into the middle of the yard and tied May to it on a 10 foot rope. “You won’t be invisible,” she told May. “Hope nobody peeks over the wall.” Then she took April back inside with her. She figured May was safe back there with the high wall around the yard, but it would still make her excited just to be naked, alone, and outside. How vulnerable May would feel. She could imagine getting caught and imagine the humiliation. When she came to get her when Jack-Jack came over, in an hour and a half, she expected May to be very wet. 
In the meantime, April was going to get what she craved. Up in her room, Cindy tied April’s wrists and elbows behind her back, put a spreader bar between her ankles, and replaced her flats with 6-inch heels. Then she put the pump up gag in her mouth, filling it completely. As the finishing touch, she attached a rope to the gag, ran it through a hook on the ceiling, and pulled it taut until April was suspended with part of her weight on her jaw, clamped tight on the gag, and part on her toes. With April under control, she sent David to keep an eye on May. 
“Oh, sweetie, you are so much fun,” said Cindy. “If this was May, she’d be all hot and bothered just by hanging like that on display.” She flipped up April’s skirt to peek at her pussy. “Kind of boring when she gets so excited without doing anything at all.” She showed April the leather paddle. “Now you need a little work to get all excited. That’s where the fun comes in.”
Stepping behind April, she pulled her slave’s skirt up to expose her bottom and then fastened it in place with string and clips. Then she delivered the first of many swats. With a swat about every 30 seconds, she slowly turned April’s bottom pink and then red. 
After 10 minutes, Cindy stopped. “You ready to cum yet, April?” She wasn’t ready to let April cum, but she was surprised when April grunted a negative answer with a slight shake of her head. “Need more swats?” Again a shake of her head accompanied by, “Uh uh.” That was immediately followed by a nod and, “Uh huh.” 
“You can’t have it both ways, sweetie,” said Cindy. “You need some time to think about it?”
“Uh huh,” nodded April. She could have cum soon with a few more swats and some stimulation to her clit, but that would be a little orgasm. The ones where she hung for a while, until it hurt, were the best ones. Aches in her jaw, her feet, legs, and body added to the sharp pain of a spanking would be a spectacular orgasm. Given the choice, she did want time… not to think about it, but just to hurt some more. She could feel the juices seeping out of her pussy already from the arousal, but she didn’t want to rush it. There was also the hope that Cindy wouldn’t just spank her endlessly, driving her slowly crazy like she had for the past 10 minutes. 
Leaving April alone, Cindy went down to check on May who was sitting in the grass, daydreaming. “Oh, hell no,” said Cindy as she came out. She’s forgotten to mention it, so now she told May, “You have to stay standing. How is anybody going to see you if you sit? I at least want somebody to have the chance of seeing you.” She was satisfied when May scrambled to her feet. “Now stay like that.”
Cindy went back inside and up to April. Standing in the door, she noticed the slickness in April’s pussy and on her thighs. That’s when she realized she was missing out on some fun. With April’s attention on the ceiling, Cindy slipped in unnoticed and got the paddle. She delivered three quick, hard swats, earning a squeal of surprise from April. After that she swatted April’s bottom at random intervals, sometimes a minute apart and sometimes less. She broke up the number of swats as well, sometime one, two, or three at once. The signs of wetness on April’s thighs told her she was achieving the desired goal. After 20 minutes of that, April started to moan, her bottom moving in tiny, slow circles as if seeking the paddle or inviting it. 
“You ready now, April? Wanna cum?”
“Uh huh,” she nodded. 
Cindy looked at her watch. “Too bad it’s still 30 minutes until Jack-Jack comes over. I want her to watch you.” When April whined her disapproval, Cindy said, “You heard me. Another half hour like that. And here’s something more.” She clamped April’s nipples with a short chain hanging between them to add weight. Then she added a short chain between April’s gag and the chain on her nipples, pulling the chain and stretching her nipples up. 
Putting her hand to April’s pussy, she rubbed the outside of it. “Want some of this?” she teased. “Want to cum now?” Her finger slipped up April’s slit. “Too bad. You’ll have to wait until I decide.” When April whined desperately, Cindy laughed. “You’ll thank me later, sweetie.”
For the past 15 minutes, April had been trying to will the pain to evolve into pleasure, but without a touch to her pussy, that wasn’t going to happen. She’d achieved the desired level of pain in her jaw and feet. Her body strained in two directions, stretched as a target for Cindy’s paddle. The result was she was tantalizingly close to an orgasm, deeply in pain, nearly in pleasure. The two just wouldn’t meld without something more. It ached just to be so close and the interminable spanking only made it worse. Her mind had lost all reason, desiring only to satisfy a twisted animalistic need. 
Though Cindy took a break, letting her poor bottom cool down, April’s lust did not. The pain was exquisite, all that she desired. And it was getting worse. More pain, more pleasure. If Cindy did let her cum. If… 
While Cindy’s attention was on April, May was idling pacing circles in the backyard. It was rather boring. Not that she wanted to draw attention to herself, but she’d come to realize there wasn’t a chance of her being discovered. That’s when a Nerf football sailed over the wall and into the yard, landing 20 feet away. It was out of her reach, so she couldn’t return it. The natural thing to follow a football over the wall was the boy who’d thrown it. She backed away from the ball as far as she could. It was exciting to imagine, but she didn’t really want Mark, the 10 year old next door, to find her like this. There was more than his voice over there, too. Once she’d been found, they’d all climb over to look. 
The bushes on the other side of the wall rustled and a head appeared over the wall. It wasn’t Mark, but he was about the same age. She felt Cindy’s magic touch her, wrap around her waist as if to hold her in position. Like that was necessary at all. She was tied to a wooden stake and unable to hide already. The boy boosted himself over the wall and dropped into the back yard. Using her hands, she covered herself, trembling with excitement. As he walked to the ball, the boy scanned the yard to make sure there was no one there. He looked right at her and didn’t see her. Dammit! She was almost disappointed. Cindy had made her invisible! When? Just now when something touched her? She watched the boy retreat with the ball and disappear back over the wall. Holy shit! She was so horny just imagining it. What if he’d seen her? What if all the boys had come over? The thoughts made her excited and she reached for her pussy. Just to touch it. To relieve the need that had suddenly sprung up. But, Cindy’s magic was on the job and all she could do was wish she was touching herself. For the rest of the time she spent in the yard, she wished the ball to come back. She wondered if she could pull herself away from the magic touch that made her invisible. Just for a second. Let him see her. The thought wouldn’t go away as she made herself more and more excited. 
Unaware of May’s “predicament,” Cindy returned to April on occasion to deliver a few swats, but for most of the last half hour, she left the two alone. 
When Jack-Jack came over, Cindy told her the twins had cum already today and would not get another chance today. Then she took her out back to see May first. “Oh, that is so hot,” exclaimed Jack-Jack. As she got closer, she said, “Holy cow, she’s so wet. Just from standing out here? You ready to cum for me, May?” She stroked May’s cheek. “You look so sexy waiting out here for me. I love the costume.” 
The rope untied itself from her collar. “Come on, May. I’m gonna show the morning video to Jack-Jack.” Cindy led her slave inside. She waited patiently as her magic tied May’s arms and legs and then bent her into a hog tie. 
Once May was secure in the family room, the two went upstairs to get April. “Oh my God, that’s even better than May,” said Jack-Jack. “She can’t move a muscle.” She just had to go up and touch April, caressing tits and ass, but keeping her hands clear of April’s pussy. 
April argued loudly with whines and grunts as she was lowered from the painful position without the orgasm she so desperately needed. She’d suffered for an hour, waiting for the moment of release, but as she was lowered, the gag removed, the shoes taken off, and the spreader bar removed, she realized the whole time had just been a tease. With her hands still tied behind her back, she followed Cindy downstairs, her body aching more from the missing orgasm than from the position she’d maintained for so long. Then she had no choice but to let herself be hog tied. 
Cindy started the video on the big screen TV. As the twins slipped and slid around the kitchen, desperately trying to get each other off, Jack-Jack watched in horny amazement. She made sure the twins knew just what she thought of every little detail, throwing in comments mainly for May’s benefit, but noticing that April responded with blushes and squirms as well. When it was all done, Cindy and Jack-Jack stripped down and pulled a twin to their wet little pussies. Perhaps the twins thought they might still earn an orgasm as they eagerly lapped at 9-year-old pussy. After they came, Cindy and Jack-Jack just left the frustrated twins tied on the floor and went up to Cindy’s room.
“Holy cow, Cindy,” said Jack-Jack once they were alone and lying on Cindy’s bed. “I wish I could come over earlier and watch it in person.” She caressed Cindy’s cheek. “Just not enough time to do everything and I want to be with you, baby.” Given a choice between playing with the twins and playing with Cindy, she’d pick Cindy every time. She kissed her wife passionately. 
Cindy let Jack-Jack take the lead for now. While she enjoyed ruling the twins, she liked the chance to surrender to Jack-Jack’s caresses and kisses. Being in charge all the time was demanding and intense. So, for a few minutes she lay still and cooed softly, encouraging the sweet affection. 
“You remember yesterday when I put that plug in May’s bottom and she liked it?” asked Cindy. 
“Yeah,” said Jack-Jack. “That was hot. Just looking at her bottom like that was hot.” She blushed at the admission. “I mean, it was so…”
“I know,” said Cindy, trying to ease Jack-Jack’s embarrassment. “You can tell me anything. I want you to tell me what you like so we can do it more. I thought it was hot, too.”
“Can I put something in her bottom next time?” asked Jack-Jack. 
“If you like,” said Cindy. “Know what I want to do right now? I want to suck your cock again.” To Jack-Jack’s surprised look, she said, “I want you to put on one of those fake cocks and I’ll suck it for you. Would you like that?”
“Baby, we made the twins do that,” said Jack-Jack carefully. That alone made it a disgusting, submissive thing that she wouldn’t ask of Cindy. 
“I know,” said Cindy. “They didn’t want to do it and making them do it is fun. I want to do it. I want to kneel in front of you and suck it. Then, when it’s all nice and slippery, I want you to put it in my bottom.”
“Really?” said Jack-Jack. She’d said no to that before, but this time she found it exciting without realizing that Cindy had talked her right into it. If May’s bottom was hot, then Cindy’s was even better. If putting something in May’s bottom was hot, then she just had to do it to Cindy… as long as Cindy was OK with it. 
Cindy got a strap on and knelt in front of Jack-Jack to strap it around her husband’s slender, boyish body. Once it was in place she licked her lips and smiled up at Jack-Jack just before she started sucking the fake cock. 
Jack-Jack’s reaction was amazing, especially considering the pleasure was all in her mind. She gasped with delight as Cindy’s sweet little mouth licked and sucked the plastic cock. “Suck me, baby,” she said, moving her hips forward and back. “Suck my cock, beautiful. It looks so hot.” 
As Jack-Jack made sounds as if she really was about to cum, Cindy got more excited. She licked the cock up and down and then sucked it, her head bobbing up and down with enthusiasm fed by Jack-Jack’s pleasure at watching. After a couple of minutes, she stopped and turned around, putting her bottom up in the air. “Now fuck my ass,” she said. “Do it, Jack-Jack.”
As her lover pushed the cock at her tight pucker, Cindy had to say, “Harder, Jack-Jack. You have to push hard to get it in. I want it.” It took some coaxing, but finally the dildo, huge compared to the size of the hole it filled, pushed in and Jack-Jack was in to the hilt. “Now fuck me. In and out. Like you did May.” While sucking the fake cock had done nothing for Jack-Jack, fucking the fake cock was intensely pleasurable for Cindy. In one way she hated that she’d learned how good this felt, but since she could use this to be even more intimate with Jack-Jack, it was a blessing. Her fingers moved to her pussy and as Jack-Jack enjoyed the view of a pretty little ass filled with her cock, Cindy came three times. 
Once she’d had her fill of orgasms, Cindy turned to face Jack-Jack. Kneeling in front of her again, she removed the strap on and then licked Jack-Jack’s wet pussy. “You liked fucking my ass,” she said. “Got you all wet for me.” The evidence was unmistakable and it didn’t take long for Jack-Jack to cum. 
Afterwards, the two untied the twins, but Cindy warned them they were not allowed to cum until she gave them permission. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 22
(Mgg, gg, bd, d/s, humil, inc, oral)
The twins were safe until after dinner. Mom had ‘gone to the library’ as she did every Wednesday evening. Taking advantage of mom’s absence, Cindy said, “I need to talk to you.” When the two hesitated, she said, “Just talk. Let’s not make a scene.”
The two were hardly comforted by the offer to just talk, but they did have an idea how bad it would be for them tomorrow if they didn’t come along quietly. Cindy’s bedroom wasn’t exactly conducive to a quiet little sisterly chat, but the twins followed her in anyway. Then she sat down and asked, “Where do you think I learned to say things like tits, ass, and pussy?”
Eyebrows raised on both the 11-year-olds. They had noticed Cindy’s use of crude terms, but just thought she was trying to embarrass them. Now that she put it that way, they did wonder why their 9-year-old stepsister had that kind of vocabulary. They had only recently heard the word pussy used as Cindy used it. Third graders just didn’t talk like that. May shrugged and April said, “We don’t know. Where?” In the boys’ bathroom? She managed to bite her tongue and not say what she was thinking. 
“Somebody made me have sex with them. I’ve done blowjobs and had my ass fucked. You learn a lot that way.”
The twins recoiled at the repugnant idea, actually feeling sorry for Cindy. They’d never guessed that somebody was abusing her. Though it hadn’t happened to them, they could easily empathize with her. It shocked them that their mistress had been abused. She seemed so strong. There were no sarcastic thoughts that came to their minds. “Holy cow, Your Highness? Are you kidding?” asked April, her voice full of concern. 
“Are you OK, Your Highness?” asked May. 
“Well, it stopped,” she said to May. “Not like I’m OK, though. It’s not the kind of thing you just forget and it’s OK.” Then she added, “It stopped when I got my magic.”
“Who was it?” asked May. “I mean, somebody we know?”
“Your daddy,” said Cindy, dropping the bombshell. 
“No way!” insisted April. 
“He would never,” agreed May. “He’s… he’s… our daddy. He’s good to us. He’s a good man.”
Cindy wasn’t surprised at the denial. She figured she’d never convince her stepsisters that their father was a child abusing monster. He never showed that side of himself outside of her bedroom. “Why did he spank me and only me? Why not you? Never you! And you think he didn’t do other things to me… things you don’t know about?”
“He wouldn’t, Your Highness” stated April as if that was the final word. 
“He likes my ass. He thinks it’s cute,” said Cindy. “He likes to spank it… sit down!” she snapped as they rose as if to leave. “He liked to fuck it. I guess he doesn’t like your asses.”
“Stop it, Your Highness,” said April. “You’re making it up.”
Cindy went to her drawer and pulled out three pairs of shorts. “I’ll make a bet with you. Here, put these on.” She wriggled out of her shorts and panties and pulled on her own pair as the twins watched curiously. Turning her back to them, she showed just how tight and short the shorts were. Her ass cheeks hung out the bottom of them, pert little partial globes of flesh that were out of place on a 9-year-old. “Bet he likes my ass and not yours. Now put them on!”
The twins dropped their shorts and put on the new pair, examining each other afterwards. They had the same look as Cindy, showing a little ass. “I’ll go down for a few minutes. You peek around the corner and watch. Then you come in and stand just like I’m standing.”
“You want us to wear these in front of daddy?” asked May. 
“And try not to cum,” said Cindy. “Yeah, I want you to wear them.”
 “What’s the bet?” asked April.
“He’ll look at my ass, but not at yours. Yours aren’t good enough.” She figured playing to their vanity would work. She could order them to strip in front of daddy, but she wanted to lure them in this first time. 
“I don’t want him looking,” said April. 
“Do it, or you’ll be sorry,” said Cindy when that ploy didn’t work. “I’m going down. You wait one minute and then peek into the family room.” Their daddy was watching TV there. “Wait another two minutes and then come in and stand like I’m standing. Do everything I tell you to do and you can be safe all day tomorrow unless he proves me right.” She didn’t wait for a reply. 
Down in the family room, Cindy walked in and stood where her stepfather had a good view of her ass. She didn’t block his view of the TV because she wanted to give him a choice. Standing there, she bent forward and put her hands on her knees, an innocent enough looking pose that made it look like she was concentrating on the TV. Innocent if not for the tight shorts. 
Harold was shocked at the view Cindy gave him. He looked back at the door to make sure they were alone and then put all his attention on the round rump that was so on display. It didn’t occur to him that she knew exactly what he was doing. 
The twins knew they had to obey and besides, they were curious. A minute or so of thought made them wonder at Cindy’s confidence. What if she wasn’t lying? When April peeked in, she couldn’t believe how daddy was just fixated on the 9-year-old bottom in the room with him. May took a turn peeking and then looked back at her sister in astonishment. “Daddy will kill us,” she whispered. 
“So why isn’t he killing Cindy right now?” whispered April, her ego finally feeling the hurt. She peeked again. When she turned back, she whispered, “Could he be any more obvious?”
May looked again, spending 30 seconds watching and never did her daddy’s attention waver from Cindy’s bottom. She pulled back and whispered, “Let’s go. See what he does.”
“Hi, daddy,” said May as she walked in. She wanted to make sure daddy knew they were there and stopped gawking at Cindy. Walking right up beside Cindy, she bent forward to put her hands on her knees. April walked across daddy’s field of view to stand on the other side. 
“What are you two wearing?” said their astonished daddy. April hadn’t even had the chance to bend over like the other two. 
“See, I told you,” said Cindy. She looked at her stepfather. “I told them you’d like mine and not theirs.”
“They’re… they’re my daughters,” he said, feeling the weakness of the excuse as soon as he said it. 
“And I’m your stepdaughter,” said Cindy. “Your 9-year-old stepdaughter.” She patted her butt. “Like my ass?”
“Young lady,” said Harold, having enough of this. He started to rise, but found he couldn’t. That damn ghost, he thought, but this time he couldn’t see the damn thing. 
The twins had turned to face their daddy and now stood frozen in fear as it was obvious that Cindy’s magic was powerful enough to work on daddy, too. “Daddy,” squeaked May. “Did… did you do the things she said you did?”
“No,” said daddy. “What did she say I did?”
May looked nervously at Cindy. “Fucked her in the ass.”
“Made her do blowjobs,” added April.
“Cindy! That’s just a lie,” he snapped. “I’d never do anything like that.”
When the twins took daddy’s denial as gospel, they looked at Cindy as if to say, see, told you so. Cindy’s confidence wasn’t shaken by the denial. “Your daddy has a freckle and mole on the underside of his cock. I should know; I saw it enough times. Show us, daddy. Let’s see if I’m right.”
“I will not,” said Harold, but then his zipper slid down on its own and a hand rummaged around in his shorts, producing his flaccid cock for inspection. Protests of, “Get him away from me. Get it off. Stop it,” had no effect. 
The twins just had to look and then May asked, “How did she know that, daddy?”
“She guessed,” said Harold. “No, maybe she snuck into my room while I was sleeping.”
“Watch this,” said Cindy. To the astonishment of all, she stripped off her clothes and knelt in front of her stepfather. Taking his cock into her mouth, she started sucking on it. It actually felt incredibly cool to be sucking his cock while they watched. It was cool because he didn’t want it this time. She did. She was in control. While the twins just gaped at the scene, Cindy sucked her stepfather to hardness. Then she stopped. Fist wrapped around his erection, she looked at the twins and said, “He likes blowjobs from little girls. C’mon, May, give it a try.”
“Don’t, Cindy,” said her stepfather. “Stop it. What do you want from me?”
“It’s not what I want,” said Cindy. “It’s what they want. They want to know that you love them as much as me. Show them I’m not your special girl. They are.” She stood up and looked back at May. “Get over here and give it a try, May. Do it or else I’ll show daddy what you can do on command.”
May looked embarrassed. She looked down at her crotch and up at April. “Don’t tell me,” said April, looking down at May’s pussy. There was no sign of wetness… yet. “Jesus, May, it’s daddy.”
“Gawd,” breathed May softly. Like that reminder was any help at all. She didn’t know if she was supposed to or not, but she stripped just like Cindy had and then knelt in front of daddy just like Cindy had and then sucked on his cock just like Cindy had. 
Daddy watched mesmerized as May did as Cindy asked. “May,” he croaked. “You shouldn’t.”
“Cindy shouldn’t either, daddy,” said April, “but you didn’t try to stop her.”
“Your turn, April,” said Cindy. “Bad girl letting May go first.”
“You said…” April started to object. She wasn’t a bad girl because Cindy had told May to go first. But she was about to be a bad girl. She peeled off her clothes and had to push May aside to take daddy’s cock in her mouth. Then she looked up at daddy. “You really did make her do it, didn’t you?”
“Sweetie, you have to…”
“Don’t call me sweetie,” snapped April. Cindy called her sweetie. She looked up at her little sister as the 9-year-old turned her whole world upside down. Right now she trusted Cindy more than daddy. 
“He started when I was 5,” said Cindy. “Hands all over me. Making me keep secrets.” She turned back to her stepfather. “Only thing you couldn’t do was fuck me. You can fuck them, though. Wanna do it?”
“No!” said Harold. “Not them.”
“Yeah,” agreed Cindy. “You do. Let May get you warmed up.” She waved May over. “You wanna do what you do best, sweetie? Cum for daddy?”
“No,” whined May. “Don’t make me.”
“Oh, May, May, May,” said Cindy. “You say no, but your pussy says yes. You know I can talk you right into one. Standing in front of daddy.” She smiled at how May was standing in front of daddy. Not exactly reluctant with her hands behind her, chest pushed out, facing him directly, and a little moisture on her inner thighs. “Oh, great and mighty cock,” she said. 
“Oooo,” said May as she felt one of David’s tentacles at the entrance to her pussy. 
“Daddy likes you, May. You have better tits than me. Nice long legs. A tight pussy.” Cindy watched the cock disappear into May from behind and then start stroking in and out. “Doing it for daddy.” She stopped long enough to say to April, “Go get your paddle.” As April left, Cindy’s attention went back to May. “Watch her, daddy. She gets excited easy. Play with your tits for him, May. We’ll show daddy just what a slut you are. Cum for daddy.” Her voice rose in intensity, “Jesus, May… naked and standing right in front of him. Letting yourself get fucked. Getting ready to cum. You can’t stop yourself, can you? Show daddy what you do on command.” Quickly to her stepfather, “Know what she does on command?” Back to May, “She cums on command. Right now for daddy!”
“Jesus Chriiiiist,” said May, rising up on her toes and shuddering as she was consumed by an orgasm… right in front of daddy. It was better than Jack-Jack. “Oh, my God, watch me, daddy.” She wriggled on her toes, enjoying the show she was putting on and then as it passed, she dropped back to stand flatfooted. Humiliated to the core, she didn’t look a bit like that. She looked triumphant, cumming wonderfully for her audience. A soft smile graced her face. Then she flopped down on the couch next to daddy. 
Harold found his voice again once the show was over. His erection rising out of his pants said exactly what he thought of May’s orgasm. He had struggled half-heartedly during the event, but never took his eyes off her. “How long… how long has she been doing that?” he asked Cindy instead of May. 
“Since summer vacation started,” said Cindy. “And you won’t believe April.” She took the paddle from April. “Bend down and grab the edge of the table,” she said and April leaned forward to hold onto the edge of the coffee table, her butt offered for a spanking. “Oh, great and mighty cock,” she said and a cock slid into April from the front. Then she set up the rhythmic spanking that she knew would take April all the way to her version of cumming for daddy. 
Daddy’s eyes were wide as his daughter rose up on her toes, stretching up, up, up so those legs looked so long and that pert, round ass jiggled atop those long legs with each swat. His fist was wrapped around his cock as he watched. The sight was unbelievable. April was humping the air as if she was getting fucked and her pussy peeked between her thighs, glistening with arousal. Her ass was turning from pink to red and she wasn’t complaining. “Cindy!” he said sharply. “That’s enough.”
Cindy said nothing, but April swiveled her head to look in daddy’s eyes. The look of lust made him shut up and watch. The spanking went on with her hot little body tensing, absorbing the pain like a sponge. Harold knew enough to recognize she was getting off on the pain, an amazing and arousing sight. He stroked his cock slowly, pacing himself. There had been a suggestion of putting his cock into that tight pussy. “Cum for us, April,” ordered Cindy. Then April was up on the very tips of her toes and screaming in orgasm. 
The very happy great and mighty cock had cum when May did and came for April as well. They couldn’t have cum without David’s help, so Cindy had given him permission to cum as much as he could this evening. 
“Fuck, Your Highness, he still hasn’t touched me,” panted April seconds after her orgasm was finished.  It was like Cindy had predicted. He had touched Cindy, but wouldn’t touch her. Was Cindy that much better than her?
“Get on him, April. Sit in his lap with his cock inside you and bounce up and down. Do not cum again, April, until I say you can.” She looked at daddy and said, “Mommy said you’d be a sucker for submissive girls. You just didn’t know who was the sub and who was the mistress. I’d appreciate it if you didn’t cum until I get back, Master Harold.” She added his title for all his other subs with satisfaction. 
Harold gaped at his stepdaughter as she acknowledge first her mother’s complicity and second her knowledge of his role as a master. He watched her cute, naked little bottom wiggle out of the room. Then his full attention was on an 11-year-old girl facing him as she straddled his hips and lowered herself down on his cock. She was not only not a virgin, but she was eager for his cock. It was the tightest pussy he’d ever felt and the fact that it was his daughter with his cock buried in her to the hilt was suddenly very arousing. As she slid up and down on his cock, he answered her apparent complaint that he hadn’t touched her yet by fondling her small tits and pulling on her nipples. 
“Do it harder than that, daddy,” she hissed. “It helps me cum.”
“Which you’re not allowed to do,” her daddy reminded her. 
Out of the room, Cindy hastily mixed a martini as her mom had shown her and then brought it to daddy. For a moment she stood and watched April bouncing up and down on daddy’s cock with wild abandon. Then she pointed at a spot three feet from the coupling and said to May, “Be a table.”
May stood with her back to daddy and bent to touch the floor, exposing herself in a pose that Harold had last seen from Baddy and Wench on Friday night. He watched in disbelief as Cindy perched a martini glass on May’s ass and stepped away. It completed the picture that he had to assume she’d seen on Friday. He caught the glint of gold buried between May’s pussy lips as the pose spread her open. 
“Now you may cum, April,” said Cindy. “As many times as you can before he cums.”
Riding her daddy’s cock hard, April said, “Now… please make it hurt, Master Harold.” She planted her hands firmly on his shoulders and locked her arms so he could pull as hard as he could on her nipples. 
Harold was overwhelmed with surprise. So many questions. So much to absorb. But for now, his daughters had his full attention. One riding his cock and the other posing as erotically as he could ever imagine. He started thrusting his hips in time to April’s bounces while pulling her nipples as she’d asked. The tight, hairless target of his thrusts was between slender, little girl hips, the youngest pussy he’d ever fucked. April came with a squeal and he pulled even harder, bringing a savage grin to her face. She continued to fuck herself with the same wild pace as when she’d started, tirelessly urging him to cum. As she came a second time, he tensed and flooded her with cum and she fell forward, hugging him still with his cock inside her. 
After a minute, Cindy ordered April off her daddy’s lap. There was more to take care of. She took the martini glass off May and handed it to Harold. That seemed to rouse her stepfather out of his stupor. “Thank you, Mistress Cindy,” he said. He took the martini and then added, “Thank you for the best fuck I’ve ever had.”
“You’re welcome, Master Harold,” said Cindy, pleased that he’d acknowledged her as a mistress. “When you’ve recovered, I’ll have May give you a blow job. May, get over here and clean up April’s pussy. You may not cum again, April.”
Now Harold leaned forward and looked down as April lay on her back at his feet and May lapped up his and April’s cum. The gold ring in April’s clit was obvious in that position. He couldn’t believe this had been going on in his house for nearly two weeks. He couldn’t believe how far Cindy had taken them. Mostly he couldn’t believe it was his own daughters that seemed the sexiest creatures on earth. 
May had sucked cock before… the great and mighty cock and Jack-Jack’s fake one, but this was the first time she’d seen stuff actually come out of one. Mixed with her twin’s cum it was delicious and arousing. She made sure she got the part that had oozed out and then found more waiting inside April. 
Cindy plopped down on the couch next to him. “I won’t presume to use Baddy, Wench, or Rat or anyone else without your permission. I’d like to see the looks on their faces when they perform for me. I expect that you’ll not use my slaves without my permission.”
Harold nodded, “Of course, Mistress Cindy.” He’d negotiate with her later, just not in front of her slaves. “How long has Mistress Rose known about this?”
“Just since last Thursday night,” said Cindy. “She just noticed some odd things going on. She didn’t help me train them if that’s what you want to know. She also hasn’t used them.”
The two watched the twins and when April was sufficiently clean, Cindy said, “April, you’re ahead of May be two orgasms. Fix that, please. May, you are allowed to cum twice. Did you need any help or is it enough that you’re at daddy’s feet being eaten by April?”
“That’s enough, Your Highness” said May. “Having daddy watch… having daddy want to watch is so so exciting.”
“Good, and both of you… call me mistress from now on. No more Your Highness.” Now that she’d learned mistress was the correct term, Your Highness seemed so immature. 
As April started licking May’s pussy, Cindy added, “I suppose it will help you cum to know that as soon as you cum two times, I’ll make you lick and suck daddy’s cock and you’ll swallow his cum.”
“Oh, God, yes,” said May with a shiver. True to form May’s two orgasms came quickly since she had a most special audience. 
“Your choice, really, Master Harold,” said Cindy. “She’s at your command and she does blow jobs very nicely.”
By now Harold’s cock was hard again and he nodded, “Yes, a blow job from this slut sounds like a good idea.” She spent nearly a minute just licking his cock and then when she sucked his entire cock down her throat, he had to wonder about where she’d gotten this expertise. And when had she gotten the tongue piercing? Again he put the questions aside in favor of the lust that his daughter was building in him. The sweet young mouth lewdly sucked his cock – something he’d never expected. He came explosively, the only sign of his orgasm was his groans and spasms. Not a drop of cum seeped out of May’s greedy mouth. 
As her stepfather rested for a few minutes, Cindy called April to her pussy so she could finally cum. She didn’t mind that Master Harold watched her cum. If they were going to be a master and mistress in the same house, he’d probably see more than that. 
Afterward, she sent the twins to get ready for bed. “Ten minutes,” she said as they scampered out of the room. She told Master Harold that she was putting the twins to bed and suggested he come to watch. Along the way she pointed out the things her mother had seen… the hooks in her ceiling, the hooks in the twins’ bed, the missing curtains, and the new mirrored wall. “And she noticed the piercings on Monday right away.” 
As she was pointing out things, she just ignored her slaves as they knelt patiently waiting to be tucked in. When she was ready, she waved her fingers and the ropes magically tied the twins’ wrists and elbows behind their backs. “My magic,” she said as she enjoyed Master Harold’s astonished look. He even knew about David and didn’t put two and two together. 
Once they were bound, the twins climbed into bed, with May’s head at the foot and April at the head. She leashed them in place and connected their clit rings. “Sleep well,” she said, giving them each a kiss on their forehead. 
As they left the twins in their room, Cindy calmly said, “I suppose you have questions.” He did and she answered them all. She’d fulfilled a fantasy that he never knew he’d had, so this time he didn’t object to David’s assistance in training the twins. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 23
(gbbb, bdsm, d/s, humil, oral, inc)
David had cum twice in his role as the great and mighty cock, but still at bedtime, Cindy tucked the end of a tentacle in her mouth as she settled down under the covers. It was part of her nighttime routine and made it easier to sleep. She smiled and squirmed as he tensed in her mouth quickly. Usually she was asleep and not even aware when he came. “Mmmm, you liked tonight, huh?” she said sleepily as she pushed the spent tentacle away and held her hand out for another. One slipped into her hand and she sucked on it even though from the taste it had been in one of the twins tonight. 
After all was quiet, David paid his nightly visit to Melanie. Gazing down at her, he smiled at her ingenuity. Tying strings around her wrists and ankles so her pajama shirt and pants couldn’t be removed was for naught however. He easily untied the loose knots and stripped her anyway. Then he tied the four strings together to form a longer string and tied her hands behind her back with it. Pressing a strip of duct tape across her mouth, he made sure she couldn’t make a sound. With her secure and silent, he released the aphrodisiac and rubbed her slit with his finger. 
Melanie jerked awake, horror filling her as she realized she was once again naked. She felt that familiar tingle, a desire to touch herself, but her hands didn’t respond. Realizing her hands were tied behind her, she struggled against the string. She couldn’t even call out as something took care of her need for her. Something stroked her down there, knowing her special spot as well as she did. With David using just his fingertip, she couldn’t identify it as anything. Just a little pressure circling her excited nub. It picked up speed just as she would if it was her, but still she struggled. It wasn’t her touching there and she wanted it to stop. 
The pressure became firmer and faster and wider, giving her the first inclination that it had been one finger and was now two. She was, however, not blindfolded and she could clearly see there was no one in the room with her. Just an eerie motion of her pussy lips as something unseen spread them just enough to have access to her clit. Her breath started to come in gasps as she felt a climax approaching. Suddenly her wrists broke free of the flimsy string binding and she reached around to grab at the unseen something, but it simply vanished. Her need did not disappear and it was her fingers that rubbed her clit, harder and faster than before. As she came, she looked down in horror to see that same pale face from the night before only this time it was inches from the embarrassing action. She just couldn’t stop even as the face smiled and said, “I’m watching you.”
She was chilled to the core. Frightened of the intruder who could come and go as he pleased. Frightened of how she’d reacted, totally out of control. But tonight the tears she cried were both fright and humiliation. It… he… had just watched her playing where she shouldn’t be playing. He had started, but she had finished. Again she fell asleep crying, too scared to venture to the security of her parents’ bedroom. A little later she woke up and removed the tape from her face, dressed, and fell back asleep. She slept soundly knowing that he only came once a night.  
David woke Cindy up for breakfast. She dressed and came down to find kitty and doggy fixing her breakfast. They were being so good, remembering how to dress in the morning and following orders so well. This time as she looked at the placement of their bowls she did wonder why they were against the wall instead of where she normally put them. Against the wall had been a one time thing for mom, but they’d done it at lunch, too. She saw no point in asking since the answer seemed obvious. Nor did she see any reason to draw attention to it. Rather than embarrass them, she decided to do the unexpected and pretend not to notice. 
The twins had been rather anxious in the morning, waking up early and waiting to be untied. They weren’t certain if they were to fix daddy breakfast as well as mommy or what. They just figured they’d find out when they got untied. Daddy never came to check on them, except today he did come into their room and look at them. Neither of them moved a muscle either to hide or expose themselves. Neither movement seemed appropriate for daddy. Likewise mommy came in a little later and checked on them. The most unnerving part of the two visits was that neither parent untied them. To have their parents acknowledge that only Cindy was allowed to untie them was a telling moment. 
Cindy had special plans for the day. Now that daddy knew about the twins she felt she could expand their limits even more. Once they were done with their 20 minutes for breakfast and potty, she put leashes on her pets and led them upstairs and into their room. Their blood ran cold as they looked at the changes to their room. It didn’t surprise them that the changes had happened quickly. That’s the way Cindy’s magic worked. It was the nature of the changes that worried them. There were no sheets on their bed, as if they would be totally exposed at night. Their door was missing so they’d be totally exposed all the time. No privacy. Even the door to their bathroom was gone. The only thing left on their bed was their collection of stuffed animals and every one of them… yes, they went up and examined each one… had a strap on dildo commensurate with its size. The big teddy bear looked imposing. 
What they missed, Cindy pointed out with pleasure. “Your chairs are gone for good. You’ll kneel at your desk to use the computer and only if I give you permission. Your special chairs will appear when I want those, but normal chairs? Not anymore.” She pointed at the ceiling. “I added a few hooks there in case I want to hang you in here. Or maybe I’ll hang one of you in my room and one here.” She led them into the bathroom. “I removed the hot water handle in the shower. I’ll expect you to take a 5 minute shower in the morning and in the evening. You may shower together for body heat,” she smiled deviously. 
Then she led them to her bedroom for more surprises. “Your room is just a place to store your clothes,” she said as she walked through her door. “There are your beds.” The twins, right on her heels, stared in dismay at a kitty basket and a doggy bed. Cindy’s bed had been moved away from the wall so there was room at the foot of her bed for both pets. Two convenient hooks told the twins they’d be leashed to Cindy’s bed. Cindy didn’t point out, but the twins noticed anyway, that there was no open space under the bed. It looked as if the bed was now on a pedestal, solid wood from the bottom of the sideboard to the floor all the way around. 
Finished with the tour, she told them to put on what was laid out on their bed. “Two minutes,” she said and left. Two minutes indeed was about all they’d need to pull on a short skirt, button front short sleeve shirt, socks, and shoes. When they came downstairs to their waiting mistress, Cindy peeked under April’s skirt and in May’s blouse to make sure there was no underwear. “Now unbutton the top two buttons.”
“What?” said April. The second button was below the level of her nipples and since she was certain they were dressed for going out somewhere that meant possible exposure. 
Cindy looked at May, daring her to complain as well, but May just undid two buttons. “Make that three, April,” said Cindy. Before April could say anything, Cindy said, “If you want four, I think that will just about mean we’re going out without your shirt on.”
Taking the hint, April undid three buttons. Looking down at the vee of skin showing almost to her navel, April couldn’t imagine going out like that, but it was apparent to her that Cindy could imagine it. To make matters worse, Cindy said, “We may have to ride our bikes slow so that doesn’t fly open.” April bit her tongue. 
Even after they put on bike helmets, the twins hoped that Cindy was kidding right up until the time she led them to their bikes. Cindy, wearing shorts, swung a leg up and over and perched on the seat of her bike. It was then that the twins realized the unbuttoned shirts were not their only problem. Just swinging a leg over their bike flashed the whole world, which luckily was the side yard. Riding out onto the driveway, they felt the breeze blowing up their skirts. 
“Where are we going, mistress?” asked May. 
“The Youth Center,” said Cindy, enjoying the looks of dismay on her slaves’ faces. Yesterday the very place had been mentioned in terms of them cleaning the boys’ bathroom. Not sure what to expect when they got there, just the one mile ride there seemed daunting. 
As they started, Cindy called over to April, “Both hands on the handlebars. Don’t want you to have an accident.” She pedaled on ahead, looking back to make sure April wasn’t holding her shirt closed. “Come on,” she called back. 
April picked up just a little speed and felt her blouse blow open. She gritted her teeth and slowed. May caught up with Cindy and then stopped for April. Her eyes were fixed on April’s pussy as her twin rode up to her. “You can see it, can’t you?” said April as she too stopped. 
“Maybe nobody will look right at it,” offered May. They rode half a mile with only a few people on the sidewalk who had the chance to see their pussies and they were pretty sure at least one teen boy had caught a glimpse. May slowed down to let April catch up and when they were side by side, she said, “At least you’re not wet.”
April just shook her head at May’s fetish. Trust May to be excited and appalled at the same time. Excited because she was appalled. 
Arriving at the Youth Center, the ordeal was finally over. Cindy couldn’t resist saying, “Seventeen people and at least three of them did double takes.”
The Youth Center opened early for summer activities which were well underway by the time they walked in. “You can button one button,” Cindy told April. “Now, the two of you have until 11:00…” she consulted her watch, “… two and a half hours to complete your assigned task.” She held out three foil packs to the twins. “Know what these are?”
They both shook their heads and Cindy handed one to each of them. “Condoms?” said May as she looked closer at the pack. “You… want us to…” her voice dropped low, “… let some boys fuck us?”
“Good idea,” said Cindy, acting as if it was May’s idea. “Actually, I don’t care how you get it. Just fill them with boy cum, tie them off, and bring them to me.”
“We can’t do that, mistress,” said May. “It’s not… safe. What if they want more? What if they… I don’t know… bring more boys?”
“You can fuck them all,” said Cindy. “Just make sure you fill three condoms.”  She held up her hand to cut off any more protests. “I’m not leaving my slaves alone. Me and my magic will be there with you. Nobody’s gonna hurt you.” With that she vanished. 
May looked at April. “Well, we’re gonna have to get them to fuck us. How else?”
April pulled May away from Cindy’s last known position. “I think you’re gonna have to get them to fuck you.”
“No way,” said May. “We do it together.”
“Together, yeah, I’ll be there with you,” agreed April. “But you’re the one that gets off on being embarrassed. You’ll cum three times.”
“It’s not fair,” argued May. “They’ll see me… naked and not you.”
“May, how many times do I have to tell you. They see you naked, they see me naked. I run into one of the boys two weeks or two months from now, they’ll think it was me they fucked.” She looked around. “Come on, there’s some boys down there. You do the first one and then decide if you want more, OK?”
The boys down there were, unfortunately, headed to basketball camp in the Youth Center’s gym and the twins couldn’t catch them. They eventually wandered into the game room and spotted three boys around 12-13 playing pool. Using the straight forward approach, April walked up to them and asked if they wanted to fool around.
“Sure,” said one of the boys. “You got a friend?”
“No, just the two of us. We’ll take all three of you. She wants you to fuck her.” May glared at April, but didn’t argue. 
“Just like that?” said the first boy. 
“Right here?” asked another. 
“Yeah, unless you have some better place. I mean, not right here on the pool table. We’ll find an empty room.”
The skeptical boys followed along behind April and May as the twins searched for a room, eventually finding an empty storeroom. April spread some towels on the floor and May lay down on them. 
“We want her clothes off,” said one of the boys. “Yours, too.”
“You only get to fuck her,” said April. May was already squirming out of her skirt. Then she sat up to unbutton and remove her shirt. From the look of May’s pussy, April wasn’t going to have to do anything. 
“If she wants it, then you both have to take off your clothes.”
Does she have to look that desperate? April sighed and removed her shirt and skirt. She handed a condom to the first boy. “Gotta put this on so you don’t get her pregnant.”
The boy shrugged. He pulled his pants down just enough to free his cock and then slipped on the condom. There was no concept of foreplay as he knelt between May’s legs and pushed his cock into her sopping pussy. There was also no concept of staying power as the boy thrust a dozen times and then came in the condom. 
Meanwhile, April found herself the center of attention of the two unoccupied boys. She’d said only May got fucked, but that didn’t stop them from copping feels of her tits, ass, and pussy while they waited for their turn. As the first boy finished, May scrambled to get the condom off his cock and then tied a knot in the open end. She reached to put it in the pocket of her shirt, but halfway there it disappeared from her hand. Knowing it was safe with Cindy, May turned her attention back on the boys. She didn’t even think of giving April a turn. The first one had been so fast there’d been no hope of an orgasm for her. 
“Who’s next?” called out May, eager to get it over with. Another boy took the position between her legs and started fucking her. 
Cindy whispered in her ear, trying to drive May to an orgasm. “Jeez, May, three boys who want you naked. Lying there on the floor with your legs spread. How’s that cock feel? You gonna cum for him? I’ve got the camcorder on you and your first boyfriend. Jeez, you look so hot and horny. Having a good time? Gonna cum for the camera? I’ll show it to Jack-Jack and mommy and daddy.” 
May started to pant, feeling the orgasm build just as the second boy came and pulled out. Dammit, what’s with these boys? Am I that hot that they can’t wait to cum? The fire in her pussy simmered as she waited for the third boy. Cindy was also surprised at the speed of a 12-year-old boy. She kept talking to May even as they waited for the final boy to keep May close to the edge. When the third boy started fucking her, May was nearly ready to cum when she asked, “Can I cum?” 
The answer was whispered in her ear. The boy on top of her looked at her strange and said, “Go ahead.” With permission to cum from her mistress, May came quick, not wanting to hold off. The third boy took longer than the first two, but it wasn’t enough to bring her to a second orgasm. 
Within a minute, the three boys had all pulled up their pants and piled out of the room. There wasn’t so much as a thank you from them as they took their limp cocks back to the pool room. They had a story to tell, but when they tried, it was devoid of details. “Fucked a girl at the Youth Center,” was about the limit of their memory. Not that they were dim witted, but the biggest impression of the event was their own orgasm. Nothing else mattered to the self-centered boys. 
That would have been fine with the twins if they’d known it. They felt like everyone knew what had happened. Collecting three condoms full of cum had taken less than 10 minutes from proposition to boys out of the room. They dressed and shoved the towels into a corner. After looking each other over, they decided they were presentable. “Are we done, mistress?” asked April. 
“Yeah,” said Cindy, disappointed at the short time spent. She’d hoped to humiliate the twins more than that. “You did good, May. And April, it would have been a waste of your time to lie down on your back. I think you had more fun standing,” she added with a laugh. 
Fun was not exactly how April would describe it. May got a cock in her pussy, three times and one orgasm. She’d been pawed by all three of the boys, eager to touch a naked girl’s body. It felt like it was her that they’d remember more than May, so she had to remind herself that the reverse of what she’d said to May was true. The boys could just as well think they’d fondled May. Their bodies were interchangeable. 
“Two buttons undone,” said Cindy as they left the storeroom. It was an easier ride home for April. In the meantime, Cindy was already thinking ahead to her plans for three condoms full of cum. She hadn’t even confided in David, so he would be just as surprised as the twins. 
Since they were done way early, Cindy tied the twins with their hands behind their backs and hung them by their tongues in her room. She unbuttoned their blouses all the way and teased their nipples to hardness. She dropped their skirts to the floor. “This is the way my pets should be. Naked and helpless. Eager to show their mistress every inch of their beautiful bodies.” Running her hands over their bodies, she told them that maybe next time she’d bring the boys in to see them hanging like this. Maybe next time it would be five boys. Maybe next time she’d make April do it. Maybe next time she’d make them do each other while the boys watched. Then precisely at 10 minutes she lowered them. 
“Be kitty and doggy for me,” she said. A few minutes later they had their tails, ears, masks and collars on. She clipped a leash to their collars and led them around the house on their hands and knees. She took them out into the backyard. Then she took them out front. Of course she had them invisible, but she was still pleased that they didn’t hesitate to follow. They couldn’t be sure they were unseen, so they had to trust their mistress. 
Being walked on a leash was embarrassing, but the twins had come to accept it. Around the house was just for Cindy to show them who was boss, as if they could ever forget. Around the backyard was a tease. Out front was nerve wracking. To themselves they looked normal. They walked naked behind their mistress on the grass and watched people go by walking and in cars. There was no way to tell if they were visible or not. The only clue they ever had was when somebody focused on them. Cindy never took them far from the front yard and they never saw anyone look at them. 
Then, Karen and Sally pedaled toward them on their bikes. Karen had already spent a few minutes tasting Cindy’s magic. Her mouth was sealed on the matter because of the pictures that had been taken. She felt sorry for April and May, but wasn’t about to interfere in what was going on. Just pedaling by the house was uncomfortable, but she did it or else the detour would seem odd. 
As the bikes approached, Cindy tugged April and May to her sides and told them to kneel. She stood between them, leashes in hand. The twins knew exactly what was going to happen as kitty and doggy knelt by their mistress. With an oh shit feeling, there was nothing to do except obey. Karen eyed the house suspiciously and then her eyes fell on the three figures in the front yard. Doggy blushed while kitty wiggled her hips ever so slightly at the pleasant throb in her clit. Sally also saw the trio and skidded to a halt in disbelief.
“Keep riding, Sally,” shouted Karen as she rode on by, knowing that April and May were lost causes and willing to abandon Sally rather than stick around for another sample of Cindy’s magic. 
“Look it,” yelled Sally back, thinking that Karen hadn’t seen them. She pointed her bike at the odd sight and pedaled closer for a better look. “What’s going on, you guys?” she asked when she was about 20 feet away. 
“Just walking my pets,” said Cindy. 
Then Sally, another of the twins’ close friends, was staring at empty space. Cindy tugged on the leashes and walked them away from where they’d been. Just in time as Sally dismounted and walked to where she was sure she’d see April and May naked as the day they were born, except for masks. She walked through the space, feeling around for the vanished trio. “What’s going on? Where’d you go? How are you doing this?”
From a safe distance, Karen watched, urging Sally to stop fooling around and come back. It took several minutes for Sally to give up and rejoin Karen, puzzled and full of questions. Karen gave her no information, even denying that she’d seen Cindy and her pets. 
When the other girls were gone, Cindy laughed. “How are you going to explain that to her when you see her next time?” She took kitty and doggy back inside. “Go to your room and take off everything. It’s time for a special treat.” She’d killed enough time and was ready to get back on schedule. 
The special treat started with putting a head harness on April with a ring gag and tying her spread eagle on her back on the floor of the twins’ room. Cindy then hooked a clip to each side of April’s head harness and pulled them taut enough that April’s head was in the air about an inch. The effect was to make April helpless, her mouth open and available, and unable to turn her head without a great deal of effort. 
“I’m just having fun, April,” said Cindy. “This isn’t punishment.” Oh, my, the look in April’s eyes when she said that. She was going to be Cindy’s toy and it was something bad enough that she’d consider it punishment? “So what happened today at the Youth Center… you know, where you had May do all the boys… has nothing to do with this. I already planned to do this today.” She was doing it to April because May had tasted daddy’s cum as she licked it from April’s freshly fucked pussy and sucked it out of daddy, but April had yet to taste male cum. 
Holding out the first of the three condoms from earlier, she said, “The ring gag makes it hard to swallow, huh? So, it’s just like a reminder not to swallow at all. Got it. I’m putting the cum in your mouth and you just let it sit there. No swallowing.” She slit open the rubber and the sticky strands of the cum oozed out and straight into the horrified April’s mouth. Cindy squeezed the rubber to get every drop out. 
“How’s it taste?” Cindy asked, leaning over to look at the puddle of cum with April’s tongue bathing in it. 
“Uk,” said April. She pulled at the ropes, her muscles tense, but having no effect. 
“Move your tongue around. Stir the cum.” She watched with perverted pleasure as her slave toyed with the cum. Then she slit a second one and emptied those contents into April’s mouth. It was a lot of cum, but still didn’t come close to filling the preteen’s mouth. “Jeez, April,” said Cindy, her voice excited. “I think it’s so hot to watch you holding a mouthful of cum for me. Keep your tongue moving. Coat it and let it run off. Coat it again. Yeah, and let it run off. Play with the cum.” She held out the third condom and slit it, putting even more in April’s mouth. “Fuck, April, three boys’ cum in your mouth. For me.” 
Cindy could barely tear herself away from the erotic sight of April playing with the cum despite the look of disgust on her face. April’s gorgeous body was made all the more erotic as she pulled against the ropes, her taut body vying for escape that was impossible. However, there was more to do. Cindy sat back and said, “May, go diving for cum. I want you to stick your tongue in April’s mouth. Stir the cum around. Lick it off April’s tongue. And I especially want you to pull some out with your tongue, suck it out, lap it up, I don’t care. Get some in your mouth and then drool it right back in.”
Excited at the erotic sight and the power to make the twins debased themselves like this, Cindy stripped off her clothes. She knelt on her hands and knees as a tentacle wrapped around her body, a second pushed into her ass, and the tip of a third rubbed her clit. May put her lips right to April’s lips and Cindy could see May’s tongue extending deep into April’s mouth. Inches from the meeting of the two mouths, the mistress had a perfect view of May’s little pink stir stick as it swirled through the caldron of cum. The little slut is doing it all. Stirring it. Licking it. She could hardly contain herself as May pulled up the first load of cum, even showing it to April, and then practically spit it back into April’s waiting mouth. Cindy came noisily, both twins’ shifting their eyes to watch their pretty little mistress get the ultimate pleasure from the disgusting game. The sight was reward in itself for May. 
“More,” said Cindy, “Keep doing it.” She felt like there was a string of orgasms stretching out into the future, waiting for their turn to claim her. Cindy rode the erotic scene to five orgasms, but each one was less than the previous, so after five she quit. 
“Eat her, May. April, keep it in your mouth, sweetie. I love it. May’s gonna reward you now. You can cum.” Cindy relaxed on the floor as May moved down April’s stretched body. 
May was hot from the humiliation of toying with the cum. April was being helplessly passive, but May had been actively seeking it, playing with it, and sharing it. Her fingers brushed against April’s hard nipples, sensing more arousal than she expected from her twin. Her lips and tongue found an eager, wet pussy. May furiously ate April’s pussy and then slowed. She was going to make this a good one even though it meant April had to keep the cum in her mouth even longer. If she was right, April was turned on. 
This hurt. That was what April’s body was telling her. That first dollop of cum poured into her mouth had started an ache in her tummy. It was below humiliation. She was being used as a toy for the sole purpose of entertaining her mistress. She waved her tongue around, tasting the cum of some strange boy, pumped into May, kept in a condom for hours, and now poured into her. The small effort was worth it as it focused the ache. The second and third loads of cum filled her mouth so full she was able to hide her tongue under the surface. So much cum. The ache changed from mental pain to physical pain. She wanted to cry from how it felt to be abased so thoroughly, but there was a growing hope that she clung to. Tugging on the ropes strained her muscles and made the pain spread. Then May so eagerly joined in the torment, tonguing her, tasting her, and ladling the cum to and fro. All the while she could do nothing. And it hurt. She felt her body reacting to the pain and wondered if this was how May felt when she was humiliated. Was there an ache? April could only relate to the sexual power of pain. Did May’s body hurt like this at the moment when Cindy could make her cum on command? 
Once started she felt in control of the pain. Pulling, struggling, and straining at the ropes, she could tell even that excited Cindy. Even her futile efforts… she knew them to be futile and they were hardly attempts to escape… thrilled her little mistress. Pulling more meant more pain. A glance at Cindy’s eager eyes meant more pain. The feel of May’s tongue… the cum dripping back into her mouth… the taste of the cum… the eternal taste of the cum… all meant more pain. And the pain made her nipples pucker and swell. It made her pussy tingle and flow with the juices of excitement. Aside from those two clues, she kept the pain and the growing pleasure to herself. 
Then May caressed her body and licked her pussy. The pleasure took hold and she was ready to merge pain and pleasure to a glorious orgasm. Then May slowed. Fuck you, May. Fuck you! Don’t fucking stop! Until she realized that she was even May’s toy. Her sister, her soul mate, her fellow slave had no idea how she felt. How miserable it was to be Cindy’s toy. How urgent the need was. Dammit, being May’s toy put a razor’s edge to the pain as it gripped her like a beast as if she was physically in its claws. It gave life to the pain and she was no longer in control. Pain and pleasure were braided inseparably now. There was only one focus in life… holding the cum for her mistress. Then she felt May seize her soul and shake it, ripping it across the line. Her body strained upwards, heels and hands touching the floor, head pushing down against the harness, nothing else in contact with the floor as her world exploded in pain and pleasure. 
April had done a good job of hiding the level and intensity of her arousal until the last 30 seconds. May felt her start to thrust her hips up and down, seeking more. April’s body was tense and had been locked in tension for a while. She started making a whining noise. It was time to finish it. She put all her attention to April’s clit, tonguing it and then biting it. If April liked pain, then May was going to give it to her. She bit it, even shaking it back and forth like a dog with a pull toy. And there she was, April’s clit ring in her mouth, her teeth firmly into tender pink flesh, tugging on April’s clit as it suddenly felt as if she’d picked April up by her clit. They were inches off the floor, her fingers scrabbling for a hold in an ass so tight she could only cup the cheeks. No way was she gonna let this go once she realized April was locked in an incredible orgasm. For several seconds she pulled on April’s clit until the body went limp. 
Cindy gaped at April as her slave went rigid and then slumped back down. Concerned, she looked into April’s glazed eyes. Then she unhooked the ring gag from the harness and pulled it free. April closed her mouth and swallowed, feeling the pain wash away and leaving only the pleasant afterglow of sex and a fantastic memory. 
Cindy untied her slave, rose, and said, “I still want lunch in 20 minutes.” That and an orgasm like April just had. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 24
(gg, bdsm, d/s, humil, oral, inc)
After lunch, Cindy had a much less intense activity planned for her slaves. With them wearing only wrist and ankle cuffs, she left May in the twins’ room while she took April to her room. Once there, she knelt by the side of the bed and undid a latch. Pulling on what April had taken to be the side of a wooden pedestal under Cindy’s bed, Cindy pulled out a huge drawer. The drawer was as wide as the bed was long, as tall as the space under the bed, and as deep as half the bed. And it was empty. 
“Get in the drawer,” said Cindy. “Lie down on your back.”
April raised her eyebrows as she stared at the empty drawer. “What’s that for, mistress?” she asked. 
“You’ll see,” said Cindy. “Now move!”
Climbing into the drawer, April lay down as instructed. Then Cindy clipped her wrist cuffs to the top corners of the drawer and ankle cuffs to the bottom corners. Inserting a vibrator in April’s ass and one in her pussy, she turned them on. April discovered quite quickly that the vibrators only ran for brief periods and knew from experience they’d never let her have an orgasm. Cindy took a pair of her own panties from the dirty laundry and pushed them into April’s mouth. Then she put three strips of tape across April’s mouth. Satisfied April was going nowhere and saying nothing, she said, “I’m storing you away until later. Just wait for me here until I come back for you.” She pushed the drawer in a few inches and then said, “Jesus, April, the look in your eyes. I love it.” Then she shut the drawer and latched it. 
Finished with April, Cindy brought May into the room and opened the drawer on the other side of the bed. In a few minutes, May was helpless, gagged, and on her way to a torment of tingles. They might suspect it, but neither could be really sure that their twin was in a drawer on the opposite side of the bed. As far as they knew for sure, they were alone with nothing to do but wait. With the twins safely stored away, Cindy and David went in search of Melanie. Though David had already enjoyed a few session with Melanie, this would be their first joint effort. 
Melanie was just finishing lunch and a few minutes later went up to her room. It was just her and her middle brother, Kyle, home. Cindy and David followed her up and as soon as the door shut, David wrapped her in a tentacle and put a hand across her mouth. The slender girl tried to scream and struggle, but David held her fast. They made a quick exchange of a pair of Cindy’s panties for David’s hand and followed that with some tape. Melanie got out a short squawk, but was quickly silenced again. Cindy put a blindfold on their captive so they wouldn’t have to worry about David keeping in contact with Cindy to keep her invisible. 
As David restrained Melanie, Cindy removed the girl’s shirt. Then David tied her wrists and elbows behind her back. They finished stripping her and Cindy took a moment just to admire the tight little ass as David bent her at the waist. With Melanie in position, Cindy whispered, “Just like at school. Naughty girl gets spanked. Naked for everybody. Did you wonder how your pencils disappeared and then came back?” Melanie gave a muffled shriek. Then Cindy gave the helpless girl five firm swats. 
Melanie felt safe during the day time because the thing had never struck except at night. Now she was horrified to be in its grasp more firmly than ever. Step by step it got worse as she was gagged, blindfolded and stripped. At night she woke up naked. It was worse to have it happen while she was alert. She turned her head to the sound as a voice whispered to her. Unable to make out who it was, she understood the words. Though she knew she was otherwise alone, she couldn’t help but imagine being in front of the whole class like this. Stripped and then spanked and she could do nothing. Then the reminder of the pencils came like a revelation. This something had been tormenting her for longer than just this week. Her pencils had been there, gone, and then back. She thought of her brother somewhere in the house and tried to keep from making any noise at all, though the swats sounded like pistol shots to her. 
Right after the swats, she caught the scent that she associated with the haunting. After several nights, she knew also that it made her horny. With her hands tied, she could only assume that someone or something was going to touch her. Sure enough, she felt Cindy’s fingers on her pussy, teasing her clit the way she liked. 
David had flashed the aphrodisiac quickly in front of Melanie’s nose while Cindy held her breath. Once it was safe again, Cindy started toying with Melanie’s clit. As Melanie reached with sighs and moans, Cindy took her closer and closer. Then she stopped and Melanie gasped with frustration. 
“Uh uh,” moaned Melanie, shaking her head. She didn’t want it to stop now. Much as she hated what was being done, she wanted it to finish. 
“Want more?” came a whisper. 
“Uh huh,” nodded Melanie desperately. 
“Don’t make a sound.” Cindy pulled the tape free and fished out the panties. It was risky, but the worst that could happen was Melanie would be discovered by her brother naked and tied. 
Once the gag was free, Melanie pleaded, “Please, don’t leave me like this. Touch it again.”
“Suck this,” said Cindy, feeding a tentacle to the distraught preteen. 
Melanie opened her mouth and sucked in the offered object. After a few seconds she realized what she was sucking on, and almost stopped. All thought of stopping vanished when the finger resumed its work in her pussy. “Cocksucker,” came the whispered voice, but she didn’t care. The finger teased her closer and closer, but it was obvious she had to perform before she was allowed to cum. Sucking hard on the cock, she felt it jerk and tense in her mouth as it came. Seconds later her own body jerked and tensed its reply. “Lucky girl.”
After the mutual orgasms, Melanie was untied. The blindfold came off and she looked around, seeing no one. Then her door opened all by itself. She stood and stared at it for several seconds before she realized she was standing naked in front of her open bedroom door. That had been completely different from the other encounters. She didn’t know what to make of it. There had been two somethings in her room. The voice was different. The touch was different. She’d sucked a cock. And it had happened in the daytime. She dressed, vowing not to mention this to anyone. 
When she got home, Cindy waited for Jack-Jack to come over. She wished she could see what was going on in the drawers, but the point was for them to be alone for the rest of the afternoon. Not like she could just peek in on them. She wished soundproofing didn’t work both ways. It had to be set up so they couldn’t be heard thumping or whining in their drawer, but she wished she could obviously and noisily ignore them, like having them listen as she and Jack-Jack made love in the bed above them. 
When Jack-Jack did come over, Cindy told her lover than the twins were out and they had the house to themselves. She showed Jack-Jack all the changes to both the bedrooms. Then she promptly had to admit to her friend that both her parents knew all about it. Jack-Jack was simply in awe of the latitude that Cindy had with her slaves. She even had their parents’ permission. 
The two snuggled up naked in Cindy’s bed, hugging and kissing at first. As they started caressing and touching, Jack-Jack noticed Cindy was more passionate than usual and more vocal. She didn’t mind; it was pretty exciting to have Cindy moaning and calling out her name. The extra passion and enthusiasm only made their daily lovemaking better. 
As Jack-Jack ate her pussy, Cindy didn’t even realize her own different behavior. If she had, it wouldn’t have made any sense. With the twins right under them in the bed, she was acting as if they could hear her and Jack-Jack… something she knew was impossible. “Eat me, honey,” she moaned loudly. “Lick my hot pussy and make me cum. Yeah, Jack-Jack, you’re the best. Make me cum, lover. Use that pretty little tongue, beautiful.” She kept going for several minutes, telling the world just how much she loved having her pussy eaten by her husband. When she finally came, it was with a loud shriek that the neighbors might have heard, but not the twins tucked away just a couple of feet under them. 
As they traded places, Jack-Jack enjoyed the noisy, slurping sounds as Cindy treated even that as an experience to be shared with anyone that might be listening. As her wifey took her to a sensational orgasm, Jack-Jack made a point of having a noisy one, but not nearly as noisy as Cindy had. 
After Jack-Jack left, Cindy wondered again what the twins were thinking and doing in their respective drawers. The doing part was pretty simple. Nothing. Except that she wondered if they were making noise, scared, bored, or what. She thought she was more excited about what she’d done to the twins than she should have been. Normally she really liked to look at their sleek, slender bodies when they were helpless. Now she couldn’t see them at all, but it was still thrilling to know the level of control that she had over them. 
As soon as Cindy announced her intention to store her in the drawer, April felt humiliation and despair. This was what she was in the drawer for? To be put away and ignored for a while? Damn right she had a look on her face, but Cindy didn’t have to taunt her about how her eyes had pleaded for release. Then the drawer shut and she was in darkness. 
She stewed for several minutes, straining and yelling at Cindy as loud as the gag would allow. After about 15 minutes, she recognized the futilely of doing anything except wait. Calming, she used the peaceful privacy and silence to think. The morning had been intense with being fondled by strange boys, watching May put out, and then the two of them playing with the boys’ cum. That orgasm had been the best ever and she wished she’d had the presence of mind to hide that from Cindy. She’d just been totally out of control, so hiding anything from anybody had been the farthest thing from her mind. It just made her think that Cindy would make her do that again, or even worse, she wouldn’t. There was just no right answer to having an incredible orgasm from being forced to taste three boys’ cum. And play with it. Cindy had gotten excited watching her tongue bathe in the goo and watching May stir it around. For Christ’s sake, I got excited it about it. Doing it for Cindy. Freaking gross and so freaking hot. Is that how May feels when she’s humiliated? Am I getting to be like her? She had to force herself to stop thinking about a mouthful of cum or else she thought she’d leave a wet spot in the drawer. 
As the time drug on, she felt boredom settle in. Hopeless, unending boredom. It was accompanied by a sense of helplessness and anger at her mistress for treating her like this. By now she’d guessed that May was in a drawer on the other side of the bed. There was enough room for both of them and she realized separate drawers made her feel so alone, adding despair to all her other feelings. She tried playing mind games, but kept losing track and soon felt like she was losing her mind. She started telling herself stories, but when one of the stories was reliving the taste of cum in her mouth, the vibrators took hold. Before she knew it she was tingling and struggling toward an orgasm. Left alone in the drawer was different from hanging from the ceiling blindfolded only in the absence of pain. The sense of being used by Cindy for her own pleasure, totally ignoring a slave and her feelings was making her aroused. It was terrible to admit that this kind of treatment was thrilling. She found her pussy ached for an orgasm, but with the intermittent vibrators, all she could do was ache. Her nipples ached. Her hips slowly rotated as well as thrust up and down. She thought that if Cindy opened the drawer, turned the vibrators on full, and commanded her to cum, she’d do so in an instant. Just like May. Except that May got off on humiliation and April knew she was getting off on nothing more than being treated like a slave who didn’t matter, nothing more than a toy put into storage.
In the other drawer right next to April, May went through her own series of thoughts. She didn’t start angry as April had. Her mind immediately went to the morning’s events, seeing the faces of three boys as they quickly took turns with her body. It hadn’t been pleasant except in the end she’d had one of those forced orgasms. True to her nature, she soon was making a wet spot in the drawer and aching for an orgasm. It was difficult, but she managed to drag herself away from the edge with thoughts of school, friends, and books. More successful than April at distracting herself, she fell asleep. 
When it was almost time for mom to come home, Cindy slid open April’s drawer. She wasn’t sure how mom would take to the idea of the twins being locked up like they were. On one hand it seemed like a perfectly devilish torment for her slaves. On the other hand, it seemed the cruelest thing she’d done to them, particularly when she considered that she could lock them in there for an entire day if she wanted. She was thrilled to see April writhing in the agony of a near orgasm. How long has she been like this? Turning off the vibrators, she waited a few seconds and then said, “Could you cum right now for me? Go ahead, you have my permission.” 
Given the opportunity to cum, April strained at her bonds. She was so close, but it was rapidly fading. It was impossible without some kind of stimulation to her clit, so she realized Cindy was just teasing her. Defeated, she finally let the ache die. Her mistress removed the tape and pulled sopping panties out of her mouth. When she saw the pretty little pussy inches from her face, she reached up and licked it like a good slave. With a strong sense of satisfaction, she got Cindy to cum. 
Cindy freed April from the bondage and let her get out of the drawer. “Go to your bathroom and wait for me there,” she told the older of the twins. Then she opened May’s drawer, surprised to see May blinking sleepily at the intrusion into her quiet afternoon. She wasn’t angry that May had used the time better than April, but she’d have to try something different with May next time. 
Once May was free, Cindy joined the pair in their bathroom and told them to get in the shower and sit on the floor. Expecting a cold shower, the twins were surprised when Cindy joined them in the tight space. Having just had a pleasant orgasm from April, Cindy was still naked below the waist. Standing over them, she peed, making sure it got into the twins’ hair and on their faces. “Ewwww,” said May, though she held still for it. “Mistress, don’t, please,” whined April. 
“Keep your mouths shut,” snapped Cindy. “I want it on you, not in you.”    When she finished, she stepped out of the shower. “Wash it off now. Wash your hair good.” She stood outside the shower and watched them shower with nothing but cold water. 
Once she was satisfied they were clean, she told the shivering pair they could dry off. “Since mommy and daddy both know you’re my slaves, there’s no reason you can’t be kitty and doggy for the rest of the evening. Downstairs in five minutes. You can help mommy with dinner. Set three places at the table. You’ll be eating from your bowls.”
Three minutes later, Cindy came back to the twins. “I’ve changed my mind. I think it best if you behave like 11-year-old girls at dinner. Get dressed. You can still help mommy, but set five places at the table.” Her change of heart was due in no small measure to her mother saying, “Don’t you dare, Cindy. You don’t see your father and me bringing Aunt Molly and Aunt Maddy to dinner as slaves.”
After dinner, it was daddy’s night to go out. While the twins still thought their daddy volunteered on Thursdays, Cindy knew the truth. Since she’d shared the twins with daddy last night, she asked her mom if she could share May with her mom so she and Jack-Jack could play with April. She was very pleased when her mom not only said yes, but agreed to Cindy’s plan of how May would be bound for the night. 
As soon as her stepfather left, Cindy called the twins to her room and told them to strip. She simply collared April and then leashed her to the foot of her bed, allowing her to lie down in her doggy bed. May, however, saw her black latex body suit that she hadn’t worn for a few days. As before, Cindy inserted a vibrator in May’s pussy and one in her ass. Then Cindy, May, and Cindy’s magic worked to get the tight suit on the slave, rolling the tight material up May’s legs and working it over her slender hips to seal in the vibrators. They put her arms into the suit and zipped up the back. She was encased in latex from ankles to neck and down her arms to her wrists. Cindy put black latex gloves on May’s hands and then the black ballet slippers so that only her head was uncovered. The suit was so tight that the contours of her pussy lips, nipples, and ass were visible. 
When Cindy pulled out some black leather straps, May realized she was going to wear even more than last time. The straps were a body harness that criss-crossed her torso forming a diamond around her navel, a diamond just below her small breasts, and an X between her breasts. Straps ran above and below her breasts, forcing even the small mounds to stand out. Finally, a strap ran down between her legs, through her crotch, and up the crack of her ass, further accentuating the bulging lips between her legs. Cindy bent May’s legs under her so her heels pressed against her bottom and then secured her legs in that position with two straps around the thigh and calf of each leg. 
The final touches were a bit gag and some more black straps to bind May’s upper arms to her sides and her wrists behind her back. Lying on her back on the floor, May’s legs were spread wide, showing off her young body. With May’s bondage complete, Cindy and her magic carried May down to her mother who was reading in the family room. “Could you keep an eye on her, mommy,” said Cindy as she set her slave down on the carpet. 
May had held still and even cooperated by pushing her arms and legs into the suit though she dreaded being put in the suit. Bit by bit the bondage became more severe until she was helpless. She could look down at her body and see it looked like she had a thin sheen of rubber painted on her, every curve, bump, indentation, and practically every freckle was visible. She was already not looking forward to the evening and then she found herself splayed on her back under the watchful eye of her stepmother. She blinked in disbelief as Cindy left her alone with Mistress Rose, even setting down the remotes for the vibrators right beside their mom. A few minutes later, Jack-Jack passed by and peeked in at her. She was squirming, already getting wet inside the suit, when the 9-year-old stopped to look. 
“We’re going upstairs with April, Mistress Rose,” said Cindy. “Remember you promised you’d leave us alone for an hour at least.” She said that mainly for Jack-Jack’s benefit so her friend wouldn’t be nervous about a possibly embarrassing interruption. 
Again May was left alone with her stepmother. It was humiliating enough, but then her stepmom rose and stood over her. “Sweet little slave,” said Mistress Rose, surprising the bound girl. “I can see every inch of your body. I never knew my stepdaughter was such a slut.” May’s surprise became astonishment as her stepmom bent down and ran her hands over the latex encased body. “I hear you cum on command, sweetie,” said Rose, stroking the plump pussy lips. “I think I’d like to watch that later. Right now I want to make you squirm.” 
May whined into the gag as the vibrators started up on the lowest setting. Her stepmom knew all the nice places to touch, doing everything except penetrating her pussy and ass. She wriggled around, trying to escape the hands and, when that failed, trying to squeeze out an orgasm. Being fondled by her stepmom was simply the most humiliating thing ever and therefore the most arousing. Just when she thought it couldn’t get worse, her stepmom stepped over her, straddling her head with a foot on either side. She looked up the skirt to see her stepmom’s shaved pussy. It got closer and closer until it pressed right against her nose, rubbing back and forth, up and down. Hands undid the bit gag and without being told, she started to eat out her stepmom. 
The bound girl was frantic as she lapped at the juicy pussy. Her own desire was peaking though the vibrators were set so low they’d only drive her crazy. She needed to earn a higher setting. Already she was looking forward to showing her stepmom how she could cum on command. She ate pussy for a couple of minutes, but her stepmom stood up before her orgasm. May was transfixed as her stepmom stripped standing right over her. “Somebody looks horny,” said Mistress Rose and May nodded. There was no point in trying to deny it. As her mistress’ full sized tits came into view, she heard, “Beg for my tits.”
“Yes, mistress,” said May. “Please, let me have your tits. I want to lick them and suck them. Let me lick and taste your big tits. Please, mommy, let your little slut lick your tits and suck your nipples.” She threw in, “Please, let me cum. I wanna show you how I cum. Let me suck your tits and eat your tasty pussy. I can make you cum. I can make you cum, mommy.”
Rose only let May beg while she finished removing the last of her clothes. The little slut did it so well she didn’t need any encouragement. She knelt over May and lowered a tit to May’s eager mouth, alternating back and forth as the sweet little mouth obeyed every command. Then she settled in over May’s face again and let her stepdaughter eat her to a beautiful orgasm. 
Once she’d had her own orgasm, Rose stood over May and teased her. She turned the vibrators on high. “Part of cumming on command, my little slut, is not cumming until you are commanded. I want you to show me that you can hold off. I want you to wait for the command. Don’t beg for it. Just wait. I’m going to make you wait ten full minutes.”  Then she settled down on the couch to watch May squirm and writhe in ecstasy and agony, fighting the demanding orgasm. She could tell that May could cum in an instant if allowed. It was simply fun to watch the poor girl suffer. 
Suffer she did. May’s pussy was on fire. Her body strained to keep from surrendering to the full body tingles that threatened to take control. It was so tempting to just give in, disappoint her mistress, and take her punishment, but it was also very arousing to have her stepmom watch her like this. She would regret disappointing her mistress and not just because of the punishment. Waiting for it would make it better. She wanted to prolong it to please her new mistress and to have the best possible climax. Just for now it was misery itself. Her teeth were clenched, fists tightened, and toes flexed, unable to curl inside the tight shoes. 
At the ten minute mark, Rose stopped the vibrators, watching the surprise and shock on May’s face. In the slave’s eyes she could practically see the orgasm fading. Thirty seconds later, she turned them on hard and fast again. “Cum for me. Now!” she commanded. The disappointing ache of an orgasm missed had taken May down too far. Cindy had always led her up to it, ordering her to command at the right time, not out of the blue. Her body responded, letting the orgasm build again, but the vibrators snapped off. “You can’t do it on command?”
“More time. I need more time, mistress,” gasped May. How impractical it was to expect an instant orgasm. 
“How much more time?” asked Rose, turning them back on. She waited 10 seconds before commanding an orgasm and again there was no climax for May. 
“Mommy,” wailed May as the vibrators died again. “Lots more than that.”
Rose turned them on. “My little slutty stepdaughter wants to cum for mommy? She wants to squeal and squirm for me? I love the way your hard little nipples look like they’re ready to pop off your chest. Don’t cum until I tell you. Cute little tits with cute little nipples. Cindy talks about you. You like posing for her friends. You like boys. You like having mommy watch. She was right. You are a slut. Got a wet pussy for mommy? Cindy says she has movies. Which should I watch first?” She watched the light come back on in May’s eyes, until they were fiery. “Hold it, baby, hold it.” 
Rose knelt down and ran her tongue over the latex covered pussy. May could actually feel the heat of the tongue and watched it as it traced all the way up to her nipples. Her mistress sucked on the hard bullets pushing into the latex. “My little slut likes that? My little slut is ready? So perfectly on display for mommy.” She waited a few seconds and then said softly, “Cum for mommy. Do it, May.”
May felt her clit explode with pleasure at the words she’d been longing to hear. “Jesus Christ,” she squealed and she squirmed just like mommy wanted. The feel of mommy’s eyes on her, ravishing her as surely as daddy, the boys, Cindy’s friends, or Cindy. It was incredibly sexy to have anyone look at her when she was so helpless and on display. Mommy was just the last one she ever expected to want to watch her. Her body bucked on the carpet, savoring the wondrous moment. Then she went limp, the ropes, straps, and suit still holding her in position, but her body no longer straining against the bonds. 
Alone with Cindy and Jack-Jack, April guessed that she’d finally have the opportunity to taste Jack-Jack. She wished she could control her trembling, imagining the two younger girls saw it as fear instead of the lust it really was. The excitement had started as soon as Jack-Jack came in and saw her curled up in her doggy bed. Where May would have been excited by the humiliation of the moment, April’s excitement came from the knowledge that she was going to be well and truly used for the pleasure of the two. 
Cindy tied April’s hands in front of her with several secure wraps around her forearms to spread out the pressure of the ropes. Then she tied April’s calves together in similar fashion. While May’s bondage had taken some time to set up, April’s was over faster than she expected. Bound at arms and legs, she was then hung from the ceiling with her arms and legs suspended from the two farthest apart hooks on the ceiling. A vibrator was pushed into her bottom and she imagined how Jack-Jack had thrilled over the sight of May’s bottom taking one. Then another was inserted into her pussy. Her body was only a foot and a half off the floor. Assuming she wasn’t left like that for very long, it was a rather comfortable position. Any thoughts of comfort vanished when Cindy said, “Just like a porch swing.” A little push sent the human swing in motion, swaying from side to side. 
The young mistress settled herself on April’s back, the left side of the swing, and patted April’s bottom to invite Jack-Jack to join her. As Jack-Jack settled in position next to Cindy, April felt the strain in her arms and legs of the two girls, an additional 120 pounds. She moaned as her muscles and tendons were stretched. Humiliation was added to the pain as the two riders started her swinging back and forth, their legs dangling over April’s side. 
April was certain the two girls started out fully clothed. She could feel their cloth covered bottoms on her back. But shoes dropped to the floor. She could look down and see them and then socks joined them. Her passengers wriggled and shirts and shorts fell to the floor. Finally she saw two pairs of panties on the floor and felt naked bottoms. Every motion made her muscles strain even more and she thought the two were done squirming around now that they were naked. Then she heard them start making out. The slave let out a little whimper as her pussy flooded with juices. The pain was exquisite and having the two girls make out where she could hear, but not see was frustrating and erotic. 
One of them lay down on her. She felt hair tumble across her neck, a bottom wiggle into a comfortable position on hers, offset to her left with a leg hanging on either side of her. The other girl dismounted. “Ready to cum, honey?” said Cindy, giving April her first clue that Jack-Jack was lounging on her back. “Do me, baby,” said Jack-Jack. April didn’t know what was so exciting about the entire scene… the pain… being treated like an object… listening to two 9-year-old lesbians making out. It was like she was eavesdropping on something special. So much input and her pussy was reacting to it all. 
April’s legs were in the way for the two girls and Jack-Jack had to lie a little crooked so Cindy could lean in and lap at the hairless mound. It was awkward, but well worth the added pleasure of doing it right on April’s back. As Cindy worked on her lover’s pussy and clit, Jack-Jack made occasional comments, some directed at Cindy’s marvelous technique and some directed at April’s helpless predicament – how soft the swing was, how warm she was, how she must be dying to watch, and musing over the prospect of April cumming from the pain alone. As soon as the vibrators turned on, April knew she would be cumming, but not a second sooner. 
April listened to Jack-Jack’s noisy orgasm and then felt the two switch places. Cindy was even worse, repeating what Jack-Jack had said and adding comments about April’s sexy body, how much fun it was to swing on her, and wondering just what April would do in return for turning on the vibrators. Several agonizing minutes (for April) later, Cindy finally came. 
As soon as she knew the two were done, April spoke. “Mistress, may I lick Jack-Jack?”
Cindy was surprised at the question. She had suggested that April could bargain for an orgasm, but to start there was unexpected. “Lick her? Like where? All over?”
“I guess,” said April, “but I meant her pussy.”
“Not mine?” teased Cindy. 
“Mistress, I’ve never done hers. You never let me.”
Cindy looked at Jack-Jack and mouthed the words, ‘Let me?’ She thought all these times she was making April lick her and May lick Jack-Jack. Since when had it become a privilege? “Would you like that, honey?” asked Cindy. 
Jack-Jack’s answer was to put her pussy to April’s head and use the slave’s hair to pull her face up to her waiting pussy. “I didn’t know you cared, April,” said Jack-Jack, earning a blush and a muffled response from the slave. “I don’t care if it’s you or May. You do it and I can pretend it’s May.” 
Another muffled response came from between her legs, this time clearly April said, “I’m not May.” The idea of performing this for Jack-Jack and her acting like it was May was downright insulting. It barely interrupted her tongue as it wormed its way deep into Jack-Jack’s tasty little pussy. She wanted Jack-Jack to remember who ate pussy tonight. 
April couldn’t see most of what was going on around her anyway, but with Jack-Jack pressed to her face she was essentially blind. Suddenly she felt a pinch on her left nipple and a deep rush of desire as Cindy clamped her tender flesh, following that with a weight hung on the clamp. Her tongue became more frantic and then her right nipple was clamped and weighted. She whined into the bare pussy, wanting desperately to make it cum. She wondered what she had to do to earn an orgasm. The pain was at the excruciating level... her arms, legs, joints, nipples, nearly everything ached, burned, or cried out in pain. 
Jack-Jack winked at Cindy. “Didn’t you say you were gonna make her cum just for being a swing? Why is she licking me?” 
That was true. Cindy was going to reward her slave by letting her cum. “Yeah, but she sounded so eager to use her tongue. Now that she’s started, she has to finish, but then… maybe we should stand back.”
A delicious whine erupted from the straining 11-year-old. The promise of an orgasm was music to her ears, but knowing she was eating Jack-Jack for no good reason made it feel like her clit was ready to explode. It was her fault. She’d asked for it. Even worse, she was enjoying it. She redoubled her efforts, savoring the little girl’s juices and making a noisy mess. She whined again as Jack-Jack pulled her face tight and came, rubbing the taste and smell all over her face. 
Cindy stepped into April’s line of sight and tilted her stepsister’s face up. “Do you hurt enough, sweetie?” she asked. 
“Yes, mistress,” said April. “All over.” The last word came out an octave higher as the vibrators hummed to life. Pleasure flowed from her pussy outward as pain pushed in from her extremities. She tried to pay attention, but as usual they were joined before she knew it. “Fuck, mistress,” she screamed. “I love cumming for you.” Her body twisted and jerked, using the pain to heighten the pleasure. Even as she came, Cindy had David lower her straining slave. It was erotic to watch, but she feared April might really hurt herself. 
After an incredible day of abuse and reward, the twins were exhausted and eagerly curled up in their pet beds leashed to Cindy’s bed. In the morning they’d been shocked at the changes in their room and the idea of sleeping like this. By nightfall they’d learned there were rewards just for being obedient pets. Sleeping at their mistress’ feet felt like more of a reward than an indignity. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 25 
(gg, oral, bdsm, d/s, inc, humil)
For a couple of nights now, Melanie had tried to stay awake, but failed. Tonight she didn’t bother to try. She’d thought that being awake would stave off the something, but having been struck during the daytime while she was fully alert told her that wouldn’t work. She dutifully checked her room for any surprises before she went to bed, but there were none. Sleep came surprisingly easy for the 9-year-old now that she knew being awake was not safe either. At each encounter there was about 3-5 seconds of bliss surrounded by abject terror. Awake and lucid, she could easily remind herself that she hadn’t ever been hurt. Her fears seemed a little ridiculous. Sure there was reason to be afraid, but she couldn’t defend the panic that paralyzed her each night. 
In the middle of the night, she awoke to find herself naked, gagged, and tied with her hands behind her. The light was on in her room, adding a different feeling to the encounter. Staring at the ceiling she was also aware that nothing was happening. She was afraid to look around, but as the time drug on, she turned her head and saw a simple pine casket in her room with the lid lying next to it. She turned quickly to look at the ceiling again, but it was too late. Cursing herself for looking, she was picked up and set down in the casket. That alone was terrifying, but there was nothing to do about it. Screaming did nothing and she couldn’t wriggle her way out. Then Mr. Cottontail jumped up on the edge of the casket and she about fainted. The one foot high stuffed animal looked right at her with its glass eyes. Sticking out of it was a boy’s penis, three inches long and an inch in diameter. Small, but clearly a plastic penis strapped to Mr. Cottontail. After a brief moment, Mr. Cottontail jumped into the casket and she shrieked, squirming away from him.  
For 15 seconds nothing more happened. Mr. Cottontail was lifeless. Then Dobby, the house elf, jumped up to perch on the edge. He was a foot and a half tall with a four inch penis. As he leaped into the casket, she was sure the quick pose was just to frighten and shock her. She was equally sure it was working. Managing to lie so neither stuffed animal was touching her, she waited again. Shrek jumped up with a six inch cock. It was longer, but narrower, just half an inch in diameter. There were plenty more stuffed animals in her room, but the lid of the casket rose and dropped into place. She squirmed and shrieked in terror at the thought of being locked in the small space with her toys. And that was even before they started to move. 
Mr. Cottontail hopped across her belly right up to her face and ripped off the tape! “Awwkkk,” she gurgled right before she started blowing the bunny. The raunchy rabbit wiggled down on her face so the penis was as deep as it would go. “Suck it,” said the high pitched voice of Mr. Cottontail. Frightened beyond rational thought, she started sucking. She felt Dobby between her knees as the house elf pushed her legs apart. Shrek lumbered across her leg and dropped into the triangle formed by her thighs and Dobby. In disbelief, she felt Shrek push his cock into her virgin pussy. She squirmed and cried out in pain, but Shrek relentlessly pushed in until she felt his green loins pressed against her. “Nothing like a tight one,” said Shrek. The ogre fucked her for a couple of minutes before tiring of the rape. Mr. Cottontail pulled his cock free, replaced the tape, and hopped down to her feet where the three gathered to mutter about her. She couldn’t make out a word of it. 
She pulled her feet up as far away from the trio as possible and sobbed in fear and anger. Her own stuffed toys had just raped and abused her. Then the top of the coffin rose and she was set back in her bed. Her hands were untied and when she looked, the coffin was gone, though Mr. Cottontail, Dobby, and Shrek sat in their normal places with no external genitalia or signs of life. The light snapped off and she kicked the naughty trio out of her bed. Huddling and crying, she felt the fear slowly leave her. One by one she kicked all of her stuffed toys out of her bed. By now she knew the toys hadn’t really come to life. The something had just used them to scare her. It hadn’t even left its scent this time. She hadn’t even enjoyed that 3-5 seconds when nothing mattered but her own body.  
Melanie’s early morning visit from David was just the start of a bad day. After she and the twins had breakfast, Cindy allowed David to go back to Melanie to “prep” her. David had learned that Melanie would be alone until lunch time, giving the two the perfect opportunity to up the ante on David’s little toy. 
Going to Melanie’s house, he found her wearing one of her extra tight shorts and shirt outfits. That wasn’t much of a surprise since that was about all she had. She’d bagged all her stuffed toys and put them in the garage and was now watching TV, trying to shut out any thoughts of a possible intrusion, when it became more than just possible. Something grabbed her hair and pulled her to her feet. She came out swinging. There was nothing to see, but this was the first time she hadn’t been tied or instantly subdued. Swing as she might, even over her head where there had to be something, she couldn’t land a punch. She did grab hold of the hand laced in her hair, but couldn’t pry it loose. 
David let her flail for a couple of minutes and then wrapped her in tentacles and carried her up to her room. There she saw a V shaped chair. The “seat” of the chair was a V with the arms of the V sticking out from the front of the chair. The top was a narrow pad six inches in diameter and six inches deep. The chair had a high back. He sat her on the chair, her legs spread and resting on the arms of the V, her crotch right at the edge of the chair’s front. Then he strapped her legs securely to the V and her arms to the back of the chair. In the tight shorts and top, the position was revealing. Her plump pussy pressed against the thin fabric of her shorts and the top molded to her young body. 
Melanie was beginning to put shape to the something. If it was indeed one thing then it had several arms. She figured there were 8-10 arms, like an octopus that floated or walked. It wasn’t a pleasant picture in her head. She fought against it, but there were just too many arms and soon she was right where it wanted her. The position was embarrassing since it made her cunny so prominent. Oddly enough, she was offered two glasses of water and she drank them both. After that, she was left alone. She finally worked up the courage to call out to the something and ask to be set free. Soon she was shouting at it, deciding she’d been left alone and wondering if this time she’d be found by her brothers when they came home. She’d have some proof that something odd was going on. She’d have something to fight back with. The clock in her room had been tipped over, so she couldn’t keep track of time. All she did was sit and wait. A couple of hours later she started to regret the two glasses of water. 
After prepping Melanie, David returned to Cindy. The little mistress was simply walking kitty and doggy, waiting for David’s return. The twins, of course, didn’t know of David’s comings and goings and were well past the point of challenging her with or without David. Cindy just said, “Now, call her.”
April picked up the phone and called Karen as Cindy had instructed while they were being walked. When Karen came on the phone, she said, “Hi, Karen, it’s April. No, don’t hang up.” Karen nervously asked what she wanted. “You remember those pictures my sister took of you?” Karen did. “Want them to stay private?” Karen did. “Come over right now and bring Sally.” Karen did. 
Standing on April’s and May’ front porch, Sally said, “I thought you said to stay away from them.” 
Karen knocked on the door. “They’ve got something of mine.” She wanted the pictures, but wasn’t sure she’d get them. All she knew for sure was that if she didn’t come and didn’t bring Sally, the twins’ wicked little sister was going to show them to somebody. 
Cindy opened the door and led them into the house. Karen half knew what to expect and cautiously peered around, wondering where April and May were and how were they dressed or not dressed. Walking them into the family room, Cindy said, “I’ll go get my sisters.” 
Looking at her friend, Karen knew she had one last chance to run. She could save Sally from whatever was planned, but she wasn’t sure, absolutely sure that Cindy was up to no good. She was absolutely sure that if she left now, her pictures would be emailed out before she made it home. She eyed the door, considering if she could stand that embarrassment to be out from under Cindy’s control. Seeing Karen waver in her resolve, David slipped a tentacle around her waist and tightened it enough that she knew she no longer had a choice. She looked at her friend and said, “Sorry, Sally. Their little sister can do magic you wouldn’t believe. And she’s…” she saw Cindy enter the room just in time to not say the word evil. “… here.”
Karen and Sally gaped as Cindy led April and May into the room. The twins were in full pet attire – ears, tails, and collars – except no mask. Cindy had two fine gold leashes in her hand, but they weren’t attached to the twins’ collars. They were attached to gold rings extending slightly from the slits of their pussies. Karen knew better than to say anything and Sally was speechless. She’d seen the twins naked in the front yard once already, but this was much more than that. This was not something she could dismiss as an illusion. Her friends even had smiles on their faces as Cindy pointed at the floor and told them to kneel. 
“Sit down,” said Cindy, indicating the new arrivals should sit on the couch that the twins faced. 
Karen sat and Sally found her voice. “What the fuck?” She looked at Karen. “What kind of magic?”
“This kind,” said Cindy and with a wave of a finger, Sally sat. The 12-year-old struggled to get up, but she found herself securely seated. The other three girls were 11 and looked like 6th graders – pretty and just starting to blossom. At 12, Sally looked 14. Her breasts were more than hints and her hips already spreading. “Watch or else. And don’t say a word,” said Cindy. She didn’t want Karen or Sally to look away or close their eyes. They had to watch the show. Cindy stepped over to a tripod mounted camcorder and turned it on. Karen and Sally noticed it was pointed at them, not the twins. 
The twins both had a light chain in their right hand and now fastened one end of the chain to their right nipple and the other to their left nipple. It hurt, but they didn’t so much as grimace. It just hurt and there was no point in making a big deal of it. They each took the center of the chain and put it in their mouth, putting enough tension on it to raise their small breasts. They leaned together and kissed, pulling back slightly to show they now had each other’s chain in their mouth. The tension was increased and their nipples stretched more. Another kiss and they had their own chain back. 
“This is after two weeks of training,” said Cindy smugly. “I have two happy pets, don’t I?”
“Yes, mistress,” they said in unison, blushing at the stares of disbelief from their two friends. When Cindy held up her ends of the leash, April took May’s in her mouth and May took April’s in hers. They lay down side by side, facing each other, head to foot. Then they began painstakingly lipping the chain into their mouths, working closer and closer to the gold clit ring on their twin. Arriving at their goal with a mouthful of chain, each took the ring between their teeth and pulled, extending that very sensitive, very personal nub of pleasure out for inspection. 
“Pain break,” said Cindy. She had a black leather bikini with sharp pointed studs on the inside. Before she put it on April, she made very sure the two visitors saw the spikes, an inch long and almost sharp enough to pierce the skin. Then she put the top of the bikini on April and tugged it tight. This time April did grimace from the exquisite pain as the spikes dug into her tender tits. Cindy slid the leather, crotchless bottoms up April’s legs and tugged the side straps down tight, forcing more spikes into April’s bottom. “Leashes,” said Cindy and the two spit out the chain they’d collected. “Cum.” The twins’ tongues darted out to lap at each other’s pussy. With spikes digging into her skin, April was quickly on her way to an orgasm. 
A cursory examination of May told Cindy that May didn’t need much help. It was, however, just plain fun. She leaned over May to whisper in her ear. “Fuck, May, I love the way you eat pussy for me right in front of Karen and Sally. I want to see my little kitty girl put on a show for her friends. You want to put on a show for them, too, don’t you? Feel April’s tongue on your clit? Yeah, you do. And they’re watching April’s tongue right there in your hot little pussy. You gonna scream for us when you cum? Yeah, you can’t help it. Oh, oh, Sally is so watching your cute little tongue get a good taste of your sister.” She teased May for another minute, watching April so the two could cum together. When it was time, she raised her voice so Karen and Sally could hear May’s final humiliation. “You love licking pussy, huh, kitty slut?” Just the louder voice made May whimper. It wouldn’t be much longer. “You love doing it in front of your friends. You love it so much that you’re…” May was clearly audible, whining and whimpering in anticipation. “… gonna cum right NOW!” 
“Jesus Chriiiist,” squealed May, her body jerking in the ultimate pleasure as only Cindy could give her. After those two words, she nipped April’s clit, taking the base of it between her teeth, the gold ring fully in her mouth, and shaking it back and forth. April came then and there, making them a matched set of bucking, whimpering, shaking pets. 
Cindy stroked the twins’ blond hair for a few minutes, telling them what good little pets they’d been. Then she put two collars, two tails, two sets of ears, two chains with nipple clamps, and two leashes on the floor in front of Karen and Sally. “Your turn,” she said. 
Sally immediately tried to escape, straining against the tentacles that held her fast. Sitting quietly, Karen felt her bonds relax and fall away so she could obey. Instead, she rose and dashed for the door, getting only a step before being tossed back on the couch. “Thought you’d learned your lesson the first time, Karen,” said Cindy. “Let’s show Sally what happens to bad girls.” Karen struggled to no avail as her clothes were stripped off. Then she was held vertically spread eagle right in front of Sally. “First, let’s make sure you all get a good look at the naked pussy slut,” said Cindy. “Now that’s done, no more need to be shy.” Karen was bent at the waist and Cindy smacked her ten times, bringing tears to the preteen’s eyes and screams from deep inside. “That’s what you got last time,” Cindy reminded her. “This is your second warning, so it’s double.”
“No, no, no,” screamed Karen, unable to imagine double the swats… another ten on an already sore bottom. She screamed and struggled, each blow bringing new agony to her body. Then she was dropped to the floor. 
“Now that you won’t be able to sit for a day or two, are you ready to get dressed for me, pussy slut?” asked Cindy. 
“Please, no more,” gasped Karen, reaching for a set of ears. “I’m doing it. I’m doing it.”
Cindy looked at Sally. “Ten swats for not instantly obeying me, pussy slut, but I’ll make it just five if you take off everything right now.” She smiled when Sally started undoing a button. “That’s right, do a button. And another. Keep going. Show me some skin. All the way off now. You’re easy.” She tried to goad Sally into stopping. How cool it would be to offer Sally a break and then talk her right out of it. “Oh, you got big tits for an 11-year-old.”
“12,” said Sally, reaching back to unhook her bra. She didn’t like where this was headed, but she watched Karen get 20 freaking swats, screaming most of the time. The merciless magical mistress just wanted her to stop. She thought about those swats, but at the same time, she couldn’t forget that once naked, there were a collar, ears, tail, and clamps waiting for her. And was she expected to lick Karen? Gross. 
“Show me those tits,” said Cindy. “Fucking big damn tits and nice nipples. Don’t stop there. Shoes and socks. Everything.” She waited for the boring stuff to be removed. “Now the shorts. Slide ‘em down slow and sexy, hot stuff.” She grinned as Sally hesitated. “Yeah, go ahead. Stop. Don’t take them off and see what happens. Down your sexy legs, hot stuff. All the way down or bend over and scream.” Cindy shivered with excitement as Sally resumed stripping. “Nothing but panties now. Show me the pussy that Karen’s gonna eat. Bare that big round ass that I’m gonna spank.” Sally stopped again. “Oh yeah, please stop.”
“Could… could you not say that stuff?” complained Sally. 
“Nope,” said Cindy. “You know why? Cuz you just stripped almost everything off on your own on the promise of five fewer swats and now cuz you stopped, you’re getting all ten. And you stopped cuz I said your ass is big and round.”  She was thrilled that she managed to make it so uncomfortable for Sally that the older girl stopped. 
 “I’ll do it,” said Sally. She slid her panties down her legs, still hoping for that reduced sentence. 
“Oh, you got a hairy pussy,” observed Cindy. Not that much, but compared to the other three girls, it was enough to mention. 
Sally stepped out of her panties. “Yeah, that’s what happens when you get older.”
“Duh,” said Cindy. “You’re not the oldest slut I’ve had strip for me. Just the youngest who has hair down there. Now bend over for your ten swats.”
“Five, you said five,” argued Sally. 
“Eleven.”
“I did it myself and…”
“Twelve.”
“Shut up, Sally,” shrieked Karen, unable to watch her friend dig herself in deeper and deeper. After consulting with April and May, Karen had managed to push the butt plug of her tail up her own ass and was fully attired as a kitty. She was ready to get it over with while Sally was still arguing. 
In the silence that followed, Cindy said, “Bend over for twelve swats, bitch.”
Cindy was as close to nose to nose as the 9-year-old could get to the taller girl. Sally took the obvious opportunity to throttle the little mistress with her bare hands. Unfortunately for Sally, her hands closed on Cindy just a few inches before they came to a halt. “Oh, shit,” said Cindy. “Are you gonna be sorry you even had that thought. Are you sorry?”
“Yes, I’m sorry,” said Sally, struggling against her invisible bonds. 
“Sorry you’re gonna get 24 swats now?”
“Not 24, please.”
“Uh huh, even more than Karen got because Karen knows her place. Now bend over before I start adding more.”
Sobbing already, Sally bent over. Cindy just wanted that little bit of cooperation from the stupid slave. Now David made sure she wasn’t going to move until Cindy was done. “I’ll make you one last deal,” said Cindy. “My arm gets tired when I swat sluts so much. So, I’ll cut it in half again, just 12 if for every swat you say…now pay attention. You say, Mmm, baby, baby, this stupid slut loves to get her big ass spanked by little girls. Every swat. You forget it so much as once and you get the full 24. Now say it back to me for practice.”
“Mmm, baby, baby, this stupid slut loves to get her big ass spanked by little girls.”
“Now look straight into the camcorder so everybody can see you get what you really love.” She hauled back and swatted Sally hard. 
“Mmm, baby, baby, this stupid slut loves to get her big ass spanked by little girls,” said Sally. Cindy had hoped that one last taunt about the camera might dissuade the older girl from embarrassing herself for half the swats. 
“Say it like you mean it,” said Cindy as she delivered a second stinging swat. Not knowing if that was a condition of getting half the punishment, Sally delivered her line with enthusiasm. Sally screamed out the next 10 with enthusiasm, significantly more volume, and gradually increasing pitch. 
With Sally panting from the exertion of the spanking, Cindy made her thank her mistress and then announce her intent to enjoy a feast of Karen’s pussy. When Sally tentatively suggested the butt plug for her tail was too big, Cindy lined up three other plugged asses to show her it was very possible. Making the plug slick in May’s pussy, Cindy then proceeded to demonstrate the fit despite Sally’s whines and whimpers. After that she made the two clamp their own nipples and then eat each other to orgasm. 
Cindy hadn’t imagined she would get so mean to Karen and Sally. She could easily have gotten the same result from more judicious use of her magic and fewer swats, but she’d gotten pretty wound up. Part of it was Sally’s defiance, but she was also in a bad mood for reasons she didn’t know. In fact, she wasn’t aware she was in a bad mood, just that she’d gotten carried away. She’d agreed to help David this morning with Melanie, but Cindy was jealous, without knowing it, over the fact that Melanie was sitting and waiting so patiently to be blackmailed by her and to be used by David. Cindy wanted Melanie, but now because Melanie was David’s gift, she’d only get to touch the pretty girl with David’s permission. Even though she’d decided that Melanie was one too many girls for her, it bothered her that she couldn’t have her classmate. Thus the extra nasty treatment of her two temporary slaves. 
Allowing Karen and Sally to get dressed, Cindy said, “You know what’s really good about having a video of you screaming about how much you love getting spanked?”
Sally looked at her, feeling miserably powerless. “No, what?”
“I can edit out the first two swats and have a video of you getting your bare bottom spanked by me and it will sound like you really do enjoy it. No coaching by me at the beginning and no practice by you. So, whenever I call, you’ll come over. Or else that video of your 10 loving swats will get out to the Internet. Ooo, baby, baby, this stupid slut loves to get her big ass spanked by little girls,” laughed Cindy. She could see in Sally’s eyes that the older girl understood the consequences. 
After sending the two girls home, Cindy told her kitty and doggy they were free for the rest of the morning. She and David went to Melanie’s house. Entering the house, they found it was silent. Melanie had given up trying to call for help. The poor girl was still tied just as David had left her. Watching while invisible, they could see Melanie was desperately squirming as she tried to hold her pee. Cindy left and strolled back into her room visible this time. “Hi, Melanie,” she said as if it was perfectly normal to find a girl tied in her bedroom. 
“Cindy!” said Melanie with relief. The position was embarrassing for anyone to find her like this, but another girl, a friend from school, seemed the best she could hope for. She didn’t even wonder why Cindy was there or how she’d gotten in. “Help me get out of this. Something tied me.”
Cindy set a big bowl at the base of the chair and calmly took out her camera. “I’ll untie you after you pee in the bowl,” she said. 
“Cindy!?” Melanie’s voice turned to disbelief. With the bowl and camera, it looked as if her friend had come prepared just for this. “Don’t take pictures. Get me down, please. I really, really gotta pee.” But then, it was obvious that Cindy knew that. Cindy knew she was tied like this. Cindy knew she’d had two glasses of water. Cindy knew she was alone and waiting for something. Melanie just realized she was alone, desperate to pee, and waiting for Cindy. The camera flashed a couple of times, permanently recording the embarrassing position. Cindy took a close up of her crotch and she blushed. Her “friend” then rolled her shirt up and took pictures of her bare chest. “Cindy, please,” her voice was still strong, not pleading. “Let me go.”
Instead, Cindy set up her camcorder on a small tripod and pointed it right at Melanie. “Put a big wet spot on the front of your shorts. Fill the bowl. Then you get free.” Melanie bit her lip, refusing to comply. “I could just tickle you,” said Cindy. “I could lift up your shirt again for the movie. Or I could just wait until you pee. I don’t think that will be very long.”
Melanie knew it wouldn’t be very long. It was to the point now that she doubted Cindy could get her free in time to make it to the toilet. She wanted to at least try. Anything would be better than peeing herself while unable to do anything. Now with an audience and a camcorder, she felt even worse. She grit her teeth as her bladder started to hurt. “Oh, God,” she whined as she felt her pee start to flow. Hanging her head in shame, she watched her shorts darken and then pee dripped from her crotch, turning into a flow after her shorts were soaked. The embarrassment lasted for nearly a minute, the room filled with the smell of urine. 
“That wasn’t so hard,” said Cindy once Melanie was done. “Let’s get these wet things off you.” She undid the straps that pinned Melanie’s legs in place and then slid her shorts off. Melanie tried to protest, but Cindy wouldn’t stop. Once Melanie was naked from the waist down, Cindy said, “Oops, I left the camera on.” Undoing her arms, Cindy finally said, “Get dressed.” She turned the camera off. The little mistress was amused that Melanie turned her back as she got dressed in clean clothes, giving Cindy a perfect view of her pert bottom, not knowing that was the very thing that Cindy wanted to see. 
When she was dressed, Melanie saw the camera was nowhere in sight. Nothing she could do. Cindy said, “Don’t pack them up again,” nodding toward her bed. 
Melanie turned to see all her stuffed toys back in place and turned white. “You don’t understand,” she said as she turned back to Cindy. 
Cindy understood perfectly, but on this she feigned innocence for David. “Maybe not, but the whole world will watch you pee your pants unless you do what I say and for starters, don’t pack those away again.”
“Why are you doing this?” demanded Melanie. 
Cindy had to admire Melanie’s spunk after all she’d been through. “Be at my house at 1:00 today. Tell your brother or whoever else needs to know that you’re going to my house to play. Don’t be late.”
The twins’ had Cindy’s lunch ready for her when she got back home. The little mistress patted her pets on the head. “I like it when you smile for me,” she said since they were. 
Cindy dispatched David to Sally’s house so her magic would be ready and waiting. Then she called the distraught girl and told her to go to the dirty laundry and find a pair of her own panties. She was to put them in her mouth and keep them there for either an hour or until someone caught her with panties in her mouth. Cindy hung up and finished her lunch. Ten minutes later, David was back and confirmed that Sally had not put the panties in her mouth as instructed. Her mouth was, however, now stuffed with two pair, the ones she had on and a dirty pair, courtesy of David. 
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Sally just stayed in her room to wait out the hour. There was no way she was going to let her mom catch her like this just to get them out earlier. She called Karen on her cell and, though muffled, managed to convince her fellow slave in training to come over. When she got there, Karen found her friend up in her room with a mouthful of cloth. “What the fuck is that?”
She made me, wrote Sally. 
“She? Cindy?” Karen looked around nervously. “She’s here?” And you called me over?
Sally shook her head. On the phone.
“She wasn’t here, but you did it anyway. How would she know?”
I didn’t do it. She knew. Earned 5 swats for not doing. Magic did it. 
“Holy fuck, she did it long distance? She could even tell… oh shit. What are we gonna do? We are so fucked.” Karen paced and fumed. “Can you take it out?”
NO! Get 20 swats for that. One hour. 38 minutes left. Sally had no doubt that Karen’s arrival did not constitute being discovered so that she could get them out early. 
“Umm, what exactly is that?” asked Karen, pointing at the wad of cloth in Sally’s mouth.
Sally blushed. She’d thought it obvious. Panties. Two. She pointed at her crotch and then at the dirty clothes. 
Karen didn’t say anything. The idea of having a mouthful of dirty panties was disgusting and she didn’t want to rub it in. She certainly didn’t want any of her own.
Sally wanted to share more of the horror so Karen fully understood. Was only supposed to be one pair, but I didn’t do it.  She pulled my pants down. Pulled my panties off. Put them in. Got some from dirty clothes. Put them in. Spanked me 5 times. Wrote I was allowed to put my pants back on. If she calls you, do it. She held out the note in David’s handwriting that said she was allowed to get dressed again. 
Karen was chilled at the thought of receiving her own phone call. What would Cindy ask her to do? The two friends waited for the time to expire and then Sally removed the sodden panties. After that they tried to think up ways to retaliate, ways to avoid Cindy, or ways to counter her magic. The answers were: no way to get even, Cindy would find them anywhere, and they were seriously fucked. They’d seen April and May. Did they have that to look forward to? Trained to do whatever Cindy wanted? Instant obedience no matter the command?
Meanwhile, Melanie came over to Cindy’s house and knocked on the door. She was pissed and as soon as the door opened, she told Cindy, “I never did anything to you. Why are you doing this? Can’t you just leave me alone? Find somebody else?”
“I’m doing it because you’re cute. Actually, I’m only helping somebody. I gave you to him as a gift. Put out your hand.”
Melanie kept her hands to herself, even crossing her arms and tucking her hands in her armpits. “You can’t just give somebody as a gift.”
“You’re David’s gift,” said Cindy. “Like it or not. Believe it or not. Now be polite and shake his hand.”
David’s gift had enough encounters with David to accept the fact that the invisible something was close enough to touch. The idea of a formal introduction seemed out of place, but the idea of being polite implied politeness in return, a far cry from what she’d experienced so far. She held out her hand tentatively. “H-hi, umm, David?” A hand took her hand and shook it. “Wh-what is he? Uh… what are you?”
Cindy smiled and dryly said, “I thought you’d already figured out he’s your worst nightmare.” Cindy knew that by the end of today, David would have a lot more than pictures of a pee stain on Melanie’s shorts to use against her. If she’d known what he had planned, Melanie might have opted to have the pictures shown to everyone rather than be standing here. That would have meant more persuasion and eventually the 9-year-old would have faced her tormentor. 
David had considered just how best to appear to Melanie. For now he’d decided to remain invisible, thinking the unknown more frightening than if she actually saw him. Hideous and frightening as he looked, he knew from 200 years experience that young girls eventually got use to his appearance. She’d experience with all of her other senses however. “I’m your owner,” he said. He ran a tentacle along the floor to her foot and then curled it up her leg. 
Feeling the touch of the snake-like tentacle on her calf, Melanie jumped, but it already held her fast.  “You can’t own somebody,” argued Melanie even as the tentacle curled around her waist and around her torso. She grabbed it where it brushed across her tummy, but couldn’t stop it or move it. 
“Have fun,” said Cindy as she turned and walked away, leaving the struggling preteen alone with her new owner. 
Since the tentacle had run across the back of her neck, over her shoulder, and was now somewhere in front of her face, Melanie didn’t respond. She didn’t want to risk opening her mouth.  Her eyes scanned the space in front of her, but as usual there was nothing to see even when she knew exactly where it was. Her feet came up off the floor and she was carried through the house. On the way, her opinion of owning people took a drastic turn as she saw Cindy petting her two big sisters. She screamed and struggled, but the twins just placidly watched her float by and Cindy didn’t even look. 
Taking her to the twins’ room, David knew he had 45 minutes to toy with her before Jack-Jack came over. By then he had to have her quiet or out of the house. There was no expectation that he do anything except play with his new toy until dinner time. 
Cindy put the twins in one of the guest rooms. A chain connected their clit rings and Cindy put the chain over the door knob. She adjusted it until the length of the chain required one of the twins to stand on her tiptoes. They could alternate from one to the other. They could both rise up halfway. They just couldn’t escape. Each also had a ring gag in her mouth and the rings were connected by a clear plastic tube, a tube from one mouth to the other. It took several minutes for them to realize that since they couldn’t swallow, their spit was beginning to run into the tube. The twin who was not on her tiptoes would get the flow of spit to her mouth. That pretty much determined how often they traded off the tiptoe position. As the amount of fluid grew, the flow was faster, and they traded off quicker. Without knowing their predicament ahead of time and without talking, they managed to work as a team to contain the spit in the tube. Until there was enough spit that it was futile and then they just took turns with who had the mouthful of shared spit. 
David started off with Melanie by stripping her. He seemed to be everywhere at once, pulling off her shirt and shorts at the same time and taking pictures from front, back and side. Tentacles held her ankles and wrists, moving her like a puppet on a string. It didn’t take long for her to just give up and be a rag doll. It was easier.  The camera floated eerily around the room. That she’d become accustomed to floating things didn’t make it any easier to accept that she was being drawn deeper and deeper. She was bent over and spanked, the camera recording her gradually reddening bottom. Her nipples were pulled and her cunny spread wide open. Flash, flash, flash. 
When she smelled the scent she associated with David, she knew there would at least be some pleasure from this hellish treatment. She felt a tentacle probing at her butthole. It circled her tight pucker, actually feeling good. Another rubbed up and down the length of her hairless slit and she spread her legs for it. This, she knew, was pleasurable. It was a battle to clench her ass to refuse entry to the tentacle there while the rest of her body relaxed, surrendering to the pleasure. Despite her efforts, the tentacle won and took her ass. Her whole body relaxed at that point as her pretty little bottom was raped and her cunny driven closer and closer to an orgasm. The camera continued to capture the strange contortions of her body, capturing a perfectly round opening in her bottom for no visible reason. It was only through her tortured nerve endings that the tentacle was real. She came with a screech as the cunning tentacle in her cunny achieved its goal. 
“Unh, unh, unh,” she gasped in rhythm to the pounding violation of her bottom until she felt that tentacle spasm and withdraw. David wasn’t done yet. Forced to a kneeling position, the 9-year-old felt a tentacle at her mouth. She had no resistance left and let the cock shape into her mouth and sucked on it like she knew she should. The camera captured a few pictures of her with a nice round O of a mouth that looked more like surprise than help me, I’m being mouth raped by an invisible thing. Left alone after that, her fingers went to her clit for two more climaxes. 
Half an hour later, Melanie woke from a nap to find herself dressed in something that looked like a cheerleader’s outfit. It consisted of a very short skirt with a sporty red stripe down the sides and a matching sleeveless top, red stripes down the sides and red trim. The name of the team was emblazoned on the front, also in red. Reading upside down, she saw… T…A…R…T…S. Tarts? What an odd name for a team, she thought. There was about six inches of skin showing between the bottom of the short top and the top of her skirt. She also had on white socks and white tennis shoes. There were just no panties for the outfit. The skirt had a zipper on the right side and the top had a zipper down the middle of the front, cutting the R in half. Her brown hair was done up into two long pigtails with pink ribbons. When she reached up to undo the embarrassing pigtails, her hands were slapped and pulled back down. 
Uncertain how long she’d been asleep and when she’d been dressed this way, she had no doubt that they’d been waiting for her to wake up and check herself out before embarking on the next bit of fun for David… pain, sex, and humiliation for her. As she was dragged toward the door, she fought and swung at David, still making no contact. His response was to pick her up and carry her out of the room, down the stairs, and right out the front door. There she was floating down the sidewalk, yet attracting no attention. After a few encounters with people who looked right through her, she decided she was now invisible. 
The journey took a little over 15 minutes, with the last 5 being through the woods to a footpath. Right next to the path was a low hurdle. At just 12 inches high, it wasn’t even a regulation hurdle. David leaned her over the crossbar running right under her navel. Holding the girl in place, he tied her knees and wrists to the bottom of the uprights, trapping her with her body horizontal, her bare bottom and legs on one side and her head and shoulders on the other. She had a perfect view as the zipper of her top slid all the way down and her top fell open to expose her flat chest. “What am I supposed to do here?” she yelled at David. 
There was no answer and she waited in silence, helpless and growing more and more concerned about discovery. Several minutes passed since the footpath was not well traveled. It was enough time for her mind to imagine being found, untied, and taken to her parents with a lack of explanation and a resulting reprimand. On the other end of the spectrum, there was the possibility of being found, untied, and taken to wherever missing girls were taken. 
Hearing footsteps, she stiffened and looked over her shoulder. There was an old man approaching from behind. He looked older than her grandpa. She felt relief at the sight of the old man. There were worse things in her imagination than being discovered by somebody’s grandpa. 
“What? What are you doing,” said the old man, his voice raspy with age. He squinted through his thick glasses to focus on Melissa and then he stopped a few feet behind her. “Well, well,” he said, looking around before turning his attention on the pert little bottom. “Somebody playing a joke on you, my dear?”
“Yes, some mean kids tied me up. Not really a joke.” she said. “Please untie me?”
“Some mean kids? Tied you up and ran off.”
“Yes, they left me like this.”
“All alone,” said the old man, his tone making Melanie regret agreeing that she was all alone. “Mean kids. Hmmm. Been a while since I’ve seen such a cute little bottom like that,” he wheezed. “Let’s see about those ropes.” 
“Yes, please,” she said, taking him to mean he was going to untie her. He slowly bent down, placing a gnarled hand, yellowed with age close to her knee and lowering himself slowly to a knee beside her. She cringed at the sight of his hand, imagining how creepy it would feel just touching her leg as he fumbled with the knots. His fingers didn’t look strong enough to untie the sturdy knots. 
“Heh, heh,” chuckled the man, limiting himself to two syllables as if any more were too much effort. He tugged on the ropes, checking that she was secure. Then he placed his other gnarled, yellowed hand on her bottom. “Soft and sweet.”
“Ahhh, noooo,” she whined as he fondled her. His hand roamed her soft ass and smooth thighs. Then she snapped, “No!” The sharp word was not in response to his touch, but to the scent of David… the arousing scent that led to pleasure. “Not like this,” she whimpered at David. 
“Oh, yes, just like this,” said the old man, oblivious to the third party present. “Little girl out alone and half-naked. Just asking for this.” His hand ran all over her lower half, trembling at times just from the effort and his age. He slipped a lone finger between her legs to stroke her cunny. “Hah,” he said triumphantly. “You’re not all that sorry to be like this. Maybe it wasn’t mean kids. Maybe you did it yourself.” Despite her protests to the contrary, the wetness of her cunny gave him confidence. 
His hand withdrew and she looked back over her shoulder to see what was coming next. Her face was sickly as he raised his hand shakily to his mouth and sucked on the finger. “Sweet as pie,” he said with a smirk. That same hand then grasped the top of the hurdle for support as he picked up his other hand and reached under her to stroke her bare chest. “Hah,” he said again. “No hair and no tits. Wanted one of these so long. ‘Spose I should thank God for sending me this way today.” He was surprised when she let out a low moan, her eyes unfocused as she concentrated on her growing arousal. “Oh, my,” he said, his shaky finger circling tiny nipples. “You like this?”
Heck, no, I don’t like your creepy hands all over me. I like that. That was David’s tentacle tip teasing her clit. It felt good with the promise of an orgasm. She just wished it wasn’t while being felt up by a 100 year old man who thanked God when naked little girls fell out of the sky for him. 
“Want more?” he asked, pinching a nipple. “Too bad. You should be glad… you should thank God that nothing on me works anymore or else I’d do more than just pinch you.” One hand was on her chest, fondling non-existent titties, and he placed his second hand on her back, caressing the smooth skin there. “Ooops, dammit,” he exclaimed, nearly losing his balance and pulling back the hand from her back to grasp the crossbar again. 
From his position, his left hand could easily reach under her to caress her chest and his right hand was best for touching her below the waist. Now he switched hands to resume playing with her bottom and cunny. David stopped toying with her clit as the old man reached in. “Don’t stop,” she said desperately as her approach to orgasm was interrupted. Then she blushed. “I mean, stop it. Stop it.”
“Hah,” snorted the old man. “Which is it, my dear? Oh, my, you’re even wetter now. Yes, I think you’re having fun.” His finger smeared her wetness around while giving her no pleasure at all. 
After the aphrodisiac and a little toying with her clit, she was very aroused, just not enough to encourage him to do a better job fingering her. Having those wrinkled, yellowed, spotted hands touch her was worse than a tentacle. “Do my chest again,” she said. “My uhh… my little titties liked that.” She wanted his attention there so David could continue with her clit. 
“Did they?” said her molester. “I thought so.” He carefully sucked his finger clean and then reached for those titties and the hard little nipples. As she gasped again, he knew she wasn’t lying to him. He teased and pinched her nipples, noticing her hips as they started to move. 
As David rubbed her clit, Melanie tried to shut out the man touching her chest. He was not just creepy looking, but he had a dirty mind. It was disgusting to think that he liked touching a girl her age. She didn’t need him at all. She just needed David. And David knew that. He whispered in her ear and slowed his tentacle until she obeyed. “You know I’m just 9,” said Melanie. “Just a fourth grader. You got granddaughters? You could imagine I’m one of them.”
He snorted, “Hah,” and “Hah,” again in response to her age and grade. “My granddaughters? They’re not little tarts like you. They’re good girls. Heh, heh, and the youngest is in high school.”
Tarts? Oh, I get it. The name on her shirt wasn’t a team name, but a description of her. “My name’s Melanie,” she said. “I like you. Could you… huh?” she said, looking in David’s direction. He repeated his instructions. “Could you spank me?” The touch to her clit increased in speed. “Ohhhh, yes.” 
“Spank… spank you?” he cackled. She was a feisty one. He again switched his hands, an effort in itself. Then he swatted her bare bottom, his hand lingering there to squeeze the target. 
He didn’t hit very hard, but after the third one, it stung. Then she felt her orgasm hit her. Naked in the forest, helplessly tied to a hurdle, fondled by an old man… she came. “Harder!” she hissed at David. “Faster, now!” He obliged her, increasing the intensity of her orgasm with more pressure and more speed. The swats to her bottom were harder and faster as well. “Oh, God,” she said, looking at the old man. “I’m cumming.”
Gaping at her, he put a finger to his lips. Then he looked around nervously and with considerable effort, pushed himself to his feet. She watched him shuffle down the path continuing in the direction he was originally heading. Then she hung her head and cried. She cursed herself for not being able to cry while he was touching her. Maybe he’d have left her alone. She hated that she’d succumbed to the scent and the pleasure that it brought. She cried in frustration and humiliation at the loss of control and the knowledge that David was just getting started. She had been unable to do anything as those creepy old hands touched her. Creepy as they were, she’d still cum. What else did David have planned to torment her?
Being untied didn’t make her feel any better. He carried her back to Cindy’s house and let her get dressed. When it was clear she was allowed to leave, she said, “I have a friend. She’s cuter than me. You could do it to her instead.” When David asked her name and where she lived, Melanie said, “Hannah. She lives right next door to me.” 
While Melanie was out playing with the old man, Jack-Jack came and went. Cindy went back to the twins after letting them do their tiptoe see-saw for three hours. She took the chain off the doorknob and let them relax. She undid May’s gag. “Don’t spill that,” she said of the disgusting mixture in the tube. May swallowed hard, clearing her mouth of spit, while holding her end of the tube high so it didn’t spill. That, of course, meant April’s mouth was filled. “Don’t you spill anything,” said Cindy as she carefully undid April’s gag. With her mouth free, April swallowed the mouthful of spit that she’d been stuck with and held up her end of the tube. That bent the tube into a U with a sizeable amount between the two openings. 
“Now clean that up,” said Cindy, indicating what remained in the tube. April handed her end to May so her twin had both ends. Without a second thought, May poured the contents into her mouth and swallowed. It took care of the mess and it made her feel better about forcing a mouthful down to April who had to swallow it all. Surprised as she was, Cindy stayed calm and collected. She’d meant for May to pour it down the sink, but next time she’d have a different expectation. “Good job, May,” she said. “Now go rinse it and wash it out. Put it on my desk and we’ll do this again sometime.”
“Yes, mistress,” the twins said with smiles. 
“And get dressed. It’s almost time for mommy to come home.”
“Yes, mistress.” The two scampered to their room to clean the tube, take a nice brisk shower, and get dressed. 
The weekend was coming up and Cindy figured she’d give the twins a break. With mommy and daddy home it just seemed right that they’d all act normal until Monday came. Her pets were well trained and she figured they wouldn’t stray from their training in just two days. Nevertheless, she had something special planned for Monday. If she got bored over the weekend, she had Karen and Sally to amuse her. 
While their mom was fixing dinner, Cindy sent David first to Karen’s house and then to Sally’s house. She called Karen, whose first words were, “My parents are home. I can’t do anything… please.”
Cindy almost made Karen do something in front of her parents just for trying to set some boundaries, but since she did end with a please, the little mistress let it go. “Yes, you can,” she said. “Go up to the bathroom. Find a nice big bar of soap and lick it. Just once. From one end to the other. Just once, but if I don’t think it was good enough, plan on eating the soap.”
David watched as Karen forced herself to walk to the bathroom, find a brand new bar of soap, and run her tongue slowly up the length of the soap. I am so fucked. Doing this with nobody watching. She was too afraid not to with the threat of eating the entire bar of soap hanging over her head. It was just too demeaning to imagine she would now do disgusting things with just a phone call. She almost gagged as she finished, but didn’t spit out the soap that coated her tongue. Drinking a couple of glasses of water, she rinsed out what she could. Then she went back out for dinner. 
A few minutes later, Sally got a phone call. Dammit, she thought as she went up to her bathroom. If only Karen hadn’t taken me to Cindy’s house. Now look at me. Without hesitation, she put a dollop of shampoo in the palm of her hand and licked it clean. She just wanted to scream in frustration as she imagined Cindy calling her every day. There was no hope for getting out from under the little girl’s control… not with the threat of chugging an entire bottle of shampoo… a threat Sally knew Cindy could make good on. 
Ten minutes later, Cindy watched the recording of each of them as they followed her orders without question. She showed it to April and May, telling them, “You do a lot of stuff for me, but I’ll never ask you to do something like that. You shouldn’t be jealous of time I spend with them. They’re for an entirely different purpose.” She didn’t want Karen and Sally to learn to like being slaves.  
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That night at bedtime, Melanie went through her usual routine of checking drawers and closets for surprises. The closet had only been a surprise once and had been normal since. Her drawers had changed once to remove all her panties and tighten all her clothes. It still bothered her enough that she wanted to make sure there was nothing odd. This time when she opened her closet there was a single black dress hanging, nothing else. It looked quite lovely, lacy, and light. She wanted to wear it, but its presence was all wrong. Shutting the closet door, she counted to 10 and when she opened it, her closet was back to normal. The last time this had happened, she’d seen a bumpy cylinder. She’d felt one enough times in her mouth, pussy, and ass that she now knew it had been a cock, a fake one, but a cock nonetheless. When would she wear the dress and why?
In the middle of the night, Melanie awoke to find the light on again and she was wearing the black dress. It felt like it was made of pure silk, light and airy. The dress was sleeveless with spaghetti straps so her shoulders were bare and below that it molded to her young body to her waist. It clung to her hips and then fell in layers around her thighs. The hem was cut at an angle so that one knee was covered and the other not. It looked beautiful and sexy on her and it was better than being naked. 
Making the mistake of looking around, she saw the casket back in her room with Mr. Cottontail, Dobby, and Shrek standing in it, smiling and waiting for her. She tried to yell, but she was gagged. She grabbed for the sheets of her bed, but she was lifted up and her hands pried free so she could be laid in the coffin. With her hands she confirmed that she had no panties. The dress would be no protection from her stuffed assailants. The lid fell in place. Oh, God, no, no, no, please, David. Not with my stuffed toys again. This time she felt motion. The coffin went up and then was carried, bouncing slightly as if David was trying to dampen the motion. She felt turns, imagining the casket maneuvering through her door, down the hall, and out of the house. It was a long enough trip that she certainly could be out of the house. There was no sound or motion from the other three occupants. 
There was a sickening drop that left her stomach behind and then a slight bump as the coffin came to rest. For a long, silent minute she wondered what was going on and then she heard a rattle and a thump on the lid of the casket. Again. Again. On the fourth time she realized the sound was rocks clattering on the lid followed by the solid thump of a shovelful of dirt. She was being buried alive! She screamed into the gag and pushed and knocked on the lid to get someone’s attention. I’m not dead. Don’t bury me! She couldn’t push the lid up. It was secured too well. She was petrified, wondering if she could possibly dig her way out. 
Then it was silent, the hole filled. “Well, time to get busy,” said Mr. Cottontail. “We got all night and the next and the next.” Little furry paws tugged at her gag and pulled it free. “Open wide, cocksucker.” Too frightened to fight, Melanie let the little cock push into her mouth. It was something to take her mind off her plight. 
“My turn,” cackled Dobby. There were sounds of a brief struggle. “Yes, yes,” whimpered Dobby. “Shrek gets another turn. Don’t hurt Dobby.” The house elf spread her knees and the ogre took her in the dark, the light dress falling to her hips with a whisper. There was something comforting about having the trio abusing her. She couldn’t understand how, but if the stuffed animals were animated, it was David’s doing and that meant David was with her. She even smelled his scent and soon was enjoying the rape of her mouth and cunny. Shrek came and Dobby did indeed get a turn this time. It was the house elf with his smaller cock that took her over the edge to a wonderful orgasm of fear and pleasure. She fell instantly asleep and awoke in the morning in her own bed. 
True to her word, Cindy let the twins have a normal Saturday, though they still were not allowed bras or panties. Instead, she had plans for Karen and Sally. There was something special about playing with new slaves who weren’t very well behaved yet. There was also the bothersome issue that David brought up. Melanie had offered Hannah in exchange for herself. Cindy didn’t know if Melanie had forgotten or didn’t know that Hannah was one of her best friends. David had not forgotten and when he mentioned it to Cindy, it was with the intent that Cindy would get to help him punish Melanie.  
Since her parents were around for the morning and David’s plan was quiet, Cindy agree she and David could deal with Melanie first. When Cindy called Melanie, the active little girl told Cindy she couldn’t come over because she had a softball game. When Melanie admitted the game was at 11:00, Cindy told her they’d be finished by then, and that left Melanie with no excuse. As instructed, she brought her school uniform with her – a tartan skirt, white blouse, black shoes, white knee socks, and a red bow at her neck. 
Arriving at Cindy’s house, Melanie asked, “What are you going to do?”
“Punish you,” said Cindy. 
“Why? What did I do?” asked Melanie in surprise. 
“You’ll know by the time we’re done with you,” said Cindy. “For now you can just wonder.” She led Melanie up to her room and then said, “Now put on your uniform.”
When Melanie was dressed in her uniform, she felt her lack of panties was very conspicuous. Though the skirt was short, her naked cunny wasn’t visible, it just felt that way. It became even more uncomfortable when Cindy made her cunny the focus of her attention. Cindy picked up the front center of the hem of Melanie’s skirt and put it in the poor girl’s mouth. “Reach behind your back and grab your elbows.” Grabbing her elbows with opposite hands put Melanie’s forearms parallel to the floor across the small of her back. “If you can hold them like that, I won’t tie you,” said Cindy. “If you let go, I’ll tie them like that.”
With her skirt in her mouth and her hands out of the way, Melanie was exposed from her knees to her navel, embarrassed even though Cindy was another girl. Being naked for David wasn’t as bad, as if his invisibility made him unreal. Having someone else look at her was different. Cindy put a leather strap around Melanie’s waist. From the front of the strap hung a short, flesh colored tube with a strap dangling below it. Pulling the dangling strap between Melanie’s legs, Cindy fastened it to the back of the waist strap. With a little adjusting, the tube was nestled between Melanie’s plump pussy lips, the tip end firmly against her clit. As the finishing touch, Cindy strapped a battery pack to Melanie’s right thigh and plugged it in to the vibrator. 
“Stay right like that,” said Cindy. She left Melanie facing the door, the skirt in her mouth making her look like she was willingly exposing herself. The skirt had the added benefit of effectively gagging the 9-year-old. 
Waiting for her “punishment,” Melanie tried to guess why she was being punished. She just couldn’t come up with any ideas. In fact, she was certain she’d been good and done everything expected of her. Unable to guess why, she was equally uncertain what her punishment was to be. The position of the vibrator suggested she would get to cum. Or perhaps Cindy would just make her get all tingly and excited and then not let her cum. That seemed like a more likely punishment. She tried to think of ways out of her predicament, but David and Cindy were all-powerful and any plans she came up with to escape from slavery were doomed to failure… and punishment. 
A quarter of an hour passed with Melanie patiently waiting at the door, wondering what Cindy was doing. She got more and more worried as the time dragged on. Then Cindy came back in. “Did you really tell David he could have Hannah instead of you? Trying to make a deal with your owner?”
“Y-yes,” said Melanie, holding the skirt firmly between her teeth as she spoke. Now the reason for her punishment dawned on her. She shouldn’t have tried to make that deal. Obviously she wasn’t going to get to transfer her role as David’s toy to someone else. 
“You mean you could actually offer up one of my best friends to be used like you are?”
“Uh… uh… uh,” Melanie as she realized this was much worse than trying to shift David’s attention to another girl. She’d picked the wrong girl to suggest.
“You deserve to be punished for that, don’t you?”
“Uh huh,” nodded Melanie reluctantly. Not that she agreed with Cindy, but she knew she was going to get it anyway. She knew Cindy thought she deserved to be punished. 
“Good.” Cindy stroked Melanie’s cheek. “Hannah doesn’t know what an orgasm is. You’re gonna show her. I think you know the rules, but just in case – you have to keep your skirt in your mouth. You have to keep your hands behind your back. You have to face her. You have to do anything she or I say. Or David.”
Leaving Melanie one more time, Cindy went to get Hannah. It was an excuse to get out of the room as David waved the aphrodisiac under Melanie’s nose. If there was any doubt in her mind, Melanie knew she was going to cum. Just what was the punishment? Then the door opened and Hannah walked in with Cindy on her heels. “Holy cow,” said Hannah as her eyes ran up and down Melanie’s body, ending up focused on her cunny. 
Melanie hadn’t seen the remote control in Cindy’s hand, but now the vibrator came to life on its own. “Melanie is such a slut that she wants to cum for you,” said Cindy. Melanie wanted to object. I’m not a slut. I do not want to cum for her. It just looked that way and now Melanie began to understand how this could be punishment. What would Hannah think of her? Would Hannah tell anyone? She wanted to not cum. That had not been one of the rules. She did not have to cum. Unfortunately, she already knew that she couldn’t contain herself. The helpless girl found herself rotating her hips erotically and couldn’t silence the moans of pleasure. 
“Such a slut,” said Cindy. “She wants you to watch. She likes doing this in front of girls.” No, no, I don’t, Melanie wanted to scream out. “Naughty slut,” said Cindy, filling Melanie’s silence. 
Hannah watched with rapt attention, a slight smile on her face since Melanie was a mixture of desire and reluctance. She did and she didn’t want to do this. It was like watching the twins perform, spanking the helpless twins. Now it was Melanie, free to move yet so under Cindy’s control that she wouldn’t. “Holy cow, she’s really doing it. She can’t help it, can she?”
“Not when she gets like this,” said Cindy. “She’s gonna put on a show for you. Check this out.” With the push of a button, she stopped the vibrator. 
Melanie’s eyes got wide. She felt the orgasm approaching. It would all be over soon. Her body was on fire and she needed to cum. “Uh uh, uh uh,” she shook her head. “Don’t stop.”
“Don’t stop? You wanna cum for Hannah?”
“Uh huh,” nodded Melanie. 
“Look it,” said Cindy, running a finger through the shiny juices on Melanie’s inner thighs. “You never did this, huh, Hannah? This means she wants to cum for you. All girls do it when they get excited, but sluts do it when somebody’s watching.  Gonna cum?”
“Uh huh.”
“Gonna cum?!”
“Uh huh!” The vibrator started up again and Melanie sighed with relief. “Gonna cum.” She started to get back in the groove to satisfy the itch in her cunny. Her hips started to move and this time her eyes were locked on Hannah. 
“I love it when a slut begs to cum,” said Cindy. “I love it when a slut loses control.” She let Melanie get close to an orgasm and turned off the vibrator again. 
“Uhhhnnnn,” whined Melanie. 
“Yeah, I know,” said Cindy. “A slut needs to cum, doesn’t she?”
“Uh huh, uh huh!”
“Can a slut beg?”
Melanie nodded frantically. “Pwease, pwease, leh a swut cum,” she pleaded, unable to concentrate enough to enunciate clearly. “Make a swut do ih. Cum for Hannah. Leh a swut cum.”
The hum in her cunny resumed though the fire was dampened. The vibrator was like a burst of raw electricity, restarting the fire quickly. Nothing but her orgasm mattered. It didn’t matter that Hannah was watching. It didn’t matter than Hannah was curious and amused. It didn’t matter that she was being forced. Her hips humped the air, feeling like each thrust was saying, look at me, look at me, look at me. Just as she was about to cum, the vibrator stopped again. “Noooooo,” she wailed. “Gotta cum. Pwease leh a swut do ih for Hannah. Show her. Pwease.”
“Just ask Hannah if you can cum.”
“Can I cum? Pwease?”
“No, no,” corrected Cindy. “Ask if a slut can cum.”
“Can a swut… slut cum?”
“Sure,” said Hannah. She was enjoying the tease, but she wanted to know what an orgasm was and how this was going to end.
The vibrator came to life for the final run to an orgasm. “Yessss!” moaned Melanie as permission was granted and the means provided. Humping wildly, she rode the tingle back up to the edge of orgasm and then came with a screech. 
Hannah watched in amazement as Melanie totally lost control, squirming and humping in front of her. Melanie was on her tiptoes, thrusting at the air, oblivious to her surroundings. The liquid that Cindy said showed Melanie’s excitement squirted and flowed visibly. What she couldn’t see was what was making Melanie act like this. She couldn’t comprehend the pleasure that Melanie was experiencing. 
“Get your clothes off, Melanie. Be right back,” said Cindy, stepping into the bathroom for half a minute. 
Hannah caught an unfamiliar scent as soon as Cindy left. Suddenly she felt funny about watching Melanie as the other girl stripped right in front of her. Her curiosity vanished, replaced by a growing tingle that made her want to touch her own cunny. 
When Cindy came back, she suggested to Hannah that she get out of her clothes, too. It didn’t take long for Hannah to reveal her young body, not much different from the other two except for its intangible innocence. “Now squat down over Melanie’s face.” She guided Hannah to put her cunny an inch from Melanie’s mouth. “Melanie, make Hannah cum with your tongue.” A few more minutes and Hannah’s body had lost its innocence. So that’s what it feels like, she thought. 
“You can have Melanie do that for you anytime,” said Cindy. “Either cum for you or lick your cunny or both. Let me know if she ever says no.” David had agreed to that lasting punishment. Of course, if he was with Melanie, the little toy wouldn’t even be available to say no. Letting Hannah use his toy would only make his toy busier, not take up any of his time. 
Melanie had already come to understand her punishment. With her head clear of the aphrodisiac, she looked back on the entire event as demeaning. To be forced to cum, to act like that in front of Hannah was punishment enough. To be forced then to lick Hannah’s cunny was even more punishment. To hear that she had to perform for Hannah whenever Hannah wanted was just horrible. 
David told Melanie to get dressed and once she was, he took her hand and led her to the front door. “You and you alone are my toy. One day you will accept that. One day you will enjoy it. One day you will feel it’s an honor.”
As she ran home, Melanie just couldn’t find any comfort in the idea of being a toy. While she doubted she would ever enjoy it or feel honored by it, her imagination didn’t stop her from thinking how terrible it would be if she did. Just what would she be like if she enjoyed being David’s toy? What did that mean?
Cindy had no plans for Hannah. She already had Jack-Jack as a lover. She had several slaves. The young mistress had just set a hook in Hannah that she could use sometime in the future, but for now, Hannah was just a friend. 
After lunch her mom was going to the grocery store and her stepdad was going out, too, so she called Karen and Sally and invited them over for some fun. Before the two slaves came over, her stepdad said his plans were cancelled and asked if they all wanted to do something. The twins both looked to their mistress for their answer. How inconvenient for daddy to change his plans, thought Cindy. Messes up everything… or does it?  She thought of how she could use him. Surprising her stepfather, she said, “I’m planning on messing with two of the twins’ friends and the twins are going to the pool. You want to stay and help? I’ll blindfold them so they don’t know who you are and you can fuck them.”
“Slow down, mistress Cindy,” said her dad. He thought he heard it right, but he didn’t want to commit to something that would be trouble. “You’re going to do what to whom?”
“Karen and Sally,” said Cindy. “I’m going to tie them up and… well, poke stuff in their pussies and asses.” She glared at the twins. “You two go to the pool.” After they’d gone to put on their suits, she told daddy, “I was going to have David fuck them… mouth, ass, and pussy. You want to stay and help? Be another cock?”
“Karen and Sally?” repeated her dad. They were pretty cute and he wouldn’t mind seeing them at Cindy’s mercy, naked and tied. He certainly wouldn’t mind fucking the two little slaves. His cock surged in his pants just thinking about another pair of preteens riding his cock. Not knowing that Cindy had branched out, he asked, “April and May aren’t enough for you?”
“Nope,” said Cindy, shaking her head. “Well, they’re different. They’re full time and they like it. They’re special.” She admitted with a little embarrassment. “Karen and Sally are just part time and I do things to them I wouldn’t do to the twins. Besides, Baddy, Wench, Rat, and Trollop aren’t enough for you?”
“Well…” her dad was at a loss. “There are three of us.” Flimsy excuse because there were more than those four, but apparently Cindy didn’t know about the others. 
“There’s three of us here, too,” said Cindy. “You and mom have fun with my slaves.” 
“Hey, I’m not complaining,” said her dad. “I’ll help with a couple of the twins’ friends.”
“Cool, thanks, daddy.” Her hated stepfather had become an ally. He was responsible for making her tough enough to be the mistress she was. He called her mistress now. She also wanted something from him. “So, can you get Baddy, Wench, Trollop, and Rat to come over tonight. Don’t you think that’s fair if you play with mine today?”
Her dad laughed. “I guess that’s fair. Maybe not Wench. It depends on what your uncle has planned.”
Their conversation was cut short by a knock on the door. “Go hide,” said Cindy. “Call your slaves and set it up for tonight. I’ll come find you when I’m ready.” She calmed her excitement at the idea of having the older slaves available for her tonight. As her dad went one way and she went another, she wanted to make sure her attention was on the two sluts at the front  door. 
Opening the door, she smiled at how nervous the two looked. “You two look like little girls waiting for mommy to spank you. Come on in. Maybe it won’t be so bad.” She stepped aside as the two victims came in, humbled more than ever by that apt description. On the way upstairs, Karen and Sally passed April and May going to the pool. Neither pair met the others’ eyes as they passed, one pair to temporary freedom and one deeper into slavery. In the twins’ room, Cindy said, “Strip.” The two girls were at least well trained enough to obey that command. 
There were two metal poles in the room, six feet long and with attachment rings along their length, and plenty of rope. With a flourish of her hand, Cindy started the ropes in motion around the reluctant slaves. First, Karen was tied lying down on her back with her hands as close to opposite ends of a pole as they’d reach. Her elbows were secured to the pole and then her shoulders as well so her body formed a T. The pole ran behind her head, propping it up. Sally nervously took her position next to Karen and held still while she was tied to match. “What, mistress?” said Sally as her bondage continued. Her legs were pulled up, bending her in half and her ankles were tied to the same place her wrists were. She struggled a little, just enough to indicate her disapproval of the position, but not nearly enough to make it hard for David. 
Sally hated the position even before she looked up between her spread legs as Cindy smiled down at her. Her tits were on display. Her pussy and ass were spread wide and very available for spanking or whatever Cindy had planned. The look on Cindy’s face said Cindy was going to have fun, which meant Sally didn’t think she’d have a bit of it. Not for the first time or the last time she thought, I am so fucked. She felt a little better when it turned out she was not the only one to be like this. Karen joined her in the spread legged, bent in half position. 
After blindfolding both of them, Cindy inserted an inflatable metal rod in their assholes and pumped it up to the size of a softball to permanently lodge it inside them. Then, she tied a rope to the end of the metal rod and ran that through the ceiling. Pulled into the air, the two unfortunates were suspended by their assholes. Then Cindy proudly brought in her dad to show off her ingenuity.  
As she stripped and allowed herself to be tied, Karen knew she had no choice. It was humiliating to be “owned” by the younger girl, but she’s already learned there were worse things than humiliation. At first the position wasn’t too bad, just her arms were secured. As she watched Sally get tied the same way and then even more, a feeling of dread took hold. She had a little hope that only Sally would get that treatment, but mostly she saw no reason why Cindy wouldn’t tie her in that same uncomfortable and vulnerable position. She hated the fact that she was right as Cindy returned to her and tied her ankles high and wide. She didn’t even dare protest as she played the part of helpless toy to a 9-year-old.  
The dread deepened as she was made so very helpless and then it was worse when she was blindfolded. Not only could Cindy do anything she wanted, Karen realized she’d have no warning. She moaned in discomfort and humiliation as she felt a cold rod inserted into her butthole. It was small enough that it didn’t really hurt, but it was still something in a place she didn’t want it. Suddenly she felt her bowels expand, cramping painfully for a few seconds before she adjusted to the lump inside her. Not sure how much it would help, she wished she could see what was going on. She didn’t like what her blind body was telling her. 
There were a couple of minutes of nothing and then a tug at her bottom. She knew she had no chance of expelling the softball size lump inside her, but now she felt a need to tighten her butthole to hang on to it. If it came out, that would really hurt. Her bottom went up in the air and she whined in fear of the unknown. It went up farther until she rested only on the back of her head and then she was in air completely, hanging by her bottom and swinging slightly. The pressure inside her was uncomfortable and started to ache as she strained to keep her ass tight. She couldn’t believe how horrible it felt to be suspended by her bottom and then she started to wonder how long she’d hang like this. 
Harold stared in amazement at the wicked idea his stepdaughter had. The two helpless girls swung just a little as they hung upside down, moaning in embarrassment and pain. It got even better as she gave them specific instructions. Cindy spanked their helpless asses and made them repeat an introduction. They got spanked until they knew their lines by heart and could say them like they meant them. 
As the camcorder ran, Karen said, “Hi, my name is Karen Singleton, I’m 11 years-old and just love being a sex toy. I don’t know what games we’ll play today, but if I’m naked and being used, I’m happy. Only thing that would make it better is if I was on e-Bay.”
Then Sally said her piece, “Hi, I’m Sally McGruder, I’m 12-years-old and a fucking slut. Check this out… hanging by my asshole. I want to get on with cocksucking and muff munching, my favorite things in my whole slutty world.”
In unison the two said, “Mistress, can we have another spanking? Pleeeeasse?” Cindy obliged them with three swats each. After each swat, the slut being spanked yelled out, “Mmmm, baby, baby, I love playing spank the slut.”
Cindy winked at her dad and then pulled the two faces together. “Kiss each other,” she told them and the mistress and master watched the preteens touch their tongues together and find each other’s mouth. She let them kiss for 30 seconds. Pulling Karen a little higher than Sally, she lined up Karen’s mouth with Sally’s pussy and demonstrated her slave’s willingness to lick pussy. Harold was rock hard from watching Cindy play with her slaves. 
After she lowered them back to the floor, deflated the balloons in their ass, and removed the rods, Cindy turned off the camcorder and announced, “The real fun is about to start. I’ve brought a bunch of boys over. Guys, this is Karen Singleton, you know her, right? Check out her pussy. She wants to get fucked by all of you.” She winked at her dad. 
“No, I don’t,” said Karen. “Who’s there? Who is it?” She squirmed under the gaze of the boys, imaginary to Cindy, but very real to her. Boys that she knew were staring at her, leering no doubt. Seeing way more than she wanted them so see. 
“That’s part of the fun,” said Cindy. “They’ll know who they fucked, but you’ll never know which six boys got to see you naked, touch you all over, and feed you cock in your mouth, ass, and pussy.”
“God, no,” said the horrified Sally. “Don’t, please.” It was one thing to be toyed with by Cindy, but this was going too far. She was going to be raped by unseen boys and was helpless to resist or even hide herself. 
“That’s Sally McGruder trying to sound like she doesn’t want three cocks at once. C’mon guys, you think I tied them up all by myself. She let me. Now she’s just acting. She wants it.” Her voice hardened as she said, “The two of you shut up and take it like you want or else I’ll show them how easy it is to paddle those cute asses of yours.” 
As Harold stripped to take his turn with Karen, he chuckled to himself over the “joke” Cindy was playing on the two girls. It didn’t seem like she could back up the claim to six boys until he saw Sally’s ass and pussy open up as if a cock was going in. He recalled the look of the invisible ghost and tried to imagine David taking the girl with his tentacles. When Sally’s mouth opened and started sucking on a cock, he knew Cindy had the tools to make the girls feel there were six boys. “I want to see him,” whispered the horny stepfather to Cindy. With Cindy’s agreement, Harold just stood stroking his cock as he watched something out of a horror movie abusing the girl. Horror movie or not, it was erotic as hell. 
Then Harold knelt between Karen’s sleek, 11-year-old thighs and pushed his cock in deep into the hairless slit. He fucked her with his hands on her small tits. Trying to do his part to be six boys, he acted like he came and then fed Karen his cock, letting her suck her own juices right off it and then begin blowing him in earnest. Next to him, he heard a commotion and looked over to see Sally writhing and moaning with a cock in every hole. David pulled the cock in her pussy free and her impending orgasm was averted. Karen was doing a great blowjob and this time he came, filling her mouth and watching her swallow his load. He rose up off Karen and looked back to see a tentacle in her ass. 
Sated for now, the man took his time to examine David out of curiosity. The last time he’d been too scared to really take stock of the ghost. Now he watched David fuck the 12-year-old with his cock, do her ass and mouth with tentacles that would give any woman or girl the shock of their life to know they were where they were right now. A third tentacle was abusing Karen’s tight ass. Two more tentacles were busy pinching nipples, one on each girl. He definitely got a better appreciation for tentacle rape drawings he’d seen on some web sites. 
David had more than plenty of tentacles to use, he also had stamina. It wasn’t obvious to Harold when David came, just that he switched holes. By the time Sally’s ass was free, Harold was hard again and decided to try that. 
The orgy lasted for two hours, during which Harold came three times. The last two times he filled a condom for Cindy, unknowing that the twins would be playing with his cum later. During the last half hour, Mistress Rose joined them, giving her husband a nasty look for leaving her out. She and Cindy mounted faces and let the two slaves lick them to orgasm. Then they switched and let the other have a turn licking a different pussy. Exhausted, Harold just watched. 
The two parents left while Cindy freed her slaves. “How many times did you cum?” she asked them. They both answered that they hadn’t even once. That was as Cindy had planned and instructed David and her dad. These two slaves would not get to enjoy their torment. “Good, now get dressed. Next time and every time I call for you, come over with no bra or panties.” Then she dismissed them. 
The two girls walked to Karen’s house in silence, neither wanting to relive the experience by talking about it. They cast nervous glances around, making sure there weren’t any boys watching and snickering. It felt horrible to know that every boy that looked at them now might be one of the six that had just gang raped them. Being raped was bad enough, but it was worse to know that it had all been done for Mistress Cindy’s amusement. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 28
(gFF, MMgg, oral, bdsm, d/s, inc, humil, spank)
The twins had been promised a quiet weekend, but things had changed. After dinner, Cindy told them to go upstairs and come right back down as kitty and doggy. They looked a Cindy, themselves, their parents, and back to Cindy. “Really?” said May, her excitement obvious. “C’mon, May,” said April, leading the way as the two scampered upstairs. Despite their excitement, they headed slowly toward the stairs with ears, tails, marks, and collars. They had no idea what was up. They’d never been slaves with both mom and dad present. 
The twins didn’t get very far. Cindy stopped them as they passed her room and they came in and knelt while she put on black silk panties, a black leather skirt, a black leather corset, and a pair of black leather boots that came all the way up to mid-thigh. She put on a wide black leather collar with a strap dangling from the front. The bottom end of the strap snapped to her corset, drawing a one-inch wide stripe from her neck between her unformed breasts to the top of the corset. Picking up a riding crop, she snapped it against her boot. Her pets gazed at her in admiration. They’d come to find her pixie face, auburn hair, and piercing green eyes beautiful and sexy; now their mistress looked hot and domineering. 

Leashing her pets, Cindy had them remove their masks and took them to the family room. Cindy sat in a chair facing the door as the two knelt by her feet. They too faced the door, turning their heads to look at their mistress with questioning eyes. Ignoring them, Cindy would just let them find out as it happened. The first arrivals were Uncle Jerry, Aunt Molly, and Aunt Maddy. As they stepped through the front door, Jerry pulled the long coats off his wife and ex-wife. Wench was attired very simply. Her wrists and elbows were tied behind her so her ample tits were thrust out. A rope ran around her waist, down between her legs to disappear in her pussy, and up to her bound wrists. Six-inch heels were the only other thing she wore. Baddy was clad in black latex from neck to ankles. She also had her hands bound behind her and six-inch heels that tapped nicely as she took little steps on the tile floor. The tight rubber suit molded to her body to show every curve. 
Master Harold led the three to the family room. Master Jerry stopped dead in his tracks as he stared at Cindy and the twins. Cindy’s sweet, innocent face just smiled at him while the rest of her shouted mistress. He’d been forewarned, but it was still stunning to see the 9-year-old dressed for business. So stunning that it took him several seconds to tear his eyes from her and stare at his naked nieces. “Incredible,” he said as he took in their young bodies. He turned his attention to Cindy lest it seem he thought the twins incredible. “Mistress Cindy, your control over your pets is incredible. They do you proud.”
May’s reaction was predictable as she pushed her chest out to give the surprise visitor a good view. She just wished she’d seen this coming. Another chance to be Cindy’s trophy, gawd, it was even the best ever as Uncle… Master Jerry looked them over with appreciation. Her juices started flowing immediately as she squirmed for him. She was so engrossed in being a trophy, gawd, he even complimented her on their behavior, that she didn’t notice there were more people outside the room. 

“Thank you, Master Jerry,” said Cindy, amused at the astonished looks on her pets’ faces. She was ever so proud of them for not moving. She stroked their cheeks and said, “I hope the two of you are looking forward to tasting Master Jerry.” 
April’s eyes were still fixed on the bulge in Uncle Jerry’s pants when May looked up at her mistress and said, “He looks delicious, mistress.” Though she was doing less to call attention to herself, April knew she was every bit as much Cindy’s trophy as May was. It was inevitable that they’d be shown off to Master Jerry, except how would she know he was even open to underage slaves. It was inevitable that she’d get to please her mistress by sucking the cum out of Master Jerry’s big cock. In fact, it was inevitable that Aunt Molly would get to see them like this, too. She looked at the door, guessing who was out there, but not how she was attired. 
Behind Jerry, his two slaves tried to peer past him to see what had his attention. They couldn’t see, but at the words, “Mistress Cindy,” they looked at each other in surprise. “Not that Cindy,” said Wench, but then a little girl’s voice answered their master. 
“Who’s her pets? Can you see?” asked Baddy. 
Wench shook her head. In the high heels she was already as stretched up as she could be and still couldn’t see over her master. Just then Jerry stepped aside and waved them in. “Wench, Baddy, may I present Mistress Cindy.” 
The two adult slaves stepped into the room, staring at Cindy and then her pets. All three nieces! And the two least likely to be kneeling at the feet of the third were indeed kneeling at their little sister’s feet. Cindy waved them over and the two astonished slaves pranced to her, Wench followed by Baddy. Without rising, Cindy said, “Kneel and lick my right boot, Wench. Baddy, kneel and lick my left boot.” 
Kneeling in high heels with their arms tied behind them was a difficult task without some help, so they were grateful when a hand seized their hair and kept them under control as they folded their knees. As her knees touched the floor, Wench looked back to see Master Harold, Master Jerry, and Mistress Rose too far away to have helped them down. Surprised, she swiveled her head around and saw no one near her. Baddy was already licking a boot as Cindy put the end of the riding crop to Wench’s cheek to get her attention. “It’s magic. Don’t worry about it. Worry about my boot, bitch.” Stunned at the reprimand from her youngest niece, Wench did as she was told. The riding crop flicked three times, putting a red triangle on her upturned ass as punishment for her delay. 
It wasn’t only the two adult slaves who were astonished. April and May gaped at their aunts as they came in naked and bound. Jeez, thought April. Everybody in the family is either a dom or a sub. It was exciting to watch the two come to Cindy with just a wave of her hand, their big tits bouncing as they pranced. The older of the two twins was getting excited at the presence of two adult slaves. It got even better when they knelt before her little sister and licked her freaking boots. Talk about trophies! These were Master Jerry’s trophies. And they were hot. Forget about Master Jerry’s cock, she wanted the slaves. 
May watched the two approach, but out of the corner of her eye she caught April’s motion and looked at her twin as April rose up both giving and getting a better view. Huh? April couldn’t take her eyes off their aunts. Oh my God, does April like pussies? Besides mine? And Cindy’s? And Jack-Jack’s? Holy crap, she looked at her aunts again as they groveled at Cindy’s feet, so do I. She licked her lips hoping Cindy would show off all their talents. 
“Enough. Rise,” said Cindy. This time Baddy also noticed the lack of anyone near enough as they were pulled to their feet by their hair. As Master Jerry sat, the two slaves retreated to stand behind his chair. 
Meanwhile, on the front porch, Rat and Trollop were busy with final preparations. Since she had to drive, Rat’s hands were free. Trollop had leather wrist and elbow cuffs clipped together behind her back already. She wore a body harness that was a criss-cross of leather straps, accentuating without hiding. She was also blindfolded with a full head harness and wearing five-inch heels. She didn’t even know where they were. Rat was dressed in a schoolgirl’s outfit… white blouse, short plaid skirt, and knee socks. The only things out of the ordinary for a high school girl were six-inch heels and leather cuffs at wrists and ankles. Despite the fact that it was still daylight, they dropped their coats on the front porch (when there was no traffic) and backed up to each other so Trollop could clip Rat’s cuffs together. Only then did Rat press the doorbell. 
Mistress Rose had the duty of escorting the two remaining slaves to the family room. The two, both high school sophomores, were presented to Mistress Cindy. Rat blushed as she stood before the 9-year-old, but Trollop could only wonder who the new mistress was. Rat led her blindfolded fellow slave to Cindy. Cindy gave the two the same commands she’d given Wench and Baddy, giving Trollop the first indication that the new mistress was a young girl. They knelt before her and licked her boots, the final act in ensuring everyone knew who was a slave and who was a master or mistress. Trollop had never met Cindy and didn’t guess she was licking the boots of a 9-year-old. Rat (a.k.a., Veronica) knew Cindy and was now beginning to wonder if the visit to her the previous Friday had been real. She’d already licked the pussy that was now hidden behind a black leather skirt and black panties. 
Watching the two sophomores, April knew that owning the two 15-year-olds was illegal. She didn’t question her aunts’ position or, ironically, her own position as slave to her little sister. Wondering how they got enslaved in the first place, she admired their developing bodies. So many pussies to lick tonight. 
With three daughters in the house, Harold and Rose never entertained slaves in the house, so ironically Cindy’s room and the twins’ room were best suited to start off the evening. They started in Cindy’s now crowded bedroom where April and Wench were hung. A chain connected April’s tongue stud and Wench’s nipple rings. Then that chain was pulled into the air and secured with the April on tiptoes and no change to Wench’s feet locked in her extreme heels. April had her chin between Wench’s big tits, a firm fleshy globe pressed to each cheek.  
May was paired with Baddy in the same position, her chin pressed to black latex and the feel of rubber on her cheeks. Rat’s arms were pulled into the air, bending her at the waist until her torso was parallel to the floor. David simply put a rope through the ring at the top of Trollop’s head harness and pulled her up so her toes barely touched the floor. Through it all, the three new slaves, excluding the blindfolded Trollop, and Master Jerry were awed by the magic of ropes running about by themselves. 
With the slaves secured per Cindy’s wishes, Master Harold said, “Mistress Cindy, this is your party. Lead on.” 
“Well, I want to spank my aunts,” she said with a wicked smile. Spanking them would be more fun if they were her aunts instead of slaves. “I promised kitty and doggy a taste of Master Jerry. You could cum in both mouths or just one and have them share it. They like that. Be careful about spanking doggy, April. She likes pain.” There were too many things to do and she wanted to do them all, but knew she couldn’t. “I guess I’d like to have Wench and Baddy?” she said tentatively, not sure if she was being greedy or if that was OK.
“Wench and Baddy it is,” said Master Harold. “I have a special paddle in my room. Come with me and we’ll get it.” He led Mistress Cindy to his bedroom. The trip turned out not to be about a paddle, as her stepfather said, “You may not spank your aunts. You may spank Wench and Baddy. Do you understand the difference?” 
“Yeah, I guess,” said Cindy sheepishly. When her dad didn’t look convinced, she said, “My aunts are adults that I have to do what they say. Wench and Baddy are slaves.” 
“That’s good,” said her dad. “April and May are full-time slaves and I’m impressed with how you care for them. The other four are not full-time. In particular, Wench and Baddy will be Aunt Molly and Maddy tomorrow. April and May can be doggy and kitty or April and May. Wench is either Wench or Aunt Molly. Not both at the same time. 
“One other thing, Master Jerry will enjoy having his cock sucked by kitty and doggy, I’m sure, but it is generally not accepted that you would promise your slaves something from another master or mistress. You can promise them a spanking or whatever if you plan to administer it. Like I said though, Master Jerry won’t mind tonight. Got it?”  
“Got it,” nodded Cindy. 
“Good, I won’t correct you in front of the slaves. That’s why we’re here. Now, let’s go back in. Don’t go back in there looking like I did correct you.” He handed her a leather studded paddle no different than the one she had in her room. “My special paddle,” he said with a wink. 
“Thank you, Master Harold,” she said, taking the paddle. 
When they returned, Mistress Rose and Master Jerry were already claiming their slaves. Jerry had April and Wench apart while Rose had the schoolgirl free and led her to the master bedroom. There was not an undesirable slave in the bunch, so Harold was happy with Trollop, who he took to the master bedroom as well. Cindy helped get May and Baddy apart and then Jerry took his two young slaves to their room, but they both dug in their heels at the door. “Master Jerry!” said April. “There’s no curtains on the window.” Not a problem when Cindy teased them with it, but they were smart enough to know an adult with two naked 11-year-olds was not something to flaunt in front of a bare window. 
Grateful of the warning, Master Jerry led them downstairs to the family room. “Five swats for you, April,” he said. 
“Thank you, Master,” she said, ducking her head and blushing. He certainly knew how to reward her. 
Despite having the full repertoire of equipment and toys that her room provided and David could pull out of thin air, Cindy planned to keep it simple with Wench and Baddy. She knew she didn’t have hours as she did with April and May and she’d never had two adult women, beautiful ones at that, at her mercy. “I won’t have any problems with my two slaves, will I?” she asked. “Such big slaves and a little mistress. You’ll obey, won’t you?”
Wench and Baddy were total submissives who enjoyed the game of having a public face and a very private, very slavish face. Maddy saw nothing wrong with being married to her master for five years and then being divorced when her master decided. In fact, she considered herself lucky that he kept her even after their divorce. Likewise, Molly accepted her position as a short term wife even as her husband searched for her replacement. Six years ago, Jerry had found Molly at the age of 14, seduced her for a year and then brought her in as a slave. The two slaves were used to underage girls being part of their sex life. They’d been underage and Rat and Trollop were now. They’d seen the video of Trollop’s younger sister. Despite that, they were shocked at the sight of Cindy with April and May kneeling beside her. The three were far younger than any other girl they’d been with. But, 15 was as illegal as 9. The two found themselves unable to object. Now they stood in front of the 9-year-old mistress and she asked if they would obey. “Yes, Mistress Cindy,” they said in unison. 
“That’s right,” said Cindy. “I won’t have any problem with you and you will obey. If you don’t, I’ll make you and then I’ll punish you.” She stepped in front of Baddy, peeled the Velcro strip off the crotch of the latex suit to expose the wet pussy, and used her middle finger to part the slave’s shaved pussy lips. Her finger found her hole and pushed inside. Then she ran it up the slit, pulling it out at the top glistening with juices. “Already excited about being my slave?” She held her finger up to Baddy’s face. “Clean it.”
The slave was surprised at the little mistress’ composure and bearing. It would be hard to disobey a mistress, even a 9-year-old one, who conducted herself so confidently. Baddy opened her mouth and bent to suck her juices off Cindy’s finger. “Thank you, mistress,” she said, her heart pounding.
“Do you like pussy?”
“Yes, mistress.” She’d learned to like it and now she loved being ordered to lick them. She looked down at Cindy’s crotch, trying to imagine a pussy the likes of which she hadn’t seen in years… 14 years to be exact. And that little 9-year-old girl, Baddy herself, didn’t know a thing about how a pussy could feel. She did now and so, obviously, did Cindy. She wanted to show Cindy what she knew. 
“Good, there are two in this room that are gonna feel your tongue. You want to taste my pussy? My 9-year-old pussy?”
Baddy considered just a simple yes, mistress. She considered saying she wanted to taste her mistress’ pussy. Those would be incomplete answers. There was no order to say it, just an expectation from the way the question was asked. “A slave wants to taste mistress’ 9-year-old pussy.” She licked her lips sensuously. 
Cindy put her finger in Baddy’s pussy again and again pulled it out glistening. “Yes, that’s right, you’ll get your chance.” She raised the finger to her own lips. “And a 9-year-old tongue is gonna make you cum.” She sucked on the finger, feeling the power to drive a woman crazy. 
Moving to Wench, Cindy surprised both slaves by saying. “I think I’ll let you watch and wish for my tongue and my pussy. Would you like that?”
Running her eyes over the perfect little form, Wench said, “No, mistress. A slave would not like missing out on 9-year-old pussy.”
“And tongue?”
“Mistress, a slave would not presume to ask for that from her mistress.”
Cindy stomped her foot, stepped around behind Wench, and cracked the paddle against the firm fleshy ass cheeks three times. Returning to stand in front of the surprised slave. “Don’t presume, bitch. I asked a question. Answer the question.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Wench. “A slave would not like to miss out on 9-year-old tongue.”
“Think about how much you want it,” said Cindy. “How could you change my mind?” She looked back at Baddy and eyed the latex encased tits. The Velcro strip over her pussy had been obvious, but now she noticed the material stretched over Baddy’s tits was similarly attached. She reached up and worked the Velcro off the base of the slave’s right tit. Pulling the latex free, she watched the full, round tit bounce. A big pink nipple capped the grapefruit sized globe. “Oh, wow,” said Cindy, a momentary shred of innocence showing. Eagerly she freed the other tit, the two white tits looking so perfect surrounded by black. She reached up and cupped them both and then used her thumb and forefinger to harden the nipples. 
Looking over at Wench, Cindy said, “Want yours hard, too?”
“Yes, mistress.”
“Keep thinking about how you could earn it.” She sure hoped Aunt Molly… Wench… would figure out how to convince her. She pointed at Wench. “Let’s start with you.” A snap of her fingers and a long rope rose, giving Wench an eerie feeling. The rope tied her hands behind her and a second tied her elbows together. The sight of Wench’s shoulders pulled back so her big tits were thrust out was almost enough to earn those luscious tits some attention. “Do her,” said Cindy, snapping her fingers and indicating it was Baddy’s turn. 
As the ropes bound Baddy in the same way, Cindy put her face inches from Wench’s tits and warmed them with her breath. She licked her lips and stuck out her tongue, almost making contact with the nipples that begged for her touch. “Please, mistress,” whined Wench. “A slave would do anything just for your touch. Make them hard. Mistress will be so pleased to see them hard just for her. Please, a slave would be so proud to have hard nipples.”
“Hmmm,” said Cindy, finding the pleading encouraging. She put the index finger of each hand right on the center of each of Wench’s nipples and made little circles. “Get them hard for me.”
“Pinch them, please, mistress,” whined Wench. “I can’t do it without… your help.” She waited a few seconds as Cindy kept making little circles. “Please, mistress, a slave will do anything if you pinch them.”
“A slave will do anything just because she’s a slave. Don’t bargain with me. Convince me.”
Mistress Cindy‘s demands and demeanor took Wench‘s breath away. Her pussy started to ache with desire at being treated so by a 9-year-old mistress. “Mistress, a slave’s tits are so beautiful when her nipples are hard. My tits have no purpose other than to be used by you. Please, use them. Make them proud for you.” Wench was beginning to wonder what her mistress really wanted. She needed to figure it out. “My tits ache for your touch.”
“Can I hurt them?”
“Ohhh, mistress, yes, please. Hurt them. Do anything you want to them.”
The 9-year-old was having more fun than she expected and she’d expected a lot of fun. Wench or not, she had her aunt begging for her tits to be hurt. She grabbed the nipples, pinching them and pulling them out a couple of inches. “They are nice tits,” admitted Cindy. “Big. At least bigger than April’s tits.” Much bigger. “Ready to get them hard?” Without waiting for an answer, she rolled them between her thumb and forefinger. When they were hard, she put her lips to one and sucked on it and then the other. Finished, she said, “A slave might yet get some pussy and tongue from her mistress. Keep thinking.”
Just to be a tease, Cindy returned to Baddy and did a much more thorough job of making love to those milky white globes. Finished with Baddy’s tits, she said, “Time for those spankings.”  The ropes responded by pulling their bound arms up so the slaves bent forward and offered their asses for the paddle. Standing behind the two with paddle in hand, she said, “Don’t worry, Wench, you don’t have to work to get your share of this.” She smacked Wench’s bare bottom soundly enough that Baddy jumped at the gunshot sound. 
She gave her aunt four more, loving the idea that no matter what name games they played, this was Aunt Molly. “Baddy, if Master Jerry was playing spanky spank with Wench, how many swats would he give her?”
Baddy knew full well that she’d get as many swats as Wench, but she also knew that Cindy could well ask Master Jerry and get the correct answer and that Master Jerry’s punishment for lying would not be worth it. “Sixty, mistress.” Sixty was a standard number when playing, much more than she’d get for punishment. 
“Sixty?” Cindy’s voice showed her surprise. How cruel was that? She wondered if Baddy was trying to get Wench a really bad spanking. “You’ll get sixty, too.” 
“Yes, mistress,” agreed Baddy. 
Cindy walked around front and pulled Baddy’s head up by the hair and looked in her face, studying her for signs the she was kidding. “Do you and Wench enjoy pain?”
“No, mistress,” said Baddy. 
“Hmmphf,” said Cindy, leaving the room. She walked in on Master Jerry with his cock in April’s mouth and May hanging by her tongue. “Oops,” she said, stepped back and knocked on the wall. 
“Yes, Mistress Cindy,” said Master Jerry. “Come in. I’m sure April won’t mind and if she does, too bad.” 
Cindy walked in, staring at Master Jerry’s big cock as April tried to engulf it. Her slave looked like she was enjoying the cock. Her eyes rolled to look at her little mistress, but she didn’t break rhythm. She noticed Cindy’s innocent, green orbs were on her… well, more on the cock than her… and then she looked up at Master Jerry, ignoring her after that. “Master Jerry, Baddy says she and Wench should get 60 swats each. That just… ummm… seems like a lot. Is she serious?”
“60 sounds about right,” said the master, also ignoring the 11-year-old who was doing her best to catch their attention. He understood Cindy’s concern, novice that she was. “It’s not 60 really hard swats, though. Get her bottom nice and red with 20 or so hard ones and then slow down the pace or ease off how hard you hit her. Just keep her bottom red. It hurts like hell. She’ll cry and scream,” he smiled at Cindy’s reaction. “Sweet, huh? Yeah, she’ll let you know it hurts, but you’ll also know when you’re doing too much.”


She returned to her slaves after receiving instruction on how to give 60 spanks to a slave. It was particularly fun to have Uncle Jerry tell her in front of the twins. Her personal slaves could put two and two together and realize they’d get the spanking of their lives at Cindy’s earliest opportunity. As thanks, Cindy gave Master Jerry two condoms full of Master Harold’s cum with a suggestion on how to use them. She smiled at that look she loved so much from April, agreeing that April was indeed sooo fucked. And April loved it. 
Returning to Wench and Baddy, Cindy did an expert job of delivering a full 120 spanks to two bright red asses. She was careful to pay attention, wait longer between swats, vary the strength of the swat, and just keep the slave’s back cheeks red and her front cheeks wet. For Cindy it was an agonizingly long process, though it was agonizing for the slaves in other ways. 
“Now,” she said as the 120th swat was delivered. The young mistress pulled her panties off to give the slaves the first glimpse of a pussy like they’d once had, but never thought about sexually then or an hour ago. She was already hot as hell, ready to cum, dripping so much juice her panties were soaked, and desperate to get a tongue to her. Pulling off panties over her boots wasn’t all that easy. The rope loosened on Baddy and she collapsed to her knees. By the time Baddy was down, so were Cindy’s panties. She grabbed the woman’s hair and pushed her pussy to Baddy’s face. “Fuck me with your tongue. Make me cum.” She felt a tongue like she’d never felt before and watched every movement to duplicate it for Jack-Jack. Taking just a few seconds of distraction, she looked at Wench who was, by now, on her knees. “Convince me you want a piece of this.”
“Oh, God, mistress,” pleaded Wench. “This slave has never wanted anything so much. This slave has no right to ask anything.” Good enough for Cindy, but the mistress didn’t say anything. “Please, please, please, my perfect mistress. Thank you for making my ass red. Thank you for spending time with me. Thank you for even looking at a miserable slave. Thank you for touching my tits. Thank you for picking me tonight. I will always smile as I lick your boots, look upon your beauty, feel your dominance, and even think of my perfect mistress. Mistress,” she begged as fresh tears ran down her cheeks, “don’t send me away without the taste of you in my mind, heart, and soul.”
Holy fuck me in the morning, thought Cindy. Wench can beg! With Wench pleading and begging more graphically and earnest than her slaves ever did, Cindy came. “Fuck, yeah, Baddy… cummmmminnnnngg… k-k-keep… mo-more.” It was a sensational orgasm and as it dropped off, she shifted to push her pussy to Wench. “Taste it. Lick it. Do me again.” As Wench reawakened the orgasm, Cindy humped her pussy on Wench’s face. “Jesus, Jesus, Jesus,” she screamed as she came on her aunt’s face, wondering what her aunts would think of her tomorrow when they’re her aunts again. Pushing forward, she tilted Wench back so far the woman fell gracefully to her back… with David’s help. Riding Wench’s face turned into one of the longest orgasms she’d ever had. 
Tired from the effort of cumming, Cindy went to Wench’s pussy. She felt a duty to reward both of them. It took a minute for David to untie the crotch rope and then, with a grin to Baddy, she dove into Wench’s pool of juices. The smell was more pungent and the taste was stronger than Jack-Jack or the twins, but she enjoyed it. This slave had earned it and she had wanted to all night. Apparently Wench had wanted it all night as well since she came within 2 minutes. On her hands and knees, Cindy approached Baddy like a tiger moving to its kill. Cindy lapped at Baddy’s pussy lips, one to the right and one to the left to clean off juices. “Fucking slaves taste so good,” she growled and assailed the woman’s clit. Baddy didn’t make it past the 30 second mark. 
Though rising slowly, Cindy was reenergized at the slaves’ arousal. “Ropes go away,” she said. “Come downstairs when you’re both free.” She left the room while Baddy and Wench were untied. She found April again blowing Master Jerry and May doing daddy in an apparent contest. A contest that started with two masters who’d cum recently, so the slaves were working hard. Assuming Mistress Rose was with Rat and Trollop, she stayed to watch her slaves. “C’mon, May, you’d be cumming by now for Master Harold, make him cum. Make him want to cum.” Uncertain if she was breaking rules, she looked at both masters and received smiles and nods. She moved behind Harold and peered over his shoulder at May. “Blow him, you slut. Look up here. Tell him to cum with your eyes. Let him know you’d cum if I just touched you.” Stepping behind Jerry, she looked down at April’s face. “So this is what it looks like from a guy’s view. Suck my cock, April. Ooooo, baby, that feels so good. Sooo, good. I’m gonna come spank that cute little ass until you cum just from that. Tell me how much you like cock. Beg me to cum with your eyes. Bat those baby blues.” She moved back behind May and reached up between her legs from behind. “Show them that you’d cum if I just touched you. Cum for them, May,” she touched May’s clit and rubbed hard and fast. 
May did cum, a screech rising deep in her throat. She pulled her mouth off Master Harold’s cock in the throes of her own orgasm, “Jesus Chriiiist,” she squealed. 
“Don’t stop, May,” said Cindy, still rubbing as May kept cumming. “Dammit,” she hadn’t intended to interrupt the contest this bad. “Move. Stand up and cum for them. Over and over.” She knelt down and took Master Harold’s cock in her mouth, reminiscent of the times he’d abused her, but this was different. In the background, May moaned, cumming again. 
“No!” shouted April. “Mistress, no!” She had released Master Jerry’s cock and now pushed Cindy aside. Then she started sucking Master Harold. 


As Cindy eyed the unsucked cock between Master Jerry’s legs, May dropped to her knees. “Don’t, mistress,” she said and sucked on Master Jerry’s cock. 
“You worried that I’m better?” asked Cindy. “Then show them you’re better.” She grinned at the two astonished masters. It wasn’t at all planned, but Cindy proudly watched as her slaves made sure she couldn’t demean herself by sucking a cock. In a way it was defiance, but she loved her slaves more for this particular behavior. The two men both came seconds later, Master Jerry just a few seconds sooner. 
“What’s her reward?” asked Cindy, nodding at May. 
“I think they both deserve their reward,” said Master Jerry. “They both sucked me and they both sucked Master Harold.” He looked at his brother who nodded his agreement. “They both get to cum.”
“Just a few minutes, OK?” said Cindy. “It’s past their bedtime.” It was past hers as well.
Master Harold looked at the clock on the wall. “Our apologies, Mistress Cindy. We didn’t mean to break your rules.” Cindy was surprised at the remark. Bedtime was mom and dad’s rule, not hers, though she had been enforcing it for the past two weeks. Maybe it was her rule after all. “If it’s OK with you, you can reward them tomorrow.”
“Yes, Master Harold,” said Cindy with a formality that amused the two masters though neither showed it. “I will reward them tomorrow. Thank you.” She looked at her disappointed slaves and almost gave in. “You have 10 minute to get ready for bed.” The two scampered off, humiliated at being dismissed by their little mistress and more than a little disappointed that they had to wait for their reward. “Good night, Master Harold. Good night, Master Jerry, and thank you for sharing your slaves.”
“Good night, Mistress Cindy,” said her father. 
“Good night, Mistress Cindy. I wouldn’t have missed it for the world,” said Jerry. 
The two masters turned their attention to Baddy and Wench, who’d arrived before May came. They’d stood silently and obediently, amazed at the interaction of the three girls. 
At bedtime, Cindy put kitty and doggy in their beds and leashed them to her footboard. Crawling in her own bed naked, Cindy was ready to suck on a tentacle, but David stopped her and said, “I have something special, princess.” Then he changed before her eyes, her attention on his cock. It was about the size of a whiteboard marker, slender and long. He looked apologetic as he explained. “I changed for your mom, so I figured I could change for my princess. Would you like…”
“Do me, David,” she interrupted. There was nothing she wanted more right now. She owned him, but he’d grown special from one part sinister partner, one part obedience, and four parts seduction. Now he looked like the innocent little boy he’d been when he showed himself to Cindy’s mom with no tentacles, just a Cindy-sized cock. The 9-year-old lay on her back, spread her legs, and felt his cock work its way into her, inch by inch slowly filling her virgin pussy. A quick grimace was the only sign as he broke her hymen. She had a big smile on her face as her ghost set up an easy rhythm fucking her. David had made her a woman! And sooner than she’d hoped. 
Hearing odd sounds, the twins peeked over the footboard at the strange sight of their little mistress humping the air. They watched transfixed, marveling that their powerful sister had taken this long to use her magic for her own orgasm. To them David was invisible, giving them a perfect view of Cindy being fucked, even the way her pussy parted for the invisible great and mighty cock. Cindy’s eyes were fixed on a point just above her, not even able to see the twins with David in the way. 
David fucked Cindy for several minutes, letting her loosen up and get aroused from the feel of a cock inside her. Then, when she was ready, he increased speed. She came in a powerful orgasm fueled by love and lust, feeling his cock spasm in the tight tunnel between her legs. “Yes, David, yes,” she moaned as she came. “Perfect,” she murmured as she collected a tentacle, put it in her mouth, and fell asleep. The perfect end to a perfect day. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 29
(gg, ggg, oral, d/s, bdsm, spank, inc, humil)
Saturday night, Melanie awoke to the same scene as the night before… dressed in black with the open coffin in the middle of the room. This time however, David’s voice said, “Want the same as last night or put on a costume for me?”
Peering down at three eager stuffed toys looking back at her from the coffin, Melanie said, “Costume.”
“This then,” said David making a few things appear that hardly looked like a costume as she’d expected. “Take off the dress and put everything on,” he added, waving the aphrodisiac before her nose. As she dressed he took away the coffin. 
There were things for her head, hands, and feet with nothing in between. She peeled off the dress, realizing that this was the first time she was ‘voluntarily’ stripping for him. Then she put on the hair band with rabbit ears sticking out of it. One ear stood straight up and then other was flopped down, bent halfway up. Next, she put on the bunny feet. She started to put on the mittens, but then it would be hard to do the rest, so she stopped and picked up the mask which was nothing more than a rabbit nose and mouth. There were no strings to attach it, just a ball gag that she put in her mouth, securing the mask in place with her teeth and leaving her eyes and chin visible. She held up the little cottontail. It was obviously a tail, but much more than that. A stiff wire ran from the tail straight down and then bent and widened to a conical shape. When she did nothing with it, David took it from her and held the cone in front of her face. “Goes in your bottom.”
“Bah-um?” she asked, amazed and disgusted at the idea. It went in her bottom and she was expected to put it there? 
Rather than hand it right back to her, David rubbed the cone between her wet pussy lips. “Makes it go in easier.” Then he handed it to her. 
Bending forward a little, Melanie put the narrow end of the cone to her butthole and pushed it in quite quickly, feeling her bottom swallow it up. Once it was in, the plug didn’t feel that bad. Heck, it even felt good. Looking back over her shoulder she saw the cute little cottontail perched right above her butt crack. Then she put the bunny paws on her hands, the bulky mittens rendering her hands useless. There wasn’t even a separate place for her thumbs. 
David led her to stand in front of the mirror so she could see the finished product, a cute little bunny girl. A cute little excited, embarrassed bunny girl. As she looked, she felt something in her cunny, rubbing her clit and sighed with pleasure. He knew she needed to cum. A tentacle wrapped around her waist to steady her as another pushed into her pussy. She watched the bunny get aroused, her pussy lips parted as an invisible cock shaped tentacle fucked her. The bunny moaned, looking very sexy. She parted her legs and started humping against the invisible member. Writhing in front of the mirror, she felt her climax approaching and watched a view of herself she’d never had before as she came. 
When it was over and he wasn’t touching her anymore, she put a furry paw to her pussy and rubbed. It didn’t do her any good. Then David whispered, “See? I told you that you’d like being a toy.” Disgusted at herself, she tore off each item of the bunny costume one by one. She dropped them, threw them, and even drop kicked one, but none of them ever hit the floor. They vanished as she discarded them. Vanished to be used again. 
Sunday morning, April got a good spanking followed by May’s tongue as her reward. Then Cindy blindfolded and tied May in the twins’ room facing the window. The view through the window into the twins’ room was not as revealing as Cindy liked. May could easily hang in front of the window and see that no one was looking at her, but not with the blindfold. As she left the naked 11-year-old alone, Cindy said, “You had your reward last night when I made you cum during the blowjob.”
Fifteen minutes later, April came into the room with May and knelt in front of her spread legs. “Sorry, May,” she said and then ran her tongue up and down May’s pussy. “She wants me to do this, but said to remind you not to cum.” With that, April began licking May’s pussy, even zeroing in on May’s clit. Soon May was moaning with arousal, fighting to keep from getting too excited. If she kept from even getting close then it wouldn’t hurt so much in the end. 
As May got excited, April paused. “She said she’s gonna get her friends and some binoculars and see if she could see through the window and tell if you’re getting excited.” April returned to licking May who was now aware that she was on display. After that, any restraint was hopeless. She peaked close to an orgasm, begging April to slow down or stop. Apparently April was not allowed to do that because her twin ignored her pleas and kept eating her enthusiastically. May squirmed and struggled, fighting to deny herself an orgasm. She wasn’t allowed. She had to keep control. She tried to forget about Cindy and her friends watching from outside. 
Then May felt a pair of hands run down her bare back. “Hard to see from across the street, so I brought everybody in to watch.” May whined at the sound of her mistress’ voice taunting her. Who is everybody? How many? Who are they? How much longer will Cindy torment me? The answer to that question came a few seconds later. “Fuck May, they’re all watching. You want to cum for them, don’t you? I think they want to see you do it. You like the feel of April’s tongue in your pussy, huh?”
“Uh huh, uh huh,” whined May. “P-please, don’t, mistress. Don’t t-talk. Let her stop.”
“You want her to stop? You want me to be quiet? If I stop talking how will I tell you that you can cum? I changed my mind…”
“Jesus Chriiisstt,” squealed May, albeit a bit prematurely. She couldn’t wait for Cindy to finish the thought. Her body convulsed in orgasm. April’s hands gripped her taut bottom and she felt April’s face press into her soaking pussy, finding her throbbing clit to practically chew on it. She felt so many eyes on her. It was wonderful to show them her true nature. 
When May finished, Cindy said, “Show’s over. Everybody out. I don’t want her to know who watched.” The room only held April, May, and Cindy, but May didn’t need to know that. The ropes untied themselves and once May was free, Cindy said, “Just kidding about the you already had your reward, sweetie. I do so love the way you cum.” Sinking her fingers into May’s long blond hair, she pulled her slave’s face to her own and kissed her. Then she did the same to April. “Did I say how proud I am of you for last night?” she crooned as she caressed their hair. “Now get dressed, bras and panties, too.” She held out two of each of the confiscated under garments. “Aunt Molly and Maddy are taking us to the zoo and then out for lunch.”
“They are?” asked April, her surprise obvious. “They can’t,” said May. It would just be too embarrassing. What did Cindy have planned? 
“They are and they can,” said Cindy. She gave the twins the same talk their dad had given her the night before. Aunts are aunts. Slaves are slaves. “We’re going out with our aunts. You two are to behave like young ladies. From this instant until we walk back through the front door you are regular girls.” At skeptical looks from the twins, she said, “I promise this is not a trick. You’re gonna have to do it when you go back to school. It’s a test to see if you can act normal.” She also knew it was a test for her to see if she could treat her aunts as aunts. “C’mon, you guys, be my sisters for a few hours,” she wheedled. She’d much rather persuade them than order them.
“OK… Cindy,” said May. 
“See that wasn’t so hard, was it?”
“Get out of our room so we can get dressed,” said April, her voice tentative so it sounded more like a request. 
“You can use my room if you want,” said Cindy. “It has a door and a hot shower.” She looked at her watch. “They’ll be here in 45 minutes.” Then she did just as April requested, leaving them to get dressed. 
Going to the zoo and having lunch went smoothly. Aunts were aunts. Nieces were nieces. Sisters were very polite sisters. It was a fun time that started with April and May tentative about what happened the night before, but there was no mention of it and their aunts acted like it never happened. In a way, it hadn’t… just to a mistress and slaves, not to aunts and nieces. The outing pretty much screwed up Cindy’s plans for Karen and Sally, but there was plenty of time left in the summer. There wasn’t anything that couldn’t wait until the next day. 
That evening, April called Karen and May called Sally. Both girls received the same message. There was to be a full day of fun and then a sleepover at the twins’ house. They were to arrive at 9:00 am and could leave at 9:00 am Tuesday. At the very end of the call, they both were told, “Stick your middle finger allll the way up your ass, pull it out, lick it clean. Or else it’ll be 48 hours of fun instead.”
Monday morning, the twins’ activities started at 8:00 am. In their room were two chairs facing each other, two text books, and the electric box that had been used to shock them for wrong math answers. Cindy held up one of the books so the naked slaves could see it. “This is your social studies book for 6th grade.” She held up the other. “This is the teacher’s version with all the answers. You are both to read a chapter together. Then April gets hooked up to the shock machine. May, you ask her all the questions at the end of the chapter. When she gets one wrong, zap her. Give her a couple of tries and then read her the part of the text that has the answer in it. Then ask her again. Keep going until she gets it right. Got it?”
“Yes, mistress,” they nodded. 
“Then read another chapter and it will be April’s turn to ask questions and May’s turn to be hooked up and answer questions. You do that all morning. Both read a chapter, take turns asking and answering questions. Got it?”
“Yes, mistress.”
“I’ll let you know when it’s lunchtime.” Cindy left them, feeling pretty smug about this idea. The twins were so obedient that she had no doubt they’d read, study, and punish each other. They’d be the smartest kids in their class next year. She’d already started thinking about how to reward them for that and how to punish them if, after all this work, they didn’t get straight A’s.
At 8:35 she heard the first shrieks of pain from April. Apparently it was a hard question because April yelped again and then called out desperately, “Read it to me again. What’s the book say?”
At 9:00, Cindy greeted the party guests at the door. She felt a rush of excitement just at the looks of submission and fright on the two faces. It was the perfect mix of I don’t want to be here and I’ll still do everything you order me to do. “Come in, my pretties,” she said, sounding as sweet as she could. “Leave your shoes and socks at the door. I have a special party game planned for you.” She waited for shoes and socks to come off and then led them up to her bedroom. The twins’ room was quiet as they read the next chapter. 
“Kneel there, Karen,” she said, pointing at a point near one end of her room, “and face me. Sally, you kneel there and face Karen.” With them at opposite ends of the room facing each other, the two got the impression that the “game” was not a solo game.  “Before we get to the game, I want to tell you that you’ve been very good little girls. You come when I call and you do just what you’re told. I suppose I could also say you’re two very disgusting little girls because of the naughty things that you do, but I guess that’s my fault.” She smiled proudly. 
“You know some of my rules. Obey everything instantly. Be on time. Call me mistress. I just want to give you a few more before we start the game. You may not cum without my permission. You are beneath April and May and so you will obey everything they tell you to do. You will even go out of your way to do nice things for them. I’d suggest that whenever you come over from now on you bring a gift for each one, candy, a flower, but not the same thing every time. Do not ever bring me a gift. Your obedience is my gift.”
The little mistress turned to Karen. “What do you think it means when I suggest you bring a gift.”
“Mistress, I’ll bring one every time.” She thought the answer obvious. 
“What do you think, Sally?”
“Yes, mistress, a suggestion is as good as an order.” In fact, she thought there was no such thing as a suggestion from Cindy. She didn’t want the grief that would go with disobeying even a hint of an order. 
“Ah, you know how to keep me happy,” said Cindy. “But that’s not necessarily true. You could do something else nice for them.  Like, beg me to let you make them cum. Use your imagination. The order is to do something nice for them every day. My suggestion is a gift, but do what you want.” She took a couple of seconds to let that sink in. “Let’s see, what else? Never wear any underwear. Never tell anyone about me or my magic. If you get caught doing something with me, just say you like doing naughty things. If you get caught doing something for me, like walking down the street naked, it’s your job to come up with a good explanation, not mine. Don’t ever bargain with me. There’s a difference between bargaining and begging. You may beg to lick my pussy, but don’t ever say you’ll lick my pussy if I don’t spank you. Know why, Sally?”
“Because it’s your rule,” said the 12-year-old. She was caught off guard as her mistress put her on the spot. 
“Duh,” said Cindy. “Try again.”
“Because… oh, because I’ll do both… lick your pussy and get spanked if you want.”
“Yeah, plus get punished for bargaining,” agreed Cindy. “You don’t get choices, so don’t try to offer me anything. In fact, I’m about to give you the only important choice I’ll let you make. It’s part of the game. I’ve decided that your names are Bimbo and Dork. I just haven’t decided which of you is which. So you’re going to have a little wrestling match. Winner gets to pick her name and the loser is stuck with the other. And the loser is going to lick the winner’s pussy all morning. Understand?”
“Yes, mistress,” they said in unison. 
“Here are the rules for the wrestling match. No punching or anything that leaves a mark, you know, biting, scratching. Hair pulling would be fun. You have to strip each other. The winner is the first one to show me the other’s bare tits, ass, and pussy all at the same time.” The idea of making two best friends grapple for dominance was fun, making them strip each other was even better, the competition would be cutthroat. Just to make sure the match was interesting, she added, “If I think one of you isn’t doing her best, you will be so fucking sorry, you’ll wish you’d never been born.”
With that, Cindy stepped back out of the way. “Ready, Set, Go.”
The two friends and slaves rose from their kneeling positions. Neither wanted to spend the morning with their tongue busy in the other’s pussy. Neither wanted to fight the other. Neither saw any other choice. Each saw the resolve in the other’s eyes. Sally, believing her size and weight would win, closed on Karen. The two were not much different in size, so Karen also thought she could win. 
Sally simply grabbed Karen’s wrist and pulled her friend to her. She grabbed Karen around her waist to throw her to the floor, but Karen wrapped her arms around Sally’s upper body and fought to keep her feet under her. Pushed around, Karen grabbed a handful of Sally’s hair and pulled, forcing Sally’s head up and back and her arms free. Then Sally too grabbed a handful of hair and the two struggled each pulling hair with one hand and grabbing with the other. Karen’s free hand grabbed the neck of Sally’s tank top and pulled. Hearing the satisfying sound of cloth tearing, she pulled harder, opening up Sally’s top from neck to navel.  
Up until that moment, both had been thinking about removing each other’s clothes, but now tearing them off became an option. Shocked at her torn top, Sally didn’t notice that her tits were still covered, though her top hung loose enough that brief glimpses of them were possible. She angrily backed Karen up to the wall and spun her around, grabbed the back of her top with both hands, and tore it right down the back all the way. Karen wriggled away, readjusting her top which now hung just by the shoulder straps. Since it seemed too much of a hindrance that way, she pulled it off and tossed it to the side. Topless, she lunged at Sally and the two went down, grappling on the floor. 
Cindy watched with glee as the two wrestled for control. Karen got behind Sally and pulled her shorts down to her knees, but Sally regained control enough to pull them right back up. With her hands occupied, she lost her shirt as Karen was free to finish the job of tearing it off. After that, Sally took control. She pinned Karen down and pulled Karen’s shorts down a couple of inches before Karen threw her off. Sally managed to keep Karen’s hands busy so the younger girl couldn’t get her shorts back up and then pinned her again, working Karen’s shorts down another couple of inches. Each time Sally took the time to pull on Karen’s shorts, she lost control, but managed to keep Karen’s hands busy so bit by bit she took Karen’s shorts off. One final tug pulled them down to Karen’s knees. 
With that, Cindy called a halt to the match, declaring Sally the winner. “Now take your shorts all the way off,” she told Karen. “You, too,” she nodded at Sally. When they were both naked, she asked Sally, “Are you Bimbo or Dork?”
Wishing for neither, Sally chose the lesser of two evils. No way did she want to be saddled with the name Dork. “Bimbo, mistress.”
“I think the name suits you, Bimbo,” said Cindy. Then to Karen she said, “So, you’re Dork. Dork, Dork, Dork.” She giggled as she rubbed it in. She wanted to make sure Karen saw it as the losing end of the deal. 
“Yes, mistress,” said Dork miserably. She would have picked Bimbo, too, if she’d won. 
“Now for the real fun,” said Cindy. She got two head harnesses and held out one. “This is for Dork.” The harness floated to the slave and put itself on her. Cindy had removed the gag so the harness just served as a way to control Dork’s head. Dork and Bimbo both looked startled as a scream came from the twin’s room. The mistress was pleased that May was getting a chance to learn her social studies the hard way. She didn’t bother to explain to Dork and Bimbo what was going on. Let them think I can punish from a different room. “And one for Bimbo,” she said and waited for that harness to be in place. 
“Bimbo, kneel down.” Once Bimbo was on her knees facing the door, Cindy tied Bimbo’s hands and elbows behind her back. She instructed Dork to lie down on her back with her head facing Bimbo’s bottom. She made Dork wriggle forward, putting her head between Bimbo’s knees until her head came out the front, putting her mouth inches from and directly under Bimbo’s pussy. When a rope was tied around Bimbo’s ankles and Dork’s torso, Dork was trapped in position. Finally, with Bimbo’s head down, a rope was tied from the top of her head harness to the sides of Dork’s harness. The effect was when Bimbo raised her head, the motion pulled Dork right up to her pussy. 
 “Now the rules,” said Cindy. “This is a game, too. Loser gets punished and the winner gets a reward. Bimbo, you win if you cum. Dork, you win if Bimbo doesn’t cum. If I peek in and don’t see Dork licking pussy, you both get punished. So, Dork you have to lick, but you don’t want to let her cum. Bimbo, you have to let her lick and even help her. If her neck gets tired, you can pull her up so she can keep going. You want to keep her up so that you cum. You want to keep her up so you don’t get punished. Get started.”
Dork raised her head up and started lapping at Bimbo’s pussy. There were plenty of places to lick that wouldn’t get Bimbo excited and if she did it nice and slow, she was guaranteed to win. After watching for a few minutes, Cindy left the two alone. Dork’s position made sure Cindy could peek in and immediately see if Dork was licking or not. 
With Bimbo and Dork under control and April and May so obediently shocking each other, Cindy was free to do what David wanted. “Show me the surprise,” she said. 
“Call Melanie, princess,” he told her. “Have her come over.”
Fifteen minutes later, Cindy handed Melanie a bag without knowing the contents. That was part of the surprise. “Put this on,” she said. She sent Melanie into the family room. “Come out when it’s all on.” 
Melanie looked inside and then gave Cindy a look of embarrassed submission that only made Cindy more eager to see the end result. What was Melanie about to transform herself into? It was clear she knew what was in the bag with just a glance. She’d worn it before for David’s eyes only.  
While waiting, Cindy went upstairs and peeked in on Bimbo and Dork. She knew that Dork had an easy task and was surprised to see the pussy licker taking a big risk. Bimbo looked like she was close to an orgasm, but Dork shifted to lick elsewhere and Bimbo said, “Please, I won’t tell her I came.”
Dork shook her head and relaxed a bit, taking a momentary breather, but Bimbo raised her head and pulled her friend’s face back to her pussy. “You have to keep going even if you won’t let me cum.”
Bimbo had worked herself into the position where she was begging for release. After just a few minutes it had become obvious that Dork could easily make sure she didn’t cum. She was going to lose and winning was beyond her control if Dork just licked her outer lips or dared to lick her inside, but below her clit. “You could at least give me a chance,” she’d wheedled her opponent. “Lick me where it counts, just a little. Just a little chance.”
Knowing that a few licks in the right place wouldn’t make Bimbo cum, Dork had licked the older girl’s clit a few times and then stopped. Pleased with the reaction, Dork started to tease her fellow slave. It was more entertaining than just licking at the steady flow of juices. It made the game more interesting. That was how Cindy found them. 
“Yeah, go ahead and let her cum. Maybe Cindy won’t find out,” said Cindy. When Dork’s tongue lingered in safer territory, Cindy added, “Maybe Cindy will reward Dork for making Bimbo beg. I like the idea. Go ahead, Dork. I’ll reward you if you do her good. Just don’t let her cum.” Cindy had tried to think of a rule that would get Dork to do just what she was doing now, but hadn’t come up with one. She was very happy to see Dork was doing it on her own. 
Returning to the hall outside the family room, Cindy only had to wait another minute before the bunny girl came out to show off. “Oh, David,” gushed Cindy. “She’s precious. So cute. So sexy.” And so very red in the face. Walking around the bunny, Cindy said, “Oh, I love the tail. You like the tail, Melanie? You like where it fits?”
“Uh uh,” said Melanie, shaking her head. 
“Well, I do and David does. Right up a little bunny butt. How’s this go on?” asked Cindy, reaching for the mask. There was no visible means of attachment. She tugged on it and Melanie opened her mouth to let it go. Examining the gag, Cindy said, “Can you get me one for April and one for May?”
“Of course, princess,” said David, holding out new masks for kitty and doggy. “I knew you’d want some as soon as you saw this. Sorry I didn’t think of it sooner.”
“C’mon, let’s go show my sisters,” said Cindy, waving the dismayed Melanie to follow. “And hop. Don’t walk, hop.” Melanie hopped obediently behind the mistress, up the stairs, down the hall, and into the twins’ bedroom. 
“Look, kitty and doggy,” said Cindy. “A new playmate.” 
Melanie just wanted to die. Last night, under the affects of the drug, she’d been sexy, though disgusted afterwards. Today she was just plain stupid looking. 
“Oh, I got an idea,” said Cindy excitedly. The mention of kitty, doggy, and playmate gave her the idea. “Doggies chase bunnies and so do kitties.” She wasn’t so sure about the latter, but in this house, this kitty did chase bunnies. “Break time,” she told the twins. “Get on doggy and kitty costumes. Here,” she handed them the new masks. “Use these instead of the old ones. From now on.”
She turned to bunny as the 9-year-old shuddered at the sound of the game. “You go hide anywhere in the house. Kitty and doggy will try to find you. When they do… ooo, lots of fun for them. Now go.”
Bunny hopped out of the room. Her destination was less than a complete secret as she thumped down the stairs. She hurried along, nervous and almost frightened at the tone of the game. There probably wasn’t a good hiding place in the house, at least not one the twins didn’t know about. With little hope of hiding for very long, she did the best she could. 
Kitty and doggy scrambled to get their costumes on. “What do you want to do to her when you catch her?” asked their mistress. 
“Make her lick us ‘til we cum,” said doggy. 
“I want to touch her all over,” said kitty, blushing at the admission. “And make her cum.”
“She does have a cute ass, doesn’t she,” said Cindy, making kitty blush even more. “Let me think about it.” When her pets were ready, she stood at the top of the steps and called out, “Ready or not, here they come.” She waited a couple more seconds and then let the twins go search for her. 
With the game on, Cindy stayed at the top of the stairs with David. “She’s your pet, David. What can the twins do to her?”
“As penalty for being caught, I’d like them to each give her three swats… good ones. Then kitty and doggy can touch and lick her all over, just not her pussy. Then what if I release the aphrodisiac and they all cum?”
“Oh, yeah, an orgy,” agreed Cindy. “OK, that’s what we’ll do.” She went to her room and got a paddle. As she went downstairs, she heard a commotion as kitty and doggy found bunny hiding in a closet. “Bring her to the family room,” said Cindy. To her amusement, kitty and doggy literally carried a struggling bunny into the room. Handing the paddle to doggy and making sure bunny saw it, she told her pets to give the poor bunny three swats each. They were good swats too, since bunny started crying after the third one and shrieked for the last two. 
“Now, soothe your catch,” said Cindy. “Both of you touch her, lick her, and kiss her all over. Make her happy she was caught. Everywhere except her puss.”
Kitty and doggy enjoyed themselves thoroughly with the soft, tender skin of the younger bunny. They touched to arouse and after a few minutes, it was plain that bunny’s reluctance faded and she was enjoying the treatment. Then Cindy left to check on her other two slaves. She decided it was hard work juggling just two things at once. 
“C’mon, c’mon,” pleaded Bimbo to the ceiling, Dork’s face firmly implanted in her crotch. “I’ll make it worth your while later. You can punish me and I’ll let you cum when she lets us go. Jesus, you know I was almost there. What’s it gonna hurt to let me cum… I mean, if I let you do the same thing to me that she does to you? Then we’re even.”
With Bimbo’s head thrown back, Cindy was unseen as she stood in the doorway. She crept silently into the room to where Dork could see her. If Dork was considering giving in at all, those thoughts went away as Cindy smiled, gave her a thumbs up, and blew her a kiss. She was pleasing her mistress. She had that reward sewn up. The reward and praise from her little mistress were two things that Bimbo couldn’t give her. 
When Cindy returned to the family room, the three pets were ravaging each other with their tongues. Doggy was eagerly licking kitty, kitty was enthusiastically licking bunny, and bunny was feverishly licking doggy. For a moment Cindy considered telling them they couldn’t cum, but then she’d just have to punish them because orgasms were inevitable in their state of mind and she didn’t want to take that time. “You all have permission to cum,” she called out pointlessly. 
Within a few minutes all three of them came and then doggy said, “Let’s switch. I want a piece of that pretty pussy… bunny… bunny’s pussy.” A few seconds later, she got her wish and a couple of minutes later, there was another rush of orgasms. 
Cindy let them rest a minute and then handed paddles to both kitty and doggy. “Bunny better run or she’s getting her bottom warmed again.” The chase was on. Bunny darted out of the family room and found Cindy blocking the turn to her right, so she went left only to see the open front door as her only escape. She ran out the door and was halfway down the sidewalk before she pulled up. Kitty and doggy were not chasing her outside.  
“Run home,” said David and bunny began the tortuous journey home, darting from bush to bush. She hid next to houses. She watched for openings and ran when no one was around. Twice she was sure she’d been caught, but it appeared they hadn’t seen her after all. The ten minute walk, a four minute run, took her 30 minutes to cover and finally she was hiding in the bushes in front of her home only to realize the door was locked and her clothes and house key were back at Cindy’s. As she was considering knocking on the door and the incredible embarrassment of that moment, she started removing bits of her bunny costume and then noticed her clothes on the front porch. With relief, she darted onto the porch, grabbed her clothes, and returned to the bushes to get dressed. Through the whole ordeal she’d never once guessed that David had been right with her making her invisible for the entire time. 
It was getting close to lunch, so Cindy told the twins to take off their masks and fix lunch for five. She went up to Bimbo and Dork to untie them, but stopped just outside the door. “You are so gonna get it, bitch,” whined Bimbo to the ceiling. “I am so gonna get even with you for this.” When begging failed, she’d resorted to threats which were no more effective than begging. 
“No, you’re not,” said Cindy. “Dork has been a very good girl and you’ve been very naughty. If I hear anything about you getting even with her, I just don’t know what I’ll do, but it will be horrible. What if I looked up on the Internet for registered sex offenders and tied you up in one of their backyards? Yeah, I thought so,” she said in response to Bimbo frantically shaking her head. “So, you behave.” She untied the two from each other. “Stand up. Bimbo, you’re punishment is 10 swats on the bare bottom.” Conveniently, the slave’s arms were still tied and her bottom unprotected. “Dork, your reward is you get to do the spanking.” 
Walking Bimbo to the bed, she pushed the bigger girl forward, leaving her bare bottom hanging over the edge. She even tied Bimbo’s hands to a rope from the ceiling and pulled them well out of the way and tied the helpless girl’s ankles to opposite ends of the bed. 
Completely vulnerable, Bimbo hoped that Dork remembered they were friends, but those hopes faded when Cindy handed Dork a paddle and said, “Did I hear her call you a bitch? I’ll bet that’s not the only thing she called you. She ripped off your shirt. She pulled your hair. She stripped you right in front of me. She tried to get you in trouble, asking to cum and then threatening. I’d be damned pissed if I were you.” As she stepped clear so Dork could spank Bimbo, Cindy added, “And if you don’t spank like you’re damned pissed, you’ll be right beside her getting one from me.”
On the brink of delivering a relatively mild spanking to her friend, Dork hesitated as she considered the last words of her mistress. Then she pulled back and smacked the little white bottom just as hard as she could. “Eeeeee,” squealed Bimbo. “No, no, please. Don’t be pissed.” It hadn’t quite sunken in to her tiny brain that Dork had no choice. After the sixth swat, Bimbo’s ass was bright red, tears coursed down her cheeks, and her voice was already sounding hoarse from screaming. 
“Not quite so hard,” said Cindy calmly. “Don’t bruise her.” The next swat was still hard. “Even less than that.” The eighth swat brought a shriek of pain, toned down from constant screaming. “Just like that. Two more.” Bimbo shrieked two more times. 
Handing Dork some lotion, she said, “Put some of this on her bottom. It makes it feel better.” As Dork did that, Cindy untied the sobbing girl. By the time Bimbo was free, her ass was still red hot and painful, but feeling a little better. “Now, you’re best friends. Kiss and make up.” She watched the two tentatively press lips together. “Jeez, kiss like you mean it. Don’t ever kiss like that when I tell you to kiss somebody.” The two met in a deep kiss that lasted for several seconds. “OK, that’s how best friends kiss.” She giggled. “It’s also how my slaves kiss even their worst enemy. Now, c’mon.”
Bimbo and Dork followed Cindy down. The four slaves watched their mistress eat lunch and then she let April and May eat from their bowls. Finally, she let Bimbo and Dork eat from those same bowls. After lunch, Cindy said, “You all have 10 minutes to get ready for the afternoon. Should be easy since you’ll just stay naked. All you need to do is pee and poop if you need to. Pee good since it will be a while before you get to again. There’s plenty of bathrooms, so don’t stand in line waiting. Now go.”
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 30 
(gg, mast, bdsm, d/s, spank, inc, humil)
Cindy had something special planned for all four of her slaves, each one to be tied separately. Sending them to the twins’ room “to relax,” she called Dork to her room first. The three left could hardly relax after the look on Cindy’s face as she said she had something special. That something was not going to be good. 
Opening one of the drawers under bed, Cindy tied Dork spread eagle in the shallow space. She put a ball gag in the bound girl’s mouth. It wasn’t much bondage, but it was enough to keep her there as long as Cindy wanted. The 9-year-old was incredibly excited at the idea she’d had and stood beside the helpless Dork with the drawer still open. Cindy reached under her skirt and slid down her panties and started masturbating. “This is so hot, my precious, helpless little slave,” she said, her voice showing her arousal. “I’m gonna shut this drawer and I’ll open it again at 8:00 tomorrow morning. Got that? Eighteen and a half hours in darkness, nothing to do, nowhere to go. All you can do is think about how much I own you.” The look of horror on Dork’s face and the whimper and whines only added to Cindy’s excitement. “I control you. Think about it. My mom and dad will come home from work and not even know you’re here. They’ll leave for work in the morning and then I’ll get you out. No dinner, no breakfast, and… oh!” she gasped in mock surprise. “No potty breaks. You know why I’m doing this?” Dork shook her head. “Because I can,” said her mistress. Her fingers moved fast in her pussy, excited by the control almost to the point of cumming. Stopping short of an orgasm, she rubbed her wet fingers under Dork’s nose and then slowly slid the drawer shut, enjoying the frantic protests. 
With Dork put away, Cindy brought Bimbo into the room and opened the other drawer. Both of her part time slaves would spend the next 18 hours in isolation. She gave Bimbo the same prelude to her alone time, teasing her about how sexy it was to be able to make her disappear for nearly a day. When Bimbo started to cry, Cindy found it even more thrilling. The little mistress climbed into the drawer to rub her wet pussy against Bimbo’s thigh. “Cry for me, bitch,” Cindy’s voice trembled. “Be my sorry little slave. You’ll know what it means to be a toy now. When I’m bored with you, I just put you away for a while.” She leaned close and licked the tears. “I’m going to cum and cum and cum just thinking about you all alone and crying your little heart out.” Climbing out of the drawer, she slowly closed it. Just as it closed, she said, “Oh, oh, oh, I think I’m gonna cum right now.” The drawer shut and she stopped fingering herself. She was damn close to cumming, but she thought doing it herself when she had the twins and David was beneath her. Somebody else would make her cum. 
Cumming would be later, though. She had plans for April and May. “May, to my room,” she said. Following her scampering pet at slower, more dignified pace, Cindy strode into the room. “Kneel. Hands and knees.” When May knelt, Cindy looped a rope around her waist, pulling the long, twin tails between her legs and nestling them deep in her pussy. The ends of those ropes ran up to the ceiling and pulled tight. May found it initially uncomfortable, but that was easily solved by backing up and inch or two. She soon found that not so easy as Cindy put a harness on her head and ran a rope from a ring in the ball gag of the harness to the ceiling at the opposite end of the room from where her crotch rope was tied. With both pulled tight, May was pulled in two different directions, one roughly through her tender pussy and one firmly against clenched teeth. 
“You’re going to be a decoration for me,” said Cindy now that May was helpless and wondering about the position. “Nothing but an afternoon of leisure as you be a statue for me.” Of course, leisure would be far from how May would consider the straining position. Cindy pulled May’s arms behind her and tied her wrists together and then her elbows so they touched. Her shoulders rolled back and her chest pushed out, accentuating her small breasts. Now the tension on the ropes was important as her upper body was cantilevered out from her knees, supported only by her mouth. “Not a word from my statue,” she said. “Whines and whimpers allowed.”
May was astonished at the idea of being a decoration, a statue, but that’s just what she was. She couldn’t move a muscle stretched as she was. It already hurt, something April would appreciate more than her. And how long would this be? Minutes? Hours? No questions allowed, so she’d just have to find out. She felt Cindy’s hands on her body, caressing her bare back, her ass cheeks, and smooth, slender legs. Then the hands ran back up the front of her thighs, her tummy, and her tits, teasing her nipples. Cindy took advantage of May’s inability to move her head to put May’s hair in pigtails, adding insult to injury. 
“I have to go take care of April,” said Cindy. “I’ll check on you once in a while. You are a pretty decoration, but I have so much to do.” She heard the first whine from May as she left the perfectly, painfully posed pet all alone. Posed for no one. May was completely unaware that Bimbo and Dork were in the bed right next to her. 
Going back to the twins’ room, Cindy gave April long striped stockings, a short skirt, and a tight little top. “Put these on.” April did as she was told, putting on the skirt that was short enough she’d have to be careful if she was outside. The top looked like it was painted on her. The stockings came all the way up to mid-thigh, a fetching and sexy look all in all. April got a head harness with a ball gag, too, and then was suspended from the ceiling so her heels were only an inch in the air. Tying her arms behind her as she did May, Cindy stepped back to admire the last of her slaves. 
Today May would be in pain and April would face humiliation as she turned the tables on her obedient slaves. “Face the camera. Stay like that or it’ll be worse.” She moved to the computer positioned just four feet in front of the bound girl and typed in a web address. When she turned on the camera, April saw her full body on the screen and a chat window up in the lower right. As she watched in disbelief, a line of text appeared on the chat window on the right. She’s hot!!!

And another. Yung too. And another. Show some skin.
As April read the comments about her rolling in with more and more frequency, Cindy put on a microphone. “OK, guys, can you hear me?” There were numerous replies ranging from Loud and Clear to Yep to Who R U? “This is my big sister. She’s 11. Say hi, Summer.” 
April looked like a deer in headlights, saying nothing. She watched as Cindy picked up a paddle. “Uh uh, no, no,” she wailed and then SMACK! Electric blue eyes opened wide and she gasped with pain, her face turning bright red. “HI… umm… guys. I’m Summer.” Spanked on camera. With guys watching! They could see her face and how she was tied and helpless. 
“Say hi next time,” said Cindy. “Like that guys? Naughty little slave spanked by her little 9-year-old sister. I love doing that. I get to do it anytime I want, because she’s my… tell them, Summer.”
“I’m her slave… her pet,” said April, her voice trembling from the humiliation. The gag was small enough that she could speak clearly. She couldn’t believe the comments that were coming in… asking for more swats… asking for her clothes to come off… asking her to say things.
Cindy moved easily around her slave with a wireless, boom mike. “Be patient, guys. She’s gonna lose all the clothes eventually. She does like to be spanked, so I’ll bet there’s more of that.” She stopped and read the chat window more closely. “Tell them how many times you licked my pussy.”
“I dunno,” said April. “Lots.” She blushed anew at the admission, made worse by the fact that she’d lost count long ago. “Shouldn’t… shouldn’t… M… Autumn be here?” That would make sense. May would be wild with desire already. 
“You want to do a girl on girl show with your twin sister? I’ll bet they’d love to see that. Hear that, guys? Her identical twin sister is also my slave. Stay tuned, I think I’ll have to set that up someday soon.” Cindy was staying invisible most of the time. Now, carefully staying out of the picture, only her hand came in view to caress April’s cheek. Weeks of practice made her coordination with David perfect. “Autumn will love that. She’s the show off. Summer hates this, don’t you, sweetie.”
For those watching on-line, the look of submission on April’s face was more erotic than if she was a willing participant. “Yes, mistress. She’d love it.”
Cindy peered at the screen again. “Hey, you religious freaks don’t have to watch.” There were a few watchers telling her to shut down or else. “You can’t trace this and if you could what would you do? Tell my mommy and get me a spanking? Nobody making her do this but me. Got it? Nine year-old little sister’s in control here.” She typed in a username and pushed a button. “Take that, jerk.” 
With his freedom to roam, David had started to find others like him. Each ghost seemed to know another trick. He taught them things he could do and they taught him new powers. A ghost, who called himself only Ghost in the Machine, or Ghost for short, showed him how to route a transmission through a server that was literally no longer of this world and untraceable. Iana, a young (10 when she died, now over 600 years as a ghost) Native American girl taught him how to send out psychic energy virtually anywhere. With just the selection of a username, Cindy chose that user and David sent out a burst of psychic energy that fried the user’s computer. Psychics didn’t need IP addresses. Typing the name was just for show. 
“Who’s next?” Cindy challenged her viewers. “My friends who want to watch are safe, but… here goes Righteous145.” She typed in that name and Righteous145 fell off line. “Watch and enjoy, but tell me what a bad girl I am and you’re toast… literally.”
She got back to the fun. “Now let’s take down a stocking,” she said. David slowly rolled down one of the stockings. April looked down to watch for a few seconds and then looked back up at the camera with a look that said, oh shit. The stocking slipped down with a will of its own and then pulled off to show dainty toes. Taking control of the camera, David zoomed in and panned down her bare leg and back up. 
While David attended to April’s stocking and bare leg, Cindy left the room and checked in on May. She said nothing as she circled the decoration. May was straining in pain, her pleading eyes following her unyielding mistress. Her body was exquisite. Cindy had that same body standing easily in the next room on camera. Here the body glistened with sweat, muscles were taut, performing for her mistress without moving a muscle. “You look so sexy, sweetie,” said Cindy finally. “I wish I could bring in more people to see you. They wouldn’t be able to take their eyes off you. You should just imagine a roomful of people. You’d be so hot. You’d get so hot and ready. Imagine them watching and then one of them reaches for your pussy. Is it a wet pussy? My, my. The hand finds it is wet and then…” She stopped, letting May decide what happened next. Poor May. If her pussy was wet at all, it was from sweat, not excitement. 
“Mistress?” whined April, protesting to Cindy when she returned. 
“Quiet, sweetie,” said Cindy. “If I ordered you to, you’d stand right there and let me strip you on camera. You want me to undo the rope so you can run away? Would you run away if I said stay?”
“No, mistress,” admitted April. 
“That’s why I’m so proud of you,” said the little mistress. She looked at the computer screen where April’s small breasts pressing against thin, tight material were the focus. “Now another stocking.” David zoomed back out, put the camera back on the tripod, and then the second stocking slipped down. 
“You guys think I’m fooling?” asked Cindy. She stepped behind April and then her arms reached around her slave and into the field of view. She lifted the front of April’s skirt. “Prime 11-year-old pussy. Sorry, guys, she’s not a virgin.” Cindy laughed. “Not in any of her holes. Look proud for me, sweetie. Show ‘em what you got.” April wiggled and spread her legs a little bit. Lifting her feet completely so she was suspended by the head harness, she spread her legs wide. 
“You looking forward to cumming for them, Summer?” said Cindy as she dropped the front of the skirt and stepped to the side. . 
April looked at her little mistress for some indication if there was a right answer or not. “No, mistress,” she said. Looking back at the camera, she added, “But I won’t be able to help myself.”
Again invisible, Cindy grabbed April’s hips and slowly turned her around, stopping in profile while David zoomed on her small mounds, again for a rear view with her skirt raised, and then a third time in profile the other way. She finished with April facing the camera again. “Time for some serious skin,” she said. “The top.”
So far this had been April’s worst nightmare. As comments had started rolling in, it had taken her a minute to realize this was for real. Though she normally liked to be spanked, to have it done on camera by her little sister just for fun was humiliating beyond belief. Her mistress had stressed that she was the big sister tied up by little sister instead of the usual mistress-slave. Spanked, the HI had come out explosively. And the outfit was sexy, naughty, little girlish… another humiliation. As she admitted she was a slave and a pet, she first thought of May and how much her sister would like this. For her, it was torment. 
As Cindy told them she’d lose the clothes, that was the first that April knew what was going to happen it, but it wasn’t unexpected. She just couldn’t figure out how Cindy could do this. How can my 9-year-old sister be so tech savvy? How can she actually be sending this around the world? And she is going to get in so much trouble when she’s caught. No time to think about that as Cindy asked her a question and she blushed as she said she licked pussy a lot. That was when she just had to ask about May. It was almost as if Cindy had mistaken her for May, but she knew Cindy wouldn’t do what complete strangers often did. 
She saw a couple of comments come through about perverts and LEA and track you down, but again she was busy trying to answer Cindy, telling her that May would like it without admitting just how much she would hate it. For a moment after that she was left alone as Cindy noticed the “religious freaks.” Again she had to wonder how Cindy was so tech savvy that she could bump people off the website. Those are my allies, the ones telling Cindy to stop. And they didn’t last long. 
To her it was as if the show was really beginning as her first stocking went down. She had a sick look on her face just from the stocking being removed, but it was really anticipation of much more than a stocking. As Cindy’s devoted slave, she didn’t dare disobey, so she kept staring at the camera. This opened a whole new level of abuse-devotion for her. What else will Cindy share with the world? There’s no limit. 
With a second stocking gone, this was actually becoming fun… not exciting like it was for May, but the comments made her feel sexy. The guys can look but not touch. I’m teasing them. Then Cindy flipped up the front of her skirt and she was on display for the world. Prime 11-year-old pussy. Now that was exciting. It still didn’t mean she was looking forward to cumming for a world of strangers, but it did feel so sexy to tease with the admission that she wouldn’t be able to help herself. She never could when Cindy wanted her to cum. Then, Cindy announced her top would come off. 
“Stop, mistress,” she said calmly as a knife appeared right in front of her. “Please, let me loose.” She wasn’t panicky. With a look of confidence she told her mistress more than words could. When Cindy undid the lone rope on her head harness that kept her in place, April stayed right where she was. “Thank you, mistress. I’m sorry if you thought I might not obey you. I do not want to be stripped for them. I do not want to cum in front of them. But, I do want to obey you without question.”
She looked in the camera. “You can look all you want, but she has me every day.” Then the knife slowly parted the front of that tight top and David peeled it off to expose prime 11-year-old tits. She blushed for it was no less humiliating to be on display. It was simply what her mistress wanted. 
Again Cindy slipped away, taking advantage of the slow tease of exposing April’s tits. This time she stood in the doorway silently where she could see May, but not be seen. Satisfied that May could last longer, though not happily, she walked into the room, fumbled in a desk drawer, and then picked up a gag and left. She never once looked at May as far as the decoration knew. 
“Turn,” said her mistress when she got back and April turned. Just as when Cindy had turned her, April turned slowly to profile, to face away, to the other profile, and then back to face her audience. She bit her lip, looking every bit as apprehensive as she was. “Please, mistress,” she said plaintively, “I want to stop.”
“I know, sweetie,” said Cindy. “But I promised.” 
David slowly slid the skirt over slim hips, pausing just before her bare pussy was exposed for the second time. Then the skirt just fell to the floor in the ultimate contradiction. She blushed, knowing she’d never forget this moment as men around the world gazed at her fully nude body. At the same time, she was so very happy that she’d pleased her mistress. One more time she turned on command, showing herself from all angles. Then she bent forward, her torso 45 degrees from vertical, in response to the paddle in Cindy’s hands. I am so fucked, she thought. 
Smack! The sound of the swat carried over Cindy’s microphone and around the world men jumped and leaned forward, their cocks in hand, some working on already spent cocks. After ten swats April was breathing heavily, feeling the pain and pleasure coming together from different directions. Cindy turned her to show an already hot pink ass. After 14, she no longer cared that she had an audience. At 18 she whined and whimpered with desire, her body writhing, but staying centered on camera. As number 21 cracked on her bright red ass, she looked back at her mistress. “Please, let me cum.” Cindy turned her again to show the flaming red ass. Just as she turned forward again, she said to the audience, “Help me. Tell her to let me cum.” Four more swats fell on her bottom as the requests rolled in on the chat window. A tentacle pressed against her clit while a second went in her pussy and a third took her ass. To the astounded audience, it looked like she came spontaneously, jerking and screaming, falling to her knees and staggering back up just to stay on camera for her mistress. The wild orgasm went on for ten seconds and then, seeing Cindy pick up the camera. April fell again to her knees and then to her side. As her hips bucked, she writhed through her orgasm and then stopped. 
Cindy cut the feed, removed her panties, and squatted down over April’s face. The grateful slave licked her mistress’ soaking pussy. She was exhausted from her own, but couldn’t resist her mistress’ unspoken command. Cindy came quickly, the feeling of power too great an aphrodisiac to ignore. 
With Cindy lying next to her, both of them panting from exertion, April said, “Mistress, when you do May like that, you should see how many times she can cum.”
“Don’t tell her or anyone what happened here,” warned Cindy. “I’ll do each of you and for each of you it will be a surprise.” Testing May’s multi-orgasmic skills sounded like a wonderful idea, starting early and often. Bimbo and Dork would be sure to not enjoy the experience. It was a busy week she had planned, but Jack-Jack was away on vacation, so she had the whole day, every day all week long. 
“What if they record it, mistress?” asked April. “They can watch me over and over.”
“What if they do? You were magnificent. You’ll soon be the most famous 11-year-old in the world, at least in the world of pedophiles.” Cindy had already decided not to tell her slaves that any recordings made on the receiving end were for naught. The video file would be blank. With Ghost’s help, David could not only make her look like a computer wizard, he could protect her, her slaves, and her secrets. “Stay here,” she said and left the room. 
April’s day was a piece of cake compared to May’s ordeal. The position hurt even before Cindy was finished tying her arms behind her. All she could do was stare straight ahead, shifting ever so slightly to ease the strain, but there was no easing the strain. She managed to keep her mind off the building aches as Cindy caressed her. The nice attention offset the miserable, demeaning position. Even having her hair done up in little girl pigtails managed to occupy her mind. It was when Cindy left that the pain started in earnest. Nothing to keep my mind busy. 
Her neck and jaw hurt as they bore the weight of her upper body. Her pussy hurt since it seemed to be supporting her lower half. Though her knees touched the floor, they did not bear much weight. The pain was intense and, being alone, the boredom was intolerable. At least I expect to be admired if I’m being a statue for my mistress’ pleasure. 
There was nothing but the pain on her mind as Cindy showed up for the first of her visits. The pain remained, but she at least felt appreciated for her effort. Then her mistress started talking. I’m sexy. Yes, I can imagine being the center of attention. They’d watch me, unable to take their eyes off me. When one of them decided the time was right, I’d cum so hard. 
After Cindy left, she thought about being sexy and shared. Very, very helpless and vulnerable, but sexy. So much in pain, but sexy. My mistress can leave me alone like this, but she chose to share me. How exciting that is! They’d even know how much I hurt, but do nothing to help me. She whined and whimpered for real, imagining them watch her strain with full knowledge of how much she hurt. Having an audience was exciting, but in reality there was no audience. Her thoughts earned her a nice tingle before the pain overwhelmed her. 
It was Cindy’s second visit, being ignored completely, that really got her going. Her eyes again followed her mistress, willing her to look, but that never happened. As if she didn’t exist. Left alone, she felt so very frustrated at being on display, but not even worth a glance. Frustration was just a sidestep from humiliation. She wasn’t excited because she was being ogled by Jack-Jack or strangers. She was excited because she wasn’t being admired at all. Damn it, I’m sexy. I want someone to look. It was every bit as humiliating to be posed pointlessly as it was to be posed and viewed. The pain was still there, but now there was something else to dwell on. 
That was how Cindy found her when she came back the third time. Pausing in the door, Cindy was pleasantly surprised to see the bound beauty swaying slightly, sensuously as if imagining her audience. Creeping in quietly, Cindy knelt beside her prize. “Wow,” she said softly. “You are the sexiest thing in the world. So many people want to stare at you, but you’re all mine today. Jeez, May, I think you could cum right now, couldn’t you? In pain and suffering. Like April. Only different. You wanna cum?” Her hand brushed May’s swollen pussy lips and grazed the wet rope. She nodded at David as she stroked May gently. “You’re gonna cum for me, aren’t you?” Her hand was still gently caressing May when David released her crotch rope from the ceiling and instantly the pressure was off. With nothing to hold her back, she fell forward, gracefully supported by unseen tentacles to rest on her chest. She noticed none of the magic, just the fingers that were suddenly busy in her sore, but aroused pussy. 
“Stick your ass up in the air, May,” commanded Cindy. “High so everybody can see it. Beg for my hand with your sexy ass. What do you want? Want to cum? Just for me? Am I enough? Your little sister who owns you, commands you, and ties you. Can it be any more embarrassing than to be used at my whim?”
“Mistress, you’re not helping,” whined May. “No, it’s not embarrassing to be yours. I love being owned by you. I luh… luh… love… Jeeesuss Chrissst.” She pushed back against Cindy’s busy hand, cumming for her mistress, not because of her. It was glorious, fulfilling, wonderful, and arousing to be owned by Cindy. 
“You love cumming for me, May. You love being finger-fucked by your mistress. You love showing off for me. So, fucking show me, May. Don’t stop now. How many? How many you got for me? How long? You want an audience? APRIL! Let’s show April how easy you cum. How long you cum. Just for me.” So far it wasn’t as long as April’s most recent orgasm. 
April dashed into the room, worried at the sound of Cindy’s summons. Stopping dead, she said, “Wow, May. Cum baby, cum for mistress. Cum for me. Let’s show her.” While Cindy fingered May, April crawled into position and took over the job of Cindy’s fingers with her tongue. “Keep going, you tasty babe,” said April just before she put tongue to pussy. 
Cindy rocked back to watch the two perform for her. They both enjoyed it so much. She glanced at her watch as May rolled to her side, taking April with her and then reversed her position to taste her twin. After a momentary breather, May’s body shook again in a second orgasm. “Come on, April,” said Cindy. “You don’t need to be spanked. Faceful of your favorite pussy. Do it for me. Do it for May.” Seconds later, April launched into her second orgasm of the afternoon. 
Trying to keep track was difficult. It seemed May had one after another, brief periods of quiet panting interrupted the slave’s noisy orgasms. Cindy couldn’t tell if April ever stopped at all. It was just one long orgasm. When the exhausted pair finally stopped, Cindy noted they’d cum for a minute and twenty seconds and she hadn’t even started timing when May first went off. 
The two lay panting on the floor as Cindy sat leaning against the wall pleased with herself for treating her slaves to a reward after a long afternoon for both of them. It had been entirely spontaneous, at least after the first one for each of them. The mistress had removed her panties to let April satisfy her, but she wasn’t even thinking about going again. April’s head came up first and May’s popped up two seconds later, their eyes fixed on the hairless pussy peeking out from under Cindy’s skirt. “I did her once already,” said April, which caused May to scramble over and put her lips to the sweet little pussy that owned them. April grinned at her mistress as she said, “Show us how it’s really done, mistress. Cum for us. Now we’re going to have a faceful of our favorite pussy. How many times? Surrender to us for a few minutes.” Nobody timed the two and half minutes that Cindy’s little body rocked from one orgasm to the next. 
The twins carried Cindy to bed and tucked her in lovingly. Curiously, she seemed to be sucking on something as she napped. Then the two went in search of Karen and Sally, finally deciding they’d been sent home.  How odd… they thought their friends were spending the night. 
Girl with a Ghost
Chapter 31 
By Kenna
(gg, bdsm, d/s, humil, spank, oral, inc)
In the darkness under Cindy’s bed, Dork tried her bindings every once in a while. It was the only activity she had. In between those meager, fruitless attempts, she had nothing to do but think about how fucked she was. That decision to knock on her best friends’ front door to see what was going on had changed her life and not in a good way. Oh, how she regretted that moment. Being tied and toyed with, forced to do things that disgusted her had been horrible. Being tied and not toyed with was worse.  Her stomach rumbled and she wondered, how long have I been here. Are Cindy’s parents home now and completely unaware I’m a captive in Cindy’s bed? Nobody except Cindy knows where I am. What if Cindy forgets? What if something happened to her? 
By mid-afternoon, the hidden captive found a pastime that filled her time. Tied spread eagle, she imagined Cindy looking at her… Cindy lowering her pussy to her face… Cindy bringing other girls… Cindy bringing boys. She envied April and May and wanted to be a pet like them. They were slaves as well, but Cindy’s affection for them was obvious. She wanted to be special, not something that got stored away under the bed just because she could. With those thoughts in her head, she got herself excited. Oh, the things Cindy could make her do.  
Next to her, Bimbo was not faring any better. She couldn’t convince herself that this was for no reason at all. Not knowing that Dork was right beside her, she wondered, what did I do wrong to get this treatment. Dork, April, and May are all out playing while I’m being punished. She ran over every little detail of what she’d done for Cindy. Then she even started to imagine past sins that Cindy had no way of knowing. Somewhere in there was a reason. It made her ache to know that this was her fault. Then, two and a half hours into the ordeal, it got worse. She had to pee. Holy shit, how pissed will Cindy be? Will I be locked away for even longer? She strained and strained to hold it, but then it just all came out, warm against her thighs and bottom and then becoming chilly. Lying in her own piss, she started to cry. She was in so much trouble. 
When Cindy woke up from her nap, it was around 4:00, still an hour before mom would get home. April and May were resting in their beds at the foot of her bed, not knowing what else to do. When Cindy stirred, April stuck her head up over the footboard. “Mistress, we thought Karen and Sally were spending the night.”
“They are,” smiled Cindy as she stretched. Then she looked lovingly at the twins, “My precious pets. Your mistress appreciates being put in her bed.” Sitting up, she said, “Yes, they’re staying, but their names are Dork and Bimbo now. They’re in the drawers in my bed. I’m going to get them out in the morning.”
“Mistress!” said May, her head popping up as well. “You can’t. They’ll…”
“… be hungry and thirsty…” said April. 
“… and they’ll have to pee,” finished May. “Please, we… we…” She wanted to say how much she, and she assumed her sister, disapproved of the cruelty. 
“… don’t think you’re really that cruel,” April chose her words carefully. “Could you get them out, please, mistress?”
“We could take their place if you like, mistress,” added May. 
The twins reaction gave Cindy pause. She had expected them to disapprove and yes, she did know she was being cruel. It was the looks on their faces and the whine in their voices that told her they were more distraught than she’d expected. With her slaves so well behaved, even tucking her in bed so carefully when she was asleep… heck, they could have done anything to her… or at least tried. And now they sounded so earnest and sincere, she didn’t want them upset over this. So much she had done and would do to them, but this bothered her. 
“OK, my pets, I’ll get them out but you’ll be punished for arguing with me.” She pronounced the sentence and her slaves looked relieved, not even caring what their punishment might be. She liked their compassion for their friends and fellow slaves. It was, in fact, helpful to her plan. Deciding that she’d put her plan into action right now rather than in the morning, she unlatched a drawer and pulled out Dork, amused to find the slave squirming with desire. Not at all like April and May portrayed her in misery. 
Dork heard the latch and then felt her drawer jerk open. Blinking in the bright light, she couldn’t believe that the entire 18 hours had passed. She wasn’t that hungry or thirsty and hadn’t fallen asleep. Three figures stood over her. As the ball gag was pulled from her mouth, her eyes had adjusted enough that she could tell they were Cindy, April, and May. Her blood ran cold at the state she was in. Caught excited and juicy, she feared Cindy would think she liked being in the drawer. 
“Dork, my two pets have convinced me to spare you the entire 18 hours. They’d like you to come out and play. My, my, you do look ready to play.” She looked back at her pets. “April, Dork will be your best friend and servant. She’ll lick you, wash you, and play with you. Right now, squat down over her face so she can worship her favorite pussy in the whole world.” To Dork she added, “Be sure to do a good job. She is the one who saved you from the full 18 hours. Worship her cunt with your tongue now and anytime she wants.”
Both girls were surprised at their new relationship. They were already best friends, but now Dork had a new role as servant. She hoped it meant that April would decide her fate now, taking for granted that April would be kinder than Cindy. April had several “best” friends, including Dork, Bimbo, and May, but now it seemed to her that Cindy had just decided who her one and only best friend was. And servant. She wasn’t sure how she felt about having Dork as a servant or even what that meant.  
As April settled over the head of the spread eagle form, Cindy added, “You may not cum, April. There is still punishment waiting for you.” She watched for 10 seconds as Dork thanked April for her early release, convincing April’s dry pussy to wetness that she could smear all over her face. 
Going to the other side of the bed, she retrieved Bimbo from under the bed. Having the slave look up with fear in her eyes was exciting. She looked at the cool puddle of pee between Bimbo’s legs, but said nothing. The fear was thrilling, but this wasn’t about the fear or the pee. Standing beside Cindy, May looked down on the naked slave that she knew was to be her best friend and servant. Then Cindy made it clear to Bimbo as she charged the 12-year-old with the responsibility of being best friend and servant to May. Then she allowed the tied slave to worship her savior’s cunt. Worship was indeed what the two slaves did, doing their best to wring sex juices from the offered pussy. Cindy let the scene go for 10 minutes, tormenting servant and pet alike. April and May were whining with lust and desire, but obeyed and didn’t cum. 
“Enough,” Cindy said and then David untied the girls from their drawers. When they were free, she had Dork kneel in front of April and Bimbo in front of May. “Kiss their feet as a sign of your devotion to your mistress.” With their pussies tingling and their feet being kissed, the twins had forgotten about a promise of punishment… until Cindy said, “Time to teach my pets a lesson.”
All eyes turned toward the powerful little mistress. She was looking at April and May, ignoring the other two slaves as befitted their station in life. “Have you heard of a whipping boy?” The twins both nodded. They’d heard of the old custom than an errant prince could not be physically punished and so had a whipping boy appointed to take his punishment for him. A whipping boy had been treated as a close friend so that whipping the boy would have the effect of punishment for the prince. They both looked down at their whipping girl, the implication clear. 
On the other hand, Bimbo and Dork heard the question and knew the answer, but who would think that she’d just been named as a whipping girl? Certainly neither of them saw the implication until their respective mistress looked down at them. Oh, fuck, no, they both thought at the same time as the realization sank in. Bimbo’s inside flip-flopped at the news. She’d just been thinking about Cindy’s affection for the twin slaves and now they’d been elevated even more… and just when she’d thought her status was as low as could be, Cindy proved her wrong.  
Seeing the look of disbelief and denial on the faces of the newly appointed whipping girls, Cindy said, “Yes, that means you.” Looking at the twins, she said, “There are wrist and ankle cuffs in my middle drawer. Get some and prepare your whipping girl for your punishment. I want their wrists cuffed to their ankles, on their knees, face on the floor, bottom in the air.” She went to her top drawer and pulled out a leather paddle. Setting it on the floor, she said, “Let me know when they’re ready and I’ll come back to punish you.” She walked out of the room. 
Five minutes later, the twins came to get her as she watched TV in the family room. Cindy didn’t really care what was on. She just needed to do something that let her seem as if she wasn’t waiting on her pets and slaves. Mistresses didn’t wait on their submissives. “We’re ready for our punishment,” said May. 
Cindy walked up the stairs slowly and into her bedroom where Dork and Bimbo waited with their bottoms posed vulnerably in the air. “May, this is because you argued with me. I’m very disappointed in you for asking for Bimbo’s freedom. I saw that you were too upset that I’d stored her away for the night and though I freed her, that doesn’t make it right for you to argue with me.” She raised the paddle and brought it sharply down across Bimbo’s bare bottom, leaving a wide pink stripe. Bimbo jumped and gasped. Beside the mistress, May looked in horror at the sight of her best friend in pain because of her. 
After nine swats, Bimbo was whining and squirming between swats, punctuated with a scream as each swat was delivered. May was crying worse than if she was the one being spanked. Pausing, Cindy said, “Just to be clear, May. When I’m finished, you will apologize to me. You will not now or ever apologize to your whipping girl. This is her lot in life. I ever catch you apologizing to this slave, I’ll double your punishment.” With that she delivered the final swat.
“Mistress, I’m… sorry for… for… talking back to you,” May said. “I understand that… ummm, that it was wrong and that I-I’ll be punished if I do.” It really did hurt to look at the bottom, decorated bright red for her mistake. However, she thought the punishment well worth it. It was a sentiment shared by her whipping girl. Getting out of the drawer over 14 hours early was easily worth 10 swats. 
“April, you also disappointed me. Just because your sister chose to argue doesn’t mean that you had to join in,” she made sure they both knew it was May who first raised the objection. “Dork actually seemed to be having fun locked away.” Dork would heartily disavow that she was having fun. The distraction helped pass the time, but it wasn’t fun. 
Cindy gave Dork her ten swats, pleased that April also broke into tears of remorse. The girl who could take a savage spanking and only get more excited, understood that her whipping girl didn’t share that same fetish. Cindy had only thought of the idea of a whipping girl this morning and she loved the idea. Spanking Bimbo and Dork when they had done nothing wrong was exquisitely thrilling. Sparing the twins’ bottoms while still driving them to tears was perfect. When it was over, April contritely apologized. Like the others, she knew the punishment was worth it, but wondered if there would have been a way to bargain for their friends’ release without “arguing” with Cindy. Nothing came to mind. 
“Bimbo, clean up your mess,” ordered Cindy, finally drawing attention to the pee still puddled in the drawer. The bottom of the drawer was wood as was the rest of it, but it was soundproofed and sealed with enough lacquer to protect it from that very thing, so the pee was still not soaked in. “April and May, spanking two bottoms just got me so hot… come lick me. Two tongues at once.” Two tongues vying for her pussy meant neither could get to her sensitive clit, so after a minute she told them to take turns. Two repentant, tear stained faces were pretty hot, too.  
That night, as April and May curled up in their beds at the foot of Cindy’s bed, Bimbo and Dork were again tied into the drawers and shut away. Having been fed and allowed to use the bathroom, the prospect of a night in the drawer was less daunting. Cindy also made a point of not teasing them over their confinement. It was simply where they were going to sleep for the night. No one dared to question Cindy’s decision. 
Wearing her pajamas, Cindy looked at her two precious pets before she got into bed. “April,” she said, “I’d like you to sleep with me in bed tonight.” April looked at her with such devotion that it warmed Cindy all over to know she could reward a slave with such a simple offer. “Don’t worry, May, there’s just not room for all three. You’ll get your turns.” 
There was a catch to sharing her mistress’ bed, but April didn’t mind as she was tied with her wrists behind her, elbows nearly touching, knees together, and ankles together. She especially didn’t mind when Cindy kissed her and caressed her for several minutes, reminding her in soft whispers just how sexy she was. When Cindy fell asleep, April lay for a few more minutes watching her mistress’ angelic face in the dim light. It was only after April fell asleep that David slipped a tentacle into his sleeping owner’s hand so she could pull it to her mouth.  
Just before bedtime, Melanie made her usual check of her room for signs of David. She found nothing out of the ordinary, but that didn’t reassure her at all. In the middle of the night, she woke up, naked and gagged, but not tied. The scent of the ghost was ripe in the air and she knew she was to play with herself. Yet as she did, David picked her up and carried her out of her room. She desperately wanted to stay in her room since she was naked. She’d been taken out before, but this was worse as David turned toward the other bedrooms and took her into her brothers’ bedroom. She protested with soft whimpers, pleading eyes, and little struggles, but he ignored it all. There wasn’t much she could do to protest without waking her brothers. 
He laid her down in Kyle’s bed, the younger of the two. On her back, she was completely exposed and horny as anything. She needed to touch herself. Cautiously looking over to see if her 10-year-old brother was awake and staring, she discovered that he was asleep and naked with his young cock pointing at the ceiling. In the dim light, there was no mistaking his erection and she reached eagerly for her pussy, diddling herself as she stared at her brother just inches away. 
With the scent of David and the sight of Kyle, she quickly climaxed, shuddering so much she thought she’d wake him. For a couple of minutes she lay next to him, wondering what she was supposed to do. As she started to slide out of bed, David stopped her. “Suck on it,” he said. “Just once. Lick it and take it all the way in your mouth.”
“No,” she whispered back. “He’s my brother!” Not to mention it might wake him up.
“I’ll wake him up right now if you don’t,” threatened David. “Try to explain being naked in bed with him.”
“Oh, God,” moaned the 9-year-old. She slowly rose and leaned over the hard little cock. With no choice, she leaned close, snaked her tongue out, and licked the underside of his cock. Then she licked the tip and opened to take it in her mouth. As the warm, tasty cock slid into her mouth, she felt the rest of his body stiffen and heard a soft gasp. 
“Mel? What are you doing?” asked Kyle, gaping at his little sister. Quickly covering himself, he looked at David. “Is he making you do it?”
“What?” asked the surprised girl. “You know about him?”
“Sorta,” said Kyle. “Go get dressed. I’ll be there in a sec.” He looked at David again. “Keep your hands off her.” Why else would she be sucking on his wiener than if the ghost made her do it? Kyle watched as his sister got up and dashed out of the room. She’s cute, he thought, admiring her bottom. Then he put on his pajamas. He’d been having a good dream that became better, except it really was his sister being naughty with him. Now his erection was gone.  
David was as bewildered as Melanie was. Feeling defeated, he followed her back to her room. A minute later, Kyle opened the door a crack. “You decent, Mel?” he called out. When she said she was, he came in. “Jesus,” said Kyle as he entered. “I thought it was cool to have a haunted house, but you’re a nasty ghost. I mean, holy cow, Mel, I’m willing to bet you didn’t do that on your own. Is that right?”
“You can see him?” asked Melanie. She didn’t want to talk about what she’d just been caught doing. “You knew he was here already? Have you seen what else he made me do?”
“Calm down, sis. Be quiet,” said her brother. “I only knew we had a ghost. I kinda sensed him. I dunno how, I just felt him around. Sure I can see him, can’t you?”
“Yeah, I can see him, but you’re not supposed to be able to see him unless he wants you to. Huh, David? You’re not letting him, are you?” It wouldn’t make sense for him to be visible if he wanted to embarrass her. 
David decided he needed to take some action. It was true. Kyle could see him without his permission. He didn’t know what else Kyle could do, but he wasn’t going to let the boy have the upper hand. Taking some rope, he moved to pin Kyle down with tentacles and then tie him. Instead, it felt like his tentacles hit an invisible barrier. He couldn’t touch Kyle. The brother and sister watched the futile attempts. Getting worried, David ran his tentacles to Melanie and encircled her. 
Kyle puffed up his chest with pride. He’d defeated the ghost. “Can’t hide. Can’t touch me. Can’t scare me,” he said. He looked at Melanie. “You remember the haunted hotel we went in on vacation two years ago and you all thought I was a sissy for not going in? There were no fooling ghosts there and I knew it.” He smiled in triumph. “Now I know ghosts can’t scare me.”
Walking up to Melanie, Kyle took hold of one of David’s encroaching tentacles. It felt warm and pliable, but nothing happened. He’d hoped that David would burn or something, but it simply appeared as if Kyle could touch David, but David couldn’t touch him. 
“You’re like what… psychic?” asked Melanie. 
“Guess so,” shrugged Kyle. “I just know when there’s ghosts around.” He looked at David and said dramatically, “Be gone foul creature.”
“Bite me,” said David. 
“Ruined your fun?”
David snorted and then left. Yes, his fun was ruined and he’d run into something he’d never seen before. There were people over whom he had no control. Well, not no control. He had been able to keep Kyle asleep while he stripped him and coaxed an erection. 
After David was gone, Kyle said, “Just like that? That was easy.” For a brief moment he felt like a good big brother who’d saved his sister from her dragon. 
Then Melanie set him straight. “He doesn’t live here. He just comes to visit. He’ll be back.” And her brother wouldn’t always be around to protect her. 
“Doesn’t live here? Like a ghost lives somewhere. Where does he live?” he asked. “Do you know?”
“With Cindy,” she said. 
“Cindy Matthews, as in April and May’s sister?” He had a crush on the twins. They were so beautiful. They pretty much ignored anybody younger than them and now they were starting middle school next year. He had resigned himself to stare and dream. “And do they know about him?”
“Oh yeah,” nodded Melanie. “Somehow Cindy owns him and he does everything she wants. Both of them make me do stuff.”
“What kind of stuff?”
“Don’t make me tell,” said his little sister. “Not nice stuff.”
“Oh,” he said. He couldn’t help but picture Melanie trying to suck on his wiener and Melanie’s cute little bottom running out of the room. That gave him a pretty good idea of what kind of stuff his little sister had to do. So, if they made Melanie do stuff, did David and Cindy do it to April and May? “What about her sisters. Do they know about him?” he asked again. 
He got the answer he’d hoped. “Oh yeah,” said Melanie. “I don’t ever see them with clothes on even. She makes them do all kinds of stuff.” That would fulfill his dreams. His crushes “doing stuff.” He pictured a few things he’d like to see and decided he needed to see it himself. Defeating the ghost made him feel like David would have to let him watch. 
Here he’d thought Cindy and Melanie were striking up a friendship since Melanie had started going over to her house. Now it seemed Cindy and Melanie were anything but friends. “You going over there tomorrow?”
Melanie nodded, “Yeah, I gotta… or else.”
“I’ll go over with you, OK?” said her big brother and she thought she was about to be saved. He’d make them stop picking on her.
“Yeah, OK,” agreed Melanie. “That would be great.” He’d chased David away once. If he could keep David away, then Cindy would have to pick on another girl instead. 
The next morning, Cindy was awakened by April with breakfast nearly ready. She dressed and opened the drawers under her bed. There had been no objection when Dork and Bimbo, fed and given a chance to pee, were placed in storage for the night. She wouldn’t have tolerated any objection, but she had decided that she’d gone too far with her earlier plan to keep the two there for 18 hours. Not that she’d admit it to any of them, but her older sisters had been the voice of reason. Now Dork and Bimbo were happy to be let out of their restraint. 
Cindy ate breakfast as April and May knelt and watched as usual. Behind them, Dork and Bimbo were on their hands and knees, lavishing attention to the pert bottoms of their mistresses. When she was finished with her food, she said, “Dork, Bimbo, you make breakfast for the four of you. You’ll all eat together. Then I have something special planned.”
Half an hour later, the four slaves were fed and had used their 10 minutes to prepare for the morning. When they came up to Cindy’s room, the little mistress was prepared for them. She started by having them kneel in a neat row. Picking up the camera, she said, “Tell the nice men your name and age.” April (a.k.a Summer) knew they were live on the Internet, yet posing for strangers was almost old hat. The other three wondered which men Cindy was talking about.  
Cindy panned across the four kneeling preteens as they introduced themselves to the Internet audience. “I’m Summer and I’m 11.” May had a look of confusion as she said, “I’m Autumn and I’m 11.” Dork was next, shifting nervously at the thought of someone seeing the video, “I’m Dork and I’m 11.” Following suit, the fourth slave said, “I’m Bimbo and I’m 12.” She’d made other videos and didn’t see this one as special, yet. 
The session was different than April’s solo the day before. The girls started naked as opposed to April being dressed and stripped bit by bit. The audience immediately began praising them and asking for more, reminding Cindy she’d promised a session with Summer and Autumn, asking for them to stand so the girls’ bodies were easier to see, complimenting their bodies, and suggesting naughty, very naughty, and downright obscene things they’d like to do to the girls. The print on the screen was big enough that the quartet saw every comment.
“What’s going on,” asked Bimbo with growing concern. Her body, and the others, was visible on the computer screen and the comments popping up on the chat window left no doubt that they were live on the Internet. Some of them even mentioned her by name. She gaped at the one that said he wanted to “fuck Bimbo’s tight snatch.” In horror, she realized she didn’t dare move. All she could do was pose for them.
“Jesus,” whined Dork. “They’re really… watching us, aren’t they?” In one way it was humiliating to be displayed worldwide, yet in another it just seemed so impersonal when they weren’t in the same room. Not that she wanted them in the same room, because it made it easier to accept this new twisted torment. Seconds after she asked the question, a comment popped up from Lilgrllvr, “Yep, we really watching, sweetie. Spread your legs for us.”
Beside her, May was simply trying to get more air time. She tried counting the number of different usernames that rolled by, but lost count. So many men. Such a big audience. And she was getting the most comments as she stretched up to give them the best view. 
“I’ve decided on something special,” said Cindy. “Go to your room, Summer and Autumn.” 
As the twins got to their room, April said, “Jeez, May, you have no control at all, do you? You need to stop that. Those were not nice men.”
“They couldn’t touch us,” countered May. “It was just… the biggest audience ever.” She hung her head. “Yeah, I suppose I should try to control myself. What if all of them had a paddle and wanted to spank you?”
“I get enough spankings from Cindy. Don’t you get enough from her?”
“Well, yeah,” agreed May, feeling a little disloyal over her behavior. She did get everything she wanted and needed from her mistress. It was different for her, though. Part of what her mistress did for her was to put her on display in lots of different ways. It wasn’t even the humiliation anymore that turned her on. The 11-year-old exhibitionist was just learning that it could feel exciting to be on display. “You think she doesn’t know how hot I get from people looking at me? You think that wasn’t the best she’s ever done for me?”
“For you?” asked April in surprise. “She did it to you, not for you.” But even as she said it, she realized that was how she thought about spankings. Cindy didn’t have to spank her so much. She did it for no reason at all except to arouse her to wonderful orgasms. “Yeah, I suppose that was the best she’s done for you. Too bad it was so short, huh? Pretty soon she’ll have you do a long session. We’re gonna put on a girl-on-girl show for them. You’ll like that. Just remember to spank me lots.”
With just the two lowest slaves remaining, Cindy said, “I’m taking votes now. Which of these girls do you want to spend the next hour with? Stand up and show yourselves.” Reluctantly Dork and Bimbo stood, turned, and bent at Cindy’s direction as the votes poured in. It was a close vote with Dork winning by just a few. “Yes, I see my audience likes small tits,” she said, drawing attention to the major difference between the two. “Go join the others, Bimbo. Tell them you can go to the pool if you want, but be back by 10:00.”
Turning to a very pale Dork, she said, “Just you now to put on a show for them. Relax, they can only watch. Give them a few minutes to appreciate you. Play with your pussy. Squeeze those little tits. They voted for you, so you know you have some admirers out there. Make sure they get their money’s worth.” She only wished she could actually collect on the shows she had planned. 
The 11-year-old followed her mistress’ orders, rubbing her pussy, playing with her nipples, and showing them her ass. What if somebody recognizes me? Who is watching? She forced herself to remember being put away in the drawer with nothing to do. This was at least something. In fact, it was almost like something she’d imagined Cindy doing to her as she lay in the drawer and got herself so excited. Reality wasn’t like her fantasy and while she didn’t get excited, she at least was able to bear it. 
Cindy let Dork tease the audience for a while before getting down to the real show. “Now I’m going to dress you,” she told her victim as she put the camera on a tripod. A tight shiny black latex suit was laid out and waiting. “First, let’s get a corset on you.” David and Cindy struggled to get the tight corset on as Dork cooperated by holding still. When it was in place, her waist narrowed to a slender neck for her hour glass figure. Cindy ran a tape measure around and then announced, “Sixteen inches. Can you guys hear her? She’s having a hard time breathing. Yeah, you’re gonna watch an 11-year-old get abused by a 9-year-old. I just don’t think it’s illegal for a child to abuse another child, especially if she helps out.”
The mention of abuse and the sight of the latex suit gave the session a new twist for the slave. It was going to get unpleasant. Cindy was doing all this for a bunch of horny men, using her to tease them. The men might see her as a sexy girl, but Cindy only saw her as a thing to use and abuse. 
With that, Cindy turned back to the task of turning Dork into just a black form. She rolled the suit up Dork’s legs and over her waist. Next, Dork put her arms in the sleeves and then they fought to get it up over her chest and zipped up the back. By now just her feet, hands, and head were visible. Cindy quickly fixed most of that by putting on black latex gloves and socks. Pausing, she held up a gag in front of the camera. A couple of pumps to the attached bulb and she said, “See? It’ll expand in her mouth. I think she’ll be wishing for a cock in her mouth instead.” Frightened though she was, Dork knew there was no alternative. Cindy pulled a hood over her face so that only Dork’s mouth was visible with little air holes under her nose. When the gag was seated in her mouth, she felt Cindy pump it up until her cheeks bulged. 
The little 11-year-old figure was now clad in latex, every inch of her body feeling the smooth material. To the camera she was a sexy, slinky black form as Cindy used black rope to tie her wrists and elbows behind her. Dork couldn’t see as Cindy ran a rope through the ring on the gag. The next thing she knew, she was pulled off her feet and suspended by just the gag, her teeth clenching it tightly in terror. “Hope you like it,” said Cindy. “Stick around for the unveiling, too.” She picked up a wooden paddle and held a finger to her lips, winking conspiratorially to her rapt audience. Then she made a show of creeping behind the hanging figure on her tiptoes and… WHACK! The sound was clear to the observers on the other end and the black figure swung slightly. Cindy pulled her headset off and held the microphone close to the black lump of a head so everyone could hear her whining in desperate fear. 
Putting the headset back on, Cindy said, “Who’s playing with their cock or pussy right now?” Her own hand went under her skirt and she rubbed for a few seconds. “I love it when they’re helpless. Think she liked the surprise?” Holding the mike back up to Dork’s head, she said loudly, “I’m going to give you 20, Dork. You know why?” 
Dork had been able to make out most of what Cindy was saying and the promise of 20 came through very clear. The whine increased in volume and pitch and the figure squirmed almost imperceptibly. Then there clearly came an answer to the question, “Uh huh.”
“Yeah, she knows,” said Cindy again returning the headset to her head. “Do you know why?” She let the question to her audience hang for a few seconds, even getting some answers that Dork had been very naughty. No one had the correct answer as she answered, “Because I can. She didn’t do anything wrong. It’s just because she can’t stop me.” With a quick grin at the camera, Cindy stepped into position and gave Dork nine more swats, spaced about 10 seconds apart, to bring the total to 10. The yelps from behind the gag were clear to all and now Cindy held the mike up again to catch the barely audible sobbing. Then she took her position again and finished off the 20 swats. Her audience had gone relatively quiet during the spanking and now claims of cumming from the erotic show appeared on the screen. 
“She’s coming down now. Clothes coming off. When she’s down and naked, she’s going to thank me with her tongue. Promise you won’t watch?” she said teasingly. 
True to her word, Cindy lowered her captive and then stripped her down in reverse order. Now the slender form was covered in a fine sheen of sweat. Not giving her audience the satisfaction of a view of her own personal areas, Cindy simply had the now grateful Dork lie down and then straddled her face. Holding the microphone down near her pussy, she let the audience hear the noisy slurping, the only sign they had that Dork was orally satisfying the 9-year-old. The only sign until Cindy tensed, “I’m cumming. Lick me good, bitch. Make it a good one.” She rode the hidden face and then smiled at the camera. “Wish you were here.” David cut the feed.  
As it neared 10:00, Dork was finally free from the incredible humiliation. The other three slaves were on the way back from the pool, hurrying so as to not be late. Melanie and Kyle were leaving their house on the way to Cindy’s. David had told Cindy about the encounter with the psychic boy. Though neither knew for sure that he was coming over uninvited, she had a plan for dealing with him and was ready in case he did. If David couldn’t touch him, surely four 11 and 12-year-old girls could pin him down. That was, of course, in case he wasn’t open to a certain negotiation that Cindy planned to try. 
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Cindy planned to have another game of chase the bunny when Melanie came over. That had gone well before and served the purpose of making David’s gift feel the role of a timid little bunny. Doggy and Kitty knelt expectantly in her room waiting for Bunny to arrive. She let Dork and Bimbo get dressed and ready to go home with their promise to return Wednesday morning. Cindy didn’t know for sure that Kyle would come over and she didn’t know what he would or could do if he did. All she knew was that he had David worried. Once she knew that Kyle wasn’t coming over, she could dismiss Dork and Bimbo, but for now she wanted them all on hand. 
When she opened the door at Melanie’s knock, Cindy wasn’t surprised to see Kyle with her. He wasn’t welcome, but she also knew she’d have to face him sooner or later. Besides, while Kyle had a crush on the twins, Cindy had a crush on him. Just looking at him made her remember she did like boys and this one in particular. Her four slaves and Melanie were a very fun distraction, but she eventually wanted a boyfriend and Kyle was top of the list. David loomed warily in the background as she invited the brother and sister in. Once they were in the house, she looked pointedly at Kyle and asked, “What are you doing here?” 
Kyle’s response countered her assumption that he was there to tell her to stay away from Melanie. His little sister was equally surprised. With some special status with the ghost, he had a feeling of superiority that he intended to use. “I know all about what you’re doing with your sisters and Melanie. I met him last night,” he nodded toward David, “and he can’t touch me. So there’s nothing you can do to me. I won’t do anything about it if you let me watch.”
Melanie looked at her brother in surprise. “What about me?” He was supposed to tell Cindy to leave her alone. There was a distinct, but unintended, implication that he wanted to watch her, too. She hated doing what Cindy made her do, but it would be worse to have Kyle watch… and would he enjoy it?
Cindy ignored her little bunny girl. “You want to watch what? My sisters? Their friends? Melanie? What do you think you’re gonna see?”
“Umm… uh,” Kyle stammered at the choices. He didn’t know about her sisters’ friends, but he also didn’t care about them. He didn’t know exactly what he was going to see and that he didn’t care about either. Something I’ve never seen before. Something I shouldn’t see. Naked? Holding still? Letting me touch them? How much is there? “Well, your sisters. Mel says they’re naked and you make them do stuff.” He looked down at his sister. “I didn’t think about watching her, too.”
“Kyle!” said Melanie, as she and Cindy both got the idea that he might not have thought about it, but now that Cindy had mentioned it, he wouldn’t mind watching his little sister, too. 
Tempted to strip Melanie right then and there, Cindy passed up the chance to embarrass Melanie and test Kyle at the same time. “Go up to my room, bunny girl,” she said. “Your outfit is on my bed. Put it on. All of it.” She waited until the distraught Melanie scampered out of the room and then put her terms out for Kyle. He’d offered her the perfect bargaining chip. “I’ve been looking for a boy who can help with them. One who can keep a secret. One who wants to watch and learn how to take care of them.” One who could help embarrass and reward them. In particular, she wanted Dork and Bimbo to be toys for boys. She had been looking for a boy or boys to join in, but Kyle could be more than that. “One who can be my boyfriend.”
“No way,” said Kyle, brushing aside her offer. He had eyes only for the older girls and didn’t want to be Cindy’s boyfriend. 
“Too bad,” said Cindy, choosing to treat his rebuff as a misunderstanding rather than an insult. “My boyfriend would get to do just about anything with the twins and their friends. Even Melanie. You either be my boyfriend and partner or you go home now. I’m not worried about you telling on me. Maybe I can’t do anything to you, but you can’t do anything to me either.” 
Kyle fidgeted nervously at the offer. There was clearly a stalemate with neither of them able to do anything to the other. He’d come with a threat, but Cindy answered with an offer that made them like partners. He looked at David, positioned where Cindy couldn’t see him. His tentacles showed his agitation over Cindy’s offer. Bad enough that he couldn’t touch Kyle, but now Cindy had just shocked him with her proposition to the boy. Kyle had just become a rival for Cindy’s attention and he hadn’t seen that coming at all. “What’s with you?” Kyle asked the ghost. 
The question made Cindy look over her shoulder at David and then turn to face him, her hands on her hips. Seeing his disapproval, she said, “Don’t forget who’s in charge here. You’ve got… Melanie.” She had almost said ‘your own toy,’ but quickly changed that to ‘Melanie.’ That would give away Kyle’s intended status. She saw nothing wrong with starting Kyle off as her boyfriend and eventually coercing or tricking him into a submissive toy. Nobody said a boyfriend couldn’t be a slave. Though he had no idea of Cindy’s intention, David had no right to be upset. Not like Kyle was going to be the one who spent the night with her. 
Turning back to Kyle, Cindy said, “Well?”
Kyle wanted to see his crushes naked with the assumption that some of the stuff that they’d have to do while he was in the room was with him. If being Cindy’s boyfriend was part of the deal, then it was hard to pass up. What really made up his mind was he could see how much it annoyed David. It was yet another way he could have power over the ghost. “Yeah, OK, I’ll be your boyfriend,” he acceded. He didn’t know quite what he’d gotten himself into until Cindy pushed him back against the door, put her arms around him, and kissed him. 
When Kyle squirmed in her embrace, Cindy broke the chaste kiss and said, “If you’re my boyfriend, then you gotta.” The much more experience 9-year-old kissed him again, working her tongue between his lips and into his mouth. His eyes opened wide and then he relaxed. It was better than he’d thought. Small price to pay for getting to see April and May naked. 
Satisfied that she’d marked Kyle as her own, Cindy told David to go tell Melanie she had to come downstairs. “She’s part of the deal, Kyle,” said Cindy as she led him to the base of the stairs. “We’re gonna do all kinds of things with her, too. I don’t care what you think about her, I want you to tell her she’s a sexy bunny girl. Then you can go see April and May.” She couldn’t wait to have Melanie naked in front of her brother. 
Sent up to change, Melanie went up to look at her outfit. It was just as she suspected. Knowing she had to change, she nervously eyed the other four girls waiting in the room. This was not going the way she expected. Kyle sold me out, practically said he wants to see me naked. He’d seem so big brotherish last night when he sent me back to put on my pajamas and then came to talk to me. Now what? It was apparent that all he’d wanted last night was information and he didn’t care about her at all. Not knowing what was going to happen, it still never occurred to her to not put on the bunny attire. There were consequences for disobedience. Right there in front of the other girls, she stripped and put on the ears, tail, paws, and mask in less than two minutes. It was a little bit easier since Kitty and Doggy were naked.  
Bunny’s first sign of reluctance came when David told her to go downstairs. She knew full well that her brother was still in the house. “You’re kidding,” she said, but David clearly wasn’t kidding. She considered not going, but could picture herself tied and spanked in front of Kyle if she didn’t. Burning with shame, she walked halfway down the steps and then hopped the last few steps, coming to a humiliating, red-faced stop in front of her brother as he stared at her. Dang, he is enjoying it. 
It didn’t take any acting at all for Kyle to run his eyes up and down his sister’s body with delight. She’d looked cute last night, but dressed like a bunny made her erotic. Now this is doing stuff. “Jeez, Mel,” he said. “You’re a sexy little bunny girl. Turn around.” He liked the view of her cute bottom and the tail was the perfect decoration for it though in this first encounter he didn’t know how the tail was attached. 
As Kyle took a few seconds to admire his sister, Cindy said, “Jeez, touch her already. Pat her bottom.” That was part of the deal and she wanted him to commit to that. If he had any conscience at all (something the manipulative mistress understood even though she would have to search hard to find hers), it was the first step to falling into her trap. He reached out and ran his hand over the soft, smooth bottom, finding the whimpers exciting. “Now, Bunny, follow us upstairs.” She was delighted to have gained Kyle’s cooperation so quickly.  
Before going upstairs, Cindy paused and extracted another kiss from her boyfriend. He was warming up to the feel of her lips and tongue and responded eagerly this time. “Follow me, honey,” she said, using the term of endearment to remind him she was his girlfriend now. Leading him up the stairs, she put a hand to his chest to stop him short and stepped into the doorway of her room. “Who’s about to get a big surprise? I’ve got somebody who heard that my big sisters are naked and wants to see them.” She let them squirm in anticipation for a few seconds and then let Kyle come in. 
Waiting patiently, May found herself with a few seconds to wonder who was going to see her this time. It was long enough to recall the feeling of being tied and waiting in the closet, one of the most thrilling moments of her life. Being Cindy’s trophy. Gawd, my mistress is going to show me off again. Shifting nervously, she knew that there wasn’t enough time to get the full level of excitement that would put her on the brink of a climax, but it would come soon. Unlike the closet, she wasn’t tied, but when Kyle stepped into view, she had no thought of covering up. She stretched up, preening for him as his eyes drank her in. Cindy’s freaking trophy… and proud of it. 
The twins both knew Kyle from school, so they both knew he was a younger boy walking into the room to stare at them. It really didn’t matter. Their mistress wanted to show them off. Boy, girl, man, or woman, they’d sit as trophies. While May rose up to give Kyle a good view of her body from her knees up, April remained back on her haunches in a position that made her bare slit less obvious. So nice that his eyes are on May. Cindy is doing this for May, but she is doing it to me. 
Kyle did indeed stare at the pair dressed as Kitty and Doggy. It was just what he wanted. Like Melanie’s costume, it made them look even sexier than he’d imagined. For a few seconds he stood frozen in the doorway and then he walked closer. “He wants to see you do stuff,” giggled Cindy, making fun of Kyle’s naiveté. So innocent that he knew he wanted to see them naked, but was unable to express what happened after that. 
“Bunny,” said May, speaking clearly despite the ball in her mouth that held her mask in place. I like being her trophy, but she showed off Bunny to her brother. “You made Bunny…” The thought made her tingle grow even faster as she fed off another’s humiliation. Cindy had made Melanie be mostly naked for her brother. Memories of being naked for mommy… daddy… Uncle Jerry all ran through her mind as she imagined how Bunny must have felt. That oh, my God moment, but followed with oh, shit instead of oh, wow.
“Yeah,” agreed Cindy. “I made Bunny show off her cute little bottom to her brother.” She looked at the floppy eared 9-year-old and said, “Kneel down next to Kitty. Kyle, you can pet Kitty all you want… or Bunny.” She led Doggy into the center of the room, facing away from the others, effectively taking Doggy away from Kyle’s attention. As the boy tentatively reached out to touch Kitty’s bare shoulder, Cindy had Doggy get on her hands and knees. 
The position left Doggy with her bottom in the air, prominently on display though Kyle wasn’t looking at her. She confirmed that with a peek between her knees. Then David tied her up to Cindy’s specifications. He tied her wrists together and then ran a rope from her wrists between her legs, pulled it taut so Doggy’s hands went back between her knees, and tied it to the leg of Cindy’s dresser. That stretched Doggy’s arms on the floor and left the 11-year-old with her cheek to the floor. Next he tied a rope around her waist and ran this one through her pussy lips, up the crack of her ass, and tied it to a hook on the ceiling right over her head. That rope was taut enough to put some of Doggy’s weight on it. Her bottom was in the air, exposed and vulnerable. Still Kyle’s attention was only on the twin he had his hands all over. Seeing a paddle in Cindy’s hands, she has a sense of being special that Cindy was going to do something for her. 
As Doggy was being tied, Kyle got bolder with the pretty 11-year-old at his beck and call. Just the touch of the bare skin on her shoulder was more than he’d thought possible just minutes ago and reaching for her small tits was incredible. It was even better because of her reaction. It was as if she really wanted him to touch her there… like it really felt good… like his hands were special. Her tit was little more than his, but way different at the same time. He felt the curves and toyed with a nipple and knew she couldn’t do anything about it. After a minute of feeling her up, he kept one hand there and reached the other one between Kitty’s legs to caress her pussy. He was so engrossed in playing with his new prize that he didn’t know what Cindy was doing until… Smack! He jumped and looked at Doggy’s helplessly exposed bottom now warmed with a wide pink stripe. “Holy shit,” he gasped in surprise. His eyes were wide as Cindy took a second swing and planted a hard swat to Doggy’s bottom. 
After 10 swats, Doggy’s pussy showed signs of wetness to match Kitty’s arousal. Cindy stopped and set down the paddle. Then she casually stripped off her clothes, too. Kitty, Doggy, and Bunny were allowed to get Kyle hot and horny, but Cindy intended to be the first to feel her boyfriend’s cock inside her. Kyle was already in prepubescent boy heaven just with his hands on Kitty and watching two other girls being forced to “do stuff.” He had virtually no idea what heights (or were they depths?) that Cindy planned for him. 
He noticed the 9-year-old mistress and watched as she bared her cute body for him. With three girls already naked, his eyes were still drawn to the sight of a girl stripping of her own free will. Just for him. Cindy loved the fact that he couldn’t keep his eyes off her, but once she was naked, aside from a quick appraisal of her nude body, he turned his attention right back to stroking Kitty and eyeing Doggy’s bottom. He clearly had little interest in the two younger girls. 
Cindy had put up with the 10-year-old’s lack of interest in her so far, but she knew he was using her. It was OK with her that she was using the twins to get to him, but it just wasn’t allowed for him to use her to get to the twins. He needed to know who was in charge. She just didn’t want to be heavy handed about it like she had been with the girls who bowed to her. Wanting Kyle to bend to her will, she didn’t want him to do it out of fear. That meant she would have to put up with the frustration of being less interesting to her boyfriend than her sisters were. Soon she expected that would change. 
“You need to take your clothes off, too, Kyle,” suggested Cindy. “We can do more together if you’re naked, too.”
Keeping his clothes on seemed natural to the self-centered lad. Removing them seemed pointless. He wanted to see the girls naked, not the other way around. “Really? Like what?” he asked. What’s in it for me? 
“Does that feel good, Kitty?” Cindy asked May. “To have him touch you in special places?’
“Uh huh,” nodded Kitty. 
“You’ve made boys feel good, too, by touching them in special places and playing with their… cocks… dicks… wieners,” she said, searching for a word that Kyle recognized and finally finding one. “So, if he keeps his clothes on, then we can’t make him feel good all over.” She looked back at Kyle. “Want to find out how good we can make you feel?”
Kyle’s hands stopped wandering over Kitty’s body as he listened and thought about the new offer. He was already feeling pretty good in ways he couldn’t quite describe. Cindy made it sound like it could be even better. He still wasn’t sure he wanted to take off his clothes. Fondling Kitty made him feel like he was taking advantage of her. Touching her in those special places was naughty. He didn’t want them taking advantage of him, though. Do I want them to see me naked and touch me in special places? My wiener? Is this part of doing stuff?
As Kyle waffled over his decision, Cindy pressed between him and Kitty. With her in the way, he had to take his hands off the 11-year-old and drop them to his side. With Cindy’s face close to his, he could feel her warm breath and for a second he thought she was going to kiss him. “I want to make my boyfriend feel good. It’s only fair. We’re all naked, you should be, too. You’re making Kitty feel good, so I want to make you feel good.” Cindy took his hands and put them on her flat chest. Then she kissed him. 
His girlfriend made a convincing argument and when she stopped kissing, Cindy reached for the bottom of his T-shirt and started to pull it up. He still balked, catching her hands to stop her because he wanted to do it himself. It just seemed wrong for her to take off his clothes. Misunderstanding, Cindy said, “Or you’ll just have to go home.” It was a threat that she’d hoped not to need. 
“I’m gonna,” protested Kyle. “Just…” He pulled her hands away and then took his shirt off. Kitty’s eyes looked excited as he bared his chest. Doggy couldn’t see and when he looked at Bunny, he said, “Turn around.” Surprised, Bunny turned her back to him. Then Kyle sat back and removed his shoes and socks. Emboldened by the looks of approval from the girls, he stood and took off his shorts. Cindy and Kitty were both delighted at the sight of a little tent in his underwear. When he pulled down his underwear, Kyle was surprised to see his wiener so big and stiff and he quickly covered it up. What the heck is going on? It doesn’t do that often. Why now? It clearly felt good, but it was embarrassing. 
“That’s the best part,” said Cindy, gently pulling his hands away. Stroking his young cock, she said, “This is how I’ll make you feel good.” It was how he was going to make her feel good, too. As she stood up, she pulled him to her bed. “Come on, I’ll show you.” 
Still showing some reluctance, Kyle joined her on the bed. He wanted Kitty to make him feel good, but the strange feelings of desire were winning out. It wasn’t that any girl would do, but he understood this was another price he had to pay. Between the stick and the carrot Cindy wielded, he had to do what she wanted and now he wanted what she was offering. Her body, though less developed, was soft, warm, and arousing like Kitty’s. It was more like Melanie’s and he was barely aware of the sub-conscious lure of his little sister’s nudity. Best of all, Cindy was touching his wiener and it felt really, really good. 
With a glance around the room, Cindy saw Bunny and Kitty were facing away from the bed and Doggy’s view was of the floor and the side of the bed at best. Feeling appropriately private, she kissed Kyle again and then moved down to take his cock in her mouth. That was the one thing she didn’t want them to see. It got April and May so upset when she did it. She could feel his surprise, but at least he didn’t fight as she sucked on him. With her pussy already wet, Cindy just wanted Kyle’s cock slippery with her spit to make it easier. After just a few seconds, she rolled onto her back. “Kneel between my legs, honey,” she coached him. “Now your cock goes right in here.” She pointed him at the tight tunnel between her legs. “Yeah, it’s OK. That’s what boys are supposed to do to girls. It’s why you’re so big and hard. That’s where it belongs.” Using her hand, she helped the skeptical boy to fit his slender 3-inch erection into her pussy. “Feel good?”
Having Cindy suck his wiener reminded Kyle of Melanie’s attempt at the same thing. She was trying to make me feel good? The image of Melanie gave him to confidence to let Cindy actually do it this time. As soon as his wiener slid into the tight, wet hole, Kyle felt wonderful. “Uh huh, yeah.” It felt incredible. This is what boys do to girls? Nobody had told the 10-year-old boy anything about sex. Now as Cindy coached him, he started to move his wiener in and out. What did she call it? A cock? Wiener just didn’t seem right anymore. 
“This is fucking,” said Cindy, who was promptly amused at the reaction on Kyle’s face. He knew the word, but obviously didn’t know the real meaning. Such a naughty word coming from her mouth surprised him. It didn’t deter him from fucking her. “Fuck me, Kyle,” she said. “It feels good to me, too.” She pulled his face to hers and kissed him, pushing her tongue into his mouth. She’d kissed her sisters, but kissing a boy was better, especially when he was fucking her. 
Kyle and Cindy were both getting what they wanted. He’d had hands on time with his crushes. Now the two preteens were doing the most intimate act of sharing and Kyle’s mind was on Cindy and only Cindy. She felt triumph at winning over her crush so quickly and the arousing feeling of control made her body tingle. Approaching an orgasm, she was thrilled to feel him tense and shudder in his very first orgasm. No sooner had that happened than he stopped thrusting and pulled his now soft cock out of her. 
As soon as he came, Kyle collapsed to the side. “Holy cow,” he panted. It was the best he’d ever felt in his life. Now that was really doing stuff… stuff he hadn’t imagined… and he’d done it with Cindy. Thoroughly sated for the first time in his life, he looked at Cindy with love in his eyes. He didn’t know exactly what she was doing as her fingers were busy in her pussy, but it was fun to watch. He needed to catch his breath anyway. So caught up in the moment was he that he even reached out and caressed her chest, feeling her nipples hardened to his touch.
Delighted at the look in his eyes and the feel of his hands on her body, Cindy quickly finished her rise to an orgasm and then came for her lover. His hands continued to caress her for another 30 seconds and then he pushed himself up and nonchalantly slid off the bed. Without a word he knelt behind Doggy and started playing with her bare bottom. Cindy’s moment of triumph and pleasure washed away in an instant as he abandoned her. From her position on the bed, she looked at the pair knowing this was going to be harder than she thought. 
“Bunny,” snapped Cindy, “get up here.” As the 9-year-old slave got on the bed, Cindy pulled off Bunny’s mask. “Lick me. I’m messy and I want to cum again.” She also knew that Kyle had left a present in her pussy and she wanted his sister to be the one to clean it out of her. Sinking her fingers into Bunny’s hair, she pulled the pretty face to her hairless slit and enjoyed the sight of the little pink tongue doing what she wanted. In just a few seconds, Bunny had a look of disgust and surprise on her face. Cindy pulled Bunny’s face away, watching the strand of boy cum stretch from Bunny’s lips to her pussy. “That’s right, Bunny,” she hissed quietly. “Clean his cum out of me. Every drop of it. Lick it out and swallow it. You’re lucky I don’t make you blow him and get a mouthful of your very own.” She cast a glance at Kyle, still entranced with Doggy, and then added, “Do it good and he’ll never know what you just got a mouthful of.”
Though she was disgusted as she realized just what the strange taste was that she was lapping out of her mistress’ pussy, Bunny did not intend to stop. Her reaction was instinctive and she just needed a second to remind herself that she had to continue. Cindy’s warning sent a chill through her. Eating her brother’s cum just became the next to last thing she wanted to have happen. The last thing would be for him to know his cum was going into her belly. Her surrender put Cindy back in a good mood and when she came a second time, Cindy let Melanie get dressed. “Playtime’s over,” she told Kyle. “We’re going to have lunch, so time for you to go. Come back tomorrow at 8:00, OK? You can bring Melanie with you, if you like.” She was in charge and wanted to make sure Kyle knew it. When he followed that order without question, she knew she’d made that point. 
After the brother and sister left, Cindy glared at David. He was looking too smug and she just knew it had to be over the fact that Kyle had shown more interest in the twins than in her. Up until his owner glared at him, David was feeling much better about Kyle. His rival for Cindy’s attentions had dropped out of the race, but the look told him that wasn’t a good thing. “Princess, what can I do to help?” Duly reminded that he had a standing order to please his owner, he couldn’t afford to indulge in his own jealousy.
“Lunch,” Cindy said to Kitty. “Take off your mask while you fix it.” She snorted at David and waved her hand at Doggy. The ropes snaked away from the remaining twin’s body and then Cindy dismissed Doggy to the kitchen to help. 
Alone with David, Cindy finally addressed his question. They talked for several minutes and when David learned what Cindy’s eventual goal was for the psychic boy, he no longer thought of Kyle as his rival. They were in it together. They’d shared the responsibility of bringing sister to submission. Now they’d do the same with brother. David shared his knowledge that he could touch Kyle both physically and mentally when he was asleep. He’d stripped the boy and kept him asleep while he did it. Cindy suggested that her four loyal slave girls could pin him down while she tied Kyle to teach him a lesson. In the end they two conspirators agreed to lead Kyle to his own surrender. No coercion, just seduction with the twins as bait. Cindy wondered how Kyle would look in bunny ears. 
While Cindy had lunch, David paid a visit to Kyle, bringing gifts. As the ghost entered the house, Kyle knew right away. He came to confront the intruder and was surprised as David held out a CD. “What’s this?” asked Kyle. 
“Take it,” said David, unable to get the CD too close to Kyle on his own. When Kyle reached out for it, David said, “Watch the video and look at the pictures.” Then he disappeared. He couldn’t become invisible, but he could go into the ghost world where he couldn’t see Kyle and Kyle couldn’t see him. 
As the ghost vanished, Kyle was unsettled. It eroded his confidence to know that the ghost could become invisible. “Hey, where are you. Get back here,” he demanded, turning a full circle as he looked for the ghost. There was just no sign of him, even psychically. He waited for several seconds and then went to his computer to insert the CD. In a couple of minutes he watched the video of Melanie peeing her pants and then removing her soiled clothes. “Cool,” he muttered. There were also pictures of Melanie taken throughout the same event. He flipped though all of those with a smile. His sister was a hot little number and she was totally under Cindy’s control, even peeing on command. 
Unfortunately, Kyle had to go to baseball practice after lunch and after that Melanie was at her own softball practice. That meant he didn’t get to spend time with her. After his practice, he sat in his room and drew pictures. The 10-year-old was a pretty good artist and he managed an impressive rendition of Melanie, naked and exposed for him. He’d enjoyed the feel of Kitty’s tits and pussy. He’d been thrilled at the view of Doggy’s spanked ass, yet there were no pictures of the twins. The picture he drew of Melanie showed her bare butt, the part of his little sister that he liked the best. 
He drew a couple more pictures of his sister from various angles, but it was the one of her from behind that he liked the best. Finished, he flipped through them one last time only then realizing that it was Melanie’s bottom, but the pictures from other angles had Cindy’s face. He stacked them and slipped them into his drawer. By then it was time for dinner and thoughts of his sister faded. 
Cindy allowed the twins to have a relatively quiet afternoon. Out of their pet costumes, they were completely naked as Cindy ran them through some familiar positions just to remind them of their status. She had them tied with their wrists behind them, elbows touching so she could admire the way they thrust their tits out. Then she had them practice balancing the glass table top, exposing themselves as they focused on keeping Cindy’s afternoon snack from falling off. Finally, she had May balance a glass on her upturned bottom while she spanked April. By late afternoon, the twins were incredibly horny, but all they got to do about it was each was allowed to eat their mistress to a satisfying orgasm. Nothing at all for themselves, except the pleasure of pleasing their beloved mistress. 
That night, Melanie woke up naked and ready for an orgasm. David’s smell was thick in the air, but her wrists were tied behind her. There was nothing she could do about her growing arousal, except squirm and wait for David to help. “Want me to fuck you?” asked Shrek, standing beside her. She spread her legs. “Yes, please.” She hated herself for agreeing, but she couldn’t help it. 
Shrek didn’t move and she felt herself lifted up as David chuckled at his joke. He carried her into Kyle’s room. Again she was laid on the bed beside his naked, sleeping form. She needed him awake to touch her and make her cum and she knew just how David expected her to wake him. As she tried to rise up, she felt David help guide her to kneel between her brother’s legs and then lean forward to take his cock in her mouth. 
Kyle stiffened at the touch of her mouth as he had the night before. “Don’t, Mel,” he said. “Go back… oh, gawd,” he noticed she was tied up. He slid out of bed and pulled on his pajama pants, realizing that David had been able to get his clothes off. The psychic had missed that fine point the night before, but he didn’t miss it this time. Upset about the chink in his psychic armor, he helped Mel out of his bed and walked her to her room. There he started to untie her. 
“No, Kyle,” whined Melanie. “I gotta…” She had to cum and she assumed from how David had set it up that she was required to cum on Kyle’s fingers. Now that she thought about it, there hadn’t been anything said about how she came, so she figured if he untied her, that was just as good. She could finish it after that. 
“You gotta what?” asked Kyle, stopping even before he’d loosened a knot. 
“Never mind, just untie me.” She needed to touch herself… desperately. 
“Alright,” agreed Kyle. As he fumbled with the tight knots, he pushed her forward to lie across her bed. In the dim glow of her nightlight, he could admire the taut little bottom as he made sure he took his time with the knots. Once he finished, he ran his hand over the soft, smooth skin. To his surprise, she pulled her knees up under herself, pushing her bottom up in the air like she wanted it on display for him. It was just how Doggy had looked, but this was Melanie! Peeking between her legs, he saw her fingers busy rubbing her pussy just like Cindy had done after he fucked her. Mesmerized, he watched Melanie finger herself to an orgasm. 
With her fingers wet with juices, the satisfied Melanie rolled to her side and gasped, “Kyle!” She hadn’t even thought about his presence. He’d vanished from her mind as soon as her hands were free and she could attend to the burning need in her pussy. Now that she’d cum, reason returned to her. She’d just masturbated in front of her brother! “Go away,” she said, pulling a blanket around her.
Kyle left, wondering at Melanie’s eager display that turned into embarrassment. Why the heck did she do that if it was embarrassing? Though David had set up the whole thing, the ghost kept his distance after dropping Melanie off in Kyle’s bed, so it was easy for Kyle to overlook the connection. David watched as the events unfolded, a little dismayed that Kyle hadn’t used Melanie for his own satisfaction and hadn’t been the one to make her cum. Kyle obviously needed Cindy’s encouragement to cross into sexual territory. Without her, the best Kyle could manage was voyeurism. It wasn’t much, but it was information to take back to his owner.  
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 33
(bdsm, d/s, humil, gg, bg, anal, oral, spank, inc)
Wednesday morning, Cindy came down to breakfast to find her slaves in their maid costumes ready to clean house. “Good of you to remember,” she said. “You know you look way too sexy in those.” She pointed at the wall. “Put your bowls there and you may eat now.” She was used to the twins’ new perspective on life, but she was still amazed that they put on big smiles at the permission she gave them. Do they like eating so exposed? Is it special that they are allowed to eat with me? Did they just like the compliment? Maybe a little of all three? She didn’t care about the details. It was just perfect that they were so well trained, so very submissive. 
Cindy even stayed in the kitchen to watch them do the dishes. Once everything was spotless, she said, “You do remember that Dork and Bimbo are coming over in a few minutes, right?”
“Yes, mistress,” they both nodded. 
“Well, then, why are you wearing their maid uniforms and ready to do their chores?”
“No way, mistress!” gasped April. “Really? I mean, we didn’t…” She looked at May, “We shoulda known, huh?”
“Yeah, guess so,” said May. “Why else would they come over so early?” She was already thinking about the whipping girls, servants, and maids dressed so sexy and relishing the humiliation they’d feel. Just one small point, though, “Mistress, what are we going to do?”
Cindy giggled at the question. “Watch them,” she said. “It just wouldn’t be the same if we just ignored them, would it?” The twins shook their heads. No, it wouldn’t be the same. “Just for a little while though,” she added. “Kyle and Melanie are coming over at 8:00, remember?”
“Your boyfriend,” smirked May just like a big sister. April poked her and May stiffened. “Mistress, I mean, it’s cool he’s your boyfriend.”
“Well, I guess we know who gets the shitty deal this morning,” said Cindy coolly. 
“Cindy’s got a boyfriend,” teased April to deflect their mistress’ wrath. 
“Who said there was only one shitty deal this morning,” said Cindy. “He wants to see you do stuff. Let’s open his eyes, K?” She let the threat sink in, relishing the look of defeat and submission, before she added, “I mean, let’s have your whipping girls open his eyes.” She turned on her heel, waiting until she was facing away before she grinned. What a cool idea! She wanted to pat herself on the back for assigning whipping girls. It just was so hot to punish two girls innocent of any wrongdoing. 
She stopped at the kitchen door, managing to contain her grin, and turned back. “You have about 39 minutes to get ready for your punishment and just 9 minutes if you want to watch the maids. Take those off and put them on the couch and… put on your school uniforms. Bet Kyle will love that.” If he already liked the twins, then that was how he was used to seeing them. 
It was actually 8 minutes until Bimbo and Dork rang the doorbell and the twins were still ready in time, barely aware of how excited they were to see their best friends in the skimpy maid uniforms. They hung back near the entryway as Cindy invited the duo in. Cindy led Bimbo and Dork into the family room and the twins followed. “Sit down,” Cindy told her precious pets and they sat in the chairs across the room from the couch. She wanted them to watch, to help embarrass the maids, but she didn’t want them hanging idly around like they wanted to watch. 
The little mistress had forgotten one of her own rules for the two slaves, but they hadn’t. Before she could say anything, Bimbo handed May a fresh cut rose and Dork gave April a matching rose. “I forgot to tell you,” Cindy said to the surprised twins, “they are to bring you a present every time they come over.” She waved her hand in a cutting motion in front of the twins. “They have to, so don’t thank them.” No thanks for these slaves, but there would be punishment if they forgot. 
“Today is house cleaning day,” she told the two slaves still standing. “Normally April and May would clean house, but since you are now their servants, you’ll be doing it for them. Cleaning house means dusting everything, vacuuming all the carpets, mopping all the tile floors, cleaning bathrooms… sinks, toilets, showers, and tubs… and the kitchen. I’ll expect you to be done by lunchtime. Cleaning house requires a maid uniform, so strip and put these on.” The two had already seen the black uniforms with lacy white trim, hoping beyond hope that they would not be wearing them. Their faces fell at the confirmation. “Just in case you’re wondering,” added Cindy. “It’s all there. Nothing’s missing.”
Standing to the side with her arms crossed, Cindy watched and made sure she was not blocking the twins’ view. To two girls who were routinely spanked, tied, and raped, cleaning house was a relief. They quickly stripped and it was Dork who first held up her dress. Her shoulders slumped as she saw there was nothing hidden under the dress. She slid on the petticoat and skirt, only then realizing just how short it really was. The way the stiff petticoat flared out the skirt, it felt like the hem was higher than her pussy. As she put on the black satin corset, she got a view of Bimbo in her skirt. So my pussy isn’t showing; it won’t take much of a bend and it will be. Like the twins had on their first day, both girls tried to pull the top of the corset high enough to cover their tits, but they gave up, leaving the semi-circles at the top to neatly frame and accentuate their tits. 
After tightening the laces on their corsets, they put on the knee high socks and black patent leather shoes. With a sick expression, Bimbo looked at their audience of three. She looked like a cross between a maid, a 5-year-old girl, and a tease. With the apron, cap, and choker, she just felt stupid. “Give us a little curtsey,” suggested Cindy. When they did, she said, “Now get to work. April, show them where the cleaning supplies are.”
For the next 15 minutes, Cindy stayed close to the maids as they worked as a team in the kitchen. She made sure every glimpse of a bottom or a pussy was noticed and mentioned. Once she called attention to the very obvious bare breasts of the two maids. The twins watched in silence. It was obvious their mere presence bothered the maids. As it got close to 8:00, Cindy tied the twins’ wrists and elbows behind them so they thrust their chests out against the blouse of their school uniform. Kyle would like that. 
Then the doorbell rang at 8:02 and that fun was over. Cindy opened the door saying, “You’re late, Melanie.” It was the first time any of her slaves had dared to be late. That Kyle was late went unmentioned. He was allowed. 
“I told you, Kyle,” said Melanie, angrily. 
“It was his fault?” prompted Cindy. 
“Yeah… yes, mistress,” said Melanie. “He just wouldn’t get going.”
“Well, that won’t do,” said her mistress. “If that’s the case, then you should have come alone. Kyle doesn’t have to be on time, but you, my little bunny girl, do. So, I think as your punishment… Kyle would you like to strip her right here and then spank her bare bottom?”
Melanie’s jaw dropped, but she had the sense to remain silent. “Me?” said Kyle.
“Yes, honey, she tried to blame you, so I think it’s fitting for you to spank her cute little bottom. You’d like to, wouldn’t you? It really should be you, but I will if you prefer.” Cindy stepped up to Melanie and undid the top button of her blouse. “You or me?” she asked again. “Getting a peek at little sister?”
Kyle got that funny feeling in his cock at Cindy’s suggestion. He did want to. It just seemed wrong. But then, so many things were wrong… different around Cindy. Knowing he could do it and get away with it, he said, “Me.” He undid the buttons of her blouse and pulled it open, staring at her flat chest as she wriggled in delicious, silent protest. She couldn’t do anything about it or say anything about it… ever. Pulling her blouse off, he took off her shoes and then unsnapped her shorts. Just a glimpse of her panties made his cock fill his shorts and then he pulled her shorts down and finally revealed her bare pussy. 
David had found and brought Cindy three drawings from Kyle’s drawer. She knew just what part of his little sister was most appealing. The two drawings of her astonished her, but it was the drawing of Melanie that she’d use against him. “Turn around and bend over, Melanie,” she said gleefully as she handed Kyle a leather paddle. “Do her hard. Ten of them. I have a real treat for you later.”
Melanie wanted to vanish as soon as Cindy suggested Kyle should strip her. Then when he agreed, she was shocked. In disbelief she watched his fingers undo every button down her front and pull open her shirt. Why? When did he start to look at me like this? Trembling, she stood topless in front of him and then he pulled off her shorts and panties. Oh, crap, he can see everything. He’d seen everything yesterday, but doing the exposing himself made it worse. Looking in his eyes, she saw the same expression he’d had yesterday when he looked at May. Oh no, not the look of interest he’d had when he’d looked at me, but the look of lust when he’d looked at May. She swallowed hard, uncertain how to feel about that. 
It felt better to turn her back to Kyle and bend over. Not that she was looking forward to the spanking, but now he could only see her bottom. If she’d known what he thought of her pert little rump, she might have preferred giving him the frontal view. She felt Cindy stroke her hair and then felt her breath on her ear. “Jeez, Melanie, your own brother. I’ll bet I could get him to let you blow him or fuck him.” Then Cindy was gone and she felt the first swat, hard just like Cindy wanted. 
Kyle gave his sister three swats and then she started crying. Stopping, he handed the paddle to Cindy. “You do it. I can’t.” The brief yelps with the first three swats had been OK, but when she started crying and still stood still for him, he couldn’t take it anymore. He had at least a little concern for his sister. 
Cindy gave her the last seven swats, not disappointed at all that Kyle had only given her a few. His weakness, a conscience, would be his downfall more than his desire for her sisters. David already had the next step in Kyle’s surrender in hand. There were other things to do, but she’d make sure he tasted that today. 
“Up to my room, Melanie,” she said. “You’ll want to be there, too,” she suggested to Kyle. “The twins have been naughty and need to be punished.” His face lit up at the prospect of someone besides his sister getting spanked. “April, May, get upstairs.” She went into the kitchen and told the maids, “Everybody up in my room and that means you.”
Kyle saw more girls running up the stairs than he knew were in the house. Melanie ran down the hall and up the stairs. The twins looked good in their cute 5th grade uniforms. He gaped at the two maids, giving him a good view of their bottoms as they scurried up. Cindy waited at the bottom of the stairs for him. “You can just watch,” she told him. “And feel free to touch anyone not being spanked.” 
She gave him a kiss. “You, me, and Melanie are the only ones who can see David or even know about him. Don’t say a word about him. You have to imagine what it looks like to April, May, Bimbo, and Dork when he ties them or holds them. I call it my magic. You’ll see David tying them up. They’ll just see ropes fly around and stuff.” With a wink, she led the way up to her room. 
Cindy faced her sisters and announced, “April and May were rude to me this morning and so they’re going to be punished.” Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Dork step to the side and out of her peripheral vision, hoping that Cindy had already forgotten about the whole whipping girl idea. But then, against her will, Bimbo walked up to the center of the room, pulled by David’s tentacles. Apparently Cindy hadn’t forgotten. Looking straight in Bimbo’s eyes, she said, “April, you really pissed me off this morning.”
Bimbo almost peed her pants as Cindy spoke, but she’d just peed before she came over and she didn’t have any pants. Still, she gave Cindy that exquisite look of submission the little mistress liked so much. She wanted to be anywhere but there, yet she just stood waiting as ropes tied her arms behind her with her forearms crossing and parallel to the floor. It made sure her hands were out of the way for the spanking. Cindy personally poked a gag into her mouth and pumped it up. The whipping girl would not be screaming. 
Casting a glance at Kyle, Cindy said, “I don’t think you have any idea what goes on here, but you’re about to find out.” She stepped away from Bimbo as a rope tied itself around her ankles. The end of that rope went up to the ceiling and through a hook, pulling taut and then pulling more as unseen tentacles laid her on the floor. Bimbo started kicking and struggling in fear as the rope kept going up until she was hanging by her ankles upside down, her head a few inches off the floor. Then struggling was pointless. So was her skirt. “Check it out, honey,” she ran her fingers through Bimbo’s pussy. “She’s got hair on hers.”
As Kyle examined Bimbo’s pussy, David pulled Dork to stand in front of Cindy. “You pissed me off just as much, May,” she said. 
“Please,” whined Dork and Cindy thought she was going to beg for mercy. “At least tell us what they did.” Cindy had said they were rude, but that wasn’t enough of a reason. She wanted to know what that meant. 
It had never occurred to Cindy to tell the whipping girls what they were being whipped for. Not knowing would make it even worse, wouldn’t it? The trouble was, she wasn’t going to tell anyone anything about her sisters teasing her about having a boyfriend. Especially not in front of Kyle. “No,” she said. The ropes tied her arms just like Bimbo’s. “Makes it more… fun,” added Cindy. She had to bite her lip to maintain control and keep from touching her pussy. 
“Oh God,” whined Dork as she looked at Bimbo, anticipating her fate. Then she had a gag that silenced her completely and felt a rope around her ankles. A minute later she was hanging right next to Bimbo and Kyle was playing with her pussy. The two upside down girls wondered if this was the punishment. The position was uncomfortable enough and left this way for very long it would hurt. The answer came as they watched Cindy’s feet go to her desk and back and then saw a paddle purposely waved in front of them. 
Cindy rubbed Bimbo’s bare bottom for a few seconds. The 12-year-old started to cry even before she felt the paddle. She’d been spanked before and in humiliating positions, but this was simply the worst. Hanging upside down, basically naked, her hands bound, her bottom just sitting there helplessly waiting, and not knowing why, she felt every eye on her, knowing they could see everything and imagining that they’d enjoy the sight of her being spanked. The good thing was that seeing her already suffering in her own mind, Cindy didn’t bother to taunt her. She just delivered ten swats. 
It was worse for Dork as she listened to her fellow whipping girl cry out for each swat. The tears Bimbo cried at the start turned to great wracking sobs, punctuated by yelps and screams. Dork joined in, crying not so much for herself as in sympathy for Bimbo, but as her bottom was warmed, she was soon sobbing as well. The twins both contritely apologized to their mistress for teasing her, knowing better than to be specific. 
“Punishment’s over,” said Cindy, but the whipping girls’ relief was short lived. “Time for some fun as long as you’re there.” She took out their gags and then Bimbo went up higher so her face was at the same height as Dork’s pussy. “Lick her,” said Cindy. She told the twins. “Give them a hand.”
The first thing that May did for Dork was turn her around to face Bimbo. Then May pushed Dork’s hips toward Bimbo as April pushed Bimbo’s head until her face was in Dork’s pussy. Cindy only intended a perfunctory humiliation, so Bimbo only spent 30 seconds between Dork’s legs and then they swapped positions. After that, Cindy let them down and untied them. “Now, get back to work,” she said, hoping that she wouldn’t have to punish April and May again or else the house might never get clean. 
Given permission to touch anyone not being spanked and finding himself in a room with five naked girls, three of whom were not being spanked, Kyle had no time to start touching before Cindy started the punishment by announcing the twins had been rude. After that he just watched with growing arousal, that funny feeling in his crotch, as David wrapped two tentacles around Bimbo’s torso and walked her to face Cindy. It was hard to imagine the ghost as invisible, but the fear in Bimbo’s eyes helped him understand just how she saw the moment… drawn to Cindy by some unseen force. The maid’s arms went behind her and then her breasts, the biggest of all the girls, pushed out. Too bad he wasn’t allowed to touch those. 
Just when he thought they were “doing stuff” to Bimbo, Cindy looked at him and basically told him you ain’t seen nothing yet. She looked so helpless and he wanted to run his hands all over her, but he realized she’d just been prepared something worse. As Bimbo was pulled upside down into the air, he watched with wide eyes. The obvious focus was her skirt falling down around her torso, leaving her fully exposed. Cool, he thought and reached for her slit at Cindy’s invitation. So much easier than touching May when she was kneeling. He fondled her bare bottom as well while Cindy prepared the other girl. 
Stepping back when Cindy held her paddle at the ready, he wondered, will I get to put my cock in one of them or is it only Cindy? Right now he felt like he did yesterday before he fucked Cindy and today he knew what to do about it. He watched with amazement as Cindy showed him just what went on in this house. Spanking the two older girls was way different than spanking his sister. He hadn’t liked making her cry, but he’d give anything to spank one of these bottoms and make them scream. 
Like the rest of the kids in the room, when Cindy said the punishment was over, he thought they were done. Lick her? Where? As Cindy said that, Bimbo was lined up to lick Dork’s bottom and when they were turned, he gaped at the sight of one girl licking another. The feeling in his cock was just like it felt seconds before he came the day before and as he grabbed his cock, he felt it spasm in that wonderful feeling, spreading the warm goo inside his underwear. With a little shudder, he silently came, sure that no one had noticed. Oops, didn’t expect that. Even without Cindy? New avenues to pleasure opened up in his mind. 
Luckily, the tight, excited feel of his cock went away after that and he watched the rest of the fun without getting so aroused. After the maids were untied and sent on their way, Cindy turned to him and said, “You can do what you want with the twins… except fuck them. Don’t forget, you’re my boyfriend and I don’t want you cheating on me. You can only fuck me. Or sometimes I’ll let you do them, but only when I’m there. You don’t get to cum without me, OK?”
“OK,” he nodded, his attention mainly on the twins. Barely noticing that Cindy took Melanie out of the room, he didn’t realize he’d just agreed to let Cindy decide when he could and could not cum. The twins, in their school uniforms, had their arms tied and were his to play with. Starting with April, he unbuttoned her shirt all the way and pulled it open to see her small tits. “These are cool,” he said as he fondled them. 
“Suck on them,” suggested May. 
“May!” said April in exasperation. Sure it would feel good, but she didn’t want May encouraging him. What would she suggest next? Dang it, it is cute… hot… to watch him. Clueless, but… yep, there he goes. She glared at May and then bit her lip. Feeling like a willing party to his corruption, she looked down as he softly, tentatively sucked on her hard nipple. She smiled at May and mouthed the words, ‘He’s all mine,’ earning a jealous look from her twin. As May stewed over her own words, April cooed softly and then a minute later said, “When a girl gets excited, she gets all wet in her pussy. Take a peek under May’s skirt and I’ll bet she’s wet. That’s because she wants you to peek”
May gave a little shudder, but no protest. Yes, come take a look. Touch it. Smell it. Lick it. As Kyle got down in front of May, she looked at April and mouthed the words, ‘Thank you.’ Then she had to wonder at the sinister look on April’s face. 
Up until he raised May’s skirt, Kyle didn’t realize that they weren’t wearing panties. Now he looked at the glistening slit, just like April had said it would be. Without realizing it, he inhaled the female aroma and felt its effects on his libido. 
“Touch it,” said April. “Put your finger inside her slit and rub it.” As his hand went up under May’s skirt, she coached him. “Rub up and down in her slit. She likes it. Just gentle, though because it’s so soft and tender. Such a personal place. So exciting to touch. She has to let you.” May was beginning to understand the sinister look even before April looked at her and said, “Fuck, May, you look like you could cum right now.” That wasn’t quite true, but just saying it made her look more like she was going to cum. “Kyle’s right there under your skirt, your school skirt, and touching you, isn’t he? You like being naughty. Got a boy in your pants.”
“Don’t, April,” breathed May softly. She didn’t have permission to cum and besides, he didn’t have the faintest idea where or how to touch her. The gentle touch going aimlessly up and down her slit was just teasing. 
April chuckled, “Payback time, May, and you love it. Kyle, see if you can get her to make some noise. You rub her right and she’ll start making fun, excited moans. Make her want you to touch her. When Cindy comes back, maybe she’ll let you fuck May.” The boy was sure intent on May’s pussy. “What do you think, May? You gonna make those fun, excited moans for him, under your skirt, playing with your pussy? Spread your legs a little. Yeah, like that. Just stand there while Cindy’s boyfriend plays with you.” This was fun and it didn’t look like May minded all that much. 
“OK, Kyle, now pay attention. At the top of her slit, there’s a little nub. You find that and put two fingers on it, then rub in slow, firm circles.” As she coached Kyle, April could see May getting more excited. “Bet she’s really wet now, huh?”
As he followed April’s guidance, Kyle understood now what Cindy had done yesterday and Melanie had done last night. Rubbing right there made girls feel good. He made the little circles, finding it hard to keep on top of the nub. He found it again and made bigger circles. Above him came a little gasp and then a moan. “There you go, Kyle,” he heard April say. 
Cindy had promised Kyle something special and it involved Melanie. She wouldn’t be the bunny girl today. Instead, she took Melanie to the twins’ room and set out the picture that Kyle had drawn of his sister. The 9-year-slave knew instantly who’d drawn the picture of her wearing a black corset with straps and showing off her bottom. Then she saw the black corset with straps lying on the twins’ bed. “Mistress, he wants you and the twins. Why are you doing this?”
“He wants you, too,” said Cindy. “You’ll find out soon enough why I’m doing this.” She and David put the black leather corset around Melanie’s midriff and pulled the straps to tighten it around her waist. It could go tighter, but Cindy left that for the future. It came below Melanie’s nipples and above her waist, showing off everything, but it was Melanie’s cute bottom that Kyle had drawn. 
Cindy added leather cuffs on her slave’s wrists and ankles. Then she leaned Melanie forward across the bed and used rope to tie the wrist cuffs to the opposite side of the bed. The ankle cuffs became attachment points for a 30 inch spreader bar, a little extra addition to Kyle’s drawing that made Melanie’s pert, round ass look ever better. Cindy stared at the lovely bottom. Poor girl… such a cute bottom that everybody wants it. She couldn’t keep from running her hand over the smooth skin, then both hands over both cheeks. 
With Melanie in position, Cindy turned on a camcorder that caught her bottom in profile. Then, she went to get Kyle only to discover April trying to get May to cum. She stepped into the room and said, “If she cums, then Dork gets it again. That what you want?”
“No,” said April sheepishly and May shook her head as she moaned. 
“Sure, why not,” said Kyle, pulling his head out from under May’s skirt. No problem for him if one of the maids got hung upside down and spanked again. 
Cindy giggled, “It’s fun, yeah, but I don’t want to make them get spanked on purpose. Besides, May knows better than to cum.” She stepped behind the younger twin and raised her skirt to give Kyle a perfect view. Her fingers found May’s hard clit and rubbed it hard and fast. “You may not cum, May,” she said. “Let’s just show Kyle how it’s done. He can watch as your little sister drives you crazy, huh? Wanna cum? Oh, yeah, you’d do it in a second, wouldn’t you? Don’t you dare. Squirm all you want. Put on a show for my boyfriend. Jeez, it’s soooo close, isn’t it, May? Oh, oh, oh, please Cindy, let me.” The little tease stopped rubbing and left the panting May with a supreme ache in her pussy. She put her fingers to May’s mouth to be cleaned. 
Turning her back on the twins, she giggled at the aroused look on Kyle’s face. “If you want, I’ll let you finish her off later. Right now, I want to show you something.” She tugged him out of the room and he followed easily, eager to see what she thought was so important. 
In the hall between rooms, Cindy paused. “None of the girls get to cum without MY permission. Got it? You can tease them all you want, but don’t let them cum. If you’re ready to cum, I got the perfect place for your cock.” With that, she led him into the twins’ room, Melanie’s bare bottom facing the door. 
“Holy shit,” said Kyle at the sight of his little sister bound across the bed, her bottom so prominent and so available. Just like in my drawing with that black thing around her and her bottom facing me. Even better though with her bent over the bed. He looked sheepishly at Cindy, embarrassed both at his language and the outburst of excitement at the sight of that perfect little bottom. She’s your sister, you idiot. You’re not supposed to like that. You’re not supposed to want to touch it. The advice from his conscience went unheeded as he walked up to her and put his hands on the round globes of flesh. “God, Mel, you gotta nice butt.” The nice butt was still red and warm, making him feel guilty about spanking her and about fondling it. 
Tied across the bed, Melanie thought she was going to get a spanking for no reason at all. And then she was left to suffer in anticipation. As Kyle came into the room, she realized there were worse things than spankings. She tried to get her wrists free, only succeeding in squirming erotically. He’s thrilled to see me like this! Looking over her shoulder, she squirmed more for naught, feeling his hands on her and hearing praise for her bottom. His touch… his eyes… his words… she wondered if this was how May felt. Except that May did it for anybody. I don’t care about Cindy, April, May, Bimbo, or Dork, so why when he touches me and looks at me do I gets this feeling? “Go away, Kyle,” she said. She didn’t want Cindy to notice her arousal and though it was exciting, she had the willpower for now to fight it. “Don’t touch me. I’m your…” No, don’t even say it out loud. She shuddered at the thought of her brother touching her and making her tingle wildly. It wasn’t right. “Don’t,” she said again as his hands rubbed up and down like he never wanted to let go. 
“Nice, isn’t she,” said Cindy. “I think she likes it. Let’s find out, huh? Take off your clothes and you can fuck her.”
Touching May had brought a rise to his cock, but nothing like he felt as he caressed the forbidden skin of his sister. Without a second thought, he stripped off his clothes, trying to figure out as he did just how to fuck a girl from behind. Cindy was already there, putting KY on Melanie’s asshole as he took off his clothes. Then she grabbed his cock with her greasy hand to quickly lube it. “Not like yesterday,” she said. “You like her bottom, so fuck that.” She pointed at the little pink asshole. 
“What? No,” protested Melanie as she felt Kyle press up against her. She had no way to stop him as his cock pressed against her butthole and then sank past the tight ring quickly. Then she gasped. Oh, hell no, please stop. How can it feel like this? She got a whiff of David’s scent. “Oh, noooo,” she wailed. 
“Fuck her tight ass,” said Cindy. “She’s gonna beg you for it. She’s gonna cum for you. Go head, make her feel good. She wants it.”
Kyle couldn’t believe his sister’s reaction as he fucked her bottom except that maybe it had something to do with David waving that vial in front of her. Sure there was the verbal protest, but her body moved with him. That cute bottom pressed back as if asking for his cock. His hands grabbed her hips as he fucked her hard, too excited to take his time. He didn’t care that it was his sister’s ass that he was raping. It was just such a perfect ass. It just took 30 seconds of thrusting with Melanie whining for more, harder, fuck me, and touch me down there and then he came. His limp cock came out of her ass and he stared at the wriggling bottom. 
“No, God, no, don’t stop,” whined Melanie. “Do me, do me, fucking touch me, please. Anybody.” My brother, my brother, my brother, the thought pounded in her head. He shouldn’t, but he should. Again. “Please, Cindy, I gotta cum now.” To her amazement, Cindy told her to ask Kyle. “Oh God yes, Kyle, touch me. Please.”
The 10-year-old looked at Cindy for guidance. “Just like you did May,” she said, putting his hand to the slick, wet pussy. “Find that little nub and make her happy.” 
His hand slipped into place as he realized he could still do that from behind. “Jeeeeee, Kyle,” whined Melanie. “Right there, right there.” She rose up on her toes. The rope at her wrists was pulled taut as she pushed her bottom just a far up and out as possible to make it easier for Kyle. She came with a squeal. His inexpert fingers rubbed her to an orgasm less satisfying that she knew was possible. It should have been better, but it was good. Her pussy was free for a few seconds as Kyle relaxed and then Cindy’s hand was there, rubbing fast, furious, and accurately. “F-f-fuck ME!” she squealed as she rose up on her toes in orgasm again. This one was great and long. As she finally relaxed, Cindy said, “Now that’s how you make your sister cum.” She put her fingers to Melanie’s mouth. After hers were clean, she encouraged Kyle to do the same, “Go ahead, she needs to learn to like it.” Not that the grateful, bound 9-year-old looked the least bit unwilling to lick her juices off their fingers. 
Cindy hadn’t expected Kyle to get so into fucking Melanie’s ass. It didn’t seem to fit well with her plans. The worst part was that Melanie was so accessible to Kyle when they were at home. He couldn’t be allowed to play fucky-fuck with Melanie without Cindy’s permission. 
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Sated, Kyle was ready to get back to the twins, considering his sister a momentary diversion. Seeing a stain in his underwear, Cindy picked them up. It looked at first like he’d peed them, but as she got them up close, she knew what she was looking at. “Kyle? When did you do this?” she smirked. 
“What?” asked Kyle defensively. “I don’t know. It’s nothing.” He reached for his underwear. Knowing exactly what she was asking about, he wanted them out of her hands so he could put them on and hide it. 
“I told you not to cum without me,” she said, keeping his underwear out of his reach. “You did it right in your pants. When?”
Kyle blushed at the accusation. He couldn’t quite remember the sequence of events, but from her tone, it was clear she thought he’d done it after being told not to. “It was when… the two girls… the upside down ones were licking each other.” It didn’t seem so wrong. It was almost like he couldn’t help it at least… “I didn’t even know I could do that.”
“Oh,” nodded Cindy, making a mental note of what turned him on. “Was it a good one?”
“Not really,” he said. Not compared to the one with Cindy and the one just now with Melanie. He was starting to get annoyed at the questions. It was embarrassing and why did she care so much?
“So you see why you wait for me to help? I just want to take care of you, honey.” She wanted it to sound like he was waiting for her to make it a good one, not that he was waiting for permission. ”If you like I can have the twins lick each other and then, would you like one of them to suck your cock?”
“I dunno,” he shrugged, less annoyed since she just wanted to take care of him. 
“Yeah, you do,” giggled Cindy. “Once one of them does that, you’ll know how good it feels. You tried out my pussy yesterday, Melanie’s ass, and you’ll do it in one of the twin’s mouth. If you liked watching two girls lick each other, you’ll love watching one of them put your cock in their mouth.” She was enjoying how he wanted his underwear back, but didn’t try to hide himself or fight for the underwear as he waited until she handed them back to her. “Get dressed and go play with the twins.
Once Kyle was dressed, she let him go without a care. Then alone with Melanie, she said, “Holy cow, a little slut who’s got the hots for her brother. Wait’ll everybody hears about this.”
Melanie took a couple of deep breaths and said, “You don’t always have to be so mean, mistress, do you? I-I couldn’t help it. I promise I won’t do it again. Just…” She let it trail off because she knew that Cindy was that mean. She’d tell everyone. 
“Just what? Don’t tell anybody?” prompted Cindy. “You know he doesn’t even know what happened. He’s back playing with the twins already. Just you and me know. I could keep a secret, I suppose. There would be conditions, of course.” She looked into Melanie’s face as her little slave nodded. 
Melanie didn’t know what the conditions were… a spanking… tied up… made to lick pussies? She was open to just about anything. The first condition surprised her. “You can’t ever do that again with Kyle,” said Cindy. “And I won’t ever make you again. That means you can’t do it at home no matter how much he bugs you. Second, you can’t tell him how you felt either. You know? If I don’t, then you don’t. Our secret.” Melanie eyed Cindy suspiciously. The conditions were just what she wanted. Sure she’d gotten wound up by her brother doing it, but it was way too embarrassing and it wasn’t that much better than what Cindy could do. In fact, it was Cindy’s fingers that finished her. And of course she wouldn’t tell anyone. That was the point. “And last,” said Cindy. “When I invite you over, ring the doorbell and come right in and up to my room. Put on the bunny outfit without question. It’s just what you are now.” 
Melanie nodded her understanding. The last condition only changed that she would do it on her own instead of being told to. It hardly changed anything at all. She didn’t know quite what to say to her mistress. “Thank you, mistress,” she said tentatively. Cindy’s attitude seemed to make her thanks unnecessary and maybe even unwanted. 
“That’s OK, Melanie,” Cindy said soothingly. “Just make sure you don’t let him try it at home. You break a deal with me and… and… I don’t know what I’ll do, but you won’t like it.” She patted the cute little ass. “Be back in a few minutes.” Leaving Melanie tied over the bed, she went in search of Kyle to close his end of the deal. 
Dismissed by Cindy, Kyle returned to his two crushes, now so very real. To him it didn’t seem like a dismissal, though so far he’d done everything that Cindy wanted when she wanted. The little interruptions to fuck Cindy yesterday and do his sister today were well worth the education in pleasure. He’d left May wound up and expected to return to her, but the twins had other ideas for the malleable boy. It was April’s turn to feign reluctance while May talked Kyle into teasing the older twin. “Wanna make April all wet, too, Kyle?” asked May. “Remember what Mistress Cindy did to her yesterday?”
“Uh huh,” nodded Kyle, remembering the tied position and the bare bottom spanking. He didn’t think he could do something like that though. At least not the tying part. 
“Open her blouse up,” said May.
“May, stop it,” whined April, meaning just the opposite. 
April’s blouse was already unbuttoned since Kyle had felt her up for a while earlier. Now he pulled it wide so she was exposed from skirt to neck, her little tits pushed out for him. “Grab her nipples and pull up. Pull her up on her toes.” When he hesitated, May said, “Go ahead. She really likes it. You wanna make her wet, right?”
Dubious, Kyle reached for April’s nipples and pinched them between his thumb and forefinger. He didn’t understand how that could feel good to her, but just pinching the little nubs made April moan like May had done. He pulled up and she rose to her toes. Encouraged by May to pull even more, he stretched April’s nipples up and she gasped in exquisite pain. Already suspicious of May’s contention that April would like it, he let go at the first sign of pain. 
There was one problem for April as she abruptly found herself flatfooted and pain free. She and May had a tacit agreement that she wasn’t allowed to encourage Kyle. It was all up to May and April wasn’t sure Kyle could hurt her without her personally telling him it felt good. Frustrated, she could only wait to see if May could convince him. 
“What’s wrong, Kyle?” asked May. “You were doing it just right. Do it again.”
“She didn’t like it,” argued Kyle. “It hurt.” 
“She likes it when it hurts,” said May. “Remember she got wet yesterday when Cindy spanked her?”
“No, she didn’t,” said Kyle. In his naïveté, he hadn’t noticed wetness yesterday, just a red bottom. She’d cried out in pain yesterday. He hadn’t noticed any sign of her enjoying a spanking. He wasn’t buying May’s story. 
“Go ahead and spank her. You’ll see,” pressed May. 
Put in other terms, Kyle might have spanked April just for fun. Watching her get spanked yesterday had been exciting to him, but with May trying to convince him that April liked it, he was being stubborn and argumentative. As he hesitated, April said, “Pull her skirt down. Talk about making her wet. Pull it down around her ankles and then finger her pussy again.”
“April!” said May in surprise. It was her turn to tease April. It wasn’t fair and especially when Kyle didn’t hesitate to drop her skirt, exposing her from the waist down. Damn it, I’m already wet, thought May. He’s going straight for it. Oh, gawd, I am so getting April later. His finger found her clit and then rubbed. Sometimes he brushed her clit, but most of the time he just rubbed her wet, pink insides. He’s worse than the intermittent vibrators. She looked plaintively at April. Get him to do it better, for God’s sake. 
“She’s just not sounding right,” said April. “I think you’re missing the spot. Use two fingers and find that little hard bump again. Make her sound excited. Open up her blouse and stare at her tits.” After he did, she kept teasing. “Got her all naked, huh? She loves it. Go ahead, May. You got a boy’s hand in your pussy.” May closed her eyes in pleasure, letting the tingle build. “Feels good, huh? Good enough to cum.” Facing the door, April saw Cindy step into view the way she usually did, silently to check out things before letting everyone know she was there. April winked at Cindy, “Do it and I won’t tell Cindy. Cum for Kyle, you little slut.”
It looked like May actually might trust her sister to keep a secret, so Cindy said, “April, that’s not nice.” The spell was broken as May’s eyes snapped open and Kyle pulled his hand away. Despite having Cindy’s permission to touch them, he felt a little guilty. He’d been caught trying to get May in trouble again. It was just so enticing, so much fun to get those noises from her with just his fingers. Two days of hands on learning about sex were showing him just what to do. That first day, Cindy had led him into new experiences and today the twins were helping with their own brand of instruction. 
Cindy took Kyle’s hand and held it up to his nose. “Smells good, huh?” 
Kyle sniffed at the wetness on his finger. It smelled odd. Not good or bad. There was something about it though. He sniffed a couple more times. It made him feel funny. That kind of funny he got from touching and playing with naked girls, only a very light version of that feeling. Yeah, he decided that it did smell good, just in a different way. 
“Two fingers,” said Cindy. “One for you and one for her.” Separating his index and middle fingers, she pushed one to May’s mouth and it was promptly cleaned off by her slave. Then she held the other to Kyle’s mouth. “Girls taste good,” whispered Cindy as he sucked on his finger. No argument from him as he tasted his first pussy. The taste was as odd as the smell, but it made him feel good. Yeah, girls do taste good. 
“I promised you something special, but I need to talk to you first,” said Cindy, leading Kyle out of the room. She took him downstairs to the family room and found Dork busy dusting there, so she tried the kitchen and found it empty. As long as they were in the kitchen, she offered him some cookies and he seemed almost as interested in them as he was in naked twins. 
“You’re really enjoying playing with Melanie, aren’t you?” she said. “I mean, not as much as the twins, but your little sister is pretty hot, huh?” Though he looked a little embarrassed, Kyle nodded his agreement with a mouthful of cookie. “I can’t believe you can get so into your sister. Jeez, David says you like got up close and watched as she played with her pussy last night. I think most brothers wouldn’t get all excited at the sight of their sister’s ass and pussy. You stripped her. You spanked her, though I was disappointed you didn’t finish it. You just fucked her ass.” She was trying to make it sound like she was impressed, but she could see the words were having the desired effect of making him feel guilty. He wasn’t like most brothers. There was something wrong with him. Yet, he couldn’t admit that with Cindy practically praising him for all he’d done to Melanie. 
“It was that picture you drew of her, though, that was really impressive,” continued Cindy. “Nice picture. You draw good. I guess you really like her bottom.” She paused and smiled as he squirmed at the memory that she was attired just as he had drawn her. It was his idea. His fault. Melanie’s butt was just too cute. “So do I.” She paused again and then added, “You’ve got a cute one, too.” As he was fucking Melanie, she’d noticed that the two shared that gene. For a couple of seconds, Kyle looked like a dog about to chase its own tail as he tried to see his cute bottom. He blushed, realizing he just had to take her word for it. In a sultry voice, she took his mind off that, saying, “You’re cute all over.” Then she kissed him since he was conveniently between cookies. Mmm, a chocolate chip cookie kiss. 
“We just need to talk a little about Melanie,” Cindy started setting down her rules. “You can’t touch her when you’re not with me. She didn’t like it that much, so I just want to make sure you don’t overdo it. Besides, you have me to love and the twins to play with. Don’t forget that you can’t cum at all without me. Don’t want you having bad ones. I might have to spank you if you do,” she said that so he thought she was teasing. “Don’t try anything outside of this house. With the twins. Melanie. Or Dork and Bimbo. This house is a safe place to fool around. Your house is not.” She set the limits so she could control him. “Don’t tell anybody what goes on in here.”
“Yeah, OK,” he agreed. It all made sense, so she was just saying not to do things he wouldn’t do anyway. 
“And I know I said this morning that you’re allowed to be late, but… you know… it kinda hurts a girl’s feelings when you’re late for a date. You oughta be on time.”
“Oh, sorry,” he said. A date? This is a date? He hadn’t thought of it that way. “Shouldn’t I ask you out on dates?”
“Yes, honey,” said Cindy. “That would be nice. Would you?” 
“Ummm,” Kyle stammered as she took the question one step further. He hadn’t thought through his quick response to her announcement that this was a date and now he’d cornered himself. “Y-yeah, I guess so.” 
“Don’t worry about it,” laughed Cindy. “Let’s just keep our meetings here as our dates. You could bring me presents, though. I mean, once it a while, you know. I’m giving you a lot here. Sharing the twins and all.” He looked relieved at the suggestion. Besides, where would he take her on dates? Not like he could show her a better time that she was having right now. 
“Now, I promised you something special with the twins, so let’s see what we can do.” They went back upstairs to where April and May were waiting patiently. “April, get your clothes off and get down on your back. May, to your room, put on what’s on the bed, plus what you have on now and wait for me.” As she started tying April, she explained to Kyle that she’d done something similar to May yesterday and now it was April’s turn to be a trophy she could stare at any time she wanted. The position was different, though the concept was the same. She bent April’s knees and pulled her ankles up by her hips, securing them in place with ropes that ran to her desk. That left April on her back, feet spread to either side of her waist. Then she tied April’s wrists together and tied them to the dresser on the opposite side of her room from her desk, trapping the slave’s hands under her butt. Cindy added a head harness with a ball gag, glancing at Kyle to make sure she still had the boy’s attention. He was intently watching April being turned into a pretzel, her nude body very much on display. The finishing touch was a rope around April’s waist that ran between her ass cheeks and up between her pussy lips to the ceiling. With that pulled tight, April was arched up off the floor, her arms, shins, and crotch rope taking all her weight. 
Kyle looked nervously at Cindy. “Looks like that hurts.”
“Yeah, but she loves it. Don’t you, April?”
It was a new position for the pain slut, but she could already tell that it was going to hurt a lot. If she was fixed up like May had been yesterday, then she reasoned May was going live on the Internet. She was gonna be like this for a while, so yes, it was gonna hurt. “Uh huh,” she grunted into the gag. 
“May liked the part about being a trophy,” said Cindy. “She likes the part about it hurting bad.” Kneeling on one side of April, she indicated Kyle should kneel on the other side. Her hands ran up April’s sleek thigh, across her pussy, and over a tit that was melted into the lithe body from the strain. She teased a nipple to hardness as Kyle ran his hands over the incredibly vulnerable 11-year-old. “You’re so sexy, April,” she said softly. “Every inch of you is sexy. Kyle can’t keep his hands off you. So perfect. So beautiful. I love having you just as a trophy to show off to everyone. Posing for Kyle.” She giggled. “Dork and Bimbo are gonna come clean the room and you’ll just be lying here for even them to stare at. How’s that feel, April? Nothing but my trophy. I could invite anybody over and you couldn’t stop them from staring.”
“Jeez,” added Kyle when Cindy stopped. “She can’t move a muscle.” It was true. Her arched body was frozen in the erotic position. 
“Yeah,” said Cindy. “Now let’s go play with May.”
“You’re just gonna leave her like that?”
“Yes, honey, just like that. She’s a slave. I do what I want with her.” She stood and tapped her foot impatiently until he followed her to the twins’ room. There May was waiting, dressed in her school uniform again, but this time she had on a bra and panties, telling her something special was planned. 
Opening up her website, Cindy picked up the camera and sent the image of the school girl around the world. “OK, guys and gals, here’s Autumn, Summer’s twin. She’s gonna put on the show today. Panning over at Kyle, she said, “She’s even got a local audience.” Then she set the camera on the tripod. “Spin around a few times, Autumn. Let them see you so they can drool.”
While May did that, Cindy had Kyle sit to the side. “This is gonna be sexy, honey,” she said. “Why don’t you take off your clothes and get comfy. That way you can play with your cock without getting it in your pants this time.” When he looked skeptical over the idea of stripping again, she said, “Trust me. You’re gonna get all excited. Your cock will get hard again. And you’ll shoot cum everywhere. Do it on the towel, not in your pants.”
Relenting, Kyle took his clothes off and got comfy out of the picture where he could watch one of his crushes perform for an audience. His cock was limp right now as he waited for the real show to start. He couldn’t see the computer screen, but why bother with May live and in person right in front of him. His back was to the wall as he wondered just what May was going to do that was especially sexy. 
Picking up a second camera, Cindy pointed that one at Melanie, still bent over the bed. David changed the feed so Melanie’s cute bottom was put on display. “A new addition to the group,” said Cindy. “This is Cute Butt. I guess we’ll get her up on camera soon, but she’s just nine, so I’m not sure you want to see her.”  The responses on the chat window said what she thought they’d say, asking for more of Cute Butt. “Well, OK, but not today,” acceded the little tease. 
Melanie squirmed uncomfortably at what she could hear, but she didn’t dare turn to check out what was going on because they might see her face. It sounded like she was making a movie that starred her bare bottom. Gawd, it’s just a bottom. What’s cute about it? She shifted her weight. Will they see my pussy, too? 
When David switched feeds again, May was on camera and Cindy set down the other camera so it conveniently pointed at the unsuspecting, naked Kyle. “Say hi, Autumn.”
“Hi,” said May. She was already feeling the start of a delicious tingle, but since she was dressed it was just a little anticipatory excitement. “I’m Autumn and I’m 11.”
“She’s my slave,” Cindy added. “Slave to a 9-year-old and she loves it. Right, Autumn?”
“Yes, Mistress Cindy,” agreed May. 
“What’s your favorite pussy?” 
“Yours, Mistress Cindy.” May’s excitement was slowing growing just from the interview. 
“Well, besides mine,” said Cindy. 
“Summer’s pussy,” said May, remembering to use the name April had given yesterday. “My twin sister’s pussy is the next best.” Cindy made a little circle motion with her finger, encouraging May to say more. “I love pussy. And cock. Yeah, I love both. Pussy’s my favorite though. I’ve eaten a lot of pussy.” With the excitement building, she started getting into talking dirty. “I love showing off for my mistress. She likes making me her trophy, showing off that she owns me. You guys are getting me all hot just watching.” She squinted at the chat window. “I’ll bet you’d like a piece of my ass. If you were here, I’ll bet my mistress would make me give it up. She made me do three boys once.”
“OK, Autumn,” Cindy cut her off. “Sit down on the floor and take off your shoes and socks.” She had the camera in her hand again and set it at floor level so May could make a show of taking off shoes and socks while flashing her pink striped panties. With an eye on the screen, May couldn’t believe how Cindy was getting panty shots. It was embarrassing that any way she moved, her panties were visible from that angle. Not that she was trying to keep from flashing them. Short of holding her skirt closed (which she knew wasn’t allowed) there was no way to keep them from seeing her. “I told you she loves showing off, huh?” Even when May stood up, Cindy stayed low, getting an upskirt view of the slender slave. “I know you guys want to see what’s under those panties. You want the panties off now or her blouse?”
Keeping the camera pointed up May’s skirt, Cindy watched the chat window. With panties the hands down winner, May slid them down her long legs and stepped out of them with Cindy catching it all. The camera girl spent another minute shooting that low angle to get glimpses of a hairless pussy. Then she stood up and put the camera back on the tripod. 
“Let’s get the blouse off now, Autumn,” ordered Cindy. She had an eye on Kyle as his cock was slowly inflating. As May’s blouse fluttered to the floor, Kyle had a full erection, his hand rubbing where it felt good. Wondering what the reaction would be, Cindy had David switch feeds, so the audience could see the 10-year-old boy stroking his cock. Now that he’d had a taste of paradise, he knew how to make his cock feel good. She scanned several  responses… either they loved it or they hated it. Some wanted to see the “kid fucking Autumn.”
“We’ll cut back to that a couple more times,” said Cindy without Kyle guessing what that was. “Especially at the moment of truth. Now, I think it’s time for that bra to go away.”
May was more than ready to oblige the audience. She’d gotten a taste of a worldwide audience yesterday and this time it was just her. Cindy’s trophy as my lovely little mistress shares my conquest with everyone who wants to watch. She slowly removed her bra, exposing those small, luscious swells capped with pink nipples and shivered with delight. So many men and they all want to see my tits. 
As May preened for the audience, Cindy went to check on April. Her private trophy was covered in a sheen of sweat, every fiber of her taut body straining. April’s eyes fell on her mistress, pleading for her freedom. It hurt so much. She was ready for Cindy to blend the pain and pleasure into one wonderful feeling. Then Cindy just left. 
“Jeez, Autumn,” said Cindy. “You gonna wait to cum? I want you naked before you cum, so hold on. Gotta confess, guys, Autumn will cum on command. Pretty special talent. I’ll show you in a sec. You will, won’t you Autumn. On display to hundreds of men. There’s some women out there, too. All looking at you. Nothing you can do about it, except obey me. Be my trophy. Show how much I own you. Take off your skirt and spread your legs.” 
As May’s skirt slid down, she kicked it aside and it was obvious to the world that she was wet and eager. Cindy stepped up behind May, putting one hand to May’s pussy and the other to her tit. Making slow circles in the juicy pussy, Cindy started the final tease. “Part of cumming on command means not cumming until she gets the command. You guys won’t forget this. C’mon, Autumn, you’ve got all these men watching you. Feels so hot, huh?”
May was indeed very hot from the exposure and Cindy’s teasing. Hearing the part about not cumming until she heard the command told her that Cindy was going to drive her nuts for a while and then let her cum. She hated that delay, but then it was so very humiliating to be toyed with on camera that she really loved it. “Gonna cum for all the nice men. Gonna cum for your mistress. Showing off everything. You love it, Autumn. Who’s gonna cum? Jeez, you’re so hot already. You wanna cum.” She hit the point where she could cum at just the word, but Cindy kept teasing. “You stripped for them, Autumn. Took your clothes off in front of all these strangers. Oh, they want you, Autumn. And you want them. You want them to watch you.” She bucked against Cindy’s hand, her eyes begging to the unseen audience for release. Watching herself on the screen was erotic and then suddenly it cut to a picture of Kyle, his hand furiously stroking his little cock, cum shooting out onto his thighs. May’s gaze dropped to the boy as she absorbed yet more humiliation, used by Cindy to get her boyfriend to cum. 
Then she was back on camera, everyone very aware she’d just made her live audience cum. How many of them are cumming, too? Letting out a low whine, Autumn ground her hips against the little hand toying with her clit. “Pleeeeease,” she moaned. 
“Wanna cum? Right in front of all of them? Our local audience came for you. He’s watching. You gonna cum for him? Oh, Autumn… Autumn… Autumn… I think… I think… you’re gonna CUM! Do it now, show them how a slut cums for her mistress.” May was already shuddering in orgasm as Cindy finished the taunt. The busy little hand kept her orgasm going for several seconds as she relished the humiliation of yet again being reduced to a toy, cumming on command.
“My turn,” announced Cindy. She lay down on her back, her head toward the camera and her skirt hiked up to her waist. With the camera angle, her pussy was momentarily visible, but May’s face hid it as she dove into the hairless treat. Lapping with big strokes, she made sure her tongue was part of the show before she focused on Cindy’s clit with noisy slurps. David walked the camera around the pair in a circle, catching Cute Butt in the background and then Kyle. On the second pass around, he stopped at May’s ass for a close up of her dripping pussy. It ended all too quick since, as usual, it didn’t take long for the little mistress to cum. Playing with the twins was just too hot. 
David cut the online session. To May’s disappointment, Cindy pushed her away and called Kyle to her. The 9-year-old wrapped her arms around her boyfriend, kissing him deep. “You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” she asked, reinforcing the reason she was his girlfriend. “That wasn’t even the something special that you’re getting today. That was just a warm up.” 
A few minutes later, Cindy and May were recovered and Melanie was untied. “That went well,” she said to David with a wink. They’d caught Kyle on camera doing his own little show and, more importantly, David had reached a tentacle over to Kyle and brushed it lightly against Kyle’s hair just as he came. The chinks in Kyle’s armor were growing. Vulnerable when he slept and when he came. 
“You and Melanie go home and have lunch,” Cindy told Kyle. “The two of you come back at 1:00. Remember, don’t be late.” 
With those two gone, Cindy took May to see April. May gasped at the erotic sight. Walking around her twin, May looked at April’s pussy and the wet spot on the carpet under her. “Please, mistress, can I do her?”
“Sure,” said Cindy. “Just take a little time. Suck on her nipples to let her know we’re here.” It didn’t even look to Cindy like April was in the same world as they were. 
As she struggled with the position, feeling the pain build, April had to put up with the indignity of Dork coming in to dust and Bimbo coming in to vacuum. With a hazy, upside down view of lots of leg, she didn’t know who was who, just that there were two maids. They acted like she wasn’t even there as they worked around her. Not a word was spoken. How it hurt to be ignored, but what could they say? Then, right at the end, one of them dusted her with the feather duster. She felt it at her throat, dancing down her body and making her squirm from the devilish tickling. It ended at her knees as both thighs were dusted. 
The maids/whipping girls both had the same impression of the strained beauty as they cleaned the room. They knew that this was special treatment that set the twins above them. It was an erotic position that either April or May would willingly perform for their little mistress. It was Cindy’s way of complimenting the perfect bodies. Dork and Bimbo knew they wouldn’t be tied like this and both of them were very happy about that. It put a whole new light on being a whipping girl. There were worse things than being a whipping girl. Feather duster in hand, Dork ran it quickly over April’s nude form. It seemed like the right thing to do since she was just being furniture at the moment. But, both were aghast as the feather duster tickled April. Dork was upset because she’d done it, teased one of Cindy’s pets. Bimbo was upset because there was no way April could tell who did it. As they moved to the next room, Bimbo whispered angrily, “If we get punished for that… so help me…” They skipped the next room where the live show was going on with the plan to come back to it later. 
By the time Cindy and May came to her, April had already blended the pain and pleasure as she waited in helpless agony. She didn’t even know when it happened. When did the pleasure start? When did the pleasure find its mate? When did they perform their erotic marriage? Her mind was a red haze of lust, wishing for more of both. Her pussy was a powder keg of tingles, throbbing with desire. Somewhere out there was a finger, a tongue, anything that could consummate the marriage. All she could do was hope something found her. 
The bound girl gasped and let out a continuous, low whine as she felt warm, wet lips on her nipple. It was the wrong place, but it told her that someone was with her. The last touch she’d felt was Cindy caressing her and showering her with sexy words. This touch she hoped was just the beginning of the end. Someone sucked on her other nipple, nipping at it. Then the mouth moved down her tummy, tasty her sweat on the way to her pussy. Going to be complete. Going to cum. Going to finish. She was more than ready. 
As May kissed and licked her way to April’s pussy, Cindy knelt down and kissed the stretched, exposed throat. The touch of a second set of lips doubled the volume of the whine emanating from the trophy. Licking April’s lips was the closest Cindy could come to kissing her sister and it brought shivers to the motionless figure. “Who’s gonna cum?” she whispered. “Who’s been my good little trophy and gets to cum now? Sweet little pain slut April gonna get what she likes.” Her hand lightly caressed April’s face. “Sweet, sexy April. I think I’ll have May take her time. Is that OK?”
“Uh uh,” April broke from the whine long enough to voice her disapproval of that idea. 
“Want me to untie you, sweetie? Let you re…”
“Uh UH!” She felt May pull her crotch rope to the side, making her pussy accessible. Gonna be complete. Just do it. 
“Holy Jesus, April,” said Cindy, her voice full of awe. “This has gotta hurt a lot. You must be in heaven. You’re not gonna hurt yourself are you?” She found herself trembling at the knowledge that she’d done this for April. It was a strange kind of ecstasy, but she knew April wanted it. She nodded to May, poised between April’s spread legs. 
“Unnnhhhhh,” whined April, doubling the volume again as May’s tongue touched the powder keg between her legs. 
Having seen April like this before and felt the frustration herself, May didn’t tease her twin when Cindy gave her the OK. Parting April’s plump lips with her tongue, she reached under April’s ass with both hands so she could properly assault the swollen clit. Seizing it between her lips, she pressed hard on the center of April’s world and pulled it side to side, adding more pain and pleasure to the seething mix. 
“You may cum, April,” said Cindy. She didn’t think April was even considering not cumming and had no desire to make her suffer more. Cindy rose and straddled the arched body, seized the hard nipples between thumbs and forefingers, and pulled hard. 
It hadn’t been but 30 seconds when May knew the time was right. Baring her teeth, she bit April’s clit, stretching it out and shaking it side to side. As she came, April’s gagged scream filled the room. Stretched and strained, April’s body vibrated through the orgasm. “Cum, sweetie, cum” said Cindy. “Cum for May. Cum for me.” At another nod, David untied April’s crotch rope from the ceiling and let it drop. That was quickly followed by releasing April’s wrists so the 11-year-old could finally drop out of the arched position. April was still cumming as David untied her ankles. Her orgasm went on for nearly a minute as the pain faded and with it, the pleasure as well. 
Cindy and May stayed with April for several minutes, cooing and caressing as she gradually wound down from the sexual high. While intense May’s orgasms invited Cindy and April to join in, April’s were all for her. She needed her two sisters to soothe her back to reality. Once April was speaking coherently, Cindy sent May off to fix lunch for three. “At the table,” she added, deciding she’d let them eat with her. 
After lunch, Cindy planned to use the twins as the lure to get Kyle even more under her control. He was responding very well to the tactic of performing something innocuous for or with Cindy in exchange for time with the twins. For the afternoon she planned to up the ante. Then, 1:00 came and the doorbell didn’t ring. Melanie is in such trouble. Kyle, too. I was gonna be nice… well sorta, but not anymore. They better not be very late.
At 1:10, Cindy was fuming. Either something had gone wrong, like their mom had taken them somewhere, or something was going to be very wrong, like both Kyle and Melanie were in more trouble than they could handle. Nobody stood Cindy up and got away with it. She sent David to find out what was going on over at Melanie’s house. When he returned a few minutes later, David was tight lipped. “They’re not coming,” he said. “Ever again.”
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 35
(d/s, mast, humil)
On the way home from Cindy’s house, Melanie walked silently beside her brother, fuming over her predicament and his complicity. It had never been fair, but now it was downright unreasonable that her brother could do something about it, but wouldn’t. Halfway home, she said, “You’re an asshole.”
Kyle didn’t even argue the point. He felt like an asshole. Cindy had quite accurately listed all the reasons she sounded impressed by him, but every word just made him feel guiltier. Somehow he reasoned that it was still OK. Cindy liked him that way. The twins had encouraged him. The maids had flitted about the house doing their job without complaint. Even Melanie didn’t argue with Cindy. All it took was one of the girls to tell him what they really thought of what Cindy made them do, and his neat little world of tacit approval crumbled. It turned out to be his sister who told the emperor he had no clothes, which drove the point home especially hard. 
“Awww, we’re just having fun, Mel,” he countered.
“Cindy and her sisters are having fun,” snapped Melanie. “And now you’re having fun. You know something? I heard her tell you not to cum without her. What do you think she tells all her slaves? We need permission to cum and so do you… slave.”
“Am not,” said Kyle, pushing her hard enough that she fell on the grass lining the sidewalk. I’m in charge, like Cindy. I get what I want. The girls are slaves and Cindy and I are the mistress and… The thought trailed off as he realized he hadn’t given an order to anyone. 
“Are too,” said Melanie as he kept walking. She mimicked a conversation between Cindy and Kyle. “What do you want to do, Kyle. Uh, I wanna play with the twins. OK, but first you have to kiss me, fuck me, strip Melanie, do Melanie’s cute bottom. What’s next? Bark like a dog?” She got up and ran after her brother. “David can’t touch you like he can me and the others, so she’s just making you hers a different way.”
“Shut up, Mel,” snarled Kyle. I’m not a slave. I’m not hers. Oh, God, I am hers… her boyfriend. He heard her demands now. Don’t be late. Don’t touch your sister. Don’t cum without me. 
“OK, so you’re not hers,” said Melanie. “But I am. Don’t go to her house at 1:00. I will. I’ll go right in the front door and put on a buh-buh…” She stopped walking, too focused on trying not to cry. “You…you be her boyfriend and… and… I’ll be… be a bunny.”
“Aww, Mel,” said Kyle drenched in guilt. How messed up is all this? 
As he tried awkwardly to hug his sister, she stepped back to keep him at arm’s length. “Don’t touch me. She won’t like it.”
Rebuffed at his attempt to console her, he felt even worse. “Screw her,” he said. “We both won’t go back. Do you think I can protect you? Just sit real close to me all afternoon and David won’t be able to touch you either.”
“You mean it? You’ll protect me?” she said. She knew he meant it, yet it was very different from how he’d been at Cindy’s. All she had to do was keep him away from the little bitch and he’d stay like her big brother. 
“Yeah,” he shrugged, “why not?” As he spoke he thought of the twins doing something special this afternoon. He thought of how Cindy had promised it in the morning and how it had been delayed to the afternoon and wondered what he’d have to do before he saw that something special. He even wondered if there was something special or was it just something to get him to come back. 
“We got games later,” she pointed out. He had a baseball game and she had a soccer match, his starting at 3:00 and hers at 3:30. 
“Yeah, so? We’ll sit close until then.” After that, with their mom around and them on the field playing, they’d be safe until the game ended, wouldn’t they? 
The siblings nervously ate lunch and watched the clock tick down to 1:00. That was the magic hour when Cindy would find out and then they didn’t know what would happen. They hoped nothing would happen with Melanie within Kyle’s psychic shield. Sitting on the couch side by side, Melanie felt that Kyle was being her big brother as he watched out for her. The TV was on as she asked, “Do you have to think about it? Or it just happens?”
“You mean keeping him away? It just happens.”
“What happens if you think about it? Like thinking hard for a spelling test or something?” She was worried that she’d be outside that protected volume around Kyle that David couldn’t get to and wanted it bigger. Or, even better, if he could just give her a protective shield of her own. “Suppose you thought about making one around me?” 
Kyle shrugged, “I never tried. I could try I suppose.” A minute later, he tensed. “He’s here.” David was close enough that he could sense him and a few seconds later, they both saw him standing in front of them. 
“Cindy is not happy,” said David. “I’m not happy. You’re gonna get her in trouble.”
“Go away,” said Kyle, concentrating on making David go away. It had no effect as far as he could tell. 
“Don’t be stupid,” said the ghost. “I can’t touch you, but I can get her.” His tentacles reached out and ran across the shield like it was a solid object, forming a spherical shape as they defined the limits of Kyle’s power. With Melanie huddled against Kyle, she was almost completely inside the sphere. He could touch only her hip and shoulder and not enough of either of them to grab and pull. Then he slid the tip of a tentacle into the waist band of her shorts at her hip and tugged. 
When David tugged and Melanie moved away, Kyle snarled an impotent warning. “Leave her alone.” He reached out toward David to extend his psychic shield and grabbed David’s tentacle. That proved to be a big mistake for once Kyle had made contact, David curled a tentacle around the boy’s wrist. Then he simply pulled Kyle one way and Melanie another. “Let go of me! Get away from her! Get OUT!” And then to everyone’s surprise, David was gone. 
“What happened?” demanded Melanie. “Where’d he go?”
“I don’t know,” said Kyle. He’d seen this before. David could just disappear and now Kyle didn’t sense him near them. “He’s gone, but I don’t think it’s for long.”
Stunned, David found himself outside the house and unable to get back in. It took him a couple of minutes just to accept what had happened. He had been concerned about Kyle when they first met and that concern had faded as he found Kyle’s weaknesses. Now he was even a little frightened at what had just happened. Provoked, Kyle could flex his mental muscles and cast him out just like the boy had hoped when he first said, be gone foul creature. Pacing around the outside of the house, the distraught David found no chinks in this armor. 
That was when David returned to Cindy and told her Kyle and Melanie were not coming ever again. He no longer had leverage over either of them. When she heard the whole story, Cindy had to agree that for now she couldn’t control Kyle and Melanie, but she wasn’t ready to give up either. 
Going upstairs to where the twins were waiting, Cindy informed them there was a change of plans. She got out the shock box and geography books. “Study,” she told them and left. That would occupy them for the afternoon while she thought about what to do. Nobody messed with her and got away with it. David was too rattled to be of much help. Fortunately Cindy kept a clear, scheming head. 
“So you provoked him,” she stated the obvious. “Think he can do the same unprovoked? He’s not gonna chase you out of this house, is he?”
“I hope not,” said David. 
“Be careful with him until you figure out what he can do. Just stay away from them for now.” That sounded like a good plan for now, but what about Kyle’s weaknesses? “You think you can still own him when he’s asleep?” she asked David, but he wasn’t sure about that anymore. “You can try tonight.” She looked at David in exasperation. “Would you calm down! You’re making me nervous.” 
“Sorry, princess,” said David. “Nobody ever did that to me before.”
“Yeah, I got that,” said his owner dryly. “They have games this afternoon, right?” She didn’t mess with parents and outside activities, so she knew her slaves’ schedules to know when they were available and when they weren’t. 
“Yes, princess.”
“Good, then here’s what we’ll do.” She described a plan that she hoped would work. If it didn’t, then Kyle was even more powerful than she thought. Then they’d know that David had reason to be worried and was right that Kyle and Melanie were never coming back. If her plan worked, then she figured at least Melanie was coming back. Then David proved his worth by suggesting an addition to the plan. He wasn’t sure it would work, but they decided to call in a ghostly favor to see. She didn’t bother to mention her backup plan. If Kyle could chase David all the way out of her life, she’d need a compromise. A powerless David was a pointless David. 
Intermittent yelps told her that the twins were studying, but she still checked on them. By now she doubted they would ever disobey her. If she checked occasionally, she was sure they wouldn’t. She watched May quiz April and deliver brief shocks to her twin’s pussy lips. 
“She doesn’t like that,” Cindy observed. That was a good thing since it was being used as punishment for wrong answers.
“Uh uh,” said May. 
“Too short,” said April. “It hurts, but not enough to feel good and she does it like finger on the button and wait until… bam, so I don’t know when it’s coming and,” she eyed Cindy cautiously, “I don’t like electricity.”
Cindy laughed, “So if I really need a good punishment for you, I wonder how you’d react if I shocked Bimbo instead of spanking her.” She couldn’t think of a reason why she’d shock April personally when there was a whipping girl available. 
“You’re not shocking her clit,” said their mistress. The placement of the clips was hard to miss. “That was the deal.”
“No, mistress,” said May, surprising Cindy with her firm voice. “You love us and we didn’t want you to feel bad, so we’re not shocking clits.” Cindy’s expression demanded an explanation. “It makes our clits numb after a few shocks, well, not numb numb, but less sensitive. We figured enough times might actually do it permanent.”
The twins were dead right on that account. She wanted to be in control, but she didn’t want to injure her precious pets. However, there was something inherently wrong with discussing the slaves’ punishment with the slaves and lessening at their request. While she thought their decision was the right thing, it wasn’t up to them to decide. It was simply up to them to report. “I love watching you cum too much to want your clits hurt bad,” she acceded. “However, in the future, you’ll tell me when you think I’m hurting you permanent. I’ll decide what to do about it. I’ll let it go this time since it wasn’t a rule and no more shocking clits.”
“Yes, mistress,” they chorused. 
She stared at them as she pondered broadening that rule and her gaze held their attention, waiting silently for her to speak. “If you think I’m doing something wrong, like hurting you bad, I want you to tell me that, too. Not just hurting but… I don’t know. Just something wrong.” To cover herself, she quickly added, “But be prepared to get double whatever I’ve done wrong if I think it was right.” That ought to do it. They can tell me anything, but they’ll be sure to be right about it. It wasn’t like she was giving any control at all to her slaves. 
“Yes, mistress,” they chorused again, sharing a look between them that made Cindy think they were already going to bring something else up. 
“We love you, too, mistress,” said April. 
Cindy glared at them. She didn’t want to admit her love out loud. Her actions would speak for her. “Get back to studying.” She turned and left them to their geography lesson. Submissive little sluts. How could they love me? She’d known their slavery went beyond fear and intimidation, but it still amazed her that a person, her once hated stepsisters to be specific, could enjoy being a slave. It didn’t take anything away from that satisfying feeling of power to know that they wanted to be owned. In fact, it made it even better. 
Key to Cindy’s plan for Melanie and Kyle was the fact that Kyle’s game started 30 minutes before Melanie’s. With him distracted, the siblings were about to get a lesson in how effective Kyle was at protecting his little sister. Minutes before her soccer match, David seized the unsuspecting Melanie, making her invisible and using a tentacle to keep her quiet. The frightened 9-year-old knew her brother was miles away as she sucked on the tentacle meant to silence her. 
Pulling her shorts and panties off, David put a special pair of leather panties on her. The panties had twin vibrators that filled her pussy and ass as he seated the panties firmly around her little hips. At her narrow waist, he tightened a leather belt and locked it in position. Straps from the belt to her panties ensured the panties wouldn’t come off accidentally or on purpose. 
Left standing on the grass, Melanie knew no one could tell she was now sporting uncomfortable inserts in her most private areas, but that didn’t make it feel any better. She walked funny and had to practice walking and running with the full feeling. Then, just as she took the field for the game to start, the vibrators turned on. Oh, God, how can I hide what’s gonna happen now? She knew it was just a matter of time before she came. For a moment she considered hiding, but she was the star of the team. They needed her. 
Trotting out on the field, Melanie understood she was being punished. She already got the message that Kyle could only protect her part time. She just hadn’t expected something like this in front of everybody. For the first part of the match, she managed to keep her mind off the vibrators, playing her usual strong game. She tried to keep moving since standing still seemed to be the worst. Unfortunately there were times when she wasn’t near the ball and needed to stop for breath. One of those breaks, she bent at the waist, put her hands on her knees, and came, fighting to be as inconspicuous as possible. She stared at the ground during the interminable humiliation, certain that everybody was watching her. After that she had to stop three more times before the game was over. 
When the game ended, the coach sent the other girls off, but asked Melanie to stay for a sec. “A little distracted out there, Melanie?” he asked, putting a hand on her shoulder. “You didn’t seem to be all there a few times.”
The 9-year-old looked up at her coach with a feeling of dread. Why now? Why couldn’t I just go with the others? It was time for another orgasm and there was nothing she could do to stop it. “I’m… I’m… OK, cooaach,” she said, stretching the last word a little too long.
Squatting down in front of his star player, the coach put his hands on her hips and looked into her dazed eyes. “You OK, Melanie?” He quickly let go as he felt the vibration through her slender hips. There was little doubt in his mind that the little girl was having an orgasm. It was made more obvious as she turned scarlet when she knew he knew. He was shocked at what he saw and straightened up as she finished. “Go on now, Melanie,” he said. There was just no way he could tell anybody a 9-year-old girl had cum while he had his hands on her hips. He had no idea what to do about it.
“Don’t tell, coach,” she said softly. 
“I won’t,” he said, feeling like an accomplice. If somebody was making her do that, he should do something about it. If only he didn’t think the fingers would point right at him long enough for his reputation to be ruined. He wouldn’t be teaching or coaching ever again.
“I’m watching,” said David’s voice behind her. She didn’t react because she’d only look stupid talking to the air. “Five wasn’t it? Were they good ones?” As she kept walking he said, “Go into the bathroom and I’ll take it off.”
At that she did toss a glare over her shoulder at the ghost, but she went into a stall in the bathroom. She needed him to unlock the belt and after that, she removed the rest by herself while she sucked off David’s tentacle. Waiting until he was finished, she straightened her clothes and opened the stall door. Cindy was standing there. “My house. 8:00 tomorrow morning. Tell Kyle you want to be a bunny. Or do you want to wear the vibrators at dinner, sitting beside daddy when he reads a story, or all day at school next year?”
“He won’t believe me,” said Melanie. 
“Tell him what happened then. Tell him he can’t protect you. Tell him I’m not about to lose.” Cindy vanished right before her eyes. 
“Fuck you,” said Melanie.
Cindy reappeared. “I’m invisible, not deaf, bunny girl.” Then she disappeared again. 
“Sorry, mistress,” she called out. I am in so much shit. She wanted to kick herself for cursing at her mistress. She had to be there at 8:00, put on her bunny costume willingly, and then what punishment would Cindy have for her? That was the worst part… going there and obeying even knowing she was going to get it. 
On the baseball diamond, Kyle walked into the dugout just after hitting a home run in the third inning. As he sat, a girl’s voice said, “That was amazing, Kyle.”
He turned to look over his shoulder and found himself staring into the big brown eyes of a lovely dark skinned girl with long dark hair hanging in two braids. Not having seen her before, he wondered who she was and how she knew his name. “It was nothing,” he said. “I do it all the time.”
“I know,” she said. “I’ve been watching. I’m Windy.”
“Wendy?”
“With an ‘i’,” she corrected him. “Windy.”
“Yeah, it put us up by two runs,” said Trevor who was sitting next to him. He didn’t think a home run was nothing. “Who’s Wendy?”
“Windy,” said Kyle, “with an ‘i’. Her.” He nodded toward the girl. 
“Who?” asked Trevor, gazing at empty air. 
Kyle’s blood ran cold as he stared at the pretty girl. She looked so normal, a Native American girl dressed in play clothes. But if Trevor couldn’t see her, then she was a… No, I can’t feel her. She has to be real. She’s nothing like David, he thought as he noted she didn’t have tentacles or anything. Just normal. 
Windy smiled knowingly, easily reading the confusion on the face of the young one. “David thought I could do it. He’s a little weak in some ways. Not me.” Her little hand slipped through the chain link fence and touched his arm to prove he had no defense against her. “Now stop staring. He asked you a question.” She grinned, wanting to see how Kyle explained her to Trevor.
Not just talking to an invisible girl and staring at empty space, Kyle jumped as Windy touched him. He tore his eyes off her and sat facing forward again. “Nothing,” said Kyle. “Just thinking about a girl.”
Trevor smirked. “Got a girlfriend?”
“No,” replied Kyle a little more forcefully than he meant. He’d broken it off with Cindy and Windy was a ghost. Nope, no girlfriend. “Just forget it.” He caught motion out of the corner of his eye and watched Windy walk into the dugout. 
“You call this nothing?” asked the 10-year-old girl as she pulled off her top. This went above and beyond David’s request, but she wasn’t about to let him get away with calling her nothing even though she understood he hadn’t exactly meant she was nothing. She smiled at his wide eyes.  “David said you might like a ghost of your own. I died a virgin. I’ll always be a virgin, tight as a 10-year-old forever. You want that something special now?” She knelt in front of him and reached for his fly. 
“No! Not here,” he shouted, jumping to his feet and knocking her backwards. 
“Something else then,” she asked, her voice more sultry than any 10-year-old could muster. Lying on her back, she pulled down her shorts. She hadn’t bothered to put on panties. Not for the last 600 years. 
Wind in the Grass (a.k.a, Windy, Iana, or Iana-na-klah most correctly) was no stranger to haunting. She’d protected her tribal lands for centuries through good old fashion tricks like moaning, vaguely appearing, and moving things. It had always been just enough to keep anyone from staying very long. Her tribe moved away from the curse they’d inflicted on themselves and others settled beside the great river only to feel her eerie presence and move on. Things changed in the world around her. White settlers came and flourished. A house was built over her grave and she chased the occupants away. They kept coming though, moving in, discovering the resident ghost, and then moving out quickly. She developed psychic powers to keep people away to start with. Now she could make sure they were afraid just setting foot on her land. 
Centuries of tradition died hard with her, but eventually there came a time when she saw no point in protecting a little piece of land now surrounded by Cedar Rapids. Tiring of being alone, she invited a family into her house with peaceful, friendly thoughts. After that, she was a different person/ghost. She learned English and liked it better. They brought the world to her, trapped on that little patch of land no longer even with a view of the river through the other buildings. She brought them peace and the best garden in town. 
Watching the children grow, she cursed the fact that she’d died so young. There was so much she missed as an eternal 10-year-old. She could have had her own children by the time she was 13; it was often the case in her tribe. Above all, playing at sex with the few boys she could entice to her made her feel grown up, vicariously capturing what she could never truly have. After all she was just months, two years at most, away from having those physical needs… needs she’d never grow into. To her it was play… just good feelings that made boys excited and captured something she’d missed in life. 
Just days ago, David had given her the greatest gift of all by showing her she could move from where she’d been anchored for the past 600 years. Her tribal-centric view was swept away. Once again she could look on the great river. The children in her house had grown and moved out. So many new opportunities were open to her. There were things outside the world of her house, things even the TV didn’t bring to her. She felt indebted to David and so Kyle became one of those new opportunities. 
How wonderful it felt to have Kyle’s full attention on her as she kicked her legs in the air, exposing herself to him. She laughed at his outburst as he stood staring at her, a vacant slab of concrete to all the others. 
Kyle was aware of just how odd he looked, blushing in shame. She’d gotten to him and now what? He stared at her not because she was so sexy (which she was), but because he was trying to think of an explanation that sounded like he wasn’t crazy. He could feel eyes on him… the team, the coach, and even some of the spectators. Finally, he looked around as if nothing was out of the ordinary. “Just had a cramp,” he said, sitting down and massaging his calf. 
Windy was still smiling as she collected her clothes and put them back on. His eyes flickered around aimlessly, but it was all so he could occasionally catch a glimpse of her. At the end of the inning as he stood and picked up his glove on the way to the pitcher’s mound, she walked with him. “I could make you throw 16 straight balls and walk a run in. You didn’t answer me. Do you want your own ghost?”
He tried to ignore her, but she stood on home plate and waved at him. After two straight balls, his third pitch almost hit the batter. He couldn’t see the catcher and he couldn’t throw the ball right at her even though he knew it would go right through her. “Yes,” he shouted at her. He didn’t even try an explanation for that as she scampered happily away and sat nicely in the bleachers for the rest of the game. 
On the way home from their games, Kyle let Melanie have shotgun or else Windy threatened to sit on his lap. This was not his idea of having a ghost. She wasn’t a bit like David who did everything Cindy told him to do. She even explained some rules that almost sounded like she was trying to turn him into her slave. “I come and go as I please. I do what you want if I feel like it. You keep me happy and I’ll feel like it more often. If you pick good things, I’ll feel like it more often.” 
How do I keep you happy? He stared at her almost wishing she could read his mind. He wasn’t about to talk to her in the car. She leaned toward him, cupping her hand to her ear with an expectant look and he felt like she was playing with him, a different kind of toy than Cindy had, but playing with him nonetheless. “How do I keep you happy?” he whispered.
“I’m 600 years old,” she said. “I’m bored. Find fun things for me to do. New things. Think you can?”
He cringed at the thought of her being so old, but nodded. At least he thought he could come up with new and fun things to do when he thought of her as a 10-year-old girl. With 600 years under her belt, she’d be harder to impress than he expected. 
There was that 10-year-old girl part of her that knew how to connect with a boy and wanted to have fun just like she said. There was another part of her that looked at him and thought, little one, I’ve been a caretaker for centuries, taking care of the land, the animals, and the people. You’ll learn peace, empathy, and wisdom from me. That will take time. Make me think you’re worth that and I’ll stay.
“We’ll talk more later,” she said as they came to a red light. “Roll down your window.” When he did, she climbed out onto the roof once again a fun loving girl. When the light turned green, he could only wonder what she was doing since he couldn’t see her surfing on the roof. 
At the next red light, his mom stopped and he saw Windy tumble off the roof to the hood of the car and off onto the road. “Oh, God,” he gasped in shock. Windy stood up without a care and walked around to his still open window as he tried to explain to his mom and Melanie that he had a cramp. 
“Holy shit,” said Windy, climbing through the window. “Your mom sucks at driving. Think she could slam on the brakes any harder?” She giggled. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.” Then she giggled some more at her own joke as Kyle wondered, jeez, if she thinks falling off a car is fun, what can I come up with? It did put her into perspective. She wasn’t going to be an easy date. 
With a few minutes to think in the car, Kyle had a few ideas by the time they got home. He ran up to his bedroom and she followed. “OK, I got…”
“Couple of rules,” she interrupted him. She rolled her eyes at his expression. “Not like Cindy’s rules. Yeah, I heard about her. You gotta fuck me once a day. Sometimes you gotta lick my puss-puss until I cum. You know, wherever I ask, but it won’t be that much. You gotta tell me I’m pretty. Lots. You gotta like me, you know, be nice and stuff.”
“OK,” he nodded. “You are beautiful.”
“Oh, wow,” she said. “You mean it, huh? Yeah, that works for me.”
“Yeah, I mean it,” he said. “You are. And I like you. You’re kinda… fun. Just don’t be embarrassing me in front of people, OK?”
“Promise,” she said, holding up her right hand. “Not on purpose anymore. So what you wanna do?”
“Are you strong like David?” he asked. 
She nodded, picking him up off the floor with ease. “Comes with the territory.” Then he explained how Cindy did ‘magic’ with David’s help. “Sweetness itself,” she said, very impressed at the idea. “OK, never done that.” He took it as affirmation that she would do it and that he’d found something novel for her, meaning she’d stay and help him more.
“I want you to sneak me into the girl’s shower at the high school,” was next on his list. “You can make me invisible, right?”
“Yeah, yeah,” she say, biting her tongue as she reminded herself she was talking to a 10-year-old. She’d seen so many T&A movies on HBO or Showtime that she understood the cliché. It wasn’t all that new of an idea, but she had to admit she hadn’t done it before. It would be especially fun if she could throw in a few embarrassing moments for the girls. Which reminded her, “I don’t do girls. None of that lezzy stuff.” She rolled her eyes at his crestfallen face. “We’ll get you a couple of girls to do it for you. How’s that?”
“OK, sure.”
“I just won’t watch. Yuck.” She snuggled next to him. “Besides, I got you and you think I’m beautiful. What else?”
 “I don’t know,” he shrugged. “That’s all I thought of so far.”
“For starters,” she agreed that was good. “Two more things. To give you more ideas, you need to know how I’m different than David. No tentacles. Yuck. I mean, they come in handy, but… yuck! Don’t tell him I said that. He can manage more than one girl at a time. I’ll be working hard to get one tied up. You know I got the psychic power to make yours look useless. Check this out.” She paused in concentration for two seconds. “Wait for it.”
Fifteen seconds later, Melanie knocked and came in. “Kyle, you know I love you for what you did today.” She leaned down and kissed his lips, a quick, chaste kiss, but enough to surprise Kyle. “And if you need anything, just let me know.” Her voice and her body language suggested he could name just about anything. 
“Yeah, uh, sure, Mel,” he said. “You can… ummm… get me a Pepsi, OK?”
“Yeah, OK,” she nodded and skipped out of the room. 
“You can make somebody love me?” he said to Windy.
“Change their mood or their thoughts in a general sort of way. I didn’t make her kiss you or offer you anything your heart desires. She’s a… never mind. See, I could get you girls without the magic, but the magic sounds like more fun. I’d make them like it. You can make them do it whether they like it or not. So, you can think of ways to use that if you want.
“One more thing,” she added. “Tomorrow we’re going to Cindy’s at 8:00 with Melanie. You and Cindy are gonna set the ground rules. You got a ghost like her, so you’re just as powerful. David and me are friends, so one rule is no ghost against ghost shit. She owns David and can make him try to mess with you or me. He won’t be able to, but she can make him try. Make sure she doesn’t even make him try. Aside from that, I’m not telling you what the rules gotta be.”
Melanie bounded back into the room with his Pepsi. “Gotta tell you something,” she said, looking down at her feet. “Like I said, I love you for what you did today, but I…I decided I like being Cindy’s bunny girl, so I wanna go over there tomorrow.” She looked up at him as she said, “Don’t worry about me, OK?”
“I thought you wanted me to protect you,” he argued. 
“No, not really. I changed my mind.” It was true that she’d changed her mind about Kyle’s ability to protect her and that she’d rather be a bunny girl in private than wear those vibrators in public ever again. Hope he believes me. I don’t want to tell him about today. 
“Whatever,” said Kyle. “I won’t be going over there that much anymore.”
“Yeah, whatever,” she agreed as she left. 
“What are good things?” he asked the question that had been bothering him since Windy mentioned it in the car. “If I do good things, you’ll want to do what I want more often.”
“Ah,” she said. It was the blend of the little girl and the caretaker. “For every action there’s an equal and opposite reaction. I think it was either Newton or the Full Metal Alchemist that said that. Or both.” So fun that one of the boys of the house had been into anime. “Anyway, you want to mess with girls, make them do things against their will and I’m cool with that. Just do something nice sometimes, too. You know… plant a tree, help somebody, get your sister a Pepsi. Nice things.” She shrugged to tell him she thought it was obvious. 
“Got it,” he said. “How do I… take care of you?”
“Ya don’t gotta feed me or walk me,” she said. “Fuck me once a day and lick my puss-puss when I ask...”
“Tell you you’re pretty and be nice. Yeah, I got it.” She’d said they were rules, but that’s how he took care of her. “Glad I got you instead of David. You’re pretty.” She’d said do it lots.
When she got home, Cindy told the twins to stop studying. Mom was due home any second and they’d been at it for over four hours. “Mistress,” asked April as she took the wires off May. “We’re almost done with the book. You want us to do start back at the beginning next time we study?”
“No, I have 6th grade English next. You’ll be the smartest kids in your class. Get dressed before mom comes home. You’re safe for the rest of the night.”
“What about…” said May.
“… daddy?” finished April. 
They reminded her that mom would be out tonight and last Wednesday they’d been daddy’s toys. “Not tonight. I don’t want to spoil him,” she joked. She was glad that the twins at least didn’t look disappointed. 
Girl with a Ghost 
By Kenna
Chapter 36
(d/s, bdsm, humil, toys, mast)
Safe for the night didn’t mean that bedtime was any different from the usual routine. When it was time, Cindy gave them 20 minutes to get ready for bed, including a 5 minute nice cold shower. After that, it was May’s turn to sleep in Cindy’s bed and the younger twin was so excited about it that she practically purred the whole time Cindy was tying her. With May tucked in and waiting, Cindy leashed April to the footboard and attached a chain from her tongue ring to her clit ring. The chain was just the right length that April couldn’t quite stretch out completely without tugging her tongue or her clit out of their respective warm, wet hiding places. It wasn’t that big of a deal since her doggy bed forced her to curl up to sleep; it just denied her the occasional stretch. 
Climbing in bed naked, the little mistress pressed up against her naked, bound slave and caressed her sexy body. “This is all you are to me, a slave and a toy,” she whispered. “I like having something warm in bed with me. Something to cuddle when I want. A soft little toy that makes cute noises.” She leaned over May and sucked her nipples to hardness so her toy made the cute little noises she liked. 
Being Cindy’s toy was so fulfilling for May, especially when Cindy was like this. She wanted to be a cuddle toy for her mistress, used just to keep Cindy’s bed warm. Though hands, lips, and words made her feel like a toy right now, she knew that she was more than just a toy to her little sister all the time. She had started to think about what Cindy liked with the intent of doing what Cindy wanted before her mistress even asked. There were little things like making sure their bowls were against the wall and telling her mistress when she was going out to pee in case Cindy wanted to watch. Now she was trying to think of bigger things, like offering to lick pussy. That was, of course, only when Cindy wasn’t actively engaged in commanding her and controlling her every move. At times like this, she was just Cindy’s. 
April could hardly protest her position alone at the foot of the bed. She’d already had the privilege of sleeping in her mistress’ bed. That was exactly how she thought of it… a privilege, though she found that strange. Despite Cindy’s loving attention and her own feelings, she had no intention of giving Cindy what her little sister wanted. May loved Cindy’s kind attention, but April loved being commanded. The little mistress knew her twin slaves were different in many ways, but she hadn’t caught that difference yet. 
After caressing and soothing her toy for several minutes, Cindy fell asleep with her arms around her toy, softly sucking on an invisible cock. David was pleased with his new life as Cindy’s property. At times he felt more partner than property. And at times like this, he felt like Cindy was his toy, seduced to satisfy him four times every night. 
Lying in bed and watching her sleeping mistress sucking on something, May figured it was just something that had to be done for the magic. A price to pay that Cindy didn’t mind doing. She said softly, “Can I have one of those?” She was a little surprised when her request was answered with a cock sliding into her mouth to suck. Sure she’d asked for it, but she’d just used Cindy’s magic! Sucking a cock was something a slave should do and she was certain she couldn’t use it for something a slave wanted that her mistress didn’t. Yet, she’d used magic while Cindy was asleep. It opened new possibilities. She fell asleep as she took one of Cindy’s turns with David. 
After the two girls had satisfied him, David went to visit Melanie and found the house accessible with Kyle asleep. Iana met him as he entered. “Come for Melanie?” she asked. 
“And Kyle,” he said. 
“Hands off. He’s mine,” said the girl ghost. “You said you wanted him out of the way.”
“You like him then,” said David. He hadn’t mentioned to his owner that part of his plan involved taking Kyle totally out of the picture. It didn’t technically feel like he’d disobeyed his owner. All he’d done was express a want. No harm in that. Still there was a matter of specific orders for the night. “Cindy sent me to see what he can do when he’s asleep.”
“Tell her you tried. It’s true. You did try and I stopped you. He’s asleep. I never sleep. He’s mine.” She grinned at him. “He said I’m beautiful.”
David grinned back, happy to lose this battle. “Well, you are, Iana. Here, just let me…” He pushed against the protection around Kyle’s bedroom and failed. “There, I tried.”
“Go play with his sister,” she said. “Kyle’s coming over tomorrow to lay down his rules. He has my full protection as long as his rules involve staying away from you and Cindy. Let Cindy know. You and her have your own life. Me and Kyle have ours. Besides, he likes older girls.” Which doesn’t include my 10-year-old flat-chested body, but he showed promise when he fucked me in the guest bedroom after dinner. On my hands and knees from behind. Thinks my bottom is cute. 
As he turned toward the unprotected bedroom, she said, “Thanks again, David. We’re even now.” He’d freed her from her tribal grounds and now he’d brought her here. She’d taught him about psychic energy and helped him with Kyle. It was a big move for her, but Kyle just seemed to fit. We’re not in Cedar Rapids anymore, Toto. 
A few minutes later, Melanie woke up naked and bound. It was different this time though. There were no ropes. Her legs were pressed together and a single tentacle wound from her ankles to her knees. A second tentacle trapped her arms behind her, wound from wrist to elbow. A strip of tape ran across her mouth holding in, she assumed, her panties. David’s third cock shaped tentacle slithered over her tummy and chest, around his two claw tentacles that pinched her nipples lightly. 
“Cindy won’t ever let April and May go and they wouldn’t go anyway. She might let Karen and Sally go if she had to and believe me, they’d love to get away from Cindy. You need to understand that she won’t let you ever go either. That’s because I’m so important to her that she’s given you to me as a present. You see, you’re mine. I only let Cindy play with you. You’re mine and you’re special to me. You’re just a toy to Cindy.” His tentacles moved like synchronized snakes as the one around her legs uncurled, the one caressing her torso moved to her legs, and then the two curled around individual legs and spread them wide. He put the vial of aphrodisiac to her nose with a wave of his hand. The scent had its usual effect, but this time Melanie was aware it wasn’t David’s natural scent, but something else that David did to make her excited. Removing his hard cock from his pants, he impaled her on it and then started moving her forward and back. “Yes, you’re special to me. You need to learn to appreciate me and never leave me.” He pulled her legs up and bent them at her hips until her feet were beside her head. “Believe me, you don’t want to stop being special.”
The lithe athlete didn’t feel special as David explained her role in life. He stood still and moved her back and forth on his cock, making her feel like a thing. As he bent her in half, it made her nothing more than a target for the spear between his legs and she felt like a toy being used solely because she had a pussy. The only difference now was he wasn’t sharing her with Cindy, the twins, and Cindy’s other slaves.  “David, what makes this special?” she challenged. She’d seen that while the twins were slaves, they were very special to their mistress. She knew what special was and this wasn’t it. 
Unprepared for the challenge, David was at a loss for an answer. He’d thought this was special. One on one with her was special to him, yet the question told him that she didn’t share that sentiment. For a second he thought of the special bond between Cindy and the twins. It hadn’t always been like that. The first two weeks had been spent defining what made it special. Cindy had enjoyed it, but the twins hadn’t. 
“This isn’t special,” growled David. “This is punishment. You defied me today.” He continued thrusting, enjoying the feel of power until, against her will, she came and then he allowed himself to cum. Even making sure she had an orgasm wasn’t special to her. He’d once thought of Melanie as the only girl he didn’t have to make like him. That meant he could do anything he wanted to her. That also meant he’d never be something special to her. Uncharacteristically, he dressed her back in her pajamas, tucked her in bed, and said good night. For the first time he exuded the feeling of warmth and security that he only shared with one girl at a time. 
The next morning, between breakfast and the arrival of Melanie, David and Cindy had a chat about Melanie including the fact that David had convinced her Kyle couldn’t protect her. Belonging to him was the lesser of two evils and so she’d told Kyle that was what she wanted. David also told her about Kyle and Windy and their expectation for an 8:00 showdown. It could all go smoothly and Cindy could have everything she wanted, including Melanie, but not including Kyle.
“And Windy is more powerful than you?” asked Cindy, just to be sure she understood.
David shrugged. It was a gesture that always moved his shoulders and five tentacles up an inch or two, making it look like his whole body was uncertain. “Yes, for now, but it’s not a matter of power so much as it is neither of us wants to test it. We’re friends. It would be messy for everyone.” 
“No problem,” said the 9-year-old. “He was a distraction anyway. Good that you steered him away.” She didn’t want distractions and now with a ghost of his own, Kyle would be a bigger, messier distraction if she didn’t agree.
After bringing her up to speed, David asked her what it meant to be special since she was the expert on it. Cindy glared at her ghost at the inference that there was something special between her and the twins. She tried so hard not to show it. He specifically asked how she’d made the twins think she was special. Cindy shrugged. “I guess all I did was give them what they wanted. I had fun making them cum. They do it so well, don’t they? I suppose I could have chosen to spank May and embarrass April, having my fun without doing what they liked.” It was even hard to recall the level of hatred she’d had for them just a few weeks ago. Now it just seemed natural to reward her slaves. “What does Melanie want?” she asked her ghost. 
“I think to be left alone,” said David. “I won’t do that, though.”
“That wouldn’t be special,” agreed Cindy. “So, is she special to you?”
“Yes, very.” 
“Why? What makes her special?” She hoped it was something besides a bottom that everyone agreed was cute as hell.
His answer was worse than she expected. “Because you gave her to me.” He really wasn’t sure and that was the only thing he could think of. 
“David! That doesn’t make her special. I picked her because of her bottom. You know, watching it get spanked that day in school. If that’s why she’s special then she’s not. You gotta find the special one.” She shook her head in despair. It felt like she was a matchmaker looking for that special someone for a friend instead of a mistress telling a ghostly master how to find the right slave. “Me and the twins are special because we just fit. That’s all there is to it.”
The ghost bristled at the idea Melanie wasn’t special. He wanted her to be special. Just because he couldn’t say why she was, didn’t mean she wasn’t. However, it did make him doubt whether she was what he wanted. It bothered him that he’d spent a couple of weeks on her and he still didn’t feel the fit that Cindy and the twins did. It was Melanie’s fault that there wasn’t a fit. There wasn’t something she wanted from him. There was nothing he could offer her. She wasn’t cooperating. “I’ll… think about it,” he finally said.
As 8:00 approached, Cindy set out the bunny costume on her bed. If Melanie was going to be obedient as she claimed, then she’d go straight up and put on the costume. Leaving Kitty and Doggy with their arms tied behind them and kneeling in her room, she went down to unlock the front door. It was 7:59 when the doorbell rang and Melanie came in. With a nervous look at Cindy, she hurried past and ran up the stairs. Cindy almost stopped her and told her to strip right there, but there was other business to attend to. She didn’t want to flaunt Melanie in front of her brother.
Walking upstairs, Melanie hated the idea that she’d put on the costume without a word from Cindy or David. She had to remind herself what it had been like to cum on the soccer field and then right in front of her coach. Forcing herself to imagine that on a daily basis, she stripped off her clothes in front of the twins. Putting the bunny costume on even made her feel inferior to Kitty and Doggy since she was their prey. It was almost like belonging to the slaves. She belonged to everybody.
She put on the ears, mask, and feet. Picking up the tail, she looked at it for a second. It was the worst part of the costume. Looking at herself in the mirror, she looked sexy, but the tail was uncomfortable and she couldn’t see it. What she could imagine was that Cindy and David liked her bottom and this made it even cuter. For a moment she considered defying Cindy and not wearing the tail. Unfortunately, she already had punishment looming over her head and didn’t want to ask for more today. Gritting her teeth, she inserted the plug in her butthole and then put on the cumbersome mittens. Not knowing what else to do, she knelt beside the twins. Adding herself to Cindy’s collection, Bunny knew that Kitty and Doggy both had tails and didn’t mind. I’ll get used to it. The thought was not comforting. 
Downstairs, the meeting between Kyle, Windy, Cindy, and David was anti-climactic. Kyle and Windy arrived at 8:05, purposely late. Cindy ignored the five minutes. Everyone knew what everyone else wanted. The agreement was made. As Cindy put it, “You’re a master and I’m a mistress. Equals. You do what you want and I do what I want. Just stay out of my way.”
“You stay out of my way,” said Kyle. Knowing Melanie was in the house ahead of him, he asked, “Why did my sister change her mind? Yesterday she said she wasn’t coming back.” He didn’t suspect the foul play that David had used to coerce her. He merely wondered what Melanie found appealing that would draw her back. 
Playing it cool, Cindy shrugged. “Maybe I’ll find out someday. Could be she just likes having somebody admire her bottom.” With the deal made, she wanted to rub Kyle’s nose in the fact that he liked that part of his sister and now couldn’t have it. As she said it, she wondered if Melanie’s cute bottom really was enough to make her special. It sure kept coming up in her mind.
Windy tugged at Kyle’s hand. “Who cares? Gives us the house to ourselves.” 
“Yeah,” agreed Kyle, allowing himself to be led to the front door. “Bye, I guess,” he called to Cindy with a wave. So cool that Cindy, a girl who seemed larger than life yesterday, had just called him an equal. That was a satisfying feeling.
“Yeah, bye,” said Cindy with less enthusiasm. She’d just disposed of a nuisance and wasted ten minutes in the process. Locking the front door behind the departing guests, she went up to her room where her three pets waited. 
Cindy was pleased to find Bunny kneeling next to Kitty and Doggy. There had been no command to do that, but there was Melanie dressed up and kneeling, obedient and subservient. “Welcome back, Bunny,” she said with a sinister smile. “I decided that you wouldn’t be punished for not coming over yesterday afternoon. Your brother keeps getting you into trouble and you keep forgetting that he’s allowed to mess with me. You’re not. Yep, you were gonna get off for that, but… please let Kitty and Doggy know what you said to me yesterday?” She reached up and pulled on Bunny’s mask so that as Bunny spit out the ball gag, Cindy caught the mask. 
Bunny looked at Kitty and Doggy with no trace of remorse. “I said fuck you.” For a split second those two words had felt so good. Then Cindy had popped back into view. Ever since then she’d wondered if it had been worth it. 
Wide blue eyes were the only sign on the twins to show their astonishment. They couldn’t imagine what punishment Bunny had earned. What possessed her to say that to her all powerful mistress? Kitty felt pity for Cindy’s classmate. Doggy just thought Melanie was stupid and would eventually learn how to behave right. 
The punishment for Bunny seemed obvious to Cindy. She grabbed Melanie by the hair and tilted her head back to look up into her mistress’ face. “Now say fuck me.”
“F-fuck me?” 
Cindy kept her pet’s head back. “Say it like you said fuck you.”
“Fuck me.” Said that way, Bunny had a sick feeling about her punishment. 
“Yeah, that’s what’s gonna happen to my naughty bunny.” Cindy went to her desk and came back with a strap on. Stripping, the 9-year-old mistress strapped on the 8-inch dildo. The look of shock on Bunny’s face was priceless. “One this big is gonna hurt, Bunny. You need to suck on it first to make it slippery.” She stepped up to Bunny’s face. At Bunny’s reluctance, she added, “I plan to fuck your pretty little bottom, Bunny. Do you think you can stop me? If you don’t, then you better start licking and sucking.”
Those two little words were no longer worth it to Melanie. A spanking might have been worth it. A cock that size (and she assumed every bit of it would be in her ass) was not worth it. Imagining David pinning her down and tying her to the bed as she’d been tied yesterday morning with her ass ready and available, Bunny knew she couldn’t stop her mistress. That didn’t make it any easier to lick up and down the realistic looking cock and then suck on the first three inches.
“Get up and lean over the bed,” said Cindy once she thought the dildo was ready. “Put your cute bottom up for me. I don’t ever want to hear you be disrespectful to me again.”
Melanie swallowed hard. Cindy was going to make her cooperate instead of having her tied. She hated being naked with no control over her fate. She hated Cindy’s frequent referral to her cute bottom. She hated her cute bottom for getting her into this in the first place. And, she deeply regretted being disrespectful. “Yes, mistress,” she said as she turned to face the bed. Lying across the bed, she pushed her bottom back and spread her legs. 
Cindy nodded at David and the ghost set to work tying Melanie’s wrists behind her and then tying her elbows touching like the twins were tied. Melanie got the added indignity of having her wrists then tied to a rope hanging from the ceiling so her arms were pulled up and out of the way. It forced her body down firmly against the bed and her bottom up whether she liked it or not. As if that wasn’t bad enough, dread swept over her as her ankles were tied to the ends of the bed so her legs were spread wide and she had to stand on her tiptoes. The finishing touch was a ring gag seated between her pretty white teeth. The gradual transformation to helpless made her realize that holding still and cooperating wasn’t so bad after all. 
“I’m very disappointed in your behavior, Bunny,” said Cindy. “You must respect me whether I have you tied and ready for an ass fucking or whether you’re home alone.” Cindy assumed Bunny knew she was to respect David, too. She just couldn’t remind the errant slave in front of the twins who still had no knowledge of her ghost. She could say, “Respect me and my magic. You’re about to learn why.”
Poor Bunny, thought Cindy. She looks even better like this. Running her hands up the smooth, sleek thighs and then over the nicely shaped, rounded butt cheeks, Cindy was amazed at how sexy Bunny looked from behind, tied, taut, and ready. Poor Bunny indeed would see many positions that highlighted her bottom and made it ready for abuse. Putting her thumbs between Bunny’s cheeks, Cindy pulled them apart, reached in, and removed the butt plug. Then she pressed the slick dildo to the little wrinkled and inviting rosebud. 
Every part of this orchestrated scene felt like punishment on top of punishment to Bunny. Being naked and dressed as a bunny was not punishment, just every day attire for her now. Reliving her moment of indiscretion in front of the twins was humiliating. Learning that she’d named her own punishment was galling. Sucking the massive dildo put her in her place and that wasn’t even intended as punishment. Her mistress had even made it sound like a courtesy that she was allowed to make the dildo ready for her. She’d been prepared to cooperate, but she wasn’t even allowed that freedom. Tied up on her toes was uncomfortable and the anticipation of holding still while Cindy took her time was punishing. Then she felt the real punishment press against her butthole. 
The fake cock was too big for her ass. Melanie could feel the size of the head and knew the hole was a tight pucker that opened only when she needed it to. As it pressed harder, she pushed back, fighting to keep it out. It felt like she was trying to keep from pooping and she was losing. It hurt as the head slowly pushed her open. It was only part way in when she started squirming and crying. Once she was part way open, it went faster and the agony built. She wanted to scream in frustration as she could do nothing to protect herself. Just when she thought she was going to spilt open, the cock slipped inside her an inch. Cindy had claimed her bottom. 
The little bunny girl continued to struggle against the ropes as the cock slowly slid deeper. With the battle over, she relaxed and was surprised that lessened the pain. Cooperation, not fighting, was the key to making it bearable. Oh, crap, every time the little bitch wants to fuck my ass I’ll have to let her… even help by making it easier. She’d already done so much for her mistress. The new realization only drove home her helpless predicament. She’d always have to do what her mistress wanted and even do what she could to make it easier. 
Driving the cock slowly to its full depth, Cindy relished the feeling of power only accentuated by Bunny’s struggling. Once it was in, she started long slow strokes in and out. “Is my cock as good as your brother’s?” she taunted. “You gonna cum for me like you did him?” How perfect it would be if Melanie not only had a cute bottom, but grew to like having it abused. Once again she wondered if Melanie’s bottom made her special. David hadn’t shown the same intent interest in Melanie’s backside, but they could make it special if he wanted. 
No, I’m not cumming for you, mistress, thought Bunny. It was him, not just any old cock. It was Kyle. She was ashamed to admit it. Cindy just couldn’t replace her brother in her mind. Relaxed, the slow stroking did feel good. She just wouldn’t give Cindy the satisfaction. Besides, it would take a lot longer, harder, and faster to get her aroused. Then after just a couple of minutes, she felt the cock slide all the way out. That was it? It’s over? She felt a wash of relief. 
For a few seconds, Bunny wondered if Cindy was just taking a break and would do her bottom over and over, enjoying that painful entry. Then David untied her ankles and she could stand flat footed with her thighs together in a pointless attempt to protect herself. Her arms were untied from the ceiling and then David turned her to kneel in front of Cindy. Ready to say she was sorry and promise never to disrespect her mistress again, Bunny was surprised when her mistress grabbed her hair with both hands, effectively taking control of her head. Oh, for God’s sake, noooo. Letting out a wail of despair, she tried to pull back, but Cindy put the tip of the dildo through the ring gag and slid it three inches in. 
“Kinda like washing your mouth out with soap for talking dirty,” said Cindy, pausing with the foul plastic member in Bunny’s mouth. As Bunny fought, gagged, and tried to expel the taste of her own shit, Cindy just smiled. “Now I know you’ll watch your language, won’t you?” The twins looked on remembering their chance to taste their own pussies. This was eye opening. 
Bunny frantically nodded even as the cock lay on her tongue. The taste and the smell were disgusting. Cindy even started pushing the cock in and out so it rubbed across her tongue. A couple of times, Cindy put it in far enough that she gagged helplessly. When Cindy pulled the cock out, she shuddered at her mistress’ next words. “To prove to me that you got the message, I want you to lick the rest of my cock.” With a grimace, she put her tongue out through the ring and licked the full length of the underside of the cock. 
While she craved power and making Bunny lick it herself satisfied that craving, Cindy only made Bunny lick the cock that one long stroke of her tongue. Even she thought it was disgusting. She’d gotten Bunny’s undivided attention and there was no sense in making her clean the whole thing. Removing the ring gag, she asked, “Do you taste good?”
“No, mistress,” said the contrite bunny. “I’m sorry that I said that. I’m sorry that I was disrespectful. I’ll never do it again.” She repeated her apology over and over as her arms were untied. 
Just as her wrists were nearly untied, Cindy patted her obedient little slave on the head. “I forgive you, Bunny. Now hop into the bathroom and find the mouthwash. We have more to do today and nobody wants your shitty mouth anywhere on them.”
While Bunny was gone, Cindy told the twins to call their best friends and tell them to come over. They were to wear a bra, panties, shirt, shorts, peds, and tennis shoes. Nothing more. Nothing less. She had Kitty, Doggy, and Bunny dress just the same way, though Bunny needed the loan of panties and an undershirt so that all five girls had the same exact number of garments. 
Karen and Sally were hanging out and commiserating with each other at Karen’s house when Karen got the call. Their lives were ruined and not just when they were with Cindy. They were afraid when the phone rang, but more afraid of the consequences of not answering and even afraid of not being around to answer it. With the knowledge of what they’d been forced to do, they ostracized themselves from their other friends. How could they face those innocent girls? And worse, what if mere association with one of them got them involved with Cindy. That was pretty much what happened to Sally for hanging out with Karen. 
Since they were already dressed almost exactly how Cindy demanded, Sally just had to borrow a pair of peds and they were ready. “Gotta stop by my house though,” said Sally. “My gift for April.” 
“Yeah,” said Karen. That wasn’t something to forget. She grabbed two candy bars. “Here just take one of these.”
“Thanks, I owe you.”
“Don’t even,” said Karen. “You watch my back and I’ll watch yours. Wonder what fun she has in mind for us today?” 
“Hey, we get clothes,” smiled Sally. “Even underwear. Sounds like something’s up.”
“Yeah, something fun.” By tacit agreement they’d started to use the word fun to mean something roughly like ‘more shit that we can imagine.’ Fun was definitely not fun for them. 
After the two had given their presents to their respective twin, Cindy explained what fun she had planned for them. “We’re going to play soccer in the backyard. April and Bimbo on one team and May and Dork on the other team. Melanie, you get to be the goalie for both teams.” Everyone looked confused, so Cindy took them into the backyard. “OK, so the goal is the back wall between those two shrubs. Melanie, you just gotta stop anything that comes toward you. The rest of you share that goal, so whoever kicks the ball in gets a point. But here’s the deal. Dork, if you steal the ball, then you have to pass it to May before your team can score. Once May gets it, she can kick a goal or pass it back. Then, let’s say April steals it. She’s gotta pass it to Bimbo before they can score a goal.” Cindy had given it a little thought. If she didn’t make the rule about needing to pass it before they could score a goal, it just seemed it would turn into the four of them kicking the ball at Melanie non-stop.
“Mistress?” said April warily. “What does the winner get?”
May shook her head, “No, April, the question is what does the loser get.” She figured there would be no rewards, only penalties. 
“Good one, May,” said Cindy. “A team loses a piece of clothing for every goal the other team makes. Each team has 12 pieces of clothing – two pairs of shoes, two pairs of socks, two shirts, shorts, panties, and bras. One goal and the losing team has to decide who loses what. Another goal and they forfeit another something. And no slacking. You gotta play good.”
“What about her, mistress?” asked April, nodding toward Melanie. “She’s not on a team.”
Melanie glared at April. Just forget about me, dang it. Don’t ask cuz I don’t wanna know. She didn’t for one minute think she was getting off easy. 
Cindy shrugged. “She just loses a piece of clothing for every goal that’s scored.” She grinned at Melanie. “Can you say naked goalie?”
It didn’t take but a second for Melanie to see where that was going. Six goals and she was naked. It took 12 goals just to get one team naked and if they traded off, there’d be almost 24 goals scored before one of the teams was naked. “And we play until…?” she asked. 
“Until everybody’s naked. Just that once you’re naked and don’t have any more clothes to lose, you lose something else.” With plenty of ideas for naked penalties, Cindy thought that was the best part of the game. She tossed the soccer ball to Melanie. “Just one more thing,” she said. Turning on the hose, she sprayed down the grass so it was wet and slick and muddy where the grass was thin. 
“Get in the goal, Melanie,” said Cindy. “Then toss the ball out.”
Jogging to the space between the two shrubs, Melanie discovered that the last six feet of the backyard… basically where she was going to stand to be goalie… was mud, not grass. Just before she threw the ball out to start the free-for-all soccer game, she wondered what she could do to make this better. Nothing came to mind. Then she threw the ball out into the center of the yard. 
Melanie was the logical choice to be the goalie. Not only was she not in one of the pairs of best friends, but despite being the youngest, she was the best player. She stopped a couple of goals before May got the first one past her. She didn’t even bat an eye as she skinned off her shirt. It cost her nothing anyway with an undershirt that covered just about as much. April just looked at Bimbo, indicating she wasn’t going to be the first to lose something. Bimbo took off her shoes and the game continued. Dork and Bimbo both got the distinct impression they’d be buck naked before their best friend took off a single piece of clothing. Yet, when Dork scored, May took off her shoes. She figured Dork was her whipping girl and Cindy would treat her like shit, but that didn’t mean she had to. Melanie took off her undershirt… nothing to show there anyway. 
Before the next goal, Melanie made another save that unfortunately involved diving to block the shot and she ended up muddy from knees to nipples. The two teams appeared pretty even so after the third goal, May, April, and Bimbo were shoeless. Melanie was playing in shoes, socks, and panties, being smart enough to know that her shoes were the most important article of clothing in a soccer game. Still, after the fourth goal, Dork took off her shoes and then watched in surprise as Melanie shed her panties. The four older girls were shoeless before they realized Melanie’s strategy. It didn’t do Melanie much good. Two more goals and she had nothing left. Naked was no handicap, but barefoot was. 
With the seventh goal, all the girls were partially wet and muddy. One fall and their bottom or knees or something got muddy. Melanie had saved her shoes for the very last, but now she was naked and the muddiest of all. Standing in the goal, she waited to hear what her penalty would be for a goal scored and no clothes left. “Just stay there,” said Cindy. She was being the ref, but also had never set down the hose. Once in a while she squirted the field to make it muddier. Now she pointed the nozzle at Melanie and hosed her down as the 9-year-old gasped from the cold water. “Turn around,” said Cindy and the shivering Melanie was clean from head to toe with the ground around her even muddier. “Toss out the ball,” said Cindy. 
For the next few goals, the players lost clothes at a steady, even pace, by tacit agreement purposely trading goals. It was a warm day, so Melanie warmed up quickly from the cold shower. All of them were barefoot and two of them were shirtless as the 11th goal was scored. For goals 8, 9, and 10, Melanie had been spanked one swat, two swats, and then three swats. Her penalty was different for this goal. Cindy cuffed Melanie’s hands behind her back. How am I supposed to be goalie now? Melanie didn’t ask the question aloud. Can’t use my hands or arms. And especially, I can’t dive for the ball now.  She knew despite the handicap she was supposed to do her best. Being competitive, Melanie had never considered that the game would go faster if she just gave up. Even now when the thought occurred to her, she knew Cindy wouldn’t like that. Her mistress had told her she wasn’t being punished for not coming over yesterday, but it sure seemed like Cindy was picking on her. 
Ready to kick the ball out once again, Melanie froze as she heard a boy’s voice. “Hey, guys, check this out.” She turned and stared at the boy’s head that stuck up over the top of the wall. Then two, three, and four heads popped up. The other girls had nothing to show yet, but still the three shirtless ones covered their bras, embarrassed to be caught in their underwear. All the girls were muddy from head to toe. Simply brushing their hair back out of their eyes with a muddy hand caked their tresses with grime. Melanie just stood naked with her hands behind her back drenched in humiliation. Just when I thought it couldn’t get worse. How did Cindy plan this? She didn’t squirm or blush. There was no sign of her embarrassment. She just didn’t see any point to letting the world know how she felt. 
Ten-year-old Mark couldn’t believe his eyes as he peeked over the wall at the sound of the girls playing. He watched May take off her shirt. Three of the girls were just wearing bras, an exciting thought all by itself for the prepubescent boy. Then he watched as Cindy cuffed Melanie’s hands back. He’d gotten an eyeful by the time he called to his buddies. All five of the naked or partially naked girls knew they couldn’t shriek and run inside. Then they heard Cindy say, “Hey, put your hands down so they can see better.” The three older girls did as they were told. To her slaves’ horror, Cindy said, “You guys wanna come over and watch? They need some spectators.” 
The four boys, all 10-years-old, scaled the wall like Spiderman and dropped down into the yard. Since the ground was wet, they stood to the side as they gawked at the girls. Cindy hadn’t planned this. It was just perfect, but she was the only girl with that view of the new arrivals. “Toss out the ball, Melanie,” she giggled at the idea of the armless goalie “tossing” the ball out.  
The game suddenly got more competitive as all the girls were aware that a goal meant showing something more to the four boys. April and Bimbo scored three straight goals taking May and Dork down to bras and panties. Cindy had penalties planned for Melanie, but those changed now that she had boys to work with. For the 12th goal, Melanie had to walk in front of the boys, soaking up the embarrassment without the arousal that May always felt. At first she’d held her ground at this penalty. However, David pushed her along and she reminded herself they couldn’t see him. Heck, it looks just like I’m doing it on my own. So, she did it on her own. She didn’t miss how their eyes followed her, the youngest of all as she paraded around. For number 13, she stood in front of them while Cindy reached from behind and played with her nipples and pussy. Holy cow, look at them. Eating this up. What’s to look at? It was confusing that the boys stared in wonder. For the 14th goal, the boys got 30 seconds with her. She trembled under the hands as they went to all the places they shouldn’t. Four pairs of hands groped her and still she didn’t think she had anything to interest these boys. 
As the game got back underway, Melanie blocked a goal and the ball rebounded to May who passed it to Dork and Dork scored. Bimbo took off her shorts as the boys cheered her on. Cindy brought Melanie in front of the boys and told her to bend at the waist. The naked goalie had a sick feeling as Cindy waved the wooden paddle around. She’d been spanked already, this was worse. Cindy whispered to Melanie that she had to say thank you after the swats. Naked and bound, she got three swats right in front of four strangers. “Thank you, mistress,” she said, her face and her bottom burning.
“Whoa, bare bottom,” said one of the boys in amazement. It sure looked like it hurt, but Melanie hadn’t made a sound. In fact, those words made the 9-year-old quite proud that she’d taken it without crying out. Obviously the boys thought it had hurt. Yes, it had hurt, but she’d learned noise was pointless. 
As Dork scored again, April decided that being fair just wasn’t gonna happen anymore. She looked at Bimbo, waiting until the 12-year-old reluctantly took off her bra. Bimbo wasn’t surprised as best friend turned on her. They’d all felt how the stakes rose with an audience of boys. That didn’t mean she liked it. It was even worse that the boys looked and then turned their attention to Melanie, wondering what the penalty would be. By now they’d figured out the routine. It wasn’t that Bimbo wanted them to stare at her bare breasts, but it was insulting that they didn’t.
“Kiss them all,” Cindy told the naked 9-year-old. “Do it right. Use your tongue.”
Muddy as she was, Melanie pressed against the first boy and let him put his arms around her as she kissed him, working her tongue into his surprised mouth. It was becoming a game to her, stealing attention away from the older girls. “Ugh,” said the next boy in line as he saw how Melanie was kissing his friend. With the kiss over, the freshly kissed boy wiped the back of his hand across his mouth as if to wipe away the girl cooties. 
“Ugh?” said Melanie as she stepped in front of the next boy. “You don’t even know what you’re missing.” That one word had told her that she was the first real kiss for all four of these boys. Maybe they’d never forget her. 
“Do it, dude,” said the first boy. Now that it was over and the surprise was gone, he changed his mind about girl cooties. “No, really. It was awesome.”
Awesome. That’s more like it. Melanie didn’t wait for approval. She just kissed the boy and convinced his lips to part. Stepping back, she looked him in the eye. “You don’t even know which part of you is hard, do you?” She didn’t mind when the third and fourth boys cupped her ass as she kissed them. At the end of the fourth kiss, she turned her back and rubbed her hand in the boy’s crotch and he jumped back. He’s hard.  For me. Awesome.
The goals went on with Dork losing her bra. Then Bimbo figured out a way to teach her best friend a lesson. She “slipped” so May and Dork scored a goal. Sure it meant she took off her panties, naked as the goalie, but one more slip and April was in her bra and panties. Another and April was wearing just her panties. 
With just four articles of clothing remaining, Cindy used Melanie’s penalty to up the ante again on the goalie. This time she cuffed her ankles together and laid her down in the muddy goal. Still being competitive, Melanie wondered if she might be able to squirm enough to block a shot now and then. The little mistress couldn’t believe how erotic it looked to see her slave wriggling naked in the mud. 
While Cindy was cuffing Melanie, Bimbo stepped close to April and whispered, “One more goal and then you’re naked. Another one and we’re doing a penalty for Cindy. You know why I’m letting them score?”
April nodded, kicking herself for being so petty. “Sorry, Sally,” she said. “I should have taken my turn.” The boys were already looking at her tits. Just one more goal, they’d see all of her. And she’d done it to herself. 
Bimbo let the other team score another goal and April shed the last of her dignity. For the first time she realized that boys seeing May’s body was not the same as seeing hers. It was way different to have her twin still partially clad while she was naked. At least the boys weren’t watching her as they clustered around Melanie in the goal, allowed to touch her for two minutes. 
The older twin held out some hope that her best friend was done teaching her a lesson, but Bimbo let the other team score again. “Stop that,” yelled Melanie. She was counting on the teams getting naked together. Now they were just making penalties for themselves and extra ones for her. Not to mention they were dragging out the game, giving the boys more time to ogle them all. For her outburst, her penalty was a ball gag. 
Still, she thought she got off better than the other two as Cindy ordered April and Bimbo to their hands and knees. “Lift your leg and pee,” she told them. The two shuddered as they got down and peed. Not just outside, but in front of four boys who craned their necks to watch them pee. And right in the playing field. The consequences of slipping just got worse. 
With Bimbo humiliated, but satisfied that April had paid her debt, she started playing again. May lost her bra and Cindy just dragged the defeated Melanie out of the goal and left her in front of the boys, cuffed and gagged. Though Cindy said nothing, the invitation was clear and the boys didn’t hesitate to bend down and spend time with their hands on the helpless slave. The four older girls were drawing more of their attention now that they were nearly naked, but it still didn’t compare to having a naked girl right at their fingertips. 
Good Christ, it’s worse than the old man in the woods. Lots of boys. All over me. The naked 9-year-old found just lying on her back in the mud was demeaning. Having boys fondling her with no restraint was the worst ever. 
Another goal and Dork lost the last of her clothes. Cindy used another set of handcuffs to connect Melanie’s wrists and ankle cuffs together so she was hogtied on her stomach in the mud. April and Bimbo needed just one more goal to end the game, but Dork kicked one between the now unguarded goal. Behind her gag, Melanie protested again. Just get it over with. “Kiss each other,” Cindy told the losing team. Blushing, April and Bimbo gave each other a passionate open mouthed kiss. There was no other way to kiss. 
Melanie didn’t know how Cindy could make her life more miserable with another penalty until Cindy slipped a little vibrator into her pussy and turned it on. This time Melanie did blush as she recalled the feeling of cumming for Hannah, completely out of control. The entry of the vibrator shocked her in another way. I’m tingly and excited already. What the heck is that about? Hands groped her as she felt that tingle grow toward an orgasm. It was starting to feel good. She’d been the first naked and gotten the most attention. She’d been their first kiss and their first chance to touch a girl. Now she was going to be the first to cum for them. I’m a muddy mess and still they think I’m hot. She clenched her thighs together, inviting an orgasm. 
There was still the matter of May’s panties, so the game resumed with May and Dork playing hard. If they gave up and let a goal be scored, May would be naked and the game over. After that though, they reasoned they’d all be at the mercy of Cindy and the boys. When May scored a goal, their opponents were pissed as they faced Cindy for a penalty. “Suck each other’s nipples,” ordered Cindy. “Make them hard.” She’d thought about having the boys suck them, but she wanted Melanie to be the center of their attention. 
As the two girls made love to each other’s tits, Melanie suddenly squealed into the gag. Squirming and bucking, she rode the vibrator to a long, intense orgasm for her audience. The boys weren’t sure what was happening, but it was fun to watch. So much fun for them to watch that Melanie knew she’d stolen their attention away from the two older girls again. As the orgasm passed, she relaxed, eagerly awaiting the next one. Cindy didn’t even bother to give Melanie another penalty for the latest goal. 
Play resumed and this time Bimbo scored a goal within seconds. May slid her panties down, leaving all the girls naked. About the only thing on the field that wasn’t muddy was May’s freshly bared pussy and ass. 
Cindy squatted down to look in Melanie’s eyes. They were a little glazed and very desperate. “I’ll let you cum one more time, Melanie,” she said. “You look like you enjoyed that last one.” 
“Uh uh,” grunted Melanie, trying to deny it. Then she realized Cindy was taunting her about enjoying it and “letting” her cum again. Cindy really did think it was punishment. By now the little goalie had shown it all and done it all for the boys. There wasn’t anything more Cindy could do. This orgasm would not be punishment. 
Cindy called Dork and Bimbo over and had them stand Melanie up on her knees. Still hogtied, that left the 9-year-old facing the boys and bent slightly backwards on display. Patting Melanie on her head, she said, “You can be my little trophy today. Just try to keep from cumming again.”
Oh God. Melanie realized there was more Cindy could do. She couldn’t hide her body in the mud or her aroused expression by looking down. She practically had to look the boys in the eyes as she felt herself wind up under their eager gaze. When she wasn’t watching their excited expressions, she watched their busy little hands on her. Please, I don’t wanna cum now. No way to hide it. 
To the other four girls, Cindy said, “Time for a shower.” She hosed them down with the strong cold spray. It was a warm day, but falling down in the mud occasionally had kept them from getting hot and sweaty. Now the cold water made them shiver. Washing the mud away also made every inch of their creamy white skin visible. 
For a minute the boys couldn’t decide where to look. There were older girls with tits standing naked and on display. Right in front of them was the bound Melanie, naked and muddy and her arched posture made her look even more on display. She squirmed and struggled as she fought the orgasm. Then Cindy squatted down behind the helpless 9-year-old and put a finger to the swollen clit. Rubbing hard and fast she whispered, “You’re gonna show ‘em what you can do, Bunny. Just try to keep from cumming. Go ahead. Try. Four boys watching. Show them what a good little slave does. Oh my God, you can’t, can you?” She could tell Melanie was out of control. “Do it for me, Bunny.” With that, she drove her slave to a wide-eyed, noisy, humiliating orgasm. 
As Melanie panted through the gag, Cindy said, “OK, guys, show’s over. We’re going inside, so you hafta go home.” With the four naked girls carrying Melanie, they trooped inside as the boys climbed back over the wall with a story to tell. 
Once inside, Melanie was uncuffed and the five girls were allowed to really shower using cold water only, of course. They were relieved that the embarrassing game was over until Cindy said, “Now I’ve got some indoor contests with some real penalties.”
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 37
(bf, rape, bdsm, d/s, spank, toys)
After leaving Cindy’s house, Kyle was wound up. He had the morning free, a ghost of his own, and some ideas on how to use her. Though she didn’t have to, Windy had agreed to all his ideas for the morning. She loved his excitement and the challenge of his ideas was interesting. He held her hand so they were invisible as he led her around to check on his short list of girls. The first was a 17-year-old senior that lived across the street from him. The house was empty and they went to the next on the list, finding the 15-year-old sophomore on the phone with a girl friend. After a couple of minutes of listening to what seemed to be an endless conversation, Kyle asked Windy if she could make Leah hang up. 
After about a minute, Leah told her friend that she had to go and she hung up. The girl looked around confused as she wondered why she’d just decided to hang up. “Ready?” whispered Windy. 
“Yeah, do it,” said Kyle. Just because his first choice wasn’t home and Leah was, she was about to become his slave. It wasn’t going to be her day. 
The two had agreed that handcuffs rather than rope were the binding of choice. Windy needed three hands to tie a girl. The ghost snapped a metal cuff on Leah’s left wrist and then hung on as the teen said, “What the fuck?” She tried to turn and pull away from the unseen something, but then her second wrist was cuffed and she stood in the center of her bedroom with her hands behind her back and started screaming in fright. Gleaming chrome handcuffs pinned her hands together, but there was no one there to cuff her. As she rushed for the door, a ball gag popped into her open mouth and it got quieter though Leah got more frantic. 
As she backed up to the door to try to open it, Leah couldn’t stop her legs from pushing together and then metal cuffs appeared out of nowhere around her ankles. “Hoo ooin at?” she shrieked as she wobbled to maintain her balance. When she noticed a figure in the room finally, she stared in disbelief for a second. “Hyle? Wha a huck are you ooin? Geh eese awh. Geh ow.” She recognized the 10-year-old from down the street. Up until a year ago, she’d been his babysitter. She had no idea how he was doing this. She just wanted him gone. 
Kyle shrugged, “I don’t know what you’re saying, so just shut up.” The only thing he had understood was his name. He pointed at her and said, “Lay down.” He grinned and rubbed his hands together as his victim tipped over and lay down gently on the floor, a look of astonishment on her face. 
Kicking and struggling, the teen tried to buck Kyle off as he sat down straddling her stomach. There was just more going on than just a 10-year-old boy sitting on her. Windy had Leah’s arms pinned down. The struggling girl couldn’t figure it out except that she should have been able to throw him off and couldn’t. “Got a lot of fight in her,” Windy observed. “Cool.” It was definitely something new for the ghost to sense the fear and feel the struggle. 
Nodding at Windy’s remark, Kyle told Leah, “I can do magic. Things like being invisible and putting on handcuffs. Got it?”
“Uh uh,” grunted Leah, denying what she’d already seen. There was just no such thing as magic. “Geh awh.” She struggled intermittently as if not struggling might get his guard down and then a new attempt would succeed. 
“Not yet,” said Kyle. “Just hold still.” He grabbed the bottom of her T-shirt and exposed her flat tummy. 
“You itl herver,” she said, redoubling her struggles as he pulled it higher and then up over her bra. “Geh ow a here. Doan.” Her look went from confused and frightened to embarrassed and angry. Her boyfriend was a junior and she hadn’t even let him get past feeling her up through her shirt. 
“This is in the way,” said Kyle, pulling on the neck of the T-shirt. With a little help from his magic, the material parted easily and he even sat back to watch as the sleeves tore themselves and the tattered shirt flew to the side. When she protested loudly, he said, “Which part of shut up didn’t you understand? You should just sit back and enjoy it.” He hadn’t been around for the first few times that the twins, Dork, Bimbo, and Melanie had faced Cindy’s magic and he expected this to go easier. 
The bound girl just glared at Kyle. He obviously couldn’t understand her or didn’t care. Enjoy it? The little pervert is gonna peek at my boobs. He was such a nice little boy. Hard to believe it was the same Kyle she’d babysat. How is he doing this? What a nightmare. She looked around, searching for any clue as to what was going on and how to fight it. Oh fuck, his hands are right there. She could see his hands in front of her as the clasp of her bra came undone. Magic? The idea seemed more plausible, frighteningly so. 
As she lifted the cups off Leah’s tits, Windy said, “She’s got nice ones, huh?” It made her a little jealous. 
“Yeah, but you’re beautiful,” said Kyle. Windy grinned back. 
Under him, Leah’s eyes rolled up and left as she looked where Kyle was looking, deciding that he’d just called her beautiful. Then her attention came back to the boy as his hands settled down on her tits. Closing her eyes, she tried to pretend she was asleep and dreaming, except that it felt too real. She opened them again as his weight shifted and she watched him lean forward to suck on her nipples. One final wriggle and then with a whine of despair she accepted the fact that she was his captive. A few little squirms after that were just attempts to dislodge his eager lips that made her nipples harden and tingle. The warm hands and sucking lips felt good, making her wish it was her boyfriend instead of the brat from down the street. 
When Kyle stopped his attentions to her breasts and stood up, Leah lay still, warily watching. “Uh uh, ees doan,” she whined as her shorts unsnapped themselves.
“You should do this part,” said Windy. “Remember, I don’t do girls.” With a shrug, Kyle knelt down and worked Leah’s shorts down to her ankles. Then he pulled her panties down to match. 
Leah was quiet, watching him and now wondering just how much a 10-year-old knew about girls and sex. He was self-assured and seemed to know what he wanted. When he asked if she was having fun yet, she shook her head no. “I wonder,” he said, “would you like it more if I was 20. You don’t like it because I’m 10?”
I don’t like it because I didn’t give you permission. She was naked and it seemed so unreal that it wasn’t all that bad. Denial worked pretty good for her. Things like this just didn’t happen to her. Then he took off his shirt, shoes, socks, pants and underwear. A hard on? Guess he knows a lot about sex. She made a couple more quiet protests as her knees parted and he knelt with his cock pointed at her pussy. Right now a small cock on a 10-year-old was preferable to being raped by a full size cock. For a second she wondered if he was even long enough to take her virginity and then he had. 
Using everything he’d learned from Cindy, Kyle fucked his babysitter slow and easy. She was as tight as Cindy or Windy. He’d never experienced anything else so far. Tight and she had tits to play with as he fucked her. “You’re sexy, you know,” he said as he fucked her. “I’ve wanted to do this for a long time.” He’d wanted to do this ever since he’d gotten his own ghost, but what little boy didn’t think his cute, older babysitter was something special. For a long time he’d wanted something like this. 
With his victim quiet, her head turned away, Kyle wasn’t satisfied. He wanted her attention. He wanted her to enjoy it. Slipping his thumb between her outer lips, he found the sensitive nub that worked so well to get a girl’s attention and it worked. She looked at him suddenly, surprised at his touch. Now that’s more like it, he thought. Rubbing the right spot, he felt the nub harden and rise to his digit. Smiling at her he kept fucking her and fingering her clit until she let out a low moan. 
Shocked that the little boy touched her in a place she’d only touched herself, a hidden place that seemed so personal, she wondered how Kyle had learned about it. He’d gone straight to it and knew just how to rub it soft and easy. She couldn’t believe he might masturbate her to an orgasm as he fucked her. However, if he kept this up, he would. Her attention was on him, watching his hips and watching his thumb making little circles. She bit her lip, knowing he should stop and wanting him to stop. He didn’t have permission. He wasn’t her boyfriend. It just wasn’t right. 
When his thumb and hips sped up, a moan slipped out. He was doing it! Holding her breath, she told herself he should stop, but now she wasn’t sure she wanted that. Then he pulled his thumb away and she gasped. He’d been doing it just right. Did she or didn’t she want him to stop? It didn’t matter as his hips picked up speed and his little cock slid in and out of her wet pussy. Like he never even stopped. So good. She was shocked again, this time at the fact that his touch had taken her close and now fucking was going to make her cum. 
Kyle wasn’t as shocked as his babysitter, but he was pleasantly surprised just that he had her attention. If she enjoyed it then that was even better. She was no longer a limp victim. Her hips became active participants. It felt so good that he couldn’t wait any longer. He pounded into her pussy as an orgasm seized him. Under him, she tensed and came with him. Holy shit. I did it! Fucked a 15-year-old! 
“Wow, she’s a little fuck bunny, isn’t she?” said Windy. “And you are a stud. Freaking nailed her and she’s gonna want more of that.”
With a big smile on his face, Kyle lay forward across his slave. Her tits pressed against his chest as he undid the strap of the ball gag and pulled it free. “Get the fuck out of here, Kyle,” she said as soon as her mouth was free. The master had been about to cuddle his slave and kiss her, rewarding her for being good, but she shocked him back to reality. 
“Didn’t you like it?” he asked in surprise. 
“No, you shouldn’t have,” snapped Leah. 
“Slave. Slave. You said she’d be your slave,” Windy reminded her boyfriend. “Don’t ask her. Don’t let her talk to you like that.”
Oh yeah. I forgot… she was so… cooperative. And bound. And gagged. Kyle’s eyes narrowed. “You don’t understand, honey,” he said. “I did it. And I’ll do it again. Doesn’t matter if I should or shouldn’t. I’m your master and you’re my slave. Sex slave. And I’ll…”
“Shut up, Kyle! That’s disgusting!” countered Leah. 
Kyle looked at Windy. “Did I bring a paddle?”
Windy shrugged, wondering if it was her job to remember something like that. He hadn’t said to and she hadn’t brought one. “Just a sec.” She vanished. 
“Paddle!” yelled Leah. “Get off, get out, and get these off me. You little pervert.”
“You came,” said Kyle. “I didn’t have to let you do that.”
“Let me?” She looked at the ball gag back in Kyle’s hands. “Don’t you dare.” The gag popped into her mouth and she tried to spit it out as Kyle fastened the strap behind her head again. 
“Magic,” said Kyle. “I can do magic. I’ll do what I want and you’ll… do it. If you’re good I’ll let you cum more.” He had remembered one thing and now he fished the slim digital camera out of his pants pocket. Despite her protests, he took several pictures of her. Then she gaped at the door as the wooden spoon from the kitchen floated in. 
“Magic,” said Kyle one more time as he rolled her onto her stomach. He started swatted her available ass with the spoon. “You have to say you’re sorry about calling me a pervert. From now on, you’ll call me master.” He kept it up, during her bottom red as she kept demanding that he stop it. 
Crying and squirming, Leah finally broke down after more than 30 swats. “Mass-her! Hair, you hap ee?” He kept swatting. “Lees, no mow, mass-her. I sawee. You’re nah a herver.” 
“What am I?” he asked, taking out the gag. 
“Master,” she sobbed
“What are you?”
She rolled to her side and looked at him. “Your slave?”
He smacked her again. “Don’t forget to call me master. What are you?”
“Your slave, master.” She flopped over on her back, protecting her bottom. “You can’t be serious.” Her eyes got big. “No, no, no, no, you just can’t make…” She was on her stomach again and getting swatted on her already sore bottom, “… can’t make me be a slave.” He apparently didn’t understand her point. Finally she had to admit to herself that he did understand. It was her that was missing his point. “OK, OK, master! Master! I’m your slave.”
“That’s right,” said Kyle, rolling her to her back again. He squatted down over her face. “Suck it.” 
“Fuck,” said Leah in resignation. She opened her mouth for what she thought would be a quick suck on his limp cock. Then it hardened in her mouth and he started thrusting. Not in my mouth. Oh shit, oh dear. She turned her head to the side. “Do my pussy again, OK?”
“My slave needs to be taught a lesson,” said Kyle. “Open up.” He dangled the wooden spoon in front of her face. Opening her mouth, she learned what it meant to be a slave. He came in her mouth, made her swallow it, and then told her to thank him. 
Finished with his slave, Kyle dressed. Standing over the 15-year-old, he explained how silly it would be for her to mention this to anyone. “Don’t hide from me,” he said. “I’ll find you and we’ll do this in front of your friends if you’re with them or wherever you are.” For emphasis he held out his hand and the two pairs of handcuffs came off her and landed in his hand. “Don’t move,” he told her as she reached for her panties. “You can dress when I tell you to dress. What are you doing this afternoon?”
“Going over to Janet’s house, master.”
“Cancel it. Be here when I come back at 1:00.”
“Yes, master.”
“You may get dressed now,” he said and then he vanished. 
She sat there in silence, not bothering to get dressed. What am I going to do? Five minutes later she was still sitting there searching for answers. Then Kyle reappeared. “If you take much longer, I’m gonna get hard and want to fuck you again.” He wanted to watch her get dressed and got tired of waiting. She scrambled to her feet and got dressed as he vanished again. 
“Woohoo,” whooped Windy as the two of them ran home. “That was fun. She’s feisty, but I think she’s getting the idea.”
“Yeah, she got better,” agreed Kyle. “Took a little work. A lot of spanking.” He was happy that Windy had enjoyed it. As they went in his house, he said, “I thought she had a big bottom though, not as nice as yours, beautiful.”
Windy smiled. If he didn’t like the bottom of a slender 15-year-old, then she had something he’d always want. “You’re sweet.”
“Horny, too,” he said. “Wanna do it?” He knew she did. He “owed” her one a day. 
Afterwards, she asked him what he planned for his slave for the afternoon. “I thought we weren’t playing with her after lunch.”
“We’re going to the store to buy a tree and plant it,” he said. 
“Ah, little one,” she said. “You’re a keeper.” She giggled. “Girls’ shower after that?”
“You bet!”
Cindy handed out a folded slip of paper to each of her slaves. “You’ll open them one by one,” she instructed. “They’re numbered. We need to do them in order. Each one is a contest. Winner does nothing. Losers all have a penalty to pay. If you open the contest, then you don’t have to play, only the other four have to. But…” she paused for effect, “… if you want to you can play and if you win, then you can undo one of your penalties.” The way she’d distributed the slips of paper, there were two girls who should play in “their” contest. The other three would be risky. 
“Now, who’s got number one?” She knew who it was since it was planned. She just didn’t want it to look planned. 
“Me, Mistress,” said Melanie. Opening her contest, she read, “Who has the smallest nipples?” She blinked in surprise. “Me.”
“Then you should play,” said Cindy. “Smallest will be decided by measuring them across.” She measured and Melanie’s tiny little nipples were the hands down winner. The little mistress didn’t say a word about how nonchalant her slaves were about her hands all over their tits. They knew they were just property… property that was exciting to handle.  
“Now for the penalty.” Cindy loved the anxious looks on their faces. She could name anything and they’d do it. But it still bothered them that they would. She set out four 3-foot spreader bars and let the slaves cuff their ankles in place themselves. “Nice and wide,” she said, admiring four spread pussies. “And pretty hard to run away now.” She left them to wonder if being nice and wide and unable to run was going to be bad. 
“Mistress, I get a free penalty, right?” said Melanie, just to be sure. 
“That’s how it works,” said Cindy. 
“I got number two, Mistress” said Bimbo. Not that she liked volunteering anything around Cindy, but she didn’t have to play. “Who has the biggest nipples?” She looked around at the competition. “I’m playing.” 
It was close between Bimbo and Dork, but Bimbo’s confidence was well founded. “So, can I take off the spreader bar, Mistress?” asked Bimbo, claiming her free penalty. 
“If you want,” said Cindy. “But I thought I’d let you wait until we’re done. You might want to undo something else… something worse.”
“Yeah, OK, Mistress.” Bimbo left the bar in place. She had little doubt that the penalties would get worse as the game progressed. 
For this penalty, Cindy got out eight clear plastic tubes. The tubes were 3 inches long and half an inch in diameter with one end open and one end closed. “This is the most fitting penalty,” she said as she put the open end of a tube over May’s nipple. She pumped the air out of the tube, sucking May’s nipple an inch into the tube. As she closed the valve so the air stayed out and the nipple stayed in, she said, “Maybe it’ll make your nipples bigger.” Each of the losers had both nipples sucked painfully into the little tubes. Melanie already wanted her nipples free, but she decided she had to wait until she saw the other penalties before she claimed her free one. It freaking hurt.
“Number three,” said May. “Fastest butt plug?” She didn’t understand the contest. 
Cindy held out five butt plugs. “The winner is the one who gets it in the fastest. You playing, May?”
“No, mistress,” said the younger twin. It didn’t sound like a guaranteed win and the promise of a free penalty wasn’t worth it to her. “I’ll just watch.”
Passing out the plugs, Cindy said, “Melanie gets a little bit smaller one. She’s got a littler bottom.” The difference was barely noticeable to the contestants. Melanie thought hers was too big anyway. “On your hands and knees. Set the plug in front of you. Hands off. Ready. Set. Go!”
Melanie snatched her plug up, licked it all over, put it to her bottom, relaxed, and pushed. The other three contestants were struggling to shove a dry plastic plug in their bottom and Melanie was done in three seconds. Thinking the contest was over, the three losers stopped. “Get to it,” said Cindy. “Put them in. Your penalty is once it gets in, it stays in. Melanie, you may take yours out. If you want.” She grinned at the 9-year-old who seemed so eager to get it in place. 
“Thank you, Mistress.” Melanie pulled it free. If I want… of course I want it out. What does she think I am? “Do I get another free penalty?”
“Nope, that only goes if May played and won. Not for anybody else.”
The three losers worked their plugs in, taking over a minute each. The little mistress felt herself getting wet at the sight of the three ravaging their own assholes for her. There was even a look of pride on April’s and Dork’s face as they got theirs in. April and Dork had plugs in their asses, spreader bars, and vacuum tubes on their nipples without a complaint.  
April waved her slip of paper. “Number four… deepest throat. Oh, ack. Not me.” 
Cindy laughed and clapped her hands with amusement at April’s perspective of the contest. It only made it seem worse to the four who were handed 8-inch dildos and a tube of red lipstick. “You got it,” she said to the four contestants. “Put on the lipstick. The one who gets the lipstick the farthest down the cock wins.”
Once they’d applied the lipstick, Cindy told them they had one minute to do the best they could. May, Dork, Bimbo, and Melanie knelt on the floor, pushing their dildo into their mouth as deep as they could and marking it with lipstick. If they’d all done it at once, Cindy might have been able to judge just by watching, but with cocks bobbing in and out, she had no idea. Melanie struggled to get the big cock farther and farther. She only had one penalty so far and a free penalty to undo that one. Again and again she tried, gagging and rejecting the cock at the entrance to her throat. 
At the end of the minute, Cindy collected the cocks and held them up to each other for comparison. “May, such a good cocksucker,” she said, announcing the winner. With three bit gags in hand, Cindy said, “Personally I think this is the worst penalty.” The three losers accepted the bit gag between their teeth with a strap around their head, thinking it wasn’t so bad. Then Cindy told them to stick their tongue out under the bit. With a double ended clamp, she clamped the end of their tongue and then clamped the other end inside their nose. Three little pink tongues stretched from under the gag, over the bit, and nearly touched their nose. 
“Yeah, that sucks,” observed April. 
“Guess I’ll have to read the last one,” said Cindy, taking the note from Dork. “Who can cum the fastest? You playing Dork?” The poor 11-year-old had lost every contest so far. She desperately wanted a free penalty. With a nod she took the challenge. 
 “This is a simple one,” said Cindy. “Everybody on your knees. Using your fingers, let’s see who can cum first. When we have a winner, everybody else has to stop. The penalty is you don’t get to cum. Only the winner.”
Stripping off her clothes, Cindy knelt in front of them all. “Watching my slaves suck dildos and shove plugs up their asses… tongues sticking out… nipples hurting… I’m playing this one.” She rubbed her fingers through her soaking pussy, showed them to her slaves, and licked her fingers clean. “Ready. Set. Go.” Her hand was a blur in her pussy and she came in 10 seconds. “Oh, fuck, you guys… so fuh-fucking hot…” She kept playing with herself with the others just stopped and watching her as she came for 15 seconds. “Gah…dammm… love my… love my… little slaves… so hot.” When she finally stopped, she drank in the vision of obedient slaves displaying their penalties. Then she gave each of the slaves a taste of her sopping pussy. 
“Bimbo, which penalty do you want undone?”
The 12-year-old had a spreader bar, plug in her butt, and tongue nearly touching her nose. She held up 5 fingers. “Number five? You want number five undone?”
Bimbo nodded.
Cindy hadn’t considered that penalty when she decided on free penalties. “You wanna cum?” Again the slave nodded. “How about you, Melanie?”
The 9-year-old slave wanted her tongue undone. However, cumming sounded good, too, now that Bimbo had chosen it. It took her 10 seconds to make up her mind and then she pointed at her tongue. She’d already cum twice for the boys. When Cindy undid Melanie’s tongue, the youngest slave only had her nipples stretched and felt quite proud of herself with the least number of penalties.
As Cindy put on a strap on cock, Bimbo realized Cindy got to choose how she came. It didn’t matter. She was going to get to cum. Her legs were already spread as she lay down on her back for her fucking. Cindy drove her slut to a wonderful orgasm, a reward for having the biggest nipples and being clever enough to outsmart Cindy. 
With the game was over and penalties being served, Cindy dressed and mused aloud, “What to do now?” There was half an hour left before she planned to undo the penalties and let them have lunch. “Get down on your hands and knees,” she said. “Facing away from the door.” Four pussies stared back at her between wide spread thighs. 
“Stay like that,” she said. “Melanie, come with me.” She grabbed Melanie’s clothes and, once they were downstairs, tossed them to her. As she freed Melanie’s nipples, she said, “Get dressed. Have lunch. Back here tomorrow at 8:00” Melanie had a game in the early afternoon, so she was just letting her lucky slave off for the rest of the day. 
Strolling out into the back yard, Cindy peeked over the wall where the four boys were still playing. With four spread pussies waiting in her room she called out to the boys, “Hey, guys, wanna have some more fun?”
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 38
(ggg, d/s, bdsm, inc, humil)
After a busy morning with all her slaves, Cindy sent the freshly fucked Dork and Bimbo home for the day. She’d played her slaves against each other and now it was time to give her two special slaves some attention. The three of them ate lunch at the same time, two pretty bottoms sticking up in the air as the twins ate from their bowls. The little mistress thought about how she was making such a big deal about Melanie’s bottom and she had a matching pair that was every bit as nice as her classmate’s. She had the two most beautiful girls in the world serving her and loving it. Bimbo and Dork made excellent whipping girls and toys. Melanie was fun because she was so torn between obedience and defiance.  It was only April and May who were special. 
When lunch was over, she gave the twins 10 minutes to get ready for the afternoon. The two scampered outside to pee and then went up to their bathroom to wash and get their kitty and doggy outfits on. 
Cindy was used to David being visible and audible to her while unnoticed by the twins, but she’d never had him yell to her before. “Mistress! Come up here!” he bellowed from upstairs. Startled and worried, Cindy ran upstairs quickly. A tentacle hovered in the twins’ doorway, beckoning her in. She touched it and then it curled around her waist, making her invisible as she walked silently into the bathroom. Her concern faded as David said, “They’re talking about you.” Oh, we’re eavesdropping. Fun. 
“You know I do,” said April, sounding a little annoyed. 
“She loves being a slave,” said David to Cindy’s surprise. She moved to the corner so she’d be out of the way, but still near the door. David had listened in to the twins before and reported back, but she didn’t usually get it firsthand. Even though she was their mistress and could do as she pleased, it still gave her a sense of getting away with something. 
“What then?” asked May. 
“I don’t like sharing” said April. “Why does she have to keep bringing Karen and Sally over? And Melanie.” 
Hmmm, she really hates Melanie, observed Cindy from April’s tone. Jealous is she? She didn’t expect to hear this from April. The older twin was usually the more reluctant of the two when it came to expressing her desire to be a slave. Wouldn’t she want other slaves to take attention from her?
“I don’t get Melanie,” agreed May.
“Jesus, May, Jack-Jack is gonna explode when she finds out. Jack-Jack Jack-Jack Jack-Jack attack attack attack! All over Cindy!”
“Yeah, I think so, too. God, it’s like she waited until Jack-Jack was gone to start on Melanie.” It looked to her like Cindy was cheating on Jack-Jack.  
“Melanie’s a replacement,” nodded April. 
No, she’s not. No way. Melanie’s a slave. Jack-Jack’s not. She did have to agree that the timing sucked. Jack-Jack was on vacation and had no idea Melanie was a daily visitor now. She just never thought Jack-Jack would mind. 
“Behind her back. Jeez, April, the two of them are like a couple, you know. Swapping rings, going steady, in love kind of couple. It’ll kill Jack-Jack.” Hearing that, Cindy’s face warmed. So much for trying to keep that a secret. Oddly, it sounded like May approved of them as an in love kind of couple and wanted them to stay together. It hadn’t been that long ago that they’d called them dykes with a definite derogatory intent. 
“And mistress, too. I mean, if Jack-Jack hates her when she finds out…”
Cindy didn’t know what to make of the conversation. Had she really done something wrong? Why would Jack-Jack think Melanie was a replacement? Was Melanie a slave version of her hubby? Did the twins really care? About her? About Jack-Jack? Why? And what should she do about it? 
“You wanna tell her?”
“You mean me? You should. You do it better.” Not only did May do it better, but May was more into obviously pleasing their mistress. 
“Yeah, OK. Maybe tonight. What about Karen and Sally? You really want to make a big deal about it?”
“No,” said April. “I mean, what would she do if we complained? Lock us in the drawer and play with them just to teach us a lesson? Just that… I’d do anything for her. Aren’t we enough?”
“They’re whipping girls,” offered May. 
“I don’t want a whipping girl,” said April. “I wanna be a slave, not a pampered… I don’t know what. A princess slave? I can’t believe I’m saying this,” her voice got lower. “I wanna be bad and get punished. If it’s somebody else getting it, I don’t wanna be bad.”
“She wants obedient slaves,” argued May.
“You do that. I do it most of the time. Sometimes I want to…” said April. “God, I’m weird, aren’t I? 
“You just wanna be spanked.”
“No! Spanking is not punishment. You know that. For me anyway. I want… her to remind me. Once in a while.” Her voice was a whisper as she said, “I want to feel… her control. Make me know why I love her.”
“OK, I vote for weird. You wanna make her mad and get it?” said May, shaking her head. “I suppose you’re right about the whipping girl stuff. That’s a little overboard, but I’m not gonna be bad on purpose. So, you tell her about Karen and Sally. Get yourself locked in the drawer while she plays with us. You’d like that?”
The timer in the bathroom chimed and the two jumped. Time to go back to their mistress. Cindy scrambled out ahead of them as the two checked themselves in the mirror one more time and popped the ball gag of their masks into their mouths. She skidded to a halt in the bedroom doorway as April said, “I didn’t like watching her do Melanie’s bottom or Sally today as a reward. I don’t like seeing her hands on them.”
As she ran downstairs, Cindy swore she heard May say, “Yeah, wished it was me cumming for Mark and his friends.” She figured she heard it right. That would be so May to want to be on display for the boys. They are jealous. Cool. She sat in the couch wondering how to deal with the new information. The right thing to do was to pretend she hadn’t heard a word of it. The other thing she decided was to listen to the twins more often when they thought they were alone. That had been fun and interesting. 
As Kitty and Doggy knelt in front of her, she said, “I thought we’d go for a walk. Go get your leashes.”
“Yes, mistress,” the twins said, scampering to their mistress’ room and returning with their leashes. They stretched their necks, offering the clip on their collar to their little sister. She had them take off the masks to show their faces. They followed eagerly as Cindy led them out the front door. A walk outside meant invisible most of the time, but fully exposed at all the wrong times. Even walking by someone when they were invisible was thrilling. 
Leading them toward the pool, Cindy asked, “Do my slaves understand that when they are invisible, they’re still there? I mean, somebody can touch an invisible slave.” 
“Yes, mistress.” That gave them a hint of what Cindy had planned for them today. People touching them without seeing them. It gave May shivers of excitement while April wondered just how freaky that would be to whomever was doing the touching. 
“And do my slaves understand that my magic has limits?” The twins didn’t answer, but looked confused. “If you get more than about 20 feet apart I can’t make you both invisible. When I’m invisible, if you get more than 20 feet from me you’ll be visible.” It was more like 30 feet, but she didn’t want to give them too much free rein. Beyond 30 feet David also couldn’t pull them back if something happened. 
“Yes, mistress,” nodded her pets. They hadn’t known that, but that explained a few things. 
Nearly to the pool, she led them off the sidewalk onto a patch of grass. “Get down on your hands and knees,” she ordered. Her obedient slaves got down, nervously watching a group of two girls and two boys ranging from 10 to 15 who were returning from the pool.  “So, what I mean is that if they see you and then come over, we’re going invisible and we have to move or they’ll find us.”
If they see us? May was pretty sure they were about to be seen. Sure enough, three of the heads turned at the same time and the fourth a second later. The four kids stared at the naked, leashed twins, taking in the costumes and the mistress standing between them. 
“What the hell?” said the oldest of the group. As he stopped, the others stopped. 
With a tug on the leashes, Cindy led her pets away from the group, tails and pussies prominently displayed. 
“Creepy, let’s go,” said the older of the two girls. “Hey, what are you doing?”
Cindy looked back, thinking the question was to her. Seeing the boy was walking toward them, she figured the question was meant for him. “Get up and move,” she said to the twins as they went invisible. She tugged them away from their last position. 
The boy stopped and looked around. Turning back to the group, he said, “You saw that, right?” 
“Yeah, we saw it,” said the girl as the rest of the group stepped off the sidewalk toward him. “And now we don’t. Let’s get out of here.”
The boy dismissed her with a wave. “Marco…”
After a slight hesitation, May grinned and chimed, “…Polo.” 
“Are you kidding me?” hissed April. 
“May!” said Cindy, but when May dared her with a look, the mistress just shrugged. Sure, go ahead if you want. The threesome, linked by the leashes in Cindy’s hand dodged to the side. 
“Marco…” called out the boy, looking around blindly. 
“… Polo,” and May scampered out of the way again. 
“Here, take it.” Cindy handed the end of the leash to May to give her more freedom. She backed herself and April away from the daring kitty girl. She still made sure she stayed close enough to keep May invisible. 
“What if he catches her?” asked April. The boy’s head turned toward her. “I didn’t say polo,” she snapped and ran to the side. 
“Marco…” He hadn’t even expected a response to his first call, but now he was getting into the game. There were three girls somewhere around him, though he knew only one was playing. Waving at the other three to come join him, he waited for the answering call. 
“… Polo.” May led the boy away from her sisters. 
By now the other three kids had joined in the challenge, though May only responded to the boy when he called out. Within a minute she was surrounded. Getting down on her hands and knees, she tried to crawl through the shrinking circle, but the younger girl bumped into her. “Got her,” said the girl, reaching blindly and grabbing May around the upper body, a hand resting on May’s tit. “Ewwww,” she promptly squealed and let go. 
Free again, May tried to crawl away, but the oldest boy felt around and grabbed her ankle. “I got her,” he said, pulling the squirming girl toward him. He reached out, his hand resting on her thigh, sliding past her pussy, and coming to rest on her stomach as he tried to decide what to do now that he had a naked girl in his grasp. She stopped squirming, offering herself and daring him at the same time. 
“Jason, don’t,” said the girl as she backed away from the sight of her brother feeling around where nothing should be. “This is all fucked up.”
Jason found May’s tit for a quick feel and then he let go. He watched as the grass moved, showing where the invisible girl was going. “It’s wild,” he said to his sister. He looked back at the others. “There was a girl there.” 
“Yeah, I got that,” said his sister. “There was, but why the hell couldn’t we see her?”
Cindy appeared a few feet away. “It’s magic.” 
The invisible May put her hand on Jason’s crotch, copping her own feel of the boy’s aroused cock. “What the hell?” he jumped and backed away. “OK, that’s enough.” Looking at his sister, his face got a look of shock and he said, “Um… umm… move, Paula!” The top strings of her bikini top were pulling away and the bow knot was getting smaller. 
“What?” she shrieked, not knowing what he was looking at. Then she felt the knot come undone. Clasping her top, she ran toward the sidewalk. 
“We could, you know… all four of them, mistress” grinned April as Paula ran away and then stopped like she was stuck in glue. She’d almost gotten the girl’s top off. 
Cindy vanished as the four ran back in the direction they came. She gaped in surprise at April’s suggestion. This was about embarrassing her slaves, not complete strangers. But it was also such a wicked idea. The four kids were stuck, each with a tentacle around their waist and now invisible as well as David waited for Cindy’s judgment. “Is that what you want, Doggy?” asked Cindy. 
“Yes, mistress,” said the excited girl. “Please.”
“All right, then,” said Cindy. “All of them are invisible from the rest of the world. We’re invisible from them and the rest of the world. You want to do it? Do it.” 
“Do what?” yelled Paula. “Do what!?” She struggled against the unseen force holding her, very afraid that she knew exactly what was going to happen. The four were moved and turned against their will to form a semi-circle, all facing toward the center. 
“Her first,” said April. She and May converged on the squirming 13-year-old. Paula’s free arm stopped flailing and her occupied arm was pulled away from her top as David stretched his resources thin to keep them all invisible and Paula under control. Cindy was the only one that could see David now with a tentacle around each twin, one around Jason and Paula, one around the other two, and one around Paula’s wrists. He had Cindy’s hand in his hand, pulling her closer to the group so he could reach them all.  
April undid the hook of Paula’s top and tossed it aside. “That’s what we’re gonna do,” she said to Paula as May pulled the topless teen’s bikini bottoms to the ground and then off and away. 
“Fuck, no!” squealed Paula, aghast at being naked in front of her older and younger brother and her cousin. Her arms came free and she covered herself, a hand on one small breast, her forearm covering the other, and her other hand covering her pussy. It wasn’t enough covering to suit her and she struggled fruitlessly to get to her discarded suit. 
“Who’s next,” called out May. 
“Hey, come on,” said Jason. “We were just playing. You were…” He stopped as his hands pulled up and away. 
“Let’s see what he’s got,” said April, tugging down his swimsuit all the way to his ankles and then yanking if off his feet. His hard cock bounced free, almost pressed against his belly with arousal. Now there was a pile of Paula’s and Jason’s clothes in the midst of the group and the other two fought a little harder. With his hands free again, he covered his rapidly shrinking cock with both hands. 
“Paula and Jason. Naked,” said April. “What are your names?” she asked from right in front of the 10-year-old boy. 
“Umm… ummm… George… and… and… Em-Emily,” stuttered the flustered boy. “Don’t. Just… I didn’t even want to play.”
“Liar,” said April. “So these your friends, George?’
“B-brother and… and… sister… and… and… Em-Emily’s… our cousin.” He looked right at the voice, awed at the impossible. 
“Who’s next, George? You or Em-Emily?”
April was surprised when the boy did the gentlemanly thing. “M-me… just me… don’t do Em-Emily.”
With George’s hands pinned, April rubbed his crotch. “George, I think you want to see Em-Emily naked.” She untied his drawstring and opened his suit to peek in. “See that? Let’s show everybody what George thinks.” She revealed his little stiffy and tossed his suit to the center of the semi-circle with the rest of the suits. Like the others he covered himself as soon as he was able while his cute cock stayed hard. 
Moving to the last of the foursome, April stood in front of her with May behind the hapless cousin. “Em-Emily,” she said, mocking George’s stutter, “do it yourself. If you do it, I’ll let you keep it. Then you’ll be the first dressed when we leave.”
The 14-year-old Emily took a couple of deep breaths as she worked up the nerve. Then she unhooked her top and lifted it over her head. “Keeping going,” said the voice in front of her as she felt her nipples being pinched. ‘’


“Stop that,” Emily whined as she pulled down her own bottoms. She stood with her hands at her sides, May’s hands lightly holding them in place. “Hey, you said I could keep them,” she protested as April tugged on the pieces of her suit.
“Yes, but not in your hand,” said April. “Open your mouth.” She stuffed the bikini bottoms in the teen’s mouth, but the top wouldn’t fit in the crowded orifice. Tying the strings of the bikini in a tight knot, she handed it back to Emily. “There you go.” Emily had her suit, but she doubted she’d be the first one dressed. 
Cindy watched the whole game play out in amazement. April, who wanted Dork and Bimbo out of their lives, was having a grand time playing with four newbies. She was enjoying playing the dominant role. The mistress wondered what April would have done if she’d stripped the four kids instead of letting April. What if I fondled Emily’s tits? What is going on in April’s jealous little head? The April who wants to be bad and punished sometimes. Is this her idea of being bad? She decided she was reading too much into it. April was just playing. 
The 9-year-old was snapped out of her reverie as April walked back to her and handed her the end of her leash. When May did the same, Cindy said, “Let’s go.” David’s tentacles withdrew and the four now visible kids scrambled for their clothes. “You two are so gonna get it when we get home,” said Cindy.
“Mistress? You said we could,” protested April. 
Tugging her two pets along behind her, Cindy went straight home. Her two slaves had totally changed the plans for the afternoon. She walked fast, occasionally giving them a stern look or tugging on their leash just for effect. She stormed into the house and unfastened their leashes. “Get up to my room,” she snapped. As their bare bottoms ran upstairs, she took her clothes off and followed, dropping her clothes in the hallway just outside her door. 
“Holy fuck, you two,” she said as she entered the room. Grinning, she said, “Sweetie, spread that hot pussy of yours.” She literally dove into April’s naughty pussy. After a few seconds, she looked up with her face smeared with juices. “May, lick me. April, do May.” She could hardly contain herself. After 20 seconds of lapping at April’s pussy, she stopped again. “Marco fucking Polo, May!” Her little body shivered with delight at the memory. Another 10 seconds, she looked up again. “Em-Emily… did it herself!” While her own orgasm built, she busied her tongue in April’s sopping pussy and pictured the 14-year-old stripping her own bikini off. Stopping one more time, she said, “I did not say either of you could cum.” Then she returned to driving her whining slave crazy on the edge of what was about to be a spectacular orgasm. 
April squirmed in frustration as her mistress did everything she could to make her cum. I was almost there. I thought she was happy. For God’s sake. I gotta cum so bad. April’s clit ached with need as Cindy came in a long, loud orgasm and then returned her attention to her slave’s throbbing clit. The older twin was doing just as good a job in May’s pussy, knowing just how May felt. So bad. So bad. God, I love it. April craved the feeling of belonging to Cindy. She wanted to feel her mistress’ power. This was exquisite punishment. 
“God damn, I got another one coming,” said Cindy. “Two for me and none for you.” Sure enough, her little body tensed again, pouring girl cum into May’s talented mouth. She could tell from May’s noises that April was doing just as good of a job teasing her twin. “I’m going for three,” she said as she returned to making April squirm with unsated desire. 
The horny triangle ate each other for another minute and then Cindy announced, “Holy cow, number three on the way for me. NOW CUM FOR ME!”  She bit down on April’s swollen clit, pulling it out and shaking it the way she’d seen May do. Practically chewing on her slave’s most tender spot, she felt April’s thighs tighten around her head and pull her face in. Her own slender body shuddered for the third time and May’s distracted tongue told her the three of them were cumming together. 
Sated Cindy climbed onto her bed and patted it, “Up, my pets.” Her pets, stunned at their incredible orgasms, came up eagerly. With one cuddling on either side of her, she was pretty happy about the change in plans. There was just one thing that needed to be dealt with and she waited a few minutes for that. 
When she and her slaves were relaxed, Cindy slipped an arm under each of them and pressed against their backs so they turned expectantly to their sides as she held them. “Now there’s the matter of two presumptuous pets.” She had to say the big word slowly and carefully to get it right. “Do either of you know why I’m really about to teach you a lesson?” She looked at Kitty first since she was the first to step out of line.
After what had just happened, Kitty was caught by surprise at the question. She thought quickly back through the events. “Mistress, is it because I said Polo?”
“Yes, Kitty,” said Cindy. “That was not in the plan and very presumptuous. You did not have permission to turn our outing into a game. You need to understand that while we all had fun, it was not your choice to make.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Kitty. “I was just…”
“… being playful,” said Cindy. “I know. My kitty is allowed to be playful, just not allowed to interrupt plans.” She turned to look at Doggy. “And you?”
“Because I asked to take their clothes off?” ventured Doggy. “But I asked and you said OK.”
“Yes, I know, sweetie,” said her mistress. “We were playing and that sounded like fun, but remember I didn’t say you were naughty. I said you were presumptuous,” she again accentuated the word by saying it slowly, each syllable coming out clear. “You enjoyed stripping them. That was fine. It was fun. But you also enjoyed teasing them… taunting them. My pet needs to be reminded of her position.”
Doggy looked confused. “I should have just taken their clothes off? Without… Mistress, you liked that. Even the Em-Emily part.” She referred to teasing George and Emily about George’s stuttering. 
“Doggy! I didn’t say you were naughty. I loved it. You had a big reward, didn’t you? I licked your pussy for you. I, me, your mistress, made you cum. I just want to make sure you don’t let it go to your head. Do you get it?” she asked in exasperation. 
“Yes, Mistress,” said Doggy. She looked down submissively, tingling with desire. Oh how she loved belonging to her mistress. Make me remember my place, kneeling at your feet. 
“Good, I want both of you kneeling and facing the camera. We’re going live.” She turned on the webcam and opened her website. It was a few minutes early for the scheduled broadcast advertised as the twins making each other cum. “Sorry, guy and girls, change in plans. I’ve got two presumptuous slaves,” she told the audience. “You like their costumes? Today we’re calling them Kitty and Doggy.” Ropes snaked around to tie them in her favorite fashion, wrists and elbows together behind their backs, knees and ankles tied, and mouth wide open with a ring gag. After her magic laid them on their backs, she picked up the camera and ran it over their bodies, showing off their ears and lifting their legs to display their tails. Then she set the camera back and got down to business.
Fishing between Doggy’s legs, she found her clit ring. “I had her clit pierced,” she said, making a point of showing off the ring. Then she attached a short elastic cord to it with a clip on the other end as well. “My slaves need to be reminded of their place. They got a little cocky today.” She found May’s ring and attached an elastic cord to it. “And they have a ring in their tongue,” she said. Then to May, she said, “Tongue.”
May’s pink tongue poked out of the ring and Cindy clipped the end of the elastic to her tongue. In the process, May sat up, her head bent forward, and her knees came up to help arch her back. She stared in amazement at her pussy just 8-inches from her face. Christ Almighty, it hurts. Her clit was stretched out between her pussy lips and she could look down past the nose and see the tip of her tongue as well. “Uhhhnnn,” she whined in pain. It hurts and everybody knows it. 
It wasn’t just May that was amazed at the sight of her bent at the waist and straining to lessen the pull on her clit and tongue. April gawked at the sight and then looked at the camera and then at Cindy. Much as she wanted to be put in her place, it wasn’t like she was going to enjoy this part. Without being asked she extended her tongue for Cindy to clip and did a sit up, planting her head against her sleek thighs.  
Taking the camera in hand again, Cindy got close to May. “I know you can’t tell them apart. Kitty is Summer. Remember? She’s the one who gets all excited by having an audience. Don’t you, Kitty? Freaking rolled up in a ball, naked with your tongue and clit trying to touch. Mmm, don’t you wish you could lick it? Being taught a lesson by your little sister while the whole world watches. God, that’s gotta suck. Like being my trophy only this time you were out of line and I’m showing everybody just what I can do to my slaves.” She got close to the cord between Kitty’s tender parts. “Hope this isn’t too blurry, guys.” The camera wobbled as she ran a finger through Kitty’s slit. “You guys see the juice?” She wiped her finger on Kitty’s extended tongue. “Get a taste of pussy, Kitty.”
Pulling back, she moved to Doggy. “I don’t know what to expect here, guys. Doggy loves pain and this has gotta hurt. It’s just a little different than a spanking that gets her all wound up.” Reaching in to touch the elastic cord, she took it between her thumb and forefinger and pulled it toward her. “Yeah, let’s really get that tongue out, Doggy.” As Doggy whined in pain and desperation, Cindy let go and added, “If you couldn’t tell how much it hurt, that’s my pain slut whining because it hurts so bad. Here’s the real test.” She ran her finger through Doggy’s identical slit and came up just as wet as Kitty’s. As before, she cleaned her finger on the offered tongue. 
The mistress stood up and set the camera back on the tripod to steady it as she panned back and forth. “Kitty, do you remember why you’re being taught a lesson?” 
“Uh huh,” whined Kitty. She made a few other sounds, but nothing intelligible came out. 
“Yeah, I’ll bet you do. Don’t ever force my plans to change by action or inaction. Ask and we may have all the fun you want. Don’t ask and I’ll make the cord shorter next time. Now say you’re sorry.”
“Aah eeee,” whined Kitty. 
“How about you, Doggy? You remember why you’re licking your pussy?” 
“Uh huh,” grunted Doggy with the slightest nod of her head. “Aahhhh,” she wailed as the motion tugged on her clit. 
“Damn it, Doggy, it doesn’t hurt enough already? You little slut.” She pushed Doggy’s head a little closer to her clit. 
“Aaahh eeeee, aaahhh eeee,” moaned Doggy. The pain was exquisite, but she didn’t want to be on display and she didn’t want her mistress angry at her. She was contritely back in her place and wanted this over with. 
“Doggy was actually very good today and got a special reward. Now she’s being reminded that even very good and specially rewarded slaves are slaves.” She let go of Doggy’s head. “Tell them what your special reward was.” After Doggy made a few grunts, Cindy said, “Yeah, yeah. Nice try. I didn’t want them to really know anyway.”
The twins may have thought it was longer, but Cindy stuck to the rule that she couldn’t stretch their tongue more than 10 minutes. Releasing Kitty and then Doggy, she let them lie back. “You wanna show them what a pain slut you are, Doggy? How quick could I make you cum for them?’
“Uh uh,” grunted Doggy. She was so very close to an orgasm. Just a little more focused touching and she’d explode. She just didn’t want to do it for an audience.  It wasn’t the orgasm so much that she didn’t want to do. It would hurt not to cum, in fact. It was the demonstration that the pain had gotten her so close. She tensed as her mistress reached for her clit anyway. 
Cindy’s fingers stopped just short of Doggy’s clit. “I agree,” she said. “No orgasm for you on or off camera. No reward for my slave.” Pulling down her shorts and panties, she gave the audience a view of her cute little tush as she lowered herself to Doggy’s mouth. “I’m gonna have one, though. Use that tired tongue of yours, Doggy.”
When she came a couple of minutes later, Cindy had David cut the connection. She took out the gags and wiped down their spit soaked chests. Kneeling between them, she asked, “Who’s my slaves?”
“We are, mistress,” said the twins. 
“Do my slaves really, truly understand that I loved what you did today and want you to do it again. Not exactly the same thing, but playful things. Kitty, you don’t have to ask. Doggy, you can ask to use my magic and be bossy and have a fun time doing it.”
“No, mistress,” said Kitty.
“Yes, mistress,” said Doggy. 
“I don’t,” insisted Kitty. 
“I’ll explain it to you later, May,” said her twin. 
“Well, you should explain it now so I know you’re right,” said Cindy. 
“Yes, mistress,” nodded Doggy. “We were rewarded, May. But we weren’t punished. We were just reminded that we’re slaves. We did good, May. I don’t know about you, but I thought the reward was super special and I know I needed that reminder so I don’t go overboard. Mistress Cindy set limits. Got it?”
“OK, I got it,” said Kitty begrudgingly. “It wasn’t punishment.” It freaking hurt though. 
Then Cindy astonished them by saying, “Tomorrow afternoon, we’re doing exactly the same thing. Tongue to clit on camera. As long as you’re well behaved tomorrow, that one will end in an orgasm.” She patted their heads. “It’s not punishment.”
Crap, thought Doggy. Pain slut cums on camera. It would have been a mind blowing orgasm today and she was sure it would be again tomorrow. “Yes, mistress,” she said. “I was really close today. If you really want to show me off… just pinch my clit and wiggle it around. I’ll cum like crazy for that.”
“Thanks for the tip, Doggy, but I was planning on undoing the clips and taking out the gags so you could eat pussy on camera.” Doggy’s offer made her think however. Her pain slut could do both – cum from pain and eat pussy – and it was an interesting offer considering that Doggy had specifically said ‘show me off,’ Doggy didn’t like to be shown off, and during the lunchtime conversation she’d overheard Doggy had said she liked feeling Cindy’s control. It sure sounded like Doggy had just suggested she be forced to do something she really didn’t want to do. Maybe she’d let Doggy feel her control tomorrow. 

“Yeah, I was close, too, but the pinching thing doesn’t work for me,” said Kitty. Eating pussy on camera? Worldwide audience? That works. 
Cindy felt very close to her slaves at the moment, like she’d want to play nice orgasmic games with them, but she’d just said no orgasm for them on or off camera. To take away the temptation, she said, “I’m… I don’t want to do anything more today. The two of you can be safe for the rest of the day and no, you’re not doing anything with mom tonight.” She couldn’t believe how forlorn her slaves looked. “There’s time. Go to the pool or something. You gotta be normal sometimes, too.” Jeez, what about when school starts up again.
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 39
(bdsm, d/s, spank) 
Right after dinner, May came to Cindy and surprised her mistress by saying, “Cindy, I’d like to talk to you as a sister. May I?” 
To Cindy it sounded like May was already talking to her like a sister. It was Cindy instead of mistress though there was the respectful tone of asking permission to talk. She just wanted to make clear that this would only be tolerated under certain circumstances. “I did say you should be normal sometimes and I did say you were safe for the rest of the day, so sure. What’s on your mind?” She had an idea of what was on May’s mind, but she wanted to appear that she didn’t. 
“Well, yeah, Cindy, I know the diff between slave and sister. Like Aunt Molly and Wench. You said we’re safe, so I figured… well, I wouldn’t do this just any old time. I’m worried about something. Sorta like, I dunno, none of my business, but you’re my sister so I care and… well, just let me say it and you can tell me to butt out.”
“C’mon,” said Cindy. “Let’s go to my room and talk. Sounds personal, huh?”
“Yeah, really,” said May. They settled down on Cindy’s bed and she continued, “It’s about Jack-Jack… you and Jack-Jack. You two got something special, right? I mean, you look at her special and spend time alone with her and you could make her a slave, but you didn’t. So… and I’m not saying it’s wrong… it’s cool really. I know I said something about it before and not nice, so… just… she’s your girlfriend, right?”
“Yeah, sure,” agreed Cindy. She wasn’t exactly trying to hide it. 
“OK, so here’s the deal. What’s she gonna think… I mean, she goes away on vacation and the very next day you start fooling around with Melanie.” As Cindy looked like she was about to say something, May cut her off, “I know, I know, Melanie’s a slave and Jack-Jack’s your girlfriend. Big difference to you and me. What if Jack-Jack… and really I think she’s gonna think this… what if she thinks Melanie’s a fill in, you know…” She changed her voice as she role played for Jack-Jack, “Hey, you couldn’t wait for me for just a week? You had to bring in another girl who just happens to be slender, athletic, looks like me sorta. Twins weren’t enough? Dork and Bimbo weren’t enough? You needed another me?”
Oh, so that’s it? They do have the same look, don’t they? She couldn’t mention that David had been working with Melanie days before Jack-Jack went on vacation. May just saw Melanie appear the day after Jack-Jack left. That’s how it looked. “I was meaning to get to her,” said Cindy. “Ever since the last week of school. I just didn’t have time until Jack-Jack left.”
“Think you can convince Jack-Jack of that?” prodded May. “I mean, I believe you, but she’s in love with you. Is she gonna be jealous? Like too jealous to listen? She’s got a temper.”
“Yeah, I’ve seen a Jack-Jack attack or two or three,” agreed Cindy. 
“I don’t wanna see you get hurt, Cindy,” said May. 
Cindy was touched. What a difference it was now that she’d connected with the twins. Not the way most step-sisters connected, but it worked. “Thanks, May. But what if she does see Melanie as a slave? Jack-Jack has no problem with you or April or Dork or Bimbo.” She’d already had a chance to think about it and decided the twins were right. Melanie had to go. It just seemed she shouldn’t give up too easy.
May shrugged. At least Cindy hadn’t told her to butt out. “Kitty and Doggy,” she said, drawing a line between sisters and slaves, “were your slaves before Jack-Jack came along. She knew Dork and Bimbo were being trained. You snuck Bunny in while she was gone.”
“So I could just not have Melanie over for a few days and then when she comes back, Jack-Jack doesn’t make the connection. She just sees a new slave.”
“Sure, you could be careful how you tell Jack-Jack about her and maybe… maybe… everything would be OK.” May was nervous about what else she had to say. It could go very bad or maybe everything would be OK. “April and I are really worried that you or Jack-Jack or both might get hurt. Seriously, we are. But there’s also the issue that Kitty and Doggy are jealous of Bunny.”
“They are?” Cindy managed to sound surprised though she knew that already. “There was a time when Kitty and Doggy would have liked to not be their mistress’ center of attention. Kitty and Doggy aren’t jealous of Dork and Bimbo.”
“Yes, they are.”
“Oh,” again she looked surprised. “Kitty and Doggy aren’t jealous of Jack-Jack.”
“Oh, no, they’re not. Not Jack-Jack,” said May. She blushed when Cindy smiled. She hadn’t meant to be quite that emphatic. She liked being shared with Jack-Jack. Did I have to make it that obvious?
Cindy was tempted to make teasing comments about Kitty and Doggy, but she didn’t want to blur the line between slave and sister right now. May was being her sister, but Kitty would hear and remember every word. She knew it would come down to this after hearing the post-lunchtime conversation. Just how much did she want to oblige two slaves? She’d already considered that at the end of the summer she’d have time only for her two most precious slaves. The others would get little or no time. 
“That’s nice, May,” said Cindy. She hugged her big sister. “You know, I think we can talk like this whenever I say you’re safe.” That would be the code word that turned slaves to sisters. “April, too. But I think I’ll get a chicken costume for her,” she smiled. “She too chicken to come with you to talk?”
“Yeah, I suppose,” said May. She thought there was more to it than that, but it wasn’t up to her to tell their mistress that April wanted to be a slave more than a sister. She didn’t think April could see the difference yet and was afraid if Cindy saw her as a sister, then she wouldn’t see her as a slave anymore. “I don’t think… ummm… that you should hold it against her though.”
“I was just kidding,” said Cindy. “I like having Kitty and Doggy. Just tell her that if she wants, she can talk, too, ‘kay?”
“OK,” agreed May. She desperately wanted to ask what Cindy was going to do with the advice, but she figured that would be crossing a line. What she did ask was, “Will Kitty and Doggy be punished for anything April or I say as sisters? Like when I say they’re jealous of Bunny, Dork, and Bimbo?” Again she carefully drew a distinction between words of a sister and treatment of a slave. 
“That wouldn’t be very fair, would it?” said Cindy.
“Uh uh,” agreed May with relief. 
“But then who said slavery was fair, huh?” joked Cindy. The look on May’s face was priceless and then Cindy assured her, “No, I can’t punish them for what you said. I don’t have to do anything about it, but I can’t and won’t punish them.”
May’s face went from relief to shock to frustrated. “Don’t do that, Cindy,” she said firmly. 
“Do what?” 
“Don’t tease me about Kitty.”
Cindy bit her tongue as May scolded her and forced herself to remember this was her sister, not her slave. May was being the sister she wanted and it would be extremely bad to be upset. She was guilty as charged, but she wasn’t sure she should be sorry. She wrestled with her thoughts for a few seconds and then said, “You’re right, May. You know, when we went to the zoo with Aunt Molly and Maddy, we didn’t talk at all about Wench and Baddy. Maybe we just shouldn’t talk about Kitty and Doggy.” But they had been the whole point of the conversation. “Just a sec.” She slid off the bed and went to the door. “Mom!”
When mom came to see what was going on and heard the story, she called in April. “So you three need to know how to talk about your dual lives?” she said. “Comparing yourselves to us isn’t going to work. Your aunts are willing slaves. They become slaves with their consent and for a set time limit. Sometimes we talk to them about what they want as slaves or what we did to them as slaves that they didn’t like. It’s different for you three, right?”
“Yeah,” said Cindy. “I decide when they’re slaves and what they do.”
May nodded, “Yeah, we wouldn’t let her do any of the stuff she does if she asked, but…” She stopped and blushed. But we like it all. 
April finished for her, “We don’t know what we want.”
“I understand,” said mom. “I used to be a slave, too.” Jaws dropped, but she didn’t elucidate. No need to mention that she still served her husband in that capacity sometimes. How complicated that would be for the girls to know she could be mom, a slave, and a mistress… three different roles. “It takes the fun out of it to talk about it too much. What fun is it for the slave to decide what happens? Honestly I think your aunts would be happier as full-time slaves like you two. There’s just complications as adults. They need to have a normal life and be slaves on the side. You at least have the summer to be full-time mistress and slaves. Enjoy it while you can. As for talking about it amongst yourselves, just don’t. I don’t mind if any of you come to talk to me. I can listen and then pass on whatever you want to say to your mistress or questions you have for your slaves. That way you can be mistress and slaves or sisters without anything in between.”
“That makes sense to me,” said Cindy. “It felt funny to talk to May about being their mistress. I can do that.”
“We can, too,” agreed May. 
“I don’t wanna talk about it at all,” said April. “I don’t want rules. I don’t want to have a say.” She looked at May. “You weren’t supposed to talk about rules.”
“It wasn’t about rules,” countered May. “We talked about… Bunny and then Dork and Bimbo and…”
“Don’t start,” said mom. “Sisters don’t talk about slaves. Period. Not other slaves. Not themselves. Not even to suggest Cindy turn up the thermostat for her naked slaves.”
“I talked about Jack-Jack,” said May. “Then we got sidetracked.”
“What about Jack-Jack?” asked mom. 
“Nothing,” said Cindy in a way that said there was definitely something about Jack-Jack. 
Rose looked at her daughter suspiciously. It was certainly not a topic she wanted to press in front of the twins if Cindy didn’t want to talk about it. “I don’t want to get into that. Just be sisters tonight. Forget about the rest for a change. Play a game together.” She turned and ended the conversation with, “Have fun.”
The twins looked at Cindy. “Wanna play a game? You pick,” said Cindy. 
“Monopoly,” said May. She had come to look at Cindy in a different light over the past few weeks and wanted to spend time with her little sister. 
“May!” said April, casting a guilty look at Cindy. Their little sister always lost at Monopoly. She didn’t know the strategy and they always cheated. 
“Monopoly,” said Cindy firmly. She understood April’s objection immediately. Try as she might, she’d never even come close to winning. “Don’t let me win, either.” She didn’t know they routinely cheated her. 
“OK,” said April. Cindy might stand a better chance since they wouldn’t dare cheat now. “We won’t let you win, but you don’t play very good, so we’ll help. You know, show you how to play better.”


“Cool,” said Cindy. “I’ll get it.” She dashed to the closet where the games were kept, not even thinking that she could have sent one of the twins for it. It was sister time. The four of them played the game – April, May, Cindy, and Cindy’s magic. Cindy’s magic was clueless and was out of the game first. By the time April was out, May had such a commanding advantage that it was only a matter of time before Cindy was out as well. 
“Thanks, guys. That was fun,” said Cindy. She was elated over her best showing ever and their helpful advice. “Next time no help and I’m kicking your butts. I’ll put the game away.” Then she changed modes. “Bedtime. Safe time is over. You have ten minutes to get ready for bed.”
When they were ready, she had them put sheets back on their bed. “I need some time to think,” she told them as she leashed them to the bed, April to the head and May to the foot. Clipping May’s tongue to April’s clit and vice versa, she left them. “Do try to get some sleep,” she said. She gave David instructions to let the pair lick each other’s pussy, but no more than 10 seconds at a time. That would keep him occupied and for the first time in weeks she really did get in bed alone. 
By morning, Cindy had a plan. It wasn’t so much giving in to the twins’ jealousy as it was that the talk with May had made her think. What had happened with the four kids on the way to the pool was an important part of her decision. Now she knew what she really wanted. During breakfast, she looked at two luscious bottoms as Kitty and Doggy ate. They did so enjoy pleasing her. She was sure her new idea would please them as well. 
While the twins used their 20 minutes to get ready for the day, Cindy told David that Melanie would be coming over one last time today. “I know I gave her to you as a gift, David, but you can’t have her anymore. Don’t you dare look disappointed,” she chided. “I don’t want you leaving me alone to go to her house and play with her, day or night. You’ve got me; you don’t need her.”
He brightened at her offer. She was the one he wanted and just having her realize that was important. “Yes, princess. I don’t need her.” Having her say she wanted him 24 hours a day was very satisfying. 
“Besides,” she said. “There’s many more like her.” She explained how their focus was going to change and his smile got bigger. 
At 8:00, Melanie, Dork, and Bimbo all arrived as planned. Melanie dashed up to Cindy’s room to become Bunny. Cindy had personally called Dork and Bimbo to give them special instructions. The two were dressed in tight halter tops and short skirts sans underwear. She took the bag that Bimbo brought as part of her instructions, leaving Dork to wonder what was inside. Bimbo had not been allowed to show Dork, but even she didn’t know the significance of bringing a change of clothes including a bra and panties. Then she made her two slaves strip right in the entrance way. 
Bunny hated being Bunny, though she was getting used to stripping in front of Kitty and Doggy as they knelt in Cindy’s room and waited for the day’s torment to begin. She had a plan of her own to free herself of Cindy’s control. Aside from the one time on the soccer field that she knew was to make a point with her brother, she wasn’t bothered by Cindy. It was obvious that when her parents were involved, like soccer games, Cindy wouldn’t bother her. She just planned to get busier. If she had soccer, softball, and gymnastics all going at the same time, she wouldn’t be available to Cindy. There just wasn’t enough time in the day. 
It would be a couple of weeks before she could start gymnastics, so until then she had to play along. She was in her full costume and kneeling with the twins when Cindy brought the other two naked slaves into the room. The three pets watched as Cindy removed the collars from Dork and Bimbo and then secured first Dork and then Bimbo in a drawer under her bed. Next, Cindy’s magic made a wooden box appear in the room. 
“In the box,” she said to Bunny. The frightened 9-year-old climbed in the box that was barely big enough for her. “On your back.” With Bunny on her back, Cindy cuffed her ankles and knees to hooks on the sides near the top so she was spread wide. She cuffed her pet’s elbows to the sides near the bottom and wrists to the sides near the top. Bunny was completely on display on her back. “I like that,” she said, stroking Bunny’s unprotected slit. She pushed her finger into Melanie’s pussy and then made her suck it clean. “Anything I want.” She let the twins see their fellow slave’s predicament before she shut and locked the box lid. 
On her back in the box, Bunny grimaced as Cindy touched her. With her arms and legs attached to the sides of the box, she couldn’t do anything except watch as her mistress toyed with her. Not there. Oh, shit. Cindy’s finger ran through her slit. Freaking little dyke. Get away from there. She endured a finger inside her and then sucked on the offered finger. I so want to kick her ass. Ah, good, alone time is no fun, but better than spending it with her. The lid closed and left her in darkness and security. 
Kitty and Doggy watched the events unfold with dismay as they wondered if they’d brought this upon their friends. They knew better than to complain, but that didn’t keep them from questioning their mistress with their eyes. When Dork and Bimbo were locked away, the twins both recalled Cindy’s plan from a few days ago to leave them there all day. Then Bunny got similar treatment and they wondered if they’d have to plead for reason again. 
With the three slaves secured in isolation, Cindy took Kitty and Doggy to their room. Their hearts sank as she said, “Now my slaves have nothing to be jealous of. You are going to be the center of my attention.” How unfair is that? thought May. She said we wouldn’t be punished. Watching the other slaves be locked away sure seemed like that.
“Now what to do with you?” she mused though they knew she already had a plan. She started by tying their arms behind them, wrists together and elbows together. “I love how that makes a slave look,” she admired them for a few seconds. She loved their helpless bodies, but also the pure beauty of their young faces. Too bad she was going to hide their beauty. She got out a double full head mask. The mask was leather and when zipped up in the back, would cover their entire head… both heads in fact with the single garment sewn together in the middle. The masks had a built in ball gag. Removing their pet masks, she put a gag in each of her slaves’ mouths first. Then she pulled the mask over Doggy’s head and zipped it down the back. When she did the same with Kitty’s half of the mask, the two were blind, deaf, gagged, and pressing their faces together. 
Cindy ran a rope around Kitty’s waist, down between her legs and up to a hook behind her on the ceiling. When David pulled it tight, Kitty had to back away from Doggy. The little mistress repeated the same with Doggy so the two had a coarse rope through their slits, their hips were several feet apart and they were forced to lean forward so their faces were pressed together.  As a finishing touch, she hung weights from their nipples. With a pat on their heads, she left them to wonder if she was done and gone or still watching. 
How is this being the center of her attention? thought Kitty. Without the sound of her voice or the touch of her hand, Cindy might as well be a million miles away. The position was uncomfortable with the rope through her pussy and her face mashed against Doggy’s face. She’d basically just fucked the other slaves with her sisterly chat last night. Who knew how long Cindy would keep them locked up just to prove a point? The pair found the most comfortable position was to lean their foreheads together, but they had to shift once in a while as the pressure made a hot spot. 
Going back to her room, Cindy opened the box and got Melanie out. “Get dressed and go home. David and I decided you’re no longer a slave. He will not come visit you at night again. I suppose I might want to mess with you once in a while… very rarely. You’re welcome.”
Melanie looked at her suspiciously as she took off the bunny costume. “You mean it?” It looked like a trick. Why would Cindy suddenly let her go after having just worked so hard to get her? Still, she wasn’t about to complain. 
“Yeah, sometime you should really thank April and May,” she said. “Besides, all the fun is in the first few times I make you do something. I’m ready for some new blood.” 
Wondering who the new blood would be, Melanie reasoned it was better them than her. She put the bits of the costume on the bed where she found them for the next unfortunate soul and got dressed. With one last glance at Cindy, she decided it wasn’t a trick and got out of the house before Cindy changed her mind. 
Bimbo hated the drawer. It didn’t make any sense at all for Cindy to want her over just to put her away. For that matter, it didn’t make any sense to bring a change of clothes only to be stripped and put away. She tried to figure out what the clothes were for, especially since Dork hadn’t brought some as well. It did not bode well for the 12-year-old to be the only one with clothes. Whatever was planned, she hoped it included cumming. That was the one thing that made it worthwhile. It was enough fun that she’d suggested to Karen that they do it on their own, but Karen had refused. She was still pondering her fate when, to her surprise, the drawer opened. 
Once Melanie was dressed and gone, Cindy pulled Sally out of her drawer. “Get dressed in the stuff you brought,” she said. She even left the room to give her slave a few minutes of privacy. When she came back she said, “Go get Dork out of the drawer on the other side. Tell her to come over here and kneel in front of me. You come, too, but stand in front of me.”
Determined to make the best of her predicament and get the better of her mistress, Dork lay peacefully in the drawer with her eyes closed as she tried to fall asleep. She was equally as surprised as Sally had been when she was retrieved so soon. She had the double surprise that it was a fully dressed Bimbo that got her out. Her friend bent down and fumbled at the tight knots on Dork’s right wrist. Then they both just watched as Cindy’s magic undid all the knots faster than Bimbo could. “Come on over and kneel,” Bimbo said once she was free. Unaware Bimbo had been in a drawer, she wondered what had gone on while she was stored away. Completely confused, she knelt naked while Sally stood beside her. 
Cindy handed Dork’s collar to Sally. “Repeat after me.”
“Yes, mistress,” said Bimbo. 
“Don’t call me mistress, Sally.”
“Don’t call me…”
“Not that! Jeez, don’t repeat that,” said Cindy. “Just don’t call me mistress.”
“OK… Cindy,” said Sally warily. 
“Now repeat after me. With this collar, I thee claim...”
“With this collar, I thee claim...” The astonished 12-year-old looked down at the kneeling slave as Dork looked at Cindy in disbelief. It almost sounded like a wedding except instead of ring it was collar and instead of wed it was claim. It almost sounded like… I’m being promoted? What does that mean?
“… and with it, I bestow upon thee…”
“… and with it, I bestow upon thee…”
“No,” said Dork. “Don’t let her do this, Sally.” She couldn’t believe how her friend was turning on her. She tried to stand up, but David held her down. 
Cindy smiled at the mistress-to-be. “You can punish her later.” She handed Sally a ball gag. The 9-year-old wasn’t sure how Sally would take to the idea being awarded custody of Dork, but it was fun for now. Sally might take her slave away and set her free or she just might decide she wanted to be in charge. 
“Be quiet, Dork,” said Sally as she pushed the gag into Dork’s mouth. She didn’t know what was going on any more than Dork did. As far as she was concerned, she either did this or got punished. She knew she had to play along and Dork was in for some punishment now for talking back. It sounded like she was going to administer the punishment, too. 
“OK, so bestow upon thee,” continued Cindy. “… all the rules and duties of my slave, my toy, and my slut.”
“… all the rules and duties of my slave, my toy, and my slut.” She kept her eyes on her friend, amazed at how sexy it was to see her struggling against invisible bonds and trying to speak through the ball gag. She could imagine just how it felt to Dork to be treated like property to the point of being given away at Cindy’s whim. She was also getting a taste of what it was like to be Cindy. 
“You may collar your slave,” said Cindy. 
Sally bent and collared her slave. Holding the collar for a second, she looked into Dork’s pleading eyes, amazed at how sexy they looked. 
Cindy continued her makeshift ceremony. Looking at Dork, she said, “I was going to have you repeat after me, but I’ll just say it and you’ll do it. I, Dork, take thee, Mistress Sally, to be my beloved Mistress. To serve and to obey you, to honor you, to treasure you, to grovel at your feet in worship and love, in the good times, and in the bad, and to love and cherish you and your every whim. I promise you this from my heart, for all the days of my life.”
Looking at Sally, she said, “I thought about having you repeat something, but you owe her nothing. I gave her away. You claimed her. I told her what that means. That’s all it takes.” 
During the brief ceremony, Dork looked back and forth from old mistress to new mistress. She didn’t know that this was as much a surprise to Sally as it was to her. It seemed just fine with her friend as Sally took possession of her. The lack of objection from Sally told her that she was screwed. What did I do wrong? What did she do to deserve this? How could she turn on me like this? I told her everything, including my biggest fears. 
“Here, you can have this, too,” said Cindy as she handed Sally a leash. “She’s yours now. You can take her home and play with her. My magic can help you tie knots and stuff while you’re here, but I won’t let it do that at your house. I will be watching to make sure she obeys you and if she doesn’t, she’ll be sorry.” She figured she could spare David for a few minutes so Dork didn’t immediately challenge her new mistress. 
Sally promptly clipped the leash to Dork’s collar. She was still trying to figure out what was going on and was just following Cindy’s lead. It sounded like Cindy was seriously giving Dork to her. She wasn’t sure if that meant she was a slave with a slave or free to do as she chose. If the latter, she would free her friend and never come back. 
“Let’s go talk,” said Cindy. “She’ll stay here while we’re gone.” Leading Sally downstairs to the family room, she said, “I’ve decided I have too many slaves, so I’m not kidding. She’s yours. You’re not my slave anymore and neither is she. You can still be friends with April and May, but not their whipping girls. Since she’s yours, you can do what you want with her… even set her free and just be friends, but…” she paused for a few seconds to let Sally think of her own ideas, “… did you see the look on her face? How did it feel to gag her? How did it feel to collar her? If it was even just a little exciting, you gotta use her a couple of times before you decide if you want to keep her or not. You wanna be in charge? Have her lick your pussy? Have her tied at your mercy? Spank her when she’s naughty or even when she’s not? It’s so hot.”
The new mistress let her mind linger on the tantalizing suggestions. She hated being a slave, yet there had been some good moments. She’d had her share of glorious orgasms, forced but glorious nonetheless. Having had a taste of that, she wanted more and she knew that Karen would refuse despite how close they’d become. It even felt like Karen would be betraying their friendship by depriving her of orgasms. Overriding any sense of loyalty to her friend was the intensely erotic and exciting look in Dork’s eyes. She’d gagged and collared Dork on command, but now that she thought about it, it had been exciting. 
“I don’t know,” waffled Sally. “I shouldn’t.” It seemed so wrong to treat her best friend like this. Her sexy, vulnerable, well-trained friend. 
“So you shouldn’t, so what? Do it anyway. It’s fun. She’s gagged. Go in, bend her over, and spank her. What could it hurt, besides her bottom, of course,” she grinned. “I did this carefully. You can do a couple of things. She doesn’t even know you spent time in the drawer. As far as she knows, you were in on the plan the whole time. Or, you could just tell her that I made you do everything, including gagging her and spanking her. Spank her here and then take her home. I don’t care what you do with her after that.”
“I… um… I don’t have any… stuff at home,” she said. “Where do I get it? A gag, a paddle… that kind of stuff.”
Cindy just smiled since it sounded like Sally was at least considering it. “I’ll give you a few things,” she said. “A gag, a paddle, some rope, some handcuffs. You can fill up your bag. I got plenty.”
“I still don’t know,” said Sally. 
“No problem,” said Cindy. “Try it out for a few days and then you’ll know if you keep her or set her free. Once you set her free though, it’s pretty much over.” She shrugged. “I really don’t care, but I’m pretty sure she’d give it a try if it was her as the mistress and you as the slave.” Having planted that seed in Sally’s mind, she led the way back up to her bedroom. 
As they walked back in the room, one look at Dork’s face… her pleading eyes… her helpless mouth as she chewed on the big red ball… and Sally knew she had to try it. Just the fact that Dork was still kneeling right where they’d left her was thrilling. Like Cindy said, just for a couple of days. She was already thinking about how she could say Cindy made her do it. Cindy had said her magic would be watching. Yeah, Cindy made me do it. Then she could decide if she liked having her own slave. 
“Bend over, face to the floor,” said Sally. “You were naughty for speaking during the ceremony. I’m gonna spank that cute little bottom of yours.” Feeling a surge of power as her nude girlfriend obeyed, she thought maybe it might take a week or two to decide. She delivered five swats and the sound was so exciting that she found it hard to stop. 
“Put your clothes on, Dork. We’re going to my house,” said the new mistress. Oh the things I can do with her, she thought. I know all her secrets. She’s afraid Cindy will find out how ticklish she is. Now she’s mine. Tied up and helpless while I tickle her. Some fun. I’m gonna cum so many times today. 
With Sally and Dork gone, Cindy went back to the twins, still leaning face-to-face. Without a word she reached out and caressed their bare bottoms and they both jumped in surprise. “I came to play with my pets,” she said, making sure it was loud enough for them to hear. 
She removed the masks, but kept their crotch ropes in place. “I want to see some serious kissing,” she said. “Show me what my two lezzie sisters think of each other. Put on a show for me.” As they stretched to each other and started to kiss, she said, “This is a warm up for the 10:00 show. Repeat performance of clit to tongue followed by pussy licking for the whole world to see.”
After a couple of minutes, she said, “I sent Melanie, Sally, and Dork home. They won’t be coming back. Keep kissing. Listen and kiss at the same time. It was hard to juggle that many slaves at once. Too much of a pain. With only one of me I had to store somebody away or not have somebody over or something. So now it’s just the two of you.” She went to a drawer and got a paddle and delivered three quick swats to Kitty’s bottom. “Don’t freaking smirk, Kitty. It would be very wrong to think that anything I heard last night mattered a bit to me.” Actually there was really no way to convince any of them, including herself, that it didn’t matter to her, but she could pretend. 
She circled her pets as she talked. “The fact is, I decided I liked what happened yesterday afternoon more than I like playing with Bunny, Bimbo, or Dork. By the way, Melanie got set free and so did Sally, but I gave Dork to Sally. I think she’s gonna be Dork’s mistress for a while. But, anyway, like I was saying I decided that I want to keep spreading it around… like we did with Em-Emily,” she chuckled. “My two trained slaves can help. Two permanent, well-trained, beautiful, sexy, cute, devoted… umm… hot, naked most of the time slaves. In fact, I’m going to have Em-Emily magically appear here on Monday. Maybe I’ll bring along G-George.”
April turned to her mistress, “Em-Emily would be more fun with G-George along, mistress.” She turned back to May and grunted three times, once for each swat she got. May almost said something, but cut herself off as the first of April’s swats landed. 
Cindy got out another double gag. This one was two balls at the opposite ends of a 6-inch bar. When she put a ball in each mouth, the twins were staring in each other’s eyes, but unable to get any closer. Then she started swatting bottoms at random intervals. “Just because I can,” she said. Her two special sluts enjoyed even this kind of attention. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 40
(bd, d/s, oral, anal, humil, inc)
The twins thought they knew what was going to happen at 10:00. After all, Cindy had made a point of telling them they’d be on the Internet for a repeat performance of tongue to clit. Yesterday afternoon she’d mentioned doing it and letting them cum this time. Then again this morning she’d said it. They figured the previous afternoon had been like a dry run for the show today in which they’d be allowed to cum. Yet, Cindy had more planned. She liked it better when her slaves were surprised. As the camera went live, the twins saw themselves on the inset standing naked as comments already started coming in. Their audience was saying hi, welcome back, and what’s on for today and offering to fuck them, spank them, and do less specific, but scarier things as well. 
There was one thing different about the room and the twins thought nothing of it until Cindy picked up the spreader bar. She moved April aside and May to center stage as she put the bar at May’s feet and secured her slave’s ankles three feet apart. “Sit down,” said Cindy and May sat. The mistress then attached May’s wrists to the ends of the spreader bar as well. “Nice view, huh, guys,” she said to her audience. “She’s not going anywhere, just showing off everything.” She picked up the camera and moved it closer. “Say hi, Autumn,” she said as she focused on May’s face. 
“Hi, everybody,” said May. She squirmed nervously. Prepared to be on the Internet, she didn’t expect to be spread like this. She was already starting to feel the excitement that came from having her little mistress humiliate her even before Cindy added to her excitement with words. 
“How do you like this, Autumn?” teased Cindy as she slowly panned down the preteen body. “Your own personal Internet audience. Every eye on your cute little titties.. Nice of you to hold still while I fixed you up as my trophy so I could show them all what my big sisters do for me. If you’re good, I’ll let you cum for them. Yep, give them a view of your pussy.” She chuckled. “Try and stop them from looking. But then again, maybe I won’t let you cum. Maybe once you get all excited for them, I’ll let you beg to cum. For now your assignment is to just sit there so I can show you off.” 
Putting the camera back on the tripod, Cindy brought April back into view and tied her arms behind her, wrists together and elbows touching. She put an 18-inch spreader between April’s knees. “There you go, Summer,” she said. “I know this doesn’t get you all hot and bothered, but we do want them to get a good view of your pussy. Besides, I don’t care what you want.” She crossed April’s ankles and tied them together. 
She stepped out of the picture and said, “You know there’s just one reason to tie the two of you up so you can’t move. Really, you’d hold still for me anyway. You’d lick each other’s pussy when I told you to. So, Summer, can you guess why I have you tied up?”
April looked at her twin, at the camera, and back at Cindy. “We are so screwed, aren’t we? Mistress,” she whined. “We were good.” Dang it all, she put us in our place yesterday. Oh shit, we asked to be the center of her attention and she tied us because we asked. That would mean… time to put the slaves in their place again. “Because you want to put us in our place.” She didn’t bother to correct her mistress. This may not get her hot and bothered, but she did like being Cindy’s to command. 
“Jeez, Summer, you make it so complicated. You want to give it a try, Autumn.”
“Because you can, mistress.”
“That’s right,” said Cindy. “Because I can. Now I want to show off your asses for a while.” She turned May from her sitting position to resting uncomfortably on her face with her bottom in the air. Then she turned April over to her tummy. “Sweet, spankable asses.” She caressed the bare skin teasing her audience as much as she teased her slaves. 
Off camera she lubed up a steel rod. With her face in the carpet, May couldn’t see what her mistress was doing. Without a word, Cindy showed the shiny, chrome rod to the camera. To the viewers it looked like just a 10-inch rod, half an inch in diameter, a little wider at one end and a metal ring at the other end. Nobody could tell anything else about it. “God, Autumn,” said Cindy, her voice full of awe. “I wonder what it’s going to feel like to have this stuck up your ass in front of everybody.” She put the tip of the rod to May’s tight sphincter and worked the bulbous end quickly past her anal ring and deep enough that only about two inches were showing with the metal ring poised right outside her asshole. 
“Feel good, Autumn? I mean, damn I’ll bet that rod in your ass doesn’t feel all that good, but who’s getting hot knowing that her ass is getting raped for my viewers.” She slid the rod in and out for about a minute, all the while teasing May with words. “Try and stop me, Autumn. Ooo, there is goes again. Nothing my slave can do but take it. In and out. You getting a little wet yet? I know you like being showed off. How’s it feel to have nothing but your ass used as my trophy.” She could see the beginnings of May’s wetness by the time the minute was up. “You guys see this?” she spread May’s pussy lips open. “Fucking slut loves it up her ass. Loves doing it for you. Loves having her little sister rape her ass.”
Damn her, thought May. Bless her. Thank you, mistress. Damn it. She had come prepared to be shown off, have her clit attached to her tongue, and then cum wildly for the audience. Now Cindy was dragging it out. Sitting with her tits and pussy on view was bad enough, but Cindy was dead on about having her ass on display. Nothing but my ass. I could be anybody. Just an ass for them to look at. How demeaning. How humiliating. How hot! That was even before Cindy pushed the dildo (she thought) up her ass. She started to whine from the sheer humiliation of being tormented and displayed by her little stepsister. She cursed Cindy, but deeper inside she knew that this new level of humiliation was driving her higher than ever. 
April could turn her head and see May’s tripod of feet and face, but not what was going on with her sister’s bottom. It wasn’t hard to tell from her twin’s noises just where she was on the scale of orgasmic approach. Halfway and rising fast. On the other hand, April was still at zero. She was facing away from the camera with her legs spread and her pussy, no doubt, on display. The position was uncomfortable, but that was not the same as pain. May was the center of attention and she was glad that Cindy was teasing May. There would come a time when she couldn’t help but be the center of attention, but for now she was being ignored like she wanted. 
Getting to the real fun, Cindy attached a pump to the end of the hollow rod in May’s bottom and started pumping up the inflatable ball at the business end of the rod. “Unnnhhhhh,” whined May desperately as she felt the ball expand in her bowels. It was the same as being stuck in the chair, but now what?
“Yeah, now you’re getting the idea, Autumn? Maybe? I don’t think so. Not yet,” said Cindy. “For those of you who have no idea what’s going on, I just pumped up the ball at the end of the rod. She’s got a softball sized ball inside her. She couldn’t get that out with a stick of dynamite now.” Cindy hooked the end of a rope to the ring protruding from May’s ass and hauled her sister into the air, dangling by her ass from the ceiling. She’d done this once to Dork and Bimbo, but now she had May doing it on camera. 
With a hand on May’s thigh, she walked in a circle turning May so the camera had a view of her from every angle. “How was it Summer put it? You are so screwed. I can show off your ass or…” she turned May the other way, “… I can show off your pussy. Oh, my, my, my, is that pussy juice leaking out of there, Autumn? You like teasing them with your pussy? I sure like having you hanging from my ceiling.”
“Please, mistress,” whined May. Her mistress knew all the right words to make the humiliation even more intense. Bad enough that a huge ball was in her bottom serving as her sole source of support, her ass pointlessly clenched tight to keep from falling and hanging naked for the world, but Cindy could make her even more excited with her words. She didn’t like teasing them, but her body sure did. “Please touch me. Let me cum. Let me show them what I think of being my little sister’s slave. Just touch it. I’ll cum.”
“Nope, too early. Autumn, Autumn, Autumn,” she shook her head. “You’re just gonna hang there as my decoration. And you’re gonna get more and more excited. Silly Autumn, when you want to cum so bad it aches, count to 1000 and then start begging. I’ve hardly started on Summer. Let’s give her a turn.”
May knew what the answer would be as she begged. It was too early. Not too early for her. Like she said, she could have cum right now. Too early for Cindy. She felt a rush toward orgasm at the idea of hanging until Cindy decided otherwise. Everybody could tell she was Cindy’s in every way. The orgasm just wouldn’t cum without some help, so she was on the edge. Then Cindy turned away, leaving her for April. The need was even more distinct as Cindy showed she didn’t even care. 
Leaving the whining, whimpering May with her pussy facing the camera, Cindy turned her attention on April. She knew May would take time to get spun up. April, on the other hand, could get there in seconds with just a serious spanking. She wanted them both hot and ready. With David’s help, she took April’s crossed ankles and pulled them up and behind April’s head. Putting them behind the incredulous April’s neck made it impossible for the slave to remove them on her own. Cindy stood back and admired the view. April’s face was closer to her pussy than it had been yesterday when her tongue was attached to her clit. Her blond hair matched the sparse hair on her pussy, virtually invisible to the audience. From April’s moans, she knew it had to hurt. “Now I did promise to attach tongue to clit,” admitted Cindy. She moved April under May, hooked a clip to April’s clit, and ran the elastic cord to May’s tongue. “I just didn’t say which clit to which tongue.”
Looking into the camera, Cindy said, “This is gonna happen fast, guys, so pay attention. Summer does not want you to know what a pain slut she is. I’m gonna swat her pretty little ass and then when she’s ready, I’m gonna pinch her clit. I don’t know what’s gonna happen then, but you might want to move back from the screen.”
She picked up a paddle and swatted April hard. To draw it out some, she stopped and said, “Look at it from Summer’s point of view. That freaking hurts just like that. She’s bent like a pretzel, her eyes inches from her tortured clit. See how the cord just pulls it right out and up. That alone might be enough pain for her to cum, but it would take a while. I don’t want to wait too long.” She swatted April five times, earning desperate whines. “And look at it from Autumn’s point of view. She’s just dangling there because I want her to. Her tongue is sticking out, pointed right at her sister’s clit. So, she’s got a close up view of Summer’s clit. Mmm, bet she wants a taste of that.” With her head down, May had a clear view of the camera, so she knew they could see her stretched tongue. 
“I aah who-hun-na,” whined May. 
“Oh, aches does it, sweetie?” said Cindy, addressing April. “Guess I better get going.” She swatted April a dozen times and stopped to listen and run her finger through April’s wet pussy. “Out of nowhere, a fountain appears,” said the 9-year-old. She swatted April another 10 swats, only waiting 5 seconds between each one. “Gonna do it for me, Summer?” she taunted. “Don’t want them to know how much your sister owns you? I know you could go in a second. Ask me. Beg me.” She started another set of 10 and on number 6, April screamed, “Fucking do it, mistress. I can’t… don’t make me… please, for God’s sake… show them all.” 
Cindy reached in and pinched April’s swollen, throbbing clit, being careful not to get in the way of the camera. “Cum, sweetie. Lose control for me.”
April’s legs hurt, her back hurt, her clit hurt, and now her butt hurt. It was like her whole body was participating in the approach to the orgasm. She’d done this enough times that she knew better than to try to think about it. After 1, 5, and then 12 swats, the pain was exquisite, a hazy blend of pain and promise of pleasure. Another ten swats and Cindy had her pegged just right. She wanted it, but still had enough rational thought and pride to resist. Another six and she snapped. The pleasure was there. It was like cumming, but there would never be a climax, just a tormenting, unsatisfying pleasure. It hurt and not in a good way. Now as Cindy pinched her clit, the climax came like thunder. “Jesus, God,” screamed April. There was no difference between the pain and the pleasure, just an exhilarating rush of satisfaction and fulfillment.“Mistress! Fuck me, mistress! I love you, mistress! I can’t ever… God, oh God, gotta… gotta… stop.” Curled up in a ball, every muscle tense, every iota of her focus on her clit… she felt like she was going to explode. Then the need was gone. She could have kept cumming forever it seemed, but she once again was the pain slut who didn’t want to cum on camera. Too late for that, but she forced the orgasm to pass and was left with a great longing. 
Cindy let go as April unwound. April’s orgasm had come and gone quicker than she thought. It was spectacular, but then it was over.  Not wanting to leave April like this, she undid the clip from her slave’s clit ring, pulled April’s legs from behind her head, and helped her straighten out. “Relax, sweetie,” she said. “You beautiful pain slut.” She gave April a final pat on her head. 
“Where are you at, Autumn?” asked Cindy as she stepped up to the dangling twin. She hadn’t expected May to take her so literally as to actually count, but it was clear that she was. 
“I don’t know. I lost count when… 800 something,” whined May. 
“You are so wet, Autumn,” said Cindy. “Running down your thighs. Dripping. Jeez, you’re dripping, you slut.” She stood behind May, the dangling girl’s pussy facing the camera as she reached between the spread legs to find May’s clit. “Who’s gonna cum next, Autumn? Can’t help it, can you?” She figured by now May desperately needed to cum, but she still wanted to make it sound like it was her decision to let her slave cum and do it against her slave’s will. “Hanging here so they can all see right up your pussy. Just a toy. A trophy. A decoration. Just hanging around while I took care of Summer. Hanging around because I want to show you off. Look at what my big sister does for me, guys. Dang, I’ll bet they all wish they had one of you at home. I think I’ll hang you on Monday so Em-Emily can see you like this. Let you cum for her.” She didn’t wait for May to start begging, she just started rubbing the hard little button fast and furious. “Now, try not to cum. Try. Try. Did I tell you guys that she cums on command? So now, cum for them, Autumn.”
“Jesus Christ!” screamed May as her body shook wildly. She hated it as she realized how much she needed Cindy. Taunted when she was first hung up, she’d gotten very excited and felt that aching need to cum. Left to her own thoughts, the fire stay full and bright. Hung and left. I’m nothing to her. She doesn’t care that I’m hanging for her. How exquisite that humiliation was. Then when Cindy came back to her, taunting her again, she was already on the edge. With her mistress’ fingers on her clit, she came long and hard, thrilled that the world was watching. She loved her mistress, but April had just screamed that out, so she didn’t want to say that. “Cumming for you, mistress. I’m yours forever.” Hung for Em-Emily? The mere thought of it made her orgasm better. If April didn’t want to show she was a pain slut on camera, May was even more embarrassed that she’d rather hang for Em-Emily than help humiliate the other girl. Which only meant she hoped Cindy hadn’t been kidding.  
Cindy and David quickly got May down, extracted the deflated rod, and removed the spreader bar. “Now, my sweets,” said the mistress. “Show them all that you’ll lick pussy even when you’re not tied. You may both cum.”
May didn’t care what it looked like on camera, she pulled April to her and kissed her long and hard. “My God, Ay… Summer, watching you cum was so hot.” They had orders to do each other, but she wanted to do April. The twins kissed for another minute before moving to a 69 position. May wanted her sister, but she wanted to do it off camera. With no choice but to perform for the audience as ordered, she sought out April’s clit. Eating pussy on command was embarrassing enough to excite her. April’s body still ached, but it wasn’t enough to be the mind blowing orgasm she’d just had. May came first and April was 30 seconds later with a less spectacular orgasm. 
After their mutual orgasm, Cindy cut the feed. Stripping off her clothes, she got in her bed and said, “My turn.” She was every bit as desperate as she’d made April and May, but she had the willpower to wait because she knew she’d get what she needed when the time was right. “I want two tongues in my pussy.” When the twins gave her a funny look, she said, “Yeah, I know it doesn’t work good. Do it. I want two tongues in my pussy for a minute. Then you can take turns until I cum.” She loved the look of the two pressing their identically beautiful faces into her crotch and straining their tongues for a taste. Then she loved the way they seemed to compete for her pussy, taking turns, but each trying to get her to cum. She held off so she managed to cum when it was April’s turn. She wondered if April knew what she’d said in the throes of her orgasm. She wondered what April left off when she said, I can’t ever… Can’t ever what?
She mused over that as they cuddled on her bed with her in the middle. Her slaves seemed to like cuddling as much as she did. With a glance at the clock, she said, “Lunch in 20 minutes. Do what you want until then. Just have lunch ready on time.” May slipped away to fix lunch while April stayed and cuddled with the mistress she worshipped. 
After lunch, Cindy gave them 10 minutes to do what they needed to do and then they met her in their room. Seated in chairs and hooked up to the electricity, the twins were pleasantly surprised when Cindy opened up the sixth grade English book and started reading to them, quizzing them along the way. It wasn’t that they enjoyed the shocking educational experience, but at least this time Cindy was spending the time with them. 
That night it was April’s turn to be in Cindy’s bed. The older of the twins sounded reluctant, but got in bed eagerly. The little mistress wasn’t surprised and didn’t make a big deal about it. She was beginning to understand April. Her slave loved being a slave, but didn’t want to show it. I don’t want rules. I don’t want to have a say. April had said those words to May, but she did it in front of Cindy. The 9-year-old was starting to grasp the idea that April simply had to be defiant or at least reluctant to get what she needed from their relationship. 
Saturday morning the twins, dressed appropriately since mom and dad were home, fixed breakfast for everyone. No mention was made of the fact that they’d been order to fix breakfast by their mistress. In fact, both mom and dad praised them for helping out. 
After breakfast, Cindy cornered her sisters. “We need to go to the mall.”
“For what, Cindy?” asked May. They were supposed to be safe for the weekend, but Cindy’s words came across as an order. She instantly had visions of them being naked and popping in and out of visibility. Why else go to such a public place?
“It’s mom’s birthday next week. We need to get her something. You wanna go in together for a gift?”
“She’s your mom,” said April, immediately regretting the words. Reversing her intention, she said, “Our stepmom, so I suppose we should.”
“Your mom, too,” said Cindy. Maybe not biologically, but she was their mom for all intents and purposes. “You call her mom. I call my stepdad daddy. You’re my sisters. I want us to be a family without that step stuff, you know?” She’d thought they were on the way toward that. “I don’t think of you as my evil stepsisters anymore and you don’t think of me as Cindy-rella, right?”
“No, of course not,” said April. 
“No, it’s different now,” said May. 
“Those stepsisters were ugly,” said April. 
“April!” scolded May. “She didn’t mean it that way. You fishing?”
“No,” said April with a blush. “Just… yeah, OK, I got the message. Sisters.” She held out her pinkie finger with guilty sincerity. Sister or slave, she wanted to please Cindy. 
“Sisters,” said Cindy, hooking April’s finger with hers. 
“Yeah, sisters,” said May, joining in with her finger. 
“So? The mall?” prodded Cindy. It would be a big step for April and May to agree to treat her like a sister in public. They’d done it once at the zoo, but that had seemed forced. She wanted them to do it without adult supervision. 
“OK, you know what we should get her?” asked May. 
“I have some ideas,” said Cindy. “Like a CD or two or a wallet or something for a bath.” She shrugged. “You got something?”
“How about an iPod or a new laptop,” said April. “Can’t you just like make it magically appear?”
Cindy frowned at April. She couldn’t tell if April was serious or not. “That just wouldn’t be right,” she said. “Not for a birthday gift.” Making things magically appear was just for what she needed as a mistress. 
“So, about ten bucks each?” asked May, wanting to deflect Cindy’s attention from April.  
“Yeah, something like that,” agreed Cindy. 
Half an hour later, their mom dropped them off at the mall. “You have your cell phones? Call me if anything happens. Stay out of trouble. I’ll pick you up in 2 hours or when you call.”
The three of them wandered the mall, three sisters just having fun. Occasionally May sized up a girl they passed. She thought of them as gifts for Cindy. One of those temporary toys that Cindy talked about playing with during the summer. There was a limitless supply of them. She felt a little guilty about thinking about being Cindy’s slave since the three of them were being sisters. She just couldn’t get it completely out of her mind. 
After just an hour they’d bought 2 CDs for their mom, so they just killed time wandering and window shopping. 
“Those guys are following us,” said April, nodding toward a group of five high school boys. It was hard to tell much about them. They were dressed in baggy shirts and shorts typical of boys their age. They didn’t look like trouble except that they were following the three preteen girls. 
“Ignore them” said May, catching them out of the corner of her eye. “You sure?”
“Yeah, for 5 minutes now and pointing and laughing about something.” As May turned, April hissed, “Don’t look!” 
“Like what? They’re gonna be embarrassed and quit following us?” May stared at the group and then turned back to her sister. “The guy on the end… he’s a lifeguard at the pool. Left end. Your left. He was at the pool when…” she looked at Cindy, “… we lost our suits. He’s the one that helped me out. Got a good look. No wonder they’re having a good time.” She glared at her little sister. “It’s not funny, Cindy.”
“Sorry,” said Cindy, biting her lip and trying not to smile. It was funny, just not funny when she was trying to bond with her sisters. Now it was just poor timing.  
“They’re coming over,” said April. “What are we gonna do?”
“OK, now this could be funny,” said Cindy, rubbing her hands together.
“Oh,” said April as she realized that they were perfectly safe. “You shouldn’t. Not at the mall.”
“Hey, you look familiar,” said the lifeguard as he approached April. “Maybe just need a little more skin showing, girl.”
“OK, you should,” said April. It was like her worse nightmare. The guy had seen May half naked and up close and thought it was her. Never mind that she’d been half naked as well. Just like she thought, if a guy saw May he might as well as seen her, too. 
“Should what?” asked the lifeguard. 
“Should go outside where we can show a little more skin,” said Cindy. “It’s a little crowded here.”
“You kidding?” asked the boy, glancing at his friends with a big smile as if to say, see, I told you so. “Lead the way.”
Another of the boys walked up to May and stroked her bare arm, taking an uninvited liberty. “Don’t touch me,” she said. 
“Wish you would have waited until we were outside,” said Cindy. Though she was five feet from the rude boy, she reached out with her hand palm up, fingers clenched as if she had his balls in her hand. “Don’t touch my sister.” She squeezed her hand together.
“Aahhhhhh,” screamed the boy, holding his crotch as it felt like Cindy had his balls in a vise. He looked at her with wide eyes. She was way over there, but it felt like she had the family jewels right in her clenched fist. The invisible hand pulled him down to his knees using his balls as leverage. 
Since the boys were all several years older than them, Cindy casually asked the other four, “So you guys like little girls? Can’t find girls your own age?” She opened her hand and let the boy get his breath back. “You should say you’re sorry.”
“What the fuck did you do?” he demanded, his hands still trying to protect the family jewels. 
“Yeah, what the fuck is going on?” asked another one of the boys. His question was directed to the boy on his knees as much as it was to the girls. 
“Let’s get out of here,” said another. People were staring, particularly at his kneeling friend. As he started to back away, Cindy let him go. Getting out of here was a good idea and he hadn’t done anything yet. Unfortunately for him, when no one else took his advice, peer pressure took hold and he held his ground. 
As he relaxed the tentacle around the boy’s balls, David shook his head at Cindy. He’d been strained to the limit with the four kids on Thursday. Five was just too many, not to mention that he didn’t think it as much fun to torment five boys as he did five girls. 
Cindy glared at her ghost. He knew what she wanted. She didn’t see any problem. It was May that gave the deciding opinion. With a low voice, she said, “Cindy, there are too many people. They have cameras in malls. You can’t let them see.”
Why not? thought the 9-year-old, now glaring at May. What can they do about it? Looking around at the people that had stopped, she decided that May was right – she had a secret to keep. They’d all treat her like a freak if she did too much. It was the first time she saw a limit to her magic. “Call mom,” she said. “We need to go. C’mon.”
As they turned to go, a woman approached and asked, “Are you girls, OK?” She nervously kept an eye on the boys as she expressed her concern. “What did they do?”
“Just following us,” said April. She was already dialing her cell. 
“They’re way too old for us,” said May. A glance at the boys said they were backing away. They turned and walked away as quickly as they could while two of them supported the one that was having a hard time walking. “We’re OK, really,” she assured the woman. OK now that the boys were retreating. 
 “Mom, we’re ready to be picked up,” said April, not wanting to hint that there was a reason they were ready to go. “OK, yeah, where you dropped us off. Bye.”
Cindy headed for the mall entrance where they’d been dropped off, her two big sisters in tow. As they walked, both April and May noticed that their little sister had made all the decisions during the crisis. She decided to punish the rude boy, to disengage and call mom, and even when they left the scene. They’d had speaking parts, but in the end they were tailing their little sister and she hadn’t even looked back to see if they were following. While May thought it odd that they were obediently following their little sister, April thought, sister or mistress, she’s still in charge. That gave her a warm feeling. 
Once they got home, Cindy took her sisters up to her room. “Just want to let you know,” she told them. “I don’t plan on punishing them anymore.”
“The boys?” asked April incredulously, “but they…”
“Lookit,” said Cindy. “They were rude and I punished them… at least the one who touched you. If they try anything again, then I’ll have their asses and their balls. But, I don’t want to mess with boys much. Didn’t work out so well with Kyle and I just don’t want to.” Besides, they were relaxing for the weekend and Monday she already had plans for Em-Emily and George. Fun plans, not punishment plans. Not that the two would consider it much fun. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 41
(MFgg, ggg, inc, oral, bd, humil)
“Go to the pool or something,” Cindy told her slave sisters. “Go hang out with Karen and Sally. Whatever.” She shooed them out of her room. She wanted this weekend to be “normal”, though she planned on having May in her bed and April chained to the foot tonight. Weekends were mostly free time, but she wasn’t ready to let them have nights alone. 
Then she decided to call Gina. If the twins were going to get some time without slavery and sex, then Cindy planned to go back to the pure innocence of Gina. She hadn’t seen her friend since summer break started. There had just been too much going on that was definitely not Gina’s style. She hadn’t even considered inviting the 9-year-old over to help embarrass the twins like Hannah, Jack-Jack, and Susie. Gina had called several times and Cindy hadn’t even answered the phone. It was the smart thing to do, but it made her feel guilty.
“Hi, Gina, it’s me,” said Cindy as her friend answered her phone. 
“Well, lah-dee-dah,” said Gina sarcastically. “You finally decided to return my calls? I’ve seen you around, so I know you’ve been home. How come you’re ignoring me?”
“Sorry,” said Cindy, feeling annoyed on top of her guilt. “Just been doing things.”
“Yeah, making up with your sisters? I thought you said they were horrid.”
“We’re getting along better,” said Cindy, noting Gina’s jealous tone. 
Before Cindy could say anything else, Gina said, “And Jack-Jack.”
“You been spying on me or something?” 
“That’s OK,” said Gina, ignoring Cindy’s question. “I’ve been waiting for you to call so I could tell you I can’t play with you anymore.”
“Huh? What are you talking about?” That didn’t make any sense to Cindy. Gina sounded like she was hurt and jealous. Mad at me for not calling and when I do, she says she can’t play with me anymore? All she wanted was for me to call so she could tell me that? She stopped calling after the first week of summer, just waiting for me to call? 
“Because of what your sisters did at the pool,” she said. “Mom says they couldn’t have lost their suits at the same time on accident. I can’t be around them. And I don’t wanna be around them… or you. Mom says you’re a bad influence.” 
“What?” demanded Cindy. “I never did anything.” At least I never did anything to her. A bad influence? Am I? She thought of all the things she’d done already this summer. They couldn’t possibly know what she had been up to. 
“Is that Cindy?” The young mistress heard Gina’s mom in the background. “Yeah,” said Gina. “You wanna talk to her?”
“Gina, I don’t…” said Cindy. She certainly didn’t want to talk to Gina’s mom, but then she heard the older woman’s voice. 

 “Listen, young lady,” said the mom. “I don’t know what your sisters are into these days, but I heard about what happened at the pool and I don’t approve. I talked to your parents and they said the twins didn’t even get punished for it. Well, that may be fine for your mom and dad, but it isn’t for me. I don’t want Gina to be around that kind of influence.”
“Yes, Mrs. French,” said Cindy politely as the woman laid down the law. She thought there was still a chance to convince her otherwise. 
“So, don’t call again. Goodbye.” Click. 
Stunned at the abrupt ending, Cindy hung up the phone without even a chance to say goodbye to her friend. Dejected, she realized her innocent outlet was gone from her circle of friends. That sucked. It was just gonna suck more for Gina and her mom. “David,” said the 9-year-old. “We’ll do Emily and George on Tuesday, maybe. Gina and her mom are on the schedule for Monday now. Go scout them out and give me some ideas. I want a real special mother-daughter event at 8 o’clock.” You just didn’t mess with Cindy these days. I have a ghost and I know how to use it. 
Frances French was mostly an old-fashioned, stay-at-home mom. Cindy knew she was a strict parent and had been sent home on more than one occasion while the woman administered a spanking to one of her children. The mom believed in spankings; she just didn’t want it to be a public affair. Cindy also knew that Mrs. French worked as an aerobics instructor in the evenings when her husband was home and could watch their kids. Leading a workout class meant she could sound like a drill sergeant when she wanted to. In short, the woman would be a real challenge… strict morals and strong personality. It might take more than one day to break her. 
With her plans ruined for today, Cindy was tempted to go to the pool with her sisters, but decided they needed some time apart. Instead, she logged onto her computer and went online via the secret server so she couldn’t be traced. Then she started surfing for ideas for Frannie in case David didn’t have anything special. As for Gina, Cindy had already fantasized about her friend’s plump bare bottom as a target for a spanking. If she couldn’t share Gina’s innocence, then Gina would share her perversions. There was also the issue of Gina’s two sisters, Irene age 12 and Ruth age 7. Cindy just couldn’t think of any way that the two could be left alone without them calling someone. They’ll just have to come along and have fun as well. 
After dinner, the twins were fidgeting around. They couldn’t quite sit still to watch TV. They kept getting up to see what Cindy was doing and then they’d go back and sit, checking the door occasionally. The 9-year-old mistress was very aware of what her slaves were doing. It just took her a while to figure out they needed… actually needed… to be commanded. Leading them into the family room where their parents were watching TV, she said, “Kneel down. Watch TV. For every commercial, take off one piece of clothing. Each shoe is one. Each sock is one. Pay attention. There’s more than one commercial at each break. Take something off for each one.” Then she climbed up on the couch and sat between her parents, giving daddy a wink. 
The twins knelt as ordered, knowing they’d asked for this. Right in front of mom and dad. They’d been told to kneel facing the TV in front of the couch where mom, dad, and now Cindy were sitting. The first commercial break, there were four commercials and they were barefoot by the time the show started again, wearing just tops and shorts. The 11-year-olds started to get excited, though for different reasons. It seemed forever before the next break and when it started, May realized she’d been looking forward to it. She pulled off her shirt, embarrassed to bare her small tits even though it was her bare back they were looking at. Mostly it was embarrassing to do it in front of her parents. I didn’t even argue with my mistress. How does that look? Like a slave.  Like a big sister who obeys her little sister without question. Just what I am. Not that I want to advertise it. 
April skinned off her shirt as well, excited to be commanded by her powerful mistress. They’d both been naked and had sex with their parents, but stripping was not something she’d do on her own. It feels so wrong… only for Cindy. At the very next commercial 30 seconds later, the two squirmed their shorts down and then knelt like statues as they waited for the next command. Another commercial ran and there was no sound from their mistress. The show started and they simply knelt naked, two trophies as Cindy displayed her control of the beautiful pair. Two bare backs and two bare bottoms. The little mistress was making it all up as she went, so she needed some time to figure out what to do next. As the third commercial break started, Cindy said, “April, go fill up mommy and daddy’s wine glasses. May, lie down on your back.” As the younger twin lay down, Cindy put the glass table top on her upturned hands and knees. April returned and without a word, set the glasses on the table. 
“I don’t want wine spilled on my carpet,” said Rose warily. The red wine would leave a stain and though she knew May could hold the table steady, she didn’t want to put the preteen to the test quite so definitively. 
“Neither does she,” said Cindy. However, she understood what her mom meant. “April, hand them their wine glasses and go fill a plastic cup with water. Our table can hold that for us.”
Once May had a cup of water to balance, Cindy told April to fetch the little vibrator and three pairs of handcuffs. With his two daughters naked, one of whom was displaying herself very blatantly, Harold wasn’t even trying to watch TV anymore. Thinking about some relief, he shifted on the couch and adjusted his hard on so it wasn’t so cramped. Rose was also intrigued at Cindy’s plans and turned off the TV. In the silence May knew she was the only entertainment in the room.  
When April returned, Cindy cuffed the older twin’s wrists behind her back, ankles together, and then wrists to ankles, leaving her helpless slave on her tummy. She pushed the vibrator into April’s pussy and turned it on low. “Do not cum,” she whispered a warning. 
Though she’d noticed daddy adjust his pants, Cindy wasn’t sure if she could get her parents to join in and play the part she wanted, so she phrased her request carefully. “Mommy, daddy, what I’d like you to do… if you want… is for you to take off your clothes and play with each other. I’m gonna have some fun with my slaves, get them hot, and then you can each have one… you know, use their mouths to make you cum. If they’re good, maybe I’ll let them cum after that.”
“Sounds good to me,” said daddy, looking at his wife to see what she thought. 
“Very generous of you, baby,” said Rose. “Do you want me to call one of your aunts?” She offered Cindy the payback she deserved. 
“Not tonight,” said Cindy. “Just the three of us using a couple of toys.” Daddy was already stripping and mommy started, too. Cindy gave them the dignity of not appearing too interested in their nudity, though she really wanted to see what her parents did in response to her invitation to “play with each other.” Glancing at April, she said, “Watch them, slut. Keep your eyes on them all the time.” April did indeed watch as ordered, but she had something else on her mind. She didn’t miss the offer of an aunt. She was shocked at the realization that her stepmom had offered a trade, like she was a piece of clothing. Here, you wear my shoes and I’ll wear yours. You play with my slave and I’ll play with yours. Nothing but a toy to trade. 
Then, with a smile, Cindy lay down next to May to have her fun. “God, May, you are such a good girl. Being a good decoration. A perfect trophy. Such fun to own you. Show mommy and daddy everything. You got them all excited. How does that make you feel, May? To have them watch and get excited by that pretty pussy, your little tits, and your obedience. Jeez, look at mommy. Taking off her bra. You wanna suck on her tits? I don’t care what you want. You’ll do it if I tell you. Want her to suck your tits? Or would you rather suck daddy?” The two of them shifted their attention to the only male in the family as he slowly stroked his hard cock. When her mom’s hand replaced her dad’s, Cindy gasped with delight. She was speechless for a few seconds as her mom jacked off her stepdad. And his hand went to her pussy. 
“You watching that, May? Yeah, you are. Watching mom and dad play with each other. You’re turning them on. And they’re watching you get all wet.” There was certainly something about watching the two aroused adults and May was excited to know she got them in the mood. “All you can do is watch, huh? Getting excited. Getting all wet. Feeling that special tingle in your special spot.” Raising her voice to make sure everyone heard and that May knew everyone heard, she said, “You could cum in a second, huh, May. So excited about showing off your pussy.”
“Cindy!” whined May, softly. “Don’t. Don’t tease me. Can I cum?”
“I’ll tell you what, May,” said Cindy, her devious mind still making plans. “If you beg good so everyone can hear, then I’ll think about letting you cum. I’m going over to April for a sec, so you better do it loud enough for me to hear.” Then she announced, “Everybody, May wants to cum, but she has to earn it.” She pushed a finger into May’s dripping pussy and then let May suck it clean. 
May was absolutely trapped and she knew it. Lying on her back with her legs spread everybody could see how wet she was. When Cindy dipped her finger into her pussy, it only drew more attention to the juices seeping out and running down the crack of her cute bottom. She colored bright red as Cindy announced she was to beg to cum. Peering through the glass table top, she could see their parents making out and playing with each other. Jeez, it’s so wrong to watch them. So perverted. So naughty of them to do that. I shouldn’t look. Despite her conscience, she couldn’t take her eyes off the intoxicating scene of the two adults obviously aroused at her predicament. 
On the couch, Rose’s hand was busy on Harold’s cock and his hand worked her pink flower. The sight of the two preteens was incredible and already Harold was ready to cum. “Don’t you dare,” said his wife as she saw the signs. “You really need to save that for one of your daughters.” Being multi-orgasmic, she had an advantage. He could make her cum and she’d still be ready for one of the girls. With May watching so intently, Harold moved to sit Rose between his legs. She couldn’t reach his cock anymore, saving it like she suggested. Hooking his ankles inside hers, he lay back and spread her legs so she was as on display as May. Then he started driving her toward an orgasm, exciting May as her stepmom was going to get to cum right in front of her. 
“Please, I gotta cum, Mistress,” whined May. “Please come back and just touch me. I’ll cum in a second. Send April over to lick me. Ohhhh,” she gasped as she imagined that happening with mommy and daddy watching. “Daddy, don’t do that. Don’t… oh God, do me instead. Don’t tease me. Mistress, I can’t hold the table like this.” She was actually holding it quite well, but it killed her to have to hold so still while her pussy was on fire. She continued to beg as daddy’s hand moved so fast in mommy’s pussy that her tits were bouncing. Though it was them putting on a show for her, it embarrassed her to watch, yet she couldn’t take her eyes off them. So frustrating. Jeez, watching mommy get what I want. Oh, daddy, play with me. Her begging tapered off as she wished that was her.  
Rose came in a sudden rush, moaning and gasping, thrilled to have a rapt audience. “Oh, mommy, don’t,” whined May, bobbling the table top a little. The cup stayed upright, but just barely. The 11-year-old looked at the ceiling, trying to calm herself down, but she could still hear. 
While all this was going on, April was the focus of Cindy’s attention. “This is how I like my pain slut. All cuffed and can’t move. I could do anything I wanted to you, couldn’t I? I could stroke you nice and easy like petting a kitty cat.” She ran her hand softly over April’s bare back. “Or, I could swat you.” Smack! She left a hand print on her captive’s right butt cheek. “Stroke you. Swat you. Stroke you. Swat you.” She kept alternating between the two for a couple of minutes. With April’s bottom a nice pink, she said, “I could turn up the vibrator and get you real excited. I could turn it on high and you’d be ready to cum.” Indeed, within 30 seconds April looked ready. “But you can’t. You don’t have permission. You’re mine, April. All mine.”
The little mistress turned the vibrator back down, rolled April to her side, and grabbed her nipples. “I can pull on these. Ooo, yeah, you like that. Hurts so good, huh? I own these nipples. I own your tongue,” she said, holding her thumb and forefinger in front of April’s mouth. In response to the unspoken command, April stuck out her tongue and let Cindy grab hold of it. “Such a good girl,” said Cindy as she pulled April’s tongue out a couple of inches. “I want mommy and daddy to see how well behaved you are. It makes me happy. You like showing them?” 
“Uh huh,” said April weakly. She adored her mistress and how commanding her little sister could be. It felt so good to be allowed to show her obedience, to make Cindy happy, and to be owned. Her mistress was the only one wearing clothes and that position of superiority seemed just the way it should be. 
Then Cindy put her slave back on her stomach again, pulled down her own shorts and panties, lay in front of April, and said, “Kiss my ass.” She looked over her shoulder with a smile as April wriggled into position without a second thought and began kissing and licking her bottom. 
It was then that May bobbled the table. Cindy watched for a few seconds and though May regained control, she didn’t want her slave to drop the glass oval. It was time to stop teasing and start doing. Pulling up her shorts, Cindy rose and set the cup of water on an end table. Then she lifted the glass up and put it back where it belonged. “Is somebody ready to cum?”
“Yes, mistress,” said May. “May I, please?”
“Not yet,” said Cindy. She turned to her parents. “Who wants which slave?”
“I want May,” said Rose. She looked over her shoulder at her husband. “You don’t mind, do you?”
“And leave me with April?” he said in mock disappointment. “She can’t use her hands. She’d have to blow me with no hands, just her mouth.” He grinned at his bound daughter. “What do you say, April?” 
When April looked at Cindy, Harold thought his daughter was balking. Then Cindy said, “Suck him, April. No hands just like he said.” 
“Yes, mistress,” said April and Harold was astonished when he realized she’d just been waiting for the order like a good slave. His obedient daughter looked at him and said, “Nothing but your little girl’s mouth, daddy. Come feed me cock.”
“You come here, little girl,” said Harold. He rose, picked her up, and brought her back to the couch sitting with her perched on her knees between his legs and her head in his hands. 
With his cock right in her face, April said, “God, daddy, it looks so tasty.” She stretched her tongue out and caught the tip of his cock, pulling a little strand of precum to her mouth. Then she just opened her mouth as he impaled her face on his cock. The slave had felt several thrills in rapid fire, from being commanded to strip to thinking of herself as nothing but a toy to trade to showing how well behaved she was. Nothing compared to daddy stopping with his cock in her mouth and saying, “Mistress Cindy, you’ve trained her well.” She shivered with absolute delight as she was the one blowing daddy, but her mistress got the compliment. So well trained. Just for my mistress.
In the meantime, May didn’t even think about waiting for a command from her mistress. Mommy wants me. We shared something special as she came for me. Now I get to do her good. Cindy had only mentioned sucking mommy’s tits, but that made enough of an impression on the preteen that she went straight for mommy’s right nipple, sucking on it eagerly. For a minute she switched back and forth, savoring the big tits as mommy made noises of approval. Then mommy guided her down to her fragrant, dripping pussy. Hearing her husband compliment Cindy, she added her own, “Cindy’s taught her toy to eat pussy very good. Do me good and then maybe your mistress will let me do you.”
Cindy was thoroughly enjoying her power. The twins were so eager to please her and being so naughty with mommy and daddy. Her own panties were soaked, but she was determined to stay in control. The time for her orgasm was rapidly approaching, just not yet. Then she heard her mom say she wanted to do May. “No, Mistress Rose,” she said. “They don’t get to cum tonight.”
The twins both felt their hopes dashed at the announcement. April didn’t bat an eye despite the surprise. That was mistress’ decision. It made her feel so content to know her mistress’ expectations that she no longer had a desire to cum. Mistress Cindy had given her plenty and there would be other times. She didn’t even need to know the reason; she just knew there was one. On the other hand, May stopped and turned to look at her mistress, her eyes appealing for a change of heart. It took just a second to understand the decision was final and looking had been a bad idea. She quickly plunged her face back between her stepmom’s thighs and resumed licking frantically. God, I want to cum. I need to cum. I held up the table for them all to look at me. Like a trophy. Now, I’m performing like a toy. Make me so hot. She knows it. She knows how I feel right now. Her thoughts of the humiliation and now of frustration spiraled her higher and she ate pussy like she could change her mistress’ mind with a job well done. 
 Of course her slaves deserved to know the reason for denying them orgasms or else it would be pointless. However, as her parents looked at her with surprise that mirrored the slaves, she saw the opportunity to explain herself to them and indirectly to her slaves. “Master Harold, Mistress Rose, these two sluts practically begged to be used tonight. I told them there would be none of this for the weekend, but they kept coming to me like slaves, not sisters. So, it is their wish to be slaves and slaves they are, but I’m not rewarding them for it.”
The explanation made the pussy eater think about the events leading up to being told to strip. Then she realized what she and April had been doing… trying to draw attention to themselves without actually saying they needed their mistress. On the other hand, the cocksucker knew full well what she’d been doing. April mentally grimaced as she realized they’d been too obvious. 
“I think they’re enjoying their punishment,” said Master Harold. “At least this slut is.”
“It’s not punishment really, Master Harold,” said Cindy. “They’re getting what they asked for. They just don’t get rewarded for it. They do so enjoy obeying me and making me happy.”
Slut! Daddy just called me a slut? Tied and helpless, sucking her daddy’s cock, the 11-year-old felt a pang of disappointment at the term. Not like I’d do this on my own to just anybody. 
Her mistress had the same thought and her young brow furrowed. She’s not a slut. She’s doing what she was told. She did sound like that though. Nothing but your little girl’s mouth. Come feed me cock. She’s just doing what she was told with enthusiasm… to make me happy. And I am. Impressed and happy. She stopped short of saying it aloud since daddy seemed to like the slut’s mouth. Instead, she played into the mental picture. “She does seem to like daddy’s cock. Little 11-year-old cocksucker. Blowing her daddy.” Looking at May, she added, “And another slut, little 11-year-old pussy licker. The two of you better make them cum soon.”  
The two adults settled back with different tactics. Rose turned May’s head up so their eyes met, silently expressing her dominance over the budding young girl between her legs. The look of submission in May’s eyes and her eager tongue were all that the experienced mistress needed.
Harold kept up a running stream of talk to focus them both on the forbidden incestuous, underage nature of the sex. “Yeah, blowing daddy. What a sweet face with her lips wrapped around my cock. Daddy’s little cocksucker.” Who would’ve thought I’d find my own daughters so sexy? “Fresh out of grade school. Stripped and tied for me. By your little sister.” Wow, that got a reaction. He couldn’t tell what the look meant as she rolled her eyes up to look at him, but she definitely tried to increase the pace. He controlled her completely with her head in his hands, pulling her down as he thrust up. She tried to lean forward sooner and he found himself helping her bob up and down faster. For a minute he was speechless as he watched her practically wrench a forced orgasm from him. He couldn’t have stopped for anything and his orgasm exploded earlier than he wanted, but also more powerfully than he expected. “Jesus, April,” he exclaimed as he tried to extricate his cock from her mouth to adorn her face and body. Unexpectedly she shifted her weight forward again and she ended up swallowing every drop. 
“I said feed me, daddy,” said April as he finally managed to pull her off his cock. “All of it.” As she looked slyly up at him and ran her tongue up his hard cock, he wanted to start all over. To his utter disappointment, nature took its course and his cock wilted despite any wish to the contrary. 
Focused on the preteen in her lap, Rose was used to her husband’s narration, noting with surprise when he fell silent. Unusual as it was, it was a sign that April was doing well. She was equally thrilled with the whiny noises that May made as the slave tried desperately to make her cum. Knowing the sounds of an incredible orgasm from her mate, she relaxed and let her climax follow seconds after he finished. Aside from panting and moaning, her orgasm was silent, shared between slave and mistress. 
As her parents lay in the satisfied glow of the climaxes, Cindy said, “My turn.” The two slaves turned with heightened anticipation at the promise of serving her so personally. It took just seconds for her to release the cuffs on April. She sat in the chair and held out her feet. “Mouths only. Each of you take off a shoe and sock.” On the chance that this was a contest, neither of them wasted time taking one of Cindy’s shoelaces in their mouth and untying their mistress’ shoe. April was quickest to get Cindy’s shoe off and then start on her sock. She was sucking her mistress’ bare toes while May was still pulling her sock off. 
Once she was barefoot, Cindy stood and said, “Strip me, April.” The older twin removed Cindy’s clothes like it was an honor and a reward. As her slave pulled her panties down, Cindy stepped out of them and said, “Your choice, April. You may put my panties in your mouth or May’s mouth. The empty mouth will make me cum.”
It was a no-brainer and April poked the sodden panties into May’s mouth. Her twin would get to taste Cindy, but she’d get the first hand taste. Without further invitation, she licked the bald pussy. Knowing Cindy was close to cumming, April cleaned her little sister up first. Once all of Cindy’s juices were gone from her thighs and outer lips, April ran her tongue between the lips to the pink center and up to the hard little clit. So tempting to tease, but… no. April attacked the hard button and half a minute later, she had Cindy writhing in an exquisite orgasm. The sheer beauty of her mistress in the throes of a climax was worth the entire night. 
With a heavy sigh, Cindy slumped for a few seconds and then held out her arms. “Spit out the panties, May. Both of you come here.” The slaves rested their heads in her lap. Looking at her parents, still reclined and sated, she said, “I suppose I shouldn’t indulge them, but they are such good girls, aren’t they?”
What a sight it was to see the twins relaxing at Cindy’s feet… so content. The broad comment left the two adults wondering how Cindy was indulging them. By treating them like slaves? By letting them perform for their parents? By letting them eat her? Or just by letting them lay their adoring heads in her lap? What they knew for sure was that the two slaves were happy. 
A couple of minutes later, Cindy said, “You have 10 minutes to get ready for bed. Now go.”
After the pair scampered upstairs, Rose said, “Marvelous. You own them so much.”
“Perfect little slaves,” added Harold. “Can’t believe the transformation.”
“It is proper etiquette though,” added Rose, “to make a swap. When you want, you can have one of our slaves.”
“Maybe we should have one over and then have her put on a show like April and May just did. You know… eat Cindy’s pussy on our order, not hers. Would you like that, Mistress Cindy?”
“As a surprise? That would be cool,” agreed Cindy. “But… I dunno… just thanks for being so cool and helping. I don’t think you owe me anything.”
“No? Not for an incredible blowjob?” said Harold. “We were just… there.”
“We know what you were doing,” said Rose. “So, we just naturally know how to respond. It’s not a big deal. We had a good time, baby. We’ll surprise you sometime.”
“Thanks, mommy,” said Cindy. “Thanks, daddy. Gotta go check on them.”
The proud parents watched their 9-year-old as she left to assume more responsibility than any girl her age normally would. How many other little sisters put their big sisters to bed?
Once they were ready for bed, Cindy left her slaves kneeling and waiting for her. They’d finished their preparations in the allotted time and she took 15 minutes to get herself ready. “I think next time the two of you come begging for attention, I’ll lock you in the drawers. I was too nice. I shouldn’t have even looked at you.” She picked up a leash. “In your bed, April.” When April complied, Cindy leashed her to the foot of the bed.
“You, in bed,” said Cindy as she waved the other twin to the bed. “Get it warm for me.” After a minute, she dropped her robe and climbed into the warm bed with her naked slave. She ran a hand over May’s body as her slave sucked on one of David’s tentacles. Since when did she start doing that? She doesn’t even know about him. Oh well, she can have his tentacles. He looks happy enough. Spreading her slender little legs, she invited David to fuck her. 
The next morning, David told her what he’d discovered at the French house and then he had to define embezzle and explain the sentence for the crime. Cindy was happy to have the information 24 hours ahead of time so she could plan tomorrow. Knowing Mr. French was embezzling from his company and that Mrs. French knew about it gave her different leverage than she’d expected and she needed to change her plans. 
There was the matter of discussing Mrs. French with her mother. She’d promised to talk over big changes and she’d talked to her mom about her major additions since that promise… Sally, Melanie, and Kyle. She knew this was definitely something she had to discuss and even was prepared for her mom to say no. 
“I can see how that would be fun,” said her mother when she heard the whole story. Cindy was absolutely shocked to hear a ready agreement with the idea. Then her mom continued, “Are you sure you want to do that to your friend? And her mom? You haven’t done an adult before.” 
Mostly true. Mom doesn’t know about Eliza and that only lasted a few minutes until she was gone forever. “Yeah, I’m sure,” said Cindy. “They need to be taught a lesson. If they think I’m a bad influence, then I’ll be one for real.”
“Don’t call her Mrs. French when you punish her,” said Rose, worried that her daughter might do something that silly. “And be very careful with Ruth. And Gina. Their pussies aren’t big enough for penetration. Maybe Gina, but not Ruth.”
“Yeah, I know,” said Cindy. 
“You’re sure about the embezzlement?”
“Yeah, David saw the ledger and heard them talking about it last night.”
“OK, and you’re just gonna do it one day as punishment. Not long term?” Rose was thinking about taking on that task herself. With that kind of leverage and if everything went well tomorrow, she might try her hand at enslaving the mother of three. 
“Yeah, April and May are my only long term slaves now,” said Cindy. “I don’t need any more. Just having a little fun.”
Sunday night, as Cindy and David made their final plans, the phone rang and her mom said it was for her. “Who is it?” she asked. 
“Jack-Jack.”
“Oh, she’s back already?” Cindy was excited her lover was back from vacation, but she hadn’t expected to hear from her until tomorrow afternoon. Even then she wasn’t sure how Jack-Jack would fit into her plans. When she answered the phone and Jack-Jack said she could be over first thing in the morning, Cindy was at a loss. Jack-Jack just couldn’t come over in the morning. It would ruin everything. “Can you come over right now?” asked Cindy. She wanted to explain in person why tomorrow wasn’t good. 
Hurrying to Cindy’s house, Jack-Jack knew Cindy’s parents were home, so she didn’t expect to make love to her wife. In the privacy of Cindy’s room they spent a few minutes kissing and cuddling before Cindy told Jack-Jack what was going to happen tomorrow morning. 
“Little Miss Goody Two-Shoes?” said Jack-Jack. “The snitch? And her mom? Sweet. Never figured out why you even hung out with her.” She took a couple of minute to explain her opinion of Gina and the few times their paths had crossed. 
To Cindy it sounded like she was the only one who’d gotten along with Gina. At least Gina didn’t sound like the innocent little girl that she thought her former friend was. Innocent in many ways, but conniving and manipulative when she didn’t like you. In another half hour, Jack-Jack was part of the plan and they rehearsed their roles for another half hour. “You’re sure you can get the safe open?” asked Jack-Jack nervously as they parted. It was the one part of the plan that bothered her. She didn’t want to be stuck inside it for long. 
“No problem,” said Cindy. “I have to open it to get you in, right?”
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 42
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Monday morning after breakfast, Cindy hogtied the twins in their room, set up a video camera, and told them to take turns licking each other wherever they wanted so long as there were no orgasms. Jack-Jack came over excited and early so they went to the French house to take care of business without even watching the twins for so much as a minute. There were other things to do. 
With David, getting in the house was easy and so was setting up what they needed. Once they were ready, Cindy turned visible and ran past the room where Mrs. French was dusting. “Who? What’s going on?” she said, just catching a glimpse. “Cindy? Is that you?” She hurried out of the room and down the hall where Cindy was headed. Finding Cindy standing in her husband’s office, she said, “How did you get in here?”
“Magic,” said Cindy with a smile. Her victim was obviously dubious of her claim. 
“No, really,” insisted the mother of three. “What are you doing here? I said you couldn’t come over and there’s nothing you can say to change my mind, so get out or I’m calling your mother.” I’ll call her mother anyway. This is entirely unacceptable. 
“Six hundred thirty-eight thousand, seven hundred and twenty four dollars and sixteen cents,” said Cindy. 
“What?” The number didn’t ring a bell with her. She hadn’t memorized the amount her husband had mentioned Saturday night. 
“$638,724.16,” said Cindy again. “You said I couldn’t say anything to change your mind so I said $638,724.16.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?” insisted Mrs. French. 
Cindy sighed in exasperation. “It’s how much your husband embezzled from his company.”
The woman blanched as she made the connection. How could Cindy possibly know about that? Who else knows? Just what does she expect to get from that knowledge? But first… deny. “Nonsense,” said Mrs. French. “Wherever would you get an idea like that?”
“From Mr. French,” said Cindy. “It’s what he said Saturday night. It’s what’s in the ledger.” She turned to the huge safe in the room and pointed at the combination lock. 
Given that the woman was frightened by all things supernatural, as the dial started to spin, Mrs. French let out a terrified gasp. Trying to stay in control in front of the 9-year-old intruder, she forced herself to sound calm. “How are you doing that?” She stepped forward to stop the dial, but found herself stuck in position. 
“Magic,” said Cindy again. She looked closely at Mrs. French. The shriek was more than she expected and even now the woman sounded way more concerned about the spinning dial than the damning contents of the safe. 
Magic? Can’t be. There’s no such thing as magic. No such thing as magic. The hair stood up on the back of Mrs. French’s neck as she tried to convince herself. Unfortunately for her, she was quite susceptible to suggestion when it came to supernatural things or the occult. Her mind focused on the magic in front of her eyes. Can’t move. Am I paralyzed? With fear? Need to go. Get out of here. Can’t move. She felt sanity giving way to terror. She was lucky Cindy didn’t come right out and tell her there was a ghost in the house. 
As the heavy safe door swung open, Mrs. French stood with her mouth agape, filled with dread that the little girl had opened the lock and now could manage the door without even touching it. “Eeeeek,” she shrieked as the ledger floated out of the safe. “Eeeeeeee,” she shrieked again when she saw the hand and arm attached to it. “Gaaaahhh,” she finished as Jack-Jack climbed out of the safe with the ledger tightly clasped in her little hand. How did Jacqueline get in there? Kevin? Did he lock her in there? Is this some kind of sick joke? He knows how much I hate things like this. “Is… is…” she stammered. 
Jack-Jack cut her off saying, “$638,724.16.” She opened the ledger to the page where that figure was the last entry. “See.” With her practiced line delivered, she stared at Mrs. French as the woman tried to calm herself down. This was way more worried than she expected Mrs. French to be. Kewl!
“Is… is my husband around”” said the woman finally. “Did… did he put you up to this?” Ludicrous as it sounded to have her loving husband prey on her weakness, it was the only thing that made sense. 
“No, just us girls,” said Cindy. “You should be worried about the embezzling, shouldn’t you?” She hadn’t picked up on the fact that she had more leverage just scaring the woman out of her wits with magic than she had over the crime. 
“Yes… well… umm… yes,” agreed Mrs. French, looking around cautiously for any other signs of magic. The money was at least a tangible thing that her mind could deal with. Shuddering with relief, she focused on Cindy and her accusation. With that she realized she’d just admitted the crime and denial was no longer an option. It also didn’t matter how Cindy found out or how Jacqueline got in the safe. You can open a safe from the inside. I heard that once. Jacqueline got in and opened it from the inside. “What’s this all about?”
“Mom?” came a voice from the hallway. “What’s going on?” Irene stuck her head into the office to look for the sound of the shrieking. Cindy held her finger to her lips to silence Mrs. French. After a quick look to verify the office was empty, Irene went searching for another source. Maybe it just came from outside, thought the 12-year-old. 
“What… was that?” asked Mrs. French. “Don’t say magic.”
“That was Irene,” said Cindy. “She’s a who, not a what. We were talking about you embezzling and me blackmailing. Right?” Mrs. French was busy examining her hands to make sure she could see them. “Right?” insisted Cindy. 
With a big swallow, Mrs. French returned her attention to Cindy. Don’t want to know. Stay calm. There’s an explanation for all this. “Right,” she agreed. “Blackmail.” Stay focused. Think straight. What does she want?”
“Good,” said Cindy. “It’s simple. We’re going to play a few games this morning and it starts with you putting this on, Fanny.” She held up a leather hood. For now it was a shapeless leather blob with straps and she could tell Mrs. French hadn’t the faintest idea what it was. 
“It’s Fran or Frances to my friends. Not Frannie,” said Mrs. French. “You can still call me Mrs. French, young lady. Don’t be rude.”
“Don’t be obstreperous, Fanny,” said Cindy, pleased with the big word. “I didn’t make a mistake.”
Mrs. French glared at Cindy, accepting that ‘call the adult by a rude name’ was one of the games the 9-year-old wanted to play. “What is that?” she asked, glad to change the subject off the game. She didn’t like losing and she had just lost that point. 
“It’s a hood,” said Cindy. “Goes over your head and then you can’t see. For playing some games. Sit down and I’ll put it on you.”
The woman didn’t like this game any better, but at least the games sounded like safe child’s play. There was something that needed to be straightened out though. “If I do this, then you won’t say anything to anybody about the money?” She’d managed enough control to sound condescending as she asked. 
“We’ll play games all morning,” said Cindy with an innocent smile. “Then I won’t say anything to anybody.”
“We won’t say anything,” piped up Jack-Jack. 
“How about if I give you both $100,” suggested Fanny. She tested the invisible bonds on herself and again was unable to move. 
“How about if you do what I said,” replied Cindy. She pointed at a chair in the room. “Sit there.”
Fanny sat with a final objection. “What about a simpler blindfold? That’s awfully big. It’s too much.”
“Quiet,” said Cindy as she put the hood over Fanny’s head and worked it down. She had the woman’s eyes covered and her hair tucked up into the hood when she said, “Open up.” 
What for? wondered Fanny even as she complied with the command. Then a rubber mouthpiece was pushed into her mouth and she tried to expel it. What the hell is that? What’s she doing now? Fanny struggled to get her arms up and remove the mouthpiece, but she couldn’t move. 
“Relax, it’s just to keep the hood from turning around or something,” lied Cindy, grinning at Jack-Jack. She snugged the hood down good with David checking it. Then she tightened the side straps and buckled the strap under Fanny’s chin. “See, it’s not going anywhere.”
“I change my mine,” said the gagged woman. “Take it aww.” 
“Too late for that, Fanny,” said her mistress. “The fun is just starting.”
As David stood her up, Fanny suddenly felt like someone was there. When she’d been able to see, logic said there was nobody holding her in place. Now that she was blind, she could think past the logic of seeing is believing and feel David’s presence. “Who air?” she asked, trying to squirm out of someone’s grasp. The stakes had just gone up if there was a man in the room. She couldn’t get free and then her arms were pulled behind her and ropes wound around her wrists. “Oh, Gaw, no,” she whined. Almost before she knew it, her wrists were bound and her elbows were touching. She could feel her shoulders roll back and imagine how it looked to push out her chest like the ropes forced her to do. 
As she struggled anew, she heard Cindy’s voice close to her ear, sinister and commanding. “So many games we’re gonna play today. So much fun. Here’s something I just love. Ready for a surprise?” Fanny’s blood ran cold at the sound. 
After attaching a hose and hand pump to the gag in Fanny’s mouth, Cindy squeezed the pump six times. Her slave uttered a couple of final coherent words and then all she could do was grunt and groan which she did quite stridently for a minute or so. As hard as she’d tried, Fanny was so muffled she couldn’t make much noise. Her mouth was forced open, her cheeks puffed out slightly and her tongue was trapped against the bottom of her mouth. 
“Yeah, that’s it. Calm down,” said Cindy as the noise died down. “Think of the bright side. When that’s in your mouth, you can’t suck cock.” She smiled as that brought a renewed series of grunts. When that died down, Cindy added, “And the not so bright side is that when I take it out and you do get to suck cock, you won’t know who it is.” To her surprise, that just brought a single whine of despair and Fanny’s shoulders slumped. 
Once again Fanny wondered if her husband had gone crazy and was at the root of this treatment. Not only is there someone strong helping Cindy, but who is putting these ideas in the 9-year-old’s mind? These aren’t kid games anymore. Helpless, she could taste the frustration as she tested the ropes on her arms. Wondering how bad this could get, she felt the buttons on her shirt being undone. She heard and felt the arms of the shirt being torn and then the shirt was gone. Like a puppet on a string, she raised a foot and her sock was removed. Then the other foot. “Uh uh,” she whined as fingers undid the snap and zipper of her shorts and slid them down. 
“Think she’d know if we took her outside?” Cindy mused. 
“Probably,” said Jack-Jack as the two smirked at each other. “She’d feel the sun or the breeze or something.”
“Uh uh, uh uh,” insisted the hooded figure. “Ooooohhhh,” she whined as her bra strap was unhooked. The shoulder straps snapped and if there was any doubt she was topless, it was gone when hands cupped her tits. 
“You know this isn’t about the embezzlement, Fanny,” said Cindy as she hooked her fingers in the waistband of her slave’s panties. “It’s about you thinking I’m a bad influence on Gina. I wasn’t, but I can be since you think so.” She slid down her slave’s panties and helped her step out of them. “Buck-ass naked,” said Cindy with a grin. “Now we’re ready to play some games.” To Jack-Jack, she said, “Round ‘em up, ‘kay?”
Leaving Cindy with her new toy, Jack-Jack went looking for the three girls. She didn’t have to go far to find Irene. After the initial confrontation of Irene wondering why Jack-Jack was there, the 9-year-old told the older girl that her mom wanted her to wait in the office. She found Gina and Ruth glued to the TV and after convincing them to go to the office, followed them there. 
When Irene stepped into the office, she verified that it was still empty and was left to wonder why Jack-Jack and not her mother had come to get her. It was just too weird. She waited a few seconds and then, since she didn’t acknowledge Jack-Jack’s authority to tell her anything, she wandered back out of the office. Half a minute later, she met her sister’s headed for the office and, still bewildered, went back with them. 
“What the… mom?” asked Irene in surprise. She was the first through the door and she was sure the room had been empty just seconds ago. Now she gaped at a naked woman wearing only a black leather hood. It was an obscene pose with the woman pushing her tits out at them, her arms virtually gone, and her legs slightly spread. It was not logical, but she still guessed it was her mom. The figure moaned and shook her head. Taking that as a no, Irene looked at Cindy. “Who is it then? What’s going on? Why are you here?” Her quick glance at the naked woman said she meant “you” to mean both of the intruders. 
“Oh, it’s your mom, all right. She just doesn’t want you to know it,” said Cindy. “We’re playing a game called bad influence. You know, the one where Cindy gets accused of being a bad influence and decides to prove it. Talked your mom right out of her clothes, tied her up, and put the hood on her. She couldn’t wait to play the game and now she wants the three of you to play, too.”
“Mom? Is she telling the truth?” asked Irene, taking charge as the oldest. 
“It was your sisters,” said Gina. “Not you. Just…” She stopped the lie at a nasty look from Cindy. She’d just told Cindy the opposite yesterday and she knew it. 
“How do we play?” asked Ruth. 
In response to Irene’s question, Fanny’s head nodded up and down though not of her own free will. What’s going on? Don’t nod. I can’t stop nodding. They’ll think this is OK or my idea or that it’s really a game. What a nightmare. The girls can’t see me like this. She screamed into the gag, but all that came out was a shrill moan. 
“No way,” countered Irene. She moved to the side and saw the ropes on her mom’s arms. “Somebody tied her up and you’re making her do this. Right, mom? This isn’t just a game, is it?” When her mom nodded again, Irene wasn’t sure what her mom was agreeing with. “Mom, is this just a game?” Again the hooded head nodded. 
“It’s a naughty game,” observed Ruth. 
“Yeah, it is, Ruth,” agreed Cindy. “Your mommy thought it was time you learned that naughty is OK sometimes.” Fanny’s head obediently bobbed up and down in total agreement as she struggled to express her true feelings. She once again started to think about Cindy and magic. She’s a witch. She’s evil. The thought made her shiver in fear. 
Cindy knew the ruse of a game wouldn’t stand up very long once the girls learned their role in it. For the time being, it might work to keep them compliant. If not… well, David had a tentacle around each of the girls’ waists.  She clipped a leash to a ring that dangled right over Fanny’s nose. “C’mon, we have to play the game at my house. There’s more stuff there.”
As she tried to dig in her heels, Fanny found herself being tugged along not just by the leash, but also by the man’s hand… arm… whatever that was wrapped around her waist. After a few steps she assumed they were out of the office and the right turn led straight toward the front door. “Uh uh, uh uh,” she protested. 
The 12-year-old had the presence of mind to grab her mom around the waist as they headed for the front door. “No way,” she insisted as she tried to stop the procession. “She’s naked. We can’t just walk outside.” Irene couldn’t understand why her mom was cooperating, but she knew this wasn’t right. Then she was pulled away and found she couldn’t move. 
“Yeah, we can just walk outside,” said Cindy. “I’ll walk her on a leash just like she’s a pet. The whole game is called bad influence, remember? She wants you to see what that means. Now, for interrupting the game, you have to take a penalty.” She stepped in front of Irene and pulled the older girl’s T-shirt up and over her head and down her arms as Irene felt her body cooperate despite her attempts to stop Cindy. Wearing a training bra, now more than ever she didn’t want to go outside. 
“We got stuff,” said Irene frantically. “We can play the game here. We can’t go outside.” 
“Slow learner?” asked Cindy sarcastically. She pulled down Irene’s shorts and helped her step out of them. “Bra and panties. Wanna try for the bra?” She was pleased that Irene shook her head and said nothing. “Either of you want to complain?” she asked Gina and Ruth. 
Satisfied with silence and blank stares, Cindy removed all their shoes and socks and tied their hands behind them. She put a collar on each of the girls and then ran rope from Fanny’s bound wrists to Irene’s collar, Irene’s wrists to Gina’s collar, and Gina’s wrists to Ruth’s collar. Then she tugged on the leash again and led her four barefoot victims out the door. David had a tentacle around each of the victims and another around Jack-Jack. He held Cindy’s free hand with his hand so they could all be invisible. 
Horrified, Fanny heard the door open and, after a couple of steps, felt the sun on her nude body. Naked and helpless she followed Cindy down the front walk. It wasn’t just her anymore. She knew that Irene was wearing just her underwear. Fighting the terror induced by Cindy’s magic, she tried to think like a mother, but she had no options. She had to admit that Cindy was in charge. They turned left on the sidewalk and headed toward Cindy’s house. Warily she listened for any sign that they’d been spotted. Cars went by without stopping. Recalling Irene’s brief check in the office earlier, she realized they were invisible. It helped to know that, but the idea of magic surfaced again. I can’t fight her. I’m just along for the ride. And it’s not going to be a fun ride. 
The little mistress didn’t want to make a scene on the way to her house, so she led them at a steady pace punctuated only by an occasional, “Ow,” from one of the barefoot girls. Irene knew this was wrong and couldn’t understand why no one seemed to notice. It was as if it wasn’t wrong. The two younger girls actually started to think Cindy had been right… it was OK to be naughty sometimes. No one seemed to mind mommy being naked.  The group arrived without incident. Then Cindy and Jack-Jack led the four up to her bedroom. As Cindy led the line of four into her room and lined them up side by side, Jack-Jack went to check on the twins and found them merely kissing though their bodies were shiny with each other’s saliva. By the time Jack-Jack came back, Cindy had turned on three video cameras to capture the action. 
There was a low beam in the corner, two feet long, four inches wide, and a foot and a half off the floor. Right in the middle of the beam, a vibrator stuck straight up. Leading Fanny to the beam, Cindy positioned the woman facing into the room with a foot on either side of the beam. Then she lubed up the vibrator and pushed Fanny down. 
Under Cindy’s light touch and David’s firmer touch, Fanny couldn’t keep from squatting down. Unable to see, she didn’t know what was going on. She’d already started squatting when Irene blurted out, “Don’t, mom. Don’t let her.” Her blood ran cold at the thought of something her daughter could see about to happen, but she couldn’t stop despite the warning. “Gross, Cindy. Don’t make her.” Fanny heard the final warning from Irene as the girl knew for certain what Cindy had planned. Still unable to stop, Fanny settled down. She felt the tip of the vibrator at her pussy and then it just slid easily all the way in until she was seated on the bench, eight inches of plastic inside her. The dual headed vibrator had an external prong that pressed against her clit, so she knew exactly what was inside her. “Uh uh,” she protested for what seemed to be the hundredth time, but again it was to no avail. 
With a wave of her hand, Cindy made ropes rise up and tie Fanny’s calves to her thighs as the three girls watched in amazement. So far it was the most obvious sign of Cindy’s magic and left them no doubt that the 9-year-old could do anything. “I’m going to make your mother have an orgasm or two or three,” she told them. “She’s gonna cum and cum. She won’t be able to control herself.” As she suspected, only Irene looked like she understood what orgasm and cum meant. 
The bound woman had all but given up on protests and now her mind was on something else. It was as simple as the fact that the vibrator had been prepped and slid in easily. To her it meant that Cindy had done things like this before. The 9-year-old knew things she shouldn’t know, like how to insert a vibrator and how to tie her in a forced kneeling position. Fanny was astride a piece of equipment that she could only guess at from how it felt and it felt specially designed for this. As the vibrator turned on, she saw no threat. Cindy couldn’t make her cum against her will even once, let alone multiple times. Still, it was humiliating and frustrating to be naked, bound, and gagged while a 9-year-old sexually stimulated her in front of her daughters. 
“Stop it,” said Irene. “This isn’t funny.”
“I’ve been trying to decide who would be the one,” said Cindy. “I guess it’s going to be you, Irene. You talk back too much.” She’d thought it might be Ruth, but the normally inquisitive, talkative 7-year-old was out of her element. As the little girl tried to process what was going on, the shock and awe kept her mind reeling and her tongue silent. 
The 12-year-old stiffened at the implied threat. She didn’t know what that meant except that being “the one” was not a good thing. 
Beside her, Gina had the same impression. And it’s all my fault that we’re here at all. My fault for telling Cindy I was waiting for her call just to tell her off. I shouldn’t have said that much. It should be me that’s the one whatever, but Irene is the oldest. She can do it. I just can’t. It felt terrible, but she didn’t have the nerve to offer to take Irene’s place. Trembling she looked at her mother and what had become of her. It looked like Irene was next. 
“I don’t like this game,” said Ruth. “Don’t hurt her.”
Cindy shook her head in exasperation at the 7-year-old. “Duh, it’s not a game, Ruth. I’m pissed and you’re all gonna pay. Your mom is being punished and now Irene is going to get it. Next will be Gina and then it will be your turn to learn about your body.” As Fanny protested again and very stridently this time, Cindy moved beside her and said, “That’s right, Fanny. The game is called bad influence. Gonna molest them all. And guess what.” She waited a few seconds and then said, “You’re gonna watch.” With that, she ripped the Velcro patch off Fanny’s eyes. Looking into the wide, frightened eyes, she added, “You are so fucked and it’s all because your husband got greedy.” 
When Fanny hung her head in an attempt to avoid watching, a rope snaked down from the ceiling and hooked to a ring in the top of the hood. When it pulled taut, it served simply to pull her head erect, staring straight ahead. The rope on Fanny’s hood made it virtually impossible to nod, but she could shake her head and whine. It was possible for her to shut her eyes, but she couldn’t bring herself to shut them as Cindy turned toward Irene, clad only in bra and panties. 
“Want to earn some points?” Cindy asked Irene. “Take off your underwear for me. All of it. I want you naked just like mommy.”
Irene’s response was to cross her arms modestly over her chest, hoping she could protect the last of her clothes. 
“Umm, Cindy?” interrupted Jack-Jack. “The twins. You wanted them here.”
“Dang it,” said Cindy, upset with herself for forgetting. “Thanks, Jack-Jack. Go get them. We’ll wait.” 
When Jack-Jack got to the twins’ room, the two bound beauties were already floating in the air and waiting expectantly. “Come on, then,” she said. “Your mistress wants you. Having some fun next door.” She turned on her heel and went back to the action. Stopping in the hall, she took hold of the rope that held April’s wrists and feet together and then carried her like a suitcase into Cindy’s room. With Cindy’s magic, it was effortless and she grinned at the expression on the girls’ faces as she set April down on her tummy. Returning to the hall, she carried May in and set her next to April. The two were just inside the door as the room was getting crowded. 
The twins had known they were on hold for something. Cindy didn’t just leave them to their own devices for no reason. For an hour they’d licked each other in various places, enjoying the thrill of nearly cumming, the taste of each other’s pussy, and the feel of each other’s tongue. A few minutes ago they’d heard voices and wondered what they were missing. As Jack-Jack set them down to watch, they grinned at each other. Cindy was playing and they were gonna get to watch. Wow, thought May, she’s doing Gina. And her sisters. And… her mom? Gawd. How their mom must feel. She got tingly just from imagining how humiliating it had to be for Mrs. French. This is better than Em-emily and George. 
“Wrong move, stupid,” said Cindy as she turned back to the uncooperative preteen. She pointed at Irene’s right hand and then up and to her right. Irene couldn’t believe that her hand followed where Cindy pointed. With the same finger, Cindy directed the 12-year-old’s left hand up high. Behind the little mistress, mommy suddenly screamed. Only Cindy knew just how desperate the muffled sound was, but she was left to wonder why all of a sudden Fanny would scream like that. She stepped behind Irene so mommy had a clear view as she unhooked Irene’s bra and broke the shoulder straps with some help from David. Dropping the bra to the side, Cindy cupped the small breasts and rolled the little nipples to hardness. “Not a damn thing you can do,” she whispered to Irene. “Let’s get a look at your pussy.” Then she pulled down Irene’s panties. 
Fanny had felt strangely safe inside her dark world. Helpless as she was, the hood kept her from facing the full reality. What she couldn’t see wouldn’t hurt her and it was like it was a different woman who was naked. When she could suddenly see again, that last protection was gone. It was when Irene’s hands shot up in the air guided only by Cindy’s finger that she saw Cindy’s magic clearly. It wasn’t fear for her daughter that raised the scream of horror, but the knowledge that she was absolutely helplessly trapped in a room with a witch, something whose very existence she desperately needed to deny. She wanted to run screaming, but her only option was to watch with fear as her oldest daughter was stripped and molested by the 9-year-old witch. It was beyond belief to see Cindy display her talent as an experienced sexual dominant. She’d only dared to watch a couple of horror movies. Scary and unsettling as the movies were, Fanny always clung to the idea that a predator with supernatural powers and evil intent was too outlandish. Now it was like a horror movie unfolding with just such a predator right in front of her. 
With Fanny still screaming in the background, Cindy tied a slightly less frightened Irene’s arms behind her and her legs together. She put a ring gag in Irene’s mouth. Then, a rope came down from the ceiling and tied itself around Irene’s ankles. As it went up, so did Irene’s feet until she was hanging upside down with her head a foot above the floor. Turning Irene to face away from her, Cindy poked her finger up Irene’s ass and then turned her back around so she could put that same finger in Irene’s mouth. “Not so bossy now, huh?” she teased at the sick look on Irene’s face. 
Picking up a wooden paddle, Cindy ran her commanding green eyes around the room so all four captives knew she was speaking to them as she said, “I love this part.” She left Irene facing the other three as she stepped behind her and swatted the helpless ass hard. “Nobody else seems to like it,” she said, winking at Jack-Jack. 
“I like it,” said Jack-Jack as Cindy acknowledged her. She was mostly content just watching her lover at work. As Cindy rained four more swats on the crying 12-year-old’s bottom, Jack-Jack went to Cindy’s collection of torture tools. Returning with nipple clamps, Jack-Jack fondled Irene’s tits and then put the clamps on their victim. “Nobody seems to like that either.” 
“I like it,” said Cindy. “Naked, tied, spanked, and hanging upside down,” she taunted Irene. “And with everybody watching. My sisters like to play this with me. They like to watch, too.” She looked at the twins and said, “You like watching, huh?”
As the two hog-tied girls nodded, Fanny noticed them for the first time. She’d been so focused on her own three daughters that she hadn’t looked toward April and May. Now things began to make some sense. It wasn’t the twins that were the bad influence. It was Cindy and the twins were just more victims. 
Jack-Jack took advantage of Irene’s bondage to admire her pink bottom. “Nice and pink,” she observed as she caressed it. It was warm, too. 
Cindy turned to Gina. “Time to take your clothes all off, Gina. Or did you want something like Irene’s getting?”
“Cindy, I’m sorry,” pleaded Gina even as she pulled her shirt off to show her flat chest and pink nipples. “You can… you can come over and play,” she whined as she fumbled with the front of her shorts. Sliding them down, she looked at her mommy. “I’m sure she’d say yes, wouldn’t you, mommy?” Looking into her mommy’s wide eyes told her that mommy was scared, but mommy didn’t even so much as nod. “What… what are you going to do?” she asked Cindy as she pulled down her panties. 
“Take your panties and put them in Irene’s mouth. All the way in.”
Looking at the panties in her hand, at Irene, back to Cindy, and back at Irene, Gina softly said, “OK, if that’s what you want.” She stepped to Irene. “I don’t want to. Sorry. She’s making me do it.” Then she pushed her panties into her older sister’s mouth as Irene tried desperately to turn her head away. 
“Yum, yum,” said Cindy when Gina was done. “Good girl, Gina. Do what you’re told and the game can be fun. The twins didn’t like it at first, but now they do.”
In short order, Gina’s hands were tied in front of her and then Cindy led her to the bed and leaned her over it face down. Going to the other side, she pulled the rope across and tied it so Gina was standing on her tiptoes and lying across the bed with her ass ready for a spanking. With Gina watching Cindy intently to see what was next, Jack-Jack tied Gina’s ankles to the ends of the bed. With her legs spread wide, Gina’s feet didn’t touch the ground anymore. The bound girl couldn’t see what Jack-Jack was doing behind her, so she was still looking at Cindy when Jack-Jack used the paddle to swat the plump bottom. In shock and pain, Gina let out a scream.
“Dang it,” said Cindy. “Hold on a sec, Jack-Jack.” She put a ring gag in Gina’s mouth. “OK, do it,” she said. Jack-Jack delivered five more swats on the hot pink bottom.  “That was one too many,” said Cindy. 
“I started over,” shrugged Jack-Jack. 
“Yeah, well, I don’t mind. She screams nice. We can give her more later.” Walking around behind Gina, she appraised Jack-Jack’s work. “Nice and pink,” she said as she rubbed Gina’s bare bottom. 
As Cindy started on Irene, Fanny couldn’t take her eyes off them. Ropes moved without being touched and she felt a chill up and down her spine, the hair on the back of her neck standing up. Frightened to death, she forgot all about having control, nearly forgetting that she had a vibrator inside her and another humming against her clit. As Irene was hoisted up and spanked, Fanny felt warm even though she was naked. Fighting back the terror, she cursed silently as Gina stripped herself, put her panties in Irene’s mouth, and then was helpless to protect her own ass as Jack-Jack spanked her. The orgasm hit her totally by surprise, making her fingers and toes clench and her whole body tense and tingle. “Hunh, hunh, hunh,” she moaned as she rocked back and forth, completely absorbed in her climax. 
“Well, look at that,” said Cindy, fully aware of the signs she was seeing. “Mommy’s cumming for us. So excited about watching her girls get spanked. Couldn’t help herself. That’s so sweet, Fanny. Girls… mommy’s cumming. Real live sex ed. Oops, it’s lesbian sex ed though, huh? Isn’t it perfect?” She locked eyes with the pleading eyes from the hood. “How many more, mommy? And do you think I can get all of them to cum for you, too?”
Once she started, Fanny couldn’t stop even as Cindy called attention to her noisy orgasm. Blushing inside the hood, she lost herself to the physical pleasure only coming down as Cindy asked how many more. Her eyes widened in disbelief. Sure Cindy had said more, but right now? Back to back? With a mental picture of her daughters riding the vibrator, she shuddered at the thought of her daughters doing the same thing. Lesbian sex ed? She spanked them and touched Irene’s breasts. What else does she have planned? 
There was one big problem for Fanny. She wasn’t multi-orgasmic. In fact, right after cumming, her clit was so sensitive that it hurt to touch for a while afterwards. When the vibrators didn’t stop, she screamed anew, this time in pain from the continuing stimulation to her sore clit. No, no, turn them off, turn them off. I can’t do this. For God’s sake, it hurts too much. Cindy stared uncomprehendingly into her pleading eyes. 
“Yeah, a few more,” said the 9-year-old as she thought the screaming was an objection to putting on a show for her daughters. She turned away and faced Ruth. “What’s it gonna be, Ruth? You gonna strip for us?”
“Uh huh,” nodded the 7-year-old. She allowed herself to be pushed in front of her mommy. Then she self-consciously slipped the shoulder straps of her sundress off and pulled her dress down. 
“Nice,” said Cindy. “Now the panties. When you take them off, count to 10 and then go put them in Gina’s mouth.”
The youngest of the girls slid her panties down to reveal her bulging mound and counted to 10. She didn’t understand that part of it, but she did it anyway. As she did, she gave her screaming mommy a good view of her naked body. Then she climbed up on the bed and stuffed her panties through the ring in Gina’s mouth without a word of apology. 
Cindy added a ring gag to Ruth’s little mouth, prying it unnaturally open for the tiny face. They just didn’t make child size ring gags. Picking up Irene’s panties, she asked Ruth, “Where do you think I should put these?” 
As the girl’s eyes darted around the room searching for a place, Cindy knew that Ruth had no idea what was about to happen. She took a firm hold of Ruth’s hair and then stuffed big sister’s panties into the innocent young mouth. “That’s where they belong,” said Cindy. She hefted the paddle and said, “Bend over and grab your ankles.” Cindy laughed as Ruth did just that. 
Cindy swatted the tight little ass hard and Ruth’s hands promptly flew up to cover her bottom. Jack-Jack seized Ruth’s hands and held them out in front of her as Cindy swatted the 7-year-old four more times.  “Mmmm, nice and pink,” observed Jack-Jack with a wink. All three girls were now warmed up. 
“Time to call,” said Cindy and Jack-Jack darted out of the room. Surveying the room, Cindy noticed that Fanny had finally stopped screaming, Irene’s face was turning red, and Ruth needed some rope. 
Inside her private hell, Fanny felt incredible pain for about five minutes and then it passed to be replaced by a growing tingle. Fight as much as she could, she couldn’t stop the rising orgasm. She’d never been multi-orgasmic. She hadn’t even managed to get past the pain of her sensitive clit, but now she exploded in an orgasm, seeing stars as her body humped the beam, her tits bouncing wildly. It was the most incredible orgasm she’d ever felt and then she was looking into Cindy’s eyes again. “Some fun, huh, Fanny,” said the mistress. “That was a good one. Guess you do like putting on a show for the girls. How about another?” Fanny started screaming again as the pain returned. 
Cindy lowered Irene and then retied her spread eagle on the bed. That required an adjustment to Gina’s position so that Gina’s hands were tied to the ceiling. She was still leaning forward over the bed, but now her body was bent only at 45 degrees. She could look down at her helpless sister as Irene could look up at her. 
In the midst of that, Jack-Jack came back. “A few minutes,” she said. Curious about Fanny, she looked into the woman’s eyes from a few inches away. “She really doesn’t like this,” she observed as the woman squirmed and screamed in pain. “But she cums like crazy.” She reached out and grabbed Fanny’s tits, blushing as she laid hands on a woman’s tits for the first time. She bounced them a couple of times. “I like them,” she winked at Fanny. 
“Good, that’s enough time to get Ruth fixed up,” said Cindy. Ruth ended up in the same position that Irene had just left, hanging upside down, naked and tied. The one difference was that Ruth’s head was three feet above the floor.
In the midst of Fanny’s third orgasm, Cindy teased her, saying, “I think you like watching your daughters get abused. I think you like putting on a show. Let’s go for another.” Her brow furrowed as Fanny started screaming again. She was beginning to think that Fanny might be in pain, but she just couldn’t fathom why. It just didn’t make sense. 
After rechecking all the bindings, Cindy put the patch back over Fanny’s eyes with the picture of her three bound daughters the last thing the captive woman saw. Cindy’s attention turned to the sound of the front door and then feet pounding up the steps. “Now this is gonna be fun,” she said just before four boys came into the room. For Fanny’s benefit, she said, “Four boys to play games with.” It was Mark and his friends, the four 10-year-old boys who’d helped Cindy humiliate and abuse her slaves during a muddy soccer game and then afterwards in her room. Now they stood and gaped at the sight of four different girls, one of whom was not a girl. One of whom had big tits. One of whom suddenly came in a magnificent orgasm against her will, humping, moaning, and squirming in pleasure, yet torn by the humiliation of being caught in the act by a bunch of boys. 
The timing made it seem to Fanny that the sound of boys’ voices had pushed her over the edge. Now what? Four boys. Four of us. My daughters tied up. Me, too. What’s next? She was afraid she knew the answer to that. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 43
(Fbbbb, Fgg, bd, humil, oral, anal)
The boys almost didn’t make it into the room as they had to literally step over the twins who were lying in the doorway. It took them a few seconds to realize there were more girls waiting inside. Cindy turned off Fanny’s vibrator and called the boys in to look the girls over. “Holy shit, it’s Irene! You know, Irene French,” said Mark as he recognized the older girl from down the street. Another said, “And Gina!” Checking out the upside down girl, another said, “Must be their little sister. What’s her name?” Before anyone could answer that question, Mark looked again at the woman. “Double holy shit! That must be Mrs. French!”
The whines of protest that came from under the hood told the boys that Mark had guessed right. “Lookit her fucking tits,” said one of them and then Fanny felt hands all over her body as three of the boys centered their attention on her. “Check out her bush.” The fourth boy had Irene and Gina all to himself as he fondled Irene’s lightly furred pussy with one hand and Gina’s soft round bottom with the other. 
Cindy let the boys play with the girls for a couple of minutes while she loosened the rope on Fanny’s hood to allow her slave’s head some motion. By the time she started her plans, all four of the bound and gagged females had been fondled. “OK, quiet down, guys,” she said. “I have to have a talk with Mrs. French.” She bent down close to the hooded woman’s ear. “Remember the not so bright side of being blindfolded, Fanny? The boys know exactly who’s in there, but you can only guess who’s on the outside. So, here’s the deal. The boys want some action. Do you want them each to take a girl? Four boys, four pussies? Or do you want to take all four of them yourself? Take a minute to think.”
Turning away from the corner where Fanny knelt impaled on the vibrator, Cindy said, “Who wants a turn with Fanny?” Three hands shot up and then the fourth went up. “How about Irene?” This time three hands went up. “Gina?” Again three hands went up, but not the same three. “Ruth?” Ruth was relieved when no hands went up. 
“You guys sure?” asked Cindy. Jack-Jack stepped in front of Ruth, grabbed the 7-year-old’s head and pumped her hips back and forth in a mock blow job. “She’s good for something,” said Cindy. “Anybody want her mouth?” To Ruth’s dismay this time two hands went up slowly and sheepishly. 
“She’s just… what? In second grade?” asked one of the boys who hadn’t raised his hand, sounding a little disgusted. 
“And you guys are all fifth graders?” Cindy tossed back at him. Even that was giving them credit for merely finishing fourth grade. They’d be in the fifth grade when school started back up. “It’ll be fun.” She pushed her finger into Ruth’s ring gag. “She can’t stop you.”
She let the boys play with the three girls while Fanny thought about her options. After a minute, Cindy returned to the bound woman. “How’s my fifth graders’ wet dream, Fanny? You have two choices and if you don’t make one, I’ll make it for you, so don’t get cute and not answer. Do you want to take on all four boys yourself?”
When she was first posed the question, Fanny instantly knew the answer. It was bad enough that her daughters were naked and that they’d no doubt get to watch the obscene acts as the boys raped her, but she certainly didn’t want them to be sex toys for the boys. Her resolve was solidified as she heard Cindy talk about her 7-year-old’s mouth. Asked for her choice, she nodded. Not that she wanted to take on all four boys as the question had been posed… she had to. She was dismayed when Cindy announced, “She wants to do all four of you.” Then she whined as Cindy said, “First off is a blow job. Who wants to go first?”
Fanny chewed on her gag in frustration. She didn’t want to do the boys, but now it sounded like it to the boys and to her daughters. There was just no way to deny it without risking her daughters’ bodies. She couldn’t choose her words, so she had to let Cindy have the last word. And first up, they all thought she wanted to blow an unknown 10-year-old. 
The preteen boys looked at each other. Now that the moment was here, they were nervous about volunteering. Nobody wanted to go first. “I will,” said Mark stepping forward. 
“You want to blow him, Fanny?” asked Cindy. She whispered, “Or you want Ruth to do it?”
Again Fanny found herself nodding in agreement. What a nightmare. Not a little boy. Not in front of the girls and Cindy, Jacqueline, April, and May. He’s just 10 or so. I’ll never be able to face anybody ever again, but I have no choice. She could name at least half a dozen boys that age and this could be any one of them. As she fretted over her lack of real choices, she felt the gag in her mouth deflate. Then she heard the sound of Velcro tearing and the gag was removed. Just like Cindy said. My mouth is free, but I don’t know who it is. 
“Open up,” said Cindy and Fanny had one last second to weigh her options. The 9-year-old hadn’t said or else, but that was implied. Open up or else Ruth will do it. She opened her mouth and felt the small hard member against her lips and then in her mouth. 
From the last time Mark knew Cindy’s expectations. He got to cum, but the price was to take all his clothes off, not just get out his little stiffy. He didn’t see it the same way she did. To him it was a fair trade. To her it was establishing control. Stripping, he stood straddling the end of the beam. As his cock went into the willing mouth, he said, “Holy shit. Mrs. French is blowing me. Guys, you see this?” 
The grown woman was indeed doing what she knew she had to do. She rightly thought that she not only had to do it, she had to do a good job or Ruth would get a try. Taking on all four boys meant making them cum. Her head moved back and forth as she licked and sucked on the small cock. It was three inches long and slender, not even a mouthful. She wasn’t kidding. He really is 10. And I’m sucking him off. She blanched at the announcement that Mrs. French was blowing him. He made it sound like the knowledge made the blowjob even better and she hoped he wouldn’t tell anyone. It was bad enough knowing the four boys would have a story to tell for the rest of their lives. The day I had Mrs. French. 
Concentrating on the blowjob, Fanny heard several comments about her mouth, her enthusiasm, and her maturity. Some of the comments were adorned with names like slut, bitch, and whore. Nothing was anything she’d ever want her daughters to hear, let alone be demonstrated by her personally. 
Out of morbid curiosity and disbelief, the bound girls craned their necks to see, but the view was mostly obscured by the boys. They caught glimpses of their mom and Mark’s cock, watching with interest and disgust. Gina had the best view, able to see for several seconds at a time. Why did she want to do that? Is he gonna pee in her mouth? That’s so gross, but mommy likes it. Does a boy really taste that good? When she couldn’t see mommy’s face, she could look lower and see mommy’s tits bounce. It was confusing to see mommy sucking cock and enjoying it. 
As Fanny sucked cock, Jack-Jack didn’t care to watch. It was so crowded and she didn’t want to press between the horny boys to see the action. Instead, the little lesbian climbed up on the bed with Irene and played with the older girl’s tits and pussy. “Know what I want?” When Irene shook her head, Jack-Jack said, “I want you to lick my pussy.” Again Irene shook her head. “Well, not right now,” said Jack-Jack. She sat back and started smacking Irene’s right tit with a riding crop. Tap, tap, tap. She started a little pink triangle on the bound girl’s soft tit. It turned red as she continued tapping. “Nod when you agree you’re gonna lick my pussy later.” Tap, tap, tap. She just smiled as Irene squirmed, but couldn’t change her target. 
Lying hog-tied on her stomach, May wished she was more available. It was no fun being Cindy’s slave and trophy if nobody looked at her or touched her. She’d tried getting excited through vicarious humiliation as she imagined herself as each of the girls. How Fanny must feel to be sucking a little boy’s cock. And Irene getting teased by Jack-Jack. Mmmm, yeah, really wish that was me. Or that little 9-year-old trophy leaning over Cindy’s bed who doesn’t even know what’s going on. She even tried to imagine herself at 7-years-old naked and tied, hanging upside down. It worked for a while, but she wanted to be in the center of the room in a more exposed position doing something embarrassing or even joining in to embarrass the 7-year-old. The worst part was she’d told Cindy how much she and April liked to be the center of attention. 
Next to her, April was having the same feeling. Not much fun watching somebody else get played with. Right now though, Cindy was focused on humiliating her victims and April could leave that territory to May. Being tied and forced to watch was not the same as being commanded or spanked. Give me something to do. She even considered acting out to get a spanking, but she figured that wouldn’t get the desired result. Cindy was intent on her four new, temporary (she hoped) toys. Just stay quiet and out of the way. The better I am, the quicker this will be over. 
Fanny’s reward was a mouthful of boy cum after just a couple of minutes. Just seconds before Mark came, Cindy told her to swallow it, so when he did, she kept it in her mouth until he was finished. Then on the orders of a 9-year-old, she swallowed for the first time in her life. 
“Now that’s a cocksucker,” said Cindy, pleased to see that got the desired reaction from Fanny. It was just a little whine, but Fanny looked right at the sound of her voice at the same time, the blind equivalent of locking eyes as she submitted to her mistress. 
For the next round, Cindy lifted Fanny up off the vibrator and leaned her forward to rest on her head and knees. “Who’s next?” she asked. “Who wants to fuck Mrs. French?” This time there were three volunteers and Cindy picked the one with the fastest hand. “Look how wet she is,” Cindy pointed out, running her fingers through the dripping pussy.
On her knees and face, Fanny heard the sounds of rustling clothes as the second boy stripped. She knew just how open her pussy was and how wet she was from four forced orgasms. With the taste of cum still in her mouth, she felt a small cock against her pussy and without foreplay or fanfare, he stabbed her. At the same time, she opened her mouth for Cindy’s prodding finger and licked her own cum off. “Oh, God damn,” said the boy’s voice behind her. “I’m banging her. Fucking bitch is just holding still for me.” He didn’t bang the bare bitch for very long before he came, depositing his sticky boy cum in her pussy.
About the time Fanny took a load in her pussy, Irene was beginning to waver. The mark on her tit was beet red and Jack-Jack just kept tapping on it. She couldn’t believe how much pain a little tap could cause. Looking at her tormentor, she wished Jack-Jack would ask again. That would make it seem like she changed her mind instead of surrendering. With a soft whine, she nodded her head. 
“That’s right,” said Jack-Jack. “Wasn’t so hard, was it? Now that you said yes, you can’t change your mind. If I have to convince you all over again, it’ll be worse.” She slipped off the bed and pressed against Gina from behind. Reaching around, she played with Gina’s nipples and then with her plump pussy. “Know what your sister is gonna do later?”
Gina nodded her head. The two sisters were sharing the experience. Just a couple of feet away, Gina had seen and heard everything.  Now she could see Irene watching Jack-Jack’s hands on her body. Blushing at the unwelcome touch, she resigned herself to her predicament. It was all her fault anyway. She would kick herself if she wasn’t so tied up.
“You’re gonna do it, too,” said Jack-Jack. She knew there were worse things than that planned for the girls and their mother, but those would be a surprise for later. 
Fanny didn’t have to wait very long for the next boy as Cindy asked for volunteers to fuck her in the ass. She was horrified. Nobody had ever done that to her, but this time there was no way to say no. Hands rested on her ass and then pried her cheeks apart. She heard Cindy whispering instructions, but couldn’t quite make out what she was saying. A first for me and a first for the boy. She felt a tingle at that thought. Faceless, helpless, and not responsible for her own actions, Fanny found the idea of being their first woman a little exciting. Little boys using me. Then she felt the little boy’s cock push into her asshole and start fucking her. 
“Right up her ass,” said Cindy, enjoying the narration as a chance to ensure Fanny was appropriately humiliated. Closer to Fanny’s ear she whispered, “Enjoying your gangbang, Fanny?” 
Shaking her head, Fanny just wished it would get over. There was that inexplicable feeling of excitement, but she knew she’d regret this. Fifth graders’ wet dream. Being fucked in every hole. They’ll remember this forever. It was both humiliating and complimentary. She’d be etched in their memories forever. The day I had Mrs. French. The boys all seemed to have quick triggers and she wasn’t disappointed when the boy in her ass came in a couple of minutes. That wasn’t so bad. All three holes. What’s left? What’s she planned for the last one?
“I got a special one for you,” Cindy told the last boy. He was already naked in anticipation. “Let’s see if it works. Never tried it before.” She turned Fanny on her back and Fanny arched to relieve the pressure on her arms. “Like this,” said Cindy, guiding the boy to straddle Fanny’s chest. “Rub it between her tits.” She squeezed Fanny’s tits together with the cock between them. “It’s called tit fucking,” she explained to the boys and girls as he thrust between the soft, tight tunnel of tits. “Hold them yourself.” She took her hands away and let the boy squeeze the full tits together around his cock. 
The three girls had seen the cock in her mom’s mouth, but the position and angle of the bound woman kept them from seeing the cock actually in her pussy or ass. Ruth simply saw two boys hump their hips against her mommy’s bottom. Gina heard Cindy’s description, but still couldn’t fully imagine the act. Only Irene knew what was going on. Now for the fourth boy, they once again had a good view of their mother on her back and a boy riding her chest. 
 “Holy shit, I wanna do that,” said Mark. With his cock hard again, he looked ready to do it, but Cindy had other plans. 
The lucky boy nodded, “Yeah, it feels incredible. Tit fucking the bitch.” It took him a little longer than the others, but eventually the three daughters got to see the boy’s cum splash on mommy’s chest and cling there. 
Disgusted as she felt, Fanny was relieved when the fourth boy came. She let Cindy lift her to her knees and knee walk her a couple of feet and then stop. “Lick it off,” she heard Cindy tell someone. She felt a chill as a tongue lapped at the cum. If it was April or May, then she had a girl licking cum off her chest. It certainly wasn’t one of the boys. It made her remember Cindy mentioning lesbian sex and she wondered if they were done or just moving to the next stage. The girl’s nose bumped her chest and then she realized… Not a nose. That was a chin. That would mean… she’s upside down. Oh fuck no. She said the girls wouldn’t have to. Yet all she had to do was lean her head forward and she bumped against Ruth’s chest as her 7-year-old cleaned cum off her. “Cindy, you promised,” she whined, trying to pull back. 
“Promised what, Fanny?” said Cindy. “All I said was did you want your daughters to get it or did you want to do them all. I didn’t say they wouldn’t still get it. I don’t give a fuck about your choices. You’re all fucking tied up, bitch, so I can have it both ways.” 
As Jack-Jack rolled the twins to their backs, Ruth finished cleaning her mom’s chest. Cindy half-pulled, half-floated Fanny to the twins and tipped her face forward between April’s thighs. “Now I want you to eat a couple of pussies for us. Do it good.” For the moment she figured Fanny wouldn’t without a little persuasion, but she didn’t care. She’d motivate her slave shortly. 
Ignoring Fanny’s lack of cooperation, Cindy positioned the boys where she wanted them, speaking loud enough that Fanny could hear. “You stand here. Her mouth is just the right height for a blowjob and she already knows what cum tastes like. Bet she can’t wait to get more.” Moving another, she said, “Tied and leaning on the bed like that, I think she’s just begging to be fucked in the ass.” She had the third kneel between Irene’s spread thighs. “Fuck her. She can’t do anything about it.” To the fourth, the one who’d just tit fucked Fanny, she said, “You can do one when you get hard again. It’ll be a couple of minutes. And guys, Gina’s and Ruth’s pussies are off limits. Too small and too tight. Everything else is open season.”
When Cindy pushed her into April’s crotch where the smell of womanly excitement was rampant, Fanny rested her cheek on the soft smooth thigh at the stomach turning command. When there was no second command, not even an or else, she took the opportunity to delay the disgusting inevitable. Her mind reeled at the morning’s events. Recalling moments of terror over her phobia about the supernatural, she tried to take a more objective look. The house was locked, but Cindy got in. The safe was locked, but Cindy opened it with Jacqueline inside. She even knew what was in the safe, so she was in the house Saturday night like she said. I couldn’t move, no way to resist her. I know I had to be… we all were… invisible when Irene looked in. Even when we went outside we were. Not that I could see, but she overpowered and spanked all three girls. And Jacqueline didn’t help, just watched. Somehow she hung Irene upside down. And me… tied me so tight. She tugged at the ropes again, but it was an expert job. And then hung Ruth upside down. Oh God, I saw the ropes move then. She shivered at the memory. Now she realized just how frightened she’d been. Emotionally defenseless. I came and came. I gave in. Couldn’t cope. Nothing magical about the boys, the sex, or my orgasms. I was just beaten by then. 
Now… oh, God, no… Ruth is… blowing one of them. Gina… ass fucked. My Irene losing her virginity so young. She tried to ignore the voices, but words leaked into her mind. Tight… tight… tight… mouth, pussy, ass.  Gagging. Blood. She raised her head, but then heard it was Irene’s blood and relaxed. Duh, yeah. She’s too young, but it’s done. All of them are too young to be seeing and doing this. And I did it right in front of them. 
The witch… Cindy… used magic to make us helpless, but now nothing magical. How does she know all these things? Her poor sisters. She started at the reminder she had her cheek resting on April’s bare thigh, the bound 11-year-old’s pussy inches away and waiting to be licked. Please, let me wake up from the nightmare. I don’t want to touch a girl like that… or woman… I’m not a lesbian. So disgusting. Her parents. What does Cindy do to her parents? How could they have any control unless… her mom is a witch, too. Or her dad.  Or both. Poor April and May. The black sheep of the family. It’s real. It’s really real. 
With the real orgy started, Cindy returned to Fanny who lay stunned with her face against April’s soft inner thigh. “I gave you an order, slut,” she said. She swatted Fanny’s fanny hard and again and again. “I’ll stop when your tongue is in April’s pussy. Lick her for five minutes, but she’s not allowed to cum. Then go find May’s pussy. It’s to your right. Do her for five minutes. When you’re done, I want you to tell me that preteen pussy is the best pussy in the world. If I don’t hear that in fifteen minutes, there will be real trouble.” She returned to spanking the reluctant pussy licker until her slave’s tongue got its first taste. Then she watched as Fanny demeaned herself in April’s wet pussy. 
Fanny maintained a little dignity but after the third swat she knew it was a done deal. Do it now or do it when I can’t stand the pain anymore. Two more swats fell before she managed to get her mouth up to the juicy pussy. One swipe of her tongue and the spanking ended and she was flooded with the pungent smell and taste of an aroused preteen. It was embarrassing to be spanked in front of the children by Cindy and mentally crushing to obey the 9-year-old just to save her ass. 
Jack-Jack knelt down near Ruth, watching the boy’s cock go in and out of the little mouth. Irene’s sodden panties lay on the floor where the boy had dropped them. “Suck him off, slut. Like mommy did. You’ll see why mommy likes cock. Boys like this. Suck cock like mommy. You can do all the boys at school and get real popular.” As the boy pulled Ruth’s head back and forth, Jack-Jack ran her hand across the girl’s flat chest. She was still fondling Ruth when Cindy whispered desperately, “I need you.”
Looking up with a grin, Jack-Jack ran after Cindy to the master bedroom where the two stripped and eased each other’s burning need in privacy. Let everyone else do it in public, but Cindy wanted no one to see her and Jack-Jack. This time it could hardly be called love making. By tacit agreement, they were too excited to take their time. They both ravished each other with their tongues and came quickly. 
Relaxing next to Cindy, Jack-Jack suddenly giggled. “So that’s what ‘I need you’ means. Yeah, I guess I needed that, too.” With a sigh, she asked, “Now what?”
Now that they’d sated each other, Cindy replied, “I’m gonna ride a couple faces. You, too, huh? Just don’t do April and May. We’ll make them wait and then they’ll get theirs this afternoon. You know it’s killing them.” 
“To just watch?” asked Jack-Jack with a giggle. “Yeah, so they gonna get what they like in the afternoon? Teased? Spanked? And then cum?”
“You bet,” agreed Cindy. Wanting to make up for the rushed moment of passion, she kissed her lover tenderly. “I missed you. I want to do it again later… you know, slower.”
“Missed you, too,” said Jack-Jack. “Bunches. Yeah, later. I don’t care if we cum. Just wanna snuggle, baby.”
“Sweet,” said Cindy. “I’d like that.” Then she got back to business. “Let’s go. Gotta keep Gina and her mom and sisters going.”
It wasn’t like April was close to cumming as Fanny started licking her and she’d heard the command that she wasn’t allowed to cum. The way she was lying, she could lift her head and see the three girls being raped. Such an aura of sex had her aroused and she could easily cum except that Fanny was a very poor pussy licker. She winked at May. Time for a little fun. “Oh, yes, Fanny, that feels so good. I’ve never had a woman do this. It’s so hot to have somebody’s mommy eating my pussy. Never knew you were such a slut. Or that you like little boys and little girls.” 
The truth was that Fanny was barely getting her tongue in the 11-year-old’s slit. April changed tactics, “Hey, Fanny, what do you think will happen if I tell Cindy you didn’t do five minutes? Wanna find out? You better lick better than that, slut. You know what I want. Get in there. Get a good taste. Do it harder. Get some girl juice on your tongue. Or else I’m telling Cindy you didn’t do it at all. Yeah… yeah… that’s better. Do it noisy. And faster. Find my clit. Not there, slut! Oh shit, I am so gonna rat you out. Better… OK… do it like you mean it!”
By the time Cindy and Jack-Jack returned, Fanny was doing her assigned task with surprising gusto. With no way to tell five minutes, Fanny had relied on April’s word and now she was face first in May’s pussy. Irene was taking her second boy as the other three boys relaxed and watched, hoping to recover their hard ons with hands on time with Gina and Ruth. Ruth’s gag was cast aside as her boy had decided it was too big of a hole. She’d done much better with her lips tight on his cock and she’d swallowed it all, too. Gina showed no signs of her abuse and Cindy took it for granted that her former friend had a load of boy cum in her ass. 
They’d only been gone for 10 minutes, so Cindy let Fanny drive May crazy.  She squatted down and watched closely, surprised that May was so excited. The woman was doing an excellent job of pussy licking despite her initial reluctance. “Yeah, Mrs. French, get in deep! That’s my… my… clit… oh, you slut… don’t do that! You so… hunh… so love cunt, don’t you? Oh… honey… lover… I love… you, too! It’s gonna… ooohh… make me cum and you know… I… I’m not supposed to.” May stopped her string of praise for Fanny long enough to grin at her mistress. 
“We convinced her as long as she’s doing it, she better do it right,” April explained. “She almost made me cum. I had to work so hard not to. More fun, huh, Mrs. French?”
“God, yeah,” May continued in a high, excited voice. “Corrupting little girls! You’re… you’re a natural… p-pussy licker. Get away… eeeeee… don’t… not there! How… how long… April?”
“She has another minute, sweetie,” said her twin. “I dare you to cum and see what Cindy does.”
“No… no way… not gonna… hap… happen. Jesus, Fanny French, get on down there! You could… c-could… hunh… get me in… in sooo much troub-trouble. Cindy, may I cum, please? Just for her? She’s such a… slut. Let her… reward her.” May squirmed deliciously, her eyes pleading with her mistress. 
It was tempting to let May cum if only because she said it would be a reward for Fanny’s hard work. Cindy doubted Fanny saw it the same way. “May, you cum and I won’t let you do it for a week. This is not your time. I have fun planned this afternoon and you do not want to miss it,” scolded Cindy. “She might get a reward though if she makes you cum. Do it good, Fanny. Let’s see if you can. Tasty once you get used to it, huh?” 
Fanny wasn’t working for a reward. She was working to avoid more punishment and she burned as the twins made it sound like she was willing and enjoying it. They made me… trained me… to do it like a pro and now my daughters are listening to a constant patter of what a cunt hungry slut I am. She had figured out Cindy wasn’t there watching and now that her daughter’s friend was back it probably looked like she was muff munching for fun. 
 “Time,” called out April half a minute later. 
Breathing heavily, Fanny rolled to her side. Looking up at where Cindy’s voice had come from, she remembered she was supposed to say something. After a couple of deep breaths, she said, “Preteen pussy is the best pussy.”
“How would you know, Fanny?” teased April. “It’s the only pussy you’ve ever tasted.”
The woman’s face warmed inside the hood, hoping she wouldn’t have to do it again. Two was enough and she now had the idea that the afternoon was time for April and May, an implication that she and her daughters would be gone by then. She looked to Cindy for a command. 
“We’ll get you some more practice,” said Cindy, patting the top of the black leather hood. “It’s all just preteen pussy, though.” She looked over at Irene who was now unoccupied, her last rapist resting beside her. Four soft cocks were worth nothing to the little mistress, so it was time to move on. “OK, guys, get dressed and remember the rules. No telling. No asking for more. I’ll call you when I want you.”
The spent lads didn’t argue. Cindy was more than generous to them, giving them something no other fifth graders they knew of could claim. With two orgasms each under their belt, they dressed as Ruth finally floated down from the ceiling. “Before you go… you guys remember how to kiss, right? Give all four girls… three girls and Mrs. French… a real kiss.”
“French kiss,” giggled one of the boys. Thoroughly enjoying their final assignment, three of them discovered they had to teach their chosen girl how to kiss right. By the time the boys had rotated through and kissed them all, the girls were experienced kissers. 
With the boys gone, Cindy said, “Just us girls now.” 
Fanny shuddered at the implication. Just us and two lesbians and two slaves. Doesn’t sound like we’re done. She felt the rope attached to her hood again, but this time it pulled her up so just her knees were touching the floor. Balanced precariously on her knees, most of her weight was on her neck. 
Cindy gave her slave another choice one she had the mother of three in a position she knew would rapidly become painful. At the same time, David was busy untying, retying, and repositioning Irene, Gina, and Ruth. “Now that it’s just us girls, do you want to use your tongue to make your daughters cum? Or do you want your daughters to make me and Jack-Jack cum? I kinda like the idea of you making them happy. Don’t want them to think you love the boys more than them.” 
Neither one sounded good to Fanny. “Cindy, you tricked me once. You don’t care what I choose. You’re gonna have both, aren’t you?”
“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” said Cindy. “Yes, I will have both. But I also said if you didn’t make a choice it would be worse. Now I’ll have both and a third choice, too.”
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Fanny felt a chill up and down her spine as Cindy announced that it would be worse. She’d tried to match wits with a fourth grader and lost. Obviously Cindy held all the cards. The little witch is gonna make me go down on my own daughters. My own daughters! They’re tied and vulnerable, emotionally and physically. Will they understand I’m being forced? What will they think about me? And all because I wouldn’t let Cindy play with Gina. I’ve already done April and May. How much worse can it be? Then she considered her other choice and that was worse. My three innocent little girls going down on Cindy and Jack-Jack. Learning such a perversion. Her mind raced as she tried to think of a way out of this, but it was easy to see that the four of them were at Cindy’s mercy and Cindy had shown no inhibitions whatsoever. 
What’s the third choice? How much worse can it be than the others? I’ve already performed every sex act I can imagine. The girls have already been raped by the boys. What on earth could be worse? She couldn’t see and couldn’t move enough to matter. Arguing with Cindy was pointless. Then she felt the gag press against her lips. For a moment she debated on whether to open or not, but she’d already been spanked into licking April and May. Knowing Cindy would get her way, Fanny opened her mouth. The gag pushed innocuously into her mouth and she felt Cindy smooth the Velcro patch in place. A few seconds later the gag expanded to fill her mouth. 
It was galling for Fanny to imagine the spectacle she was as she faced her daughters and showed everything. Her arms were tied tight behind her and she thrust out her ample breasts. Her calves were tied to her thighs so her pussy was on display and still wet from multiple orgasms. By virtue of a hood and a rope that pulled the hood into the air, she was perched on her knees and straining to keep from letting all her weight rest on her neck. Now that she was gagged, there was no possibility of defiance even if she wanted to give it a try. Then she heard Cindy’s voice from in front of her, clearly loud enough for all to hear. 
Facing the three girls, who by now were tied and ready for licking and being licked, Cindy said, “You saw what a slut mommy is. She liked having a vibrator inside her cunt. She came like a zillion times.” With blank stares from the two younger girls, she explained, “It’s like the best feeling ever, but way, way naughty and she did it while we all watched. I mean, jeez, she didn’t even care that you’re watching. I think she even liked it better to have you watch her be naughty.”
She looked at Ruth especially as she said, “You saw her suck cock and swallow his cum. I didn’t think she’d do it, but she is such a slut.” As Fanny begged for Cindy to stop, all that came out was a whine. “See, she even wants more. Can you believe it? Whining and begging for more cock. She let the boys fuck her cunt and ass. She let one fuck her tits. Heck, she’ll do anything… even lick April and May. Oh, yeah, maybe that’s what she’s whining for… she wants your pussies.”
The whines had stopped from inside the hood as the defeated woman realized she was only giving Cindy sounds to work with and feeding her own humiliation. “You know she’s a lot bigger than me, so I couldn’t get her clothes off without her help. She let me strip her. She wanted you all to come and see her. She even let me lead her naked outside. Such a slut.”
Irene, Gina, and Ruth all had their calves tied to their thighs in a forced kneeling position. Head harnesses were secured attached with multiple straps. Though the harnesses could hold a gag, their mouths were free for use. Their wrists were strapped to the back of the harnesses so their hands were behind their heads, putting the 12 year-old, 9-year-old, and 7-year-old on display. From flat chest to small tits and from bare pussy to a light downy covering, they were lined up and ready.
“It’s time you found out why mommy likes being a slut. Jack-Jack, I heard you talking Irene into licking you. You gonna start with her?” Already Jack-Jack was inches from Irene’s face, so the words were just for Fanny’s benefit. 
“You bet,” said Jack-Jack. “Stick your tongue out, slut. Time for you to lick pussy. I just love making older girls do it.”
As Cindy talked, Irene had 30 seconds to stare at Jack-Jack’s pussy up close and she knew exactly what the younger girl wanted. The riding crop had prepared her so that when Jack-Jack said it was time to start, Irene didn’t dare argue. “Yeah, 12-year-old tongue,” Jack-Jack taunted her . “Get on down there, slut.”
“You heard what mommy said, right, Gina? Preteen pussy is the best. I’ll let you try mine so you can find out why mommy likes it so much,” Cindy pressed her crotch to Gina’s face and grabbed Gina’s wrists as handholds. Using her former friend’s arms for leverage, she rubbed Gina’s face around in her wet pussy. “Now, just like your slutty big sister, lick me.”
“Cindy, I’m sorry,” said Gina. “You can come over and play anytime.” She looked up at her friend. “Please, I don’t wanna do this.”
“Gina, I know you don’t. That’s why it’s called punishment. So, shut up and lick before I make you do it.” It was that easy. A little test… a little defiance… and the 9-year-old’s tongue came out and ran over Cindy’s outer lips. When Cindy pulled her plump labia apart, Gina licked the pink, juicy inside. She grimaced and stopped for a second. Then with another look at Cindy’s face, she continued. 
The two doms guided their pussy lickers to the right spots and felt the tingle start. “Right up inside me,” said Jack-Jack. The athletic 9-year-old truly wanted Cindy or to share the twins with her lesbian lover. This wasn’t as much fun as it was for Cindy, but she knew how to play the game. “Where the boys put their cocks when they fucked you. Be a little cock and fuck me. So sweet, slut. You’ll learn to like it as much as mommy. It’s fun to touch a girl’s pussy with nothing but your tongue, isn’t it? OK, now, lick the slit. There at the top. Higher… there… there… lick that part. A little harder. Mmmm, yeah.”
As Fanny squirmed helplessly in response to David’s growing arousal, Cindy and Jack-Jack let the two girls take them up higher and higher until they came. It wasn’t earth shattering for the pair. Not as good as they could do for each other or April or May could do, but for Cindy it was special because of who it was. It was special to feel the flood of juices rush out while the two pussy lickers had to drink it all. 
Without a pause, Cindy moved to the kneeling 7-year-old to give her a first taste of puss and Jack-Jack took a turn with Gina. “This is so special for you, huh, Ruth?” teased Cindy. “You get to play big girl games. Like mommy and your big sisters. Bet you really like playing big girl games. My little oral toy. Cocks and pussies.” She kept up a constant stream of chatter for about a minute before the pleasure was too great and she was reduced to moans and gasps. Another 30 seconds and she said, “Slow down a little. Not so fast. I just want to watch your cute little tongue for a minute.” After savoring the view of the little girl eagerly lapping her juices, Cindy told her to do it harder and faster, cumming quickly. 
Besides listening to Cindy narrate the violation of her daughters’ mouths, Fanny had another problem. No sooner had Irene and Gina gotten started than David started teasing the woman. With his hands on her big tits, he poked at her pussy with a tentacle. She wasn’t going anywhere and gradually he worked his cock inside her and started fucking her. There was no way for her to tell there was really no one there, just a ghost. It felt real to her, so she assumed another boy was in the room. He was older than the others, but not a man. 
As Cindy and Jack-Jack came and switched, Fanny felt a wild tingle from the cock as it fucked her hard and fast. She was being felt up and fucked by a complete stranger. Then she felt a cock at her ass and she gasped. Two boys now? They’re being so quiet. The second cock penetrated her ass and she was sandwiched, taking it front and rear. Taken by surprise by both cocks, she hadn’t even tried to resist the pleasure, so just after Cindy and Jack-Jack came a second time, Fanny let go of a shrill, insistent whine as her body bucked in orgasm. It was an intense climax that lasted for several seconds before she was left feeling empty. 
“What a slut,” said Cindy again once Fanny’s orgasm passed. “She came just from listening to you eat pussy. Nobody even had to touch her that time. See how much she wants you to learn to like the taste of cunt? She got all excited and came. She likes seeing her little girls tied and being used as fuck toys.” 
The one thing that Fanny couldn’t figure out was how Cindy could make it sound like nobody had fucked her. The girls had to have seen the boys do her, so it wasn’t at all like she’d spontaneously climaxed over what was going on around her. Immediately after the orgasm, she became aware of growing pain in her knees. Then two more cocks entered her front and rear and she started to scream as her super sensitive clit felt like it was being rubbed raw. Tortured by her own body’s refusal to feel the pleasure right away, Fanny tried to figure out how the two boys were doing this. She felt neither of them touch her except with their cocks. The angle of her body made it awkward, nearly impossible in fact, to enter her pussy without resting between her thighs, with their knees and thighs touching. She couldn’t make the positions work right in her head. 
“Would you look at that,” said Cindy with a smirk. “I think she’s gonna do it again. Let’s see if we can help.” She fetched three sets of nipple clamps and three tongue clamps. In a couple of minutes, Fanny was still screaming and the three girls were all squirming in pain as their nipples were being crushed. Jack-Jack attached a clamp to Irene’s tongue and then ran a chain from the tongue clamp to the nipple clamps so the 12-year-old’s tongue was pulled out and her nipples were pulled up. Cindy did the same to Ruth as Jack-Jack finished off the matched trio. 
Both girls grabbed paddles and started swatting bare bottoms. “Watch your mommy. She’s gonna cum again and just because she knows you’re getting spanked. She likes your spankings.” As the girls’ bottoms reddened, Fanny went from screaming to moaning in pleasure and it was the girls’ turn to scream and sob in helpless torment. This time it was obvious their mom was getting more and more excited. From watching them get spanked! Helpless as she was to protect herself, Fanny was also helpless to control her body.  She heard Cindy’s taunts, but she couldn’t keep from going higher and higher as she was taken by two cocks. Besides, she knew the girls could see the two boys, so they knew what was really going on. To the sound of swats and screaming preteens, she rocketed to another orgasm, practically bouncing on her poor knees. 
“Jack-Jack, you wanna do Ruth?” asked Cindy. “I’m gonna play with Fanny for a little bit.” With two recent orgasms, Jack-Jack shook her head. It was time for a break. She sat on the bed and watched Cindy, the cute girl her center of attention.  
Cindy took off the patch over Fanny’s eyes. The woman thought it was Cindy’s first mistake of the day as her eyes were uncovered with the boy’s softening cock still in her. She’d get a chance to see who it was this time. To her utter astonishment, there was no one there. She strained to look straight down and as she peered past her tits, she saw nothing. Invisible! They’re invisible! I did look like I was just excited over nothing but the girls’ sounds. She looked up at the reminder that her daughters were right in front of her. Irene, Gina, and Ruth faced her, kneeling with their nipples up and their tongues out. With their hands on their heads they looked so erotically helpless. She could even see their cheeks and chins glistening with the wetness of their most recent sexual experience. 
Then Cindy blocked Fanny’s view as she bent down and looked her captive in the eyes. “How are those knees doing, Fanny?” she asked. “You ready to get down and go home?”
Fanny nodded as best she could. Her knees did hurt and she wanted nothing more than to go home. Her daughters had eaten pussy. They’d been spanked and she’d been kept in this tortuous position for too long. She figured there was just one thing left to do. I’m gonna eat those three pussies. I’m going to give them their first ever orgasm. Are they gonna turn out to be lesbians because of this? She shifted uneasily. I’m gonna do it. No question about that. I’m not even gonna argue. What would Cindy do if I did argue? 
If only it was that easy. Cindy had one more humiliation before Fanny christened her daughters’ sex. As she explained to Fanny exactly what the price of getting off her knees was, she was amused to see in Fanny’s eyes that she’d surprised her captive one more time. Outraged was more like it. “This is the price of not making a choice when I told you to,” said Cindy. The outrage faded to submission and consent. The little mistress deflated the gag and removed it. 
Taking a deep breath, Fanny considered her sore knees, her daughters’ sore asses, their complete vulnerability, and the promise of being untied and sent home. “Irene, Gina, Ruth… Mommy is a slut. I let Cindy strip me and bring me here naked. It was my idea to bring you along so you can… see what a slut is. A slut is a girl or a woman who lets boys do anything they want and I liked it.” She forced herself to continue even as she saw they believed her fake confession. “Like I said, preteen pussy is the best in the world. I even got off knowing that… you… umm… you were being trained to be sluts, too. Hope you enjoyed their pussies. Now I’m gonna do the three prettiest pussies in the world.”
As the mother of three verbally debased herself, David collected the twins and floated them out of the room to their own room. He had instructions to prepare the twins for the afternoon, but he had plans that even Cindy didn’t know about. She hadn’t exactly specified how they were to be prepared, just that they should be bound and on display and then left to wait until after lunch. David knew the twins as well as Cindy did and he had something he knew would make them happy as well as Cindy and Jack-Jack. 
As she spoke the last sentence, Fanny felt the rope slacken and Cindy lowered her to her stomach. Cindy and Jack-Jack tilted the three girls backwards and they lay staring at the ceiling, waiting their turns. With David gone, Cindy and Jack-Jack struggled to pull Fanny to Irene’s pussy first. “All three of them have to cum,” Cindy reminded Fanny. 
Peering between her spread thighs, Irene saw her mom’s head come into position. After eating a couple of pussies herself and then being spanked, she’d been astonished at her mom’s admission. In fact, it made her downright angry and jealous. Everybody had cum, except her and her sisters. So it was with some satisfaction and anticipation that she saw her mom finally turn the attention of her slutty tongue to her pussy. She gasped in surprise as her curiosity was sated. The aura of sex that pervaded the room had filled her with desire that only the naughty tongue could fulfill. 
As the taste of Irene’s pussy washed over her, Fanny realized that April and May had trained her for this moment. Her third preteen pussy wasn’t as disgusting as the first two and she knew where to lick to make this quick. Forcing herself to focus on Irene’s snatch, she couldn’t help but cast an occasional glance up at the taut young body at each change. A gasp, a shift, a moan all brought her eyes up and each time she saw increasing arousal in the 12-year-old. 
“Mommy,” moaned Irene. “I never thought… it’s so good. I like it.” Her mom was opening a new door for her and she felt so grown up to have someone else touch her the way only she had before. She’d never dared take it even this far, to the point where there was a fire in her belly and an ache in her pussy. This certainly acknowledged that sex was OK and it was no less than permission to do it more. “I love you, mommy,” she gasped as she came. Although she wanted it to go on forever, she knew mommy had other pussies to attend to. “Thank you, mommy,” she murmured as her role model moved on. 
Gina was not so open to the whole idea. She knew what was going to happen, but that didn’t make it any less disgusting. Even if mommy liked doing stuff like this, it didn’t make it OK. Then, a minute after mommy started, Gina looked over at Irene in a silent question… how come nobody said it was like this? She looked down at her mom’s bobbing head. So this is what it feels like. No wonder. Like the opposite of finding out Santa isn’t real. He isn’t, but sex is. “Holy cow, mommy. You never said it felt this good.” 
She let her mom do it for another 30 seconds as the tingle built and so did her courage. “Get on down there, Fanny French!” she suddenly blurted. “That’s the spot. Do it harder now!” The raised eyebrows between her smooth young thighs didn’t discourage her. “Yeah, mommy, get in deep! Do it, you slut.” It felt so good. So distracting that she couldn’t remember all what April and May had said, but she had the idea. “Corrupting me! Oh, yeah, you’re so good. A natural.” She was gonna reward mommy’s efforts the way May hadn’t been allowed to. “Lick me good, slut. Jesus!” She felt the tingle fill her. Something was happening. “What… what… holy cow!” Her body tensed as she humped at mommy’s insistent tongue. “Get it… get it… hard! Mommeeee,” she squealed. Then she went limp, panting as mommy licked her softly and then moved on. 
Hard as it was to corrupt her daughters (as Gina put it), Fanny found Gina’s reaction arousing. Sure she’d have to talk to them about how wrong this really was, but it was nice to know they were having a good first experience. With that in mind, she lapped at the youngest pussy in the room. She hadn’t really paid attention to the other two, but it was so out of place on the 7-year-old that she noticed the wetness that preceded her efforts. All of the girls had been warmed up, primed and ready. 
“Oh man, mommy, you made them get crazy,” babbled Ruth. “Gina, what was it like? Oh…” She’d asked the question, but Cindy squatted down over Gina’s face and her sister’s tongue dutifully, if not eagerly, came out. “Everybody’s doing it now,” she said to mommy. “Gina talked dirty. Is that OK? That looks naughty. I didn’t like doing it, but I did it twice. It feels funny. Your tongue is soft and like a wet finger. How much… haahhh… oh, mommy!” 
Without even being aware of it, Ruth humped against mommy’s face. She usually hated being last, but she was the youngest and it happened all the time. This time she’d been happy to be last until now. She’d wanted to see what her sisters did, but now she wished she’d had a turn sooner. 
Happy to see Irene enjoy her little orgasm, Cindy had been astounded and excited by Gina’s reaction. It was just too precious to listen to her sweet friend call her mom a slut and encourage her to “get down.” The result was an impromptu ride on Gina’s face. It was hard to resist the urge to turn it into a 69 and lick Gina herself, but this was punishment. Gina wouldn’t get that satisfaction from her. “Get on down there, Gina French,” she said. “Do it good, slut. Damn, you’re the best pussy licker.”  It was a lie, but a fun lie 
Of all the orgasms of the morning, Ruth’s took the longest Fanny worked hard as the tiny clit kept evading her, Ruth kept chattering away, and Fanny’s tongue tired. Finally, with great relief, she drove the 7-year-old to a gentle, but obvious climax. 
It was nearly lunchtime by the time Cindy was satisfied the French females had been duly punished. The three girls put their own clothes back on and Cindy loaned Fanny one of her mom’s dresses and with a little reminder that she’d come and play with Gina anytime she wanted to, she sent her victims home. 
As she went to check on the twins to see what David had done to them, Cindy was stopped by her obedient ghost. “Princess, they’re a surprise for you. Something very special. I’ve made lunch for you and Jack-Jack. Wait until after lunch to go see them. They need to ripen a while to be nice and ready for you.”
Ripen? With that word hanging in her mind, Cindy wondered just what awaited her and Jack-Jack in the twins’ room. What had he done to them? It was a new feeling for the mistress to be the one on the outside wondering what her slaves were doing. The two girls hurried through their sandwiches, chips, and sodas, eager to get down to business with April and May. Jack-Jack was used to surprises and imagined May’s humiliation as the11-year-old waited for their attention. She had no idea that Cindy was equally in the dark.
It didn’t take the 9-year-olds long to eat lunch and finally their curiosity was sated. Pushing open the door to the room, Cindy looked in. “Oh… my… God,” she exclaimed. 
“Jeez, Cindy that’s the best ever,” said Jack-Jack. 
Oh, fuck, thought May as the trophy turned crimson. 
For God’s sake, touch me, begged April. 
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Chapter 45
(gg, bdsm, humil, oral, toys, mast)
Floated out of the room where Cindy was demonstrating her power to Gina and her family, the twins sensed something different was happening. There had been no flourish of Cindy’s hands, no command to her magic, not even acknowledgement that they were going away. It was as if Cindy’s magic had taken on a life of its own and the two exchanged meaningful glances as they were set gently down on the floor of their room. 
With May parked in the corner, April understood her own position in the center of the room meant she was first. That used to be a good thing, but not since Cindy got her magic. “What’s going on?” she whispered to May. Cindy had overheard them before when they thought they were alone, but now she knew for sure that Cindy was busy next door. Just in case, she kept her voice low. 
“I don’t know,” shrugged May. “Hey, I was getting bored anyway.”
“May!” snapped April. “Eeek,” she squealed as the ropes that bound her started to untie. As her wrists were freed from her ankles, she turned her attention back to May. “There’s worse things than being bored. She’s never done this before.”
“Yeah, I know,” agreed her twin. “It’s like she’s got a new power.” Just saying it made her think about it. “God, April, she’s getting stronger.”
“Don’t say that,” said April. The ropes on her ankles untied and unwound. “Maybe she’s just setting us free. We do gotta make lunch, right? How much power could it take to untie ropes?”
“She’s not even here, April. How could she know where the knots are?”
“I don’t know how it works. Maybe it’s the Great and Mighty Cock,” said April. She’d had an experience weeks ago where the magical cock had used her several times when Cindy wasn’t even in the house. That horrible memory was etched into her mind. “Only now he’s got hands.”
“Hands? You feel hands?” May wasn’t going to dispute the Great and Mighty Cock theory. She’d sucked on cocks for Cindy so her mistress could asleep. 
“It ain’t his cock untying me,” said April with a nervous laugh. By now she was free and she tried to push herself to a standing position as she announced, “I’ll go start lunch.” That was quickly followed by, “Ooomf, I guess I’ll stay right here. Damn it, we’re not getting free,” she observed as she was pinned down and the ropes started tying her in a different position. Floating a couple of feet off the floor, she felt the rope weave under her, between her torso and left arm, around her arm, between her torso and left arm, over her, between her torso and right arm, around her arm, between her torso and right arm, and under her again. It wound around her several times following the same path until her arms were tied securely to her sides, the rope above her breasts, below her breasts, and across her stomach. 
The pair watched in silence as the ropes then bound her calf to her thigh on one leg and then the other. Neither of them could think of anything to say except oh, shit, and neither bothered to say what they felt. Once that was done, April wryly observed, “Been there, done that.” The problem was, she didn’t think Cindy’s magic was done. 
“Shit,” she said as David proved her right. A metal frame appeared in the room and April understood two things about it. At one end was a gag and at the other end was a dildo. Given the space between them, she tried to imagine the gag in her mouth and the dildo in her pussy at the same time and her suspended between them. “What the hell is that?” she asked of the air around her and received silence as the answer just as she expected. 
Then the real answer began as she was picked up and laid down pretty much as she suspected. The frame was a rectangle of metal about four feet long on the sides and a foot and a half wide at front and rear. David laid her inside the rectangle with her head near the red, rubber gag which looked a lot like an apple. The gag protruded on a metal rod six inches into the rectangle. Pushed to it, she said, “OK, OK,” tilted her head back, and opened her mouth to bite down on the apple. A leather strap secured it to her head. Behind her, the dildo protruded on a metal rod over a foot into the rectangle and she felt it slide into her wet pussy. Then she was simply tied into the rectangular frame with more rope, impaled front and rear. 
The metal rod for the gag poked a few inches inside the frame, but the rod also extended straight out the front of the frame another two feet. Likewise, the metal rod that held the dildo in place was on a metal rod that ran to the back of the frame and then another two feet out. April couldn’t see the effect, but to May it clearly looked like April was stuck like a pig on a spit, complete with an apple in her mouth. If she hadn’t seen the whole process, she could easily imagine the metal rods as one rod… entering her pussy from behind and running through her body to come out through her mouth. She’s gonna be cooked? No freaking way, thought May. Cindy couldn’t do something that cruel. But the picture was complete as two supports appeared about five feet apart and four feet high. The entire frame, spit, and skewered slave were set on the supports and started slowly turning. 
“Uh uh, aaaahhhh,” protested the older twin as she got the picture now. On a fucking spit. Skewered. Attached by the gag in her mouth to the turning frame forcing her head back, April was forced to stare forward at the wall when she desperately wanted to looked at the floor to be sure there was no fire. Only the absence of heat told her she wasn’t being roasted alive. Slowly her body turned until her tits pointed at the ceiling and at the floor and at the ceiling. Every 40 seconds the spit made a complete circle as she struggled mightily for the first time in weeks. She’d come to accept the ropes as part of her life, but not tied like this. 
“Oh, God, April, that looks so hot,” said May. It was helpless damsel in distress material for sure. Her sister’s tits were framed by the ropes. April’s pussy and ass were exposed. The damsel in distress was utterly helpless and in unimaginable distress. May had to assume it was all for show or else it wasn’t exciting at all. 
Don’t say hot. April squirmed and tried to cast an angry look at her sister. This was serious. What if… she couldn’t even think about it. Roasted alive? That would hurt and it wouldn’t be a good hurt that led to pleasure. Does Cindy not understand that? 
“No, I don’t wanna be put on a spit,” wailed May as she was floated to the center of the room. Toward the back of the room, April continued to turn slowly though there was no fire… yet. May was now the center of attention as her ropes were undone. She struggled once the ropes were clear, but hands and what felt like heavy ropes held her tight. As it became apparent she was being tied differently, May’s struggles abated. 
David put a head harness on May and that seemed to be all that she was going to get. Along with the harness came a regular ball gag, a big round, red one, not an apple. Then a globe appeared, a foot and a half in diameter. Attached to the globe were two gloves and David took May’s right hand and forced it into the right glove. Once her left hand was in the left glove and the wrists were tightened and secured, May was holding the globe and unable to let go. About all she could see was that it kept her hands in front of her, but she could sort of use the big ball to cover her chest or her pussy. That was, of course, assuming Cindy’s magic was finished which she knew it wasn’t. 
A short column appeared in the room, one foot high with a one foot square on top and bottom. She instantly understood it was a pedestal. Me standing on a pedestal… holding a globe… hmm, with my arms stretched out… oh for God’s sake!! A freaking trophy for real!! Jesus Christ on a pogo stick. Talk about hot. Get me up there! But before that happened, she found herself lying right in front of the pedestal, her head tilted up to look at it. For a second she wondered what was going on, but then she saw the little brass plate on the pedestal… Greatest Mistress in the World. Oh my God! Cindy’s freaking trophy for real!! For being the best mistress. Adorned by me. 
She could see the whole pose unfolding as a rope ran through a hook on the ceiling and down to the top of her head harness. The rope pulled her up to her toes and then she was guided to step onto the pedestal. Only then did she notice that in the middle of the comfortable looking square top of the pedestal was a chrome bar two inches high, two inches wide, and four inches long. The rope pulled her up on her toes and then she had to step up on the bar on her tiptoes. Perched precariously, she knew just how stretched her body was and how helplessly on display she was as she decorated the room… with no curtains on the window. Oh my God! She could feel the juices start already. 
A second rope snaked down from the ceiling about three feet in front of her and ran through a hook on the globe. It pulled the globe up and away until her arms were stretched out and up. Just call me Emmy, she thought and indeed, she looked just like an Emmy award on her toes and thrusting out a ball in front of her. Facing the door. Waiting for Cindy and Jack-Jack. What if Cindy doesn’t even know what I’m doing? What if she’s surprised to see me like this? Like her friends were surprised to see me. Holy cow. I don’t think I can stand it. 
April had no idea what May was doing. Her view of the wall never changed except that half the time she was upside down and half she was right side up. It was obvious from May’s sounds that it was something good. She’d heard desperate struggles that faded to whimpers and then, abruptly, excited whines and moans. By now May sounded like she was getting ready to cum. She’s getting something she loves. What about me? I need a little pain, a command, or something.  This isn’t painful and if fire is in the plan, I don’t want it to be painful. 
The skewered twin turned so her tits faced the ceiling, the back wall, and then the floor. Smack! Oh, yeah. Smack! This’ll do it. Smack! Then she was turned into the room, the ceiling, the back wall, and the floor with her bottom facing up… exposed and helpless. Smack! Smack! Smack! She could feel the heat in her ass as Cindy’s magic gave her just what she needed. So much for being bored. This might be a good afternoon after all. Into the room, ceiling, back wall… turn faster damn it. Smack! Smack! Smack! In the silence that followed, she listened to May’s whines. Judging by their intensity, the slut would be leaking all over her thighs by now. Just like my slutty juices. 
As Cindy and Jack-Jack hastily ate their lunch, the trophy and the pain slave got hotter and hotter. Three swats every forty seconds and April lost count. Just touch me. Right on the clit. Touch me and I’ll explode. The pain was exquisite, but so was the aching, unsatisfied desire. Her clit throbbed for attention, but all that touched her was a wooden paddle three times every 40 seconds. 
Facing the door, May couldn’t see April any more than April could see her. She knew the setup though and the sound of the paddle was unmistakable. It wasn’t hard to imagine what April was getting. Not into pain, May hardly noticed the ache in her toes, arches, and calves from straining upward. Or the ache in her outstretched arms. This was for Cindy. She could hardly wait for the door to open. Cindy… Jack-Jack… all her friends… boys… girls… mom… dad. Invite them all, but mostly Cindy. For her. 
Finally, the door swung open. Cindy looked in. “Oh… my… God,” she exclaimed. 
“Jeez, Cindy that’s the best ever,” said Jack-Jack. 
Oh, fuck, thought May as the trophy turned crimson. 
For God’s sake, touch me, begged April. 
Cindy walked in and circled the life size Emmy. “So freaking hot, May. You are my trophy.” She stroked May’s bare bottom. “Awww, look at your pussy getting all wet. You must be in heaven. I’ll have to leave you like that and call everybody.”
“Nnnnnnn,” whined May. She thought she could almost cum just from a pair of delighted brown eyes and another pair of admiring green eyes. The look in Cindy’s eyes when the door opened told her that Cindy had been surprised. The look also said she was undeniably sexy, beautiful, and irresistible. Both Cindy and Jack-Jack couldn’t take their eyes off her. She knew there was an outrageous scene of April turning on a spit behind her, but it was as if the two 9-year-old’s couldn’t see anything but her. 
Smack! The spell was broken when Cindy and Jack-Jack turned to look at April at the sound of the animated paddle cracking across her bright red bottom. “She’s pretty wet, too,” said Jack-Jack with a giggle. “Now that is hot!” Smack!
Don’t say hot. Smack! “Uunnnnnhhhh, unnnnhhhhh,” screamed April. Just touch me for God’s sake. Clit. Clit. Clit. 
“Which one you want?” Cindy asked her friend. 
“Can I do April this time?” She walked up to April and the spit stopped turning with the bound body facing up. Her hand was poised and ready, waiting for Cindy’s agreement. 
“Go for it,” said Cindy. “I’d sure like to cum first, but they’ve been waiting a while. You want a little touchy-touchy, May?” she teased as she ran her hand over May’s taut bottom. “My God, May, so stretched. So on display. God, you’re on a pedestal. My trophy.”
“Uh huh, uh huh,” moaned May. She was trembling with lust as Cindy walked around in front of her. Cindy cupped her tits. “Unh, unh, unh,” she grunted frantically. Damn it, I can’t say anything. I can’t even nod at my pussy. She knows what I want. “Eeeeee, aaaaaa, unh, unh,” she grunted. 
“Lower?” said Cindy, trailing a finger down May’s tummy. The pose was so perfect and the way May’s straining body glistened with a light sheen of sweat made it even more erotic.  
“Aaaaahhhhh, gaaahhhhhh,” interjected April as Jack-Jack wasted no time in giving the skewered slave what she needed. 
Startled at the instant response, Jack-Jack almost stopped rubbing, but then she intensified it. Every muscle in April’s body tensed in an isometric orgasm. The 9-year-old used two fingers on one hand to diddle April’s clit and grabbed the nearest nipple with the other. Pinching it, she pulled the nipple up. “Do it, April. You like this, huh?” April’s scream sounded terrible, but Jack-Jack had seen this before so she didn’t let up. It was just what April loved. “That’s my pain slut,” she taunted as April went even higher in response. “All day long.” Now it was April that she couldn’t take her eyes off of as the skewered girl squirmed and her muscles rippled and twitched. In the background, May was cumming, but both Jack-Jack and April were oblivious to anything else. 
May didn’t even get a chance to respond to Cindy’s question. April drowned her out and all she could do was roll her eyes down to see Cindy’s arm about tummy high on her. She felt circles traced on her tummy. Her whining and begging was for naught. Lower. Lower. 
“God, May, what would you do for me right now,” asked Cindy. “I couldn’t ask for anything more, except…” The mistress put a hand on May’s bottom to steady her and then two fingers in May’s dripping pussy. “… cum for me, May.” 
Like her sister, May skyrocketed to an incredible orgasm as her mistress rewarded her simply for being. “Eeeee-uh Riiii,” she squealed in predictable fashion. Relatively unfettered, May’s body jerked, her arms swung the globe back and forth, and she slipped off the pedestal. Hanging by her head, she pulled her knees up to her chest and spread her thighs open. Uncaring about the strain on her head and neck, she came as she swung. Cindy’s fingers slowed for a moment, but May raged in frustration and Cindy’s manual stimulation came back hard and fast. 
Taken by surprise, Cindy at least made sure her slave wasn’t choking as May hung by her head. Her hand on May’s bottom shifted underneath to support May rather ineffectively. She wasn’t about to take this moment away from May. Then David cupped May’s ass and lifted. With May safe, Cindy drove May on and on. 
“Oh yeah,” said Jack-Jack as she stepped back from the sated April. She was certain April had cum for at least 30 seconds. “Oh hell yeah,” she said as the spit started turning again. She picked up the paddle. 
As May’s orgasm passed, Cindy guided her trophy’s feet back to the narrow bar. “Such a slut, May,” she observed. “Now my trophy is all sweaty, too.” The straining trophy had been sweaty even before the orgasm, but May hadn’t notice and drawing attention to it now made it sound like it had happened from 30 seconds of orgasm. 
Pulling out her cell phone, Cindy said, “Jack-Jack, you call Hannah and Susie. I’ll call…” she smiled at May. “It’ll be a secret.” 
The sound of three swats of the paddle filled the room and then Jack-Jack said, “OK.” She started to set the paddle down, but it was caught in midair and she relinquished it to the unseen hand. “Take over, magic,” she said. As Cindy started for the door to make some secret calls, Jack-Jack took her lover’s hand.  “You’re not going anywhere, baby. Let’s make the calls in a couple of minutes.” She peeled off her shirt, letting Cindy know there was other urgent business. 
Cindy covered her mouth in surprise and embarrassment. How could I ignore Jack-Jack and my own tingles? “Yeah,” she peeled off her shirt, pulling Jack-Jack behind May. Neither twin could see them there as they stripped. “Sometimes I get so carried away with…”
“I know, baby,” said Jack-Jack. “… with giving them what they need.” She kissed Cindy deeply. “You’re too good to them,” she said with a smile. Ironically, her words were punctuated with the sound of wood on bare flesh and a counterpoint of moans of pleasure. “Right here,” she pointed at the floor under April. “Let’s give her some heat.” 
When Jack-Jack guided her to lie down on her back and then knelt between her legs, Cindy said, “No, get over me. I want to do you at the same time.”
“No way, baby,” said Jack-Jack. “I’ll do you and you can watch her turn around and around, cuz when you do me, I wanna be watching her and May on her toes.”
It was impossible to argue with Jack-Jack’s voyeuristic plan; the twins needed to be watched or their plight was pointless. Cindy lay back as Jack-Jack took her time in leading her up to an orgasm. As her lover said, it was so good to watch April turn around and around, her bottom redder with each turn, her whines more desperate with each swat, and her head twisting fruitlessly to see what was going on under her. A few feet away she could see May straining on her toes to be the ultimate trophy, her ass and back muscles taut and her head trying to turn as well. Neither of the frustrated twins could see Cindy and Jack-Jack build a virtual fire of passion under the skewered twin. 
After Cindy came, they switched positions with Jack-Jack adding narration to spice up her own arousal. “You know, that could be May on the spit and April as the trophy. From this angle, they look the same. Except that May wouldn’t be ready to cum from being spanked. Huh, April? You ready again? And May, you too? Posing for us. Makes me so hot. I love that ass, May. Wiggle it for me?” She gasped as May actually did wiggle a little. “You slut!” She grinned at Cindy. “Got some special action going there, April. Too bad you don’t get hot from being stared at. Oh, oh, check it out… here come your tits. Side view. And… hanging down. Good enough to eat. And… side view… and gone but… here comes your ass… oh, messy, messy. You just dripped on me, you slut.”
Then as her orgasm neared, she said, “Loved watching you cum for me, April. Umm… yeah… wish you could watch me? So sorry.” Then all the twins heard was her softly moaning with a noisy, incoherent climax. The two lovers lay for a couple of minutes and watched the twins get frustrated and hornier before they dressed and went to make the calls. 
Alone and waiting, May was very aware of the ache of her position. It had been building for a while and now it was getting to be painful. Only two things kept her going. The anticipation of being on display for Cindy. And second, she couldn’t do a damn thing about it anyway. She didn’t know which of those excited her more. 
April was in the hazy place where pain and pleasure met. The minutes dragged on and she was still there, waiting for the pleasure. The swats on her poor bottom had eased up and slowed down. Now they were just enough to keep her on the edge. She prayed for Cindy and Jack-Jack to return. Being on display wasn’t her thing, so it wasn’t the thought of who they’d bring with them, but the hope that one of them would let her cum. She knew if they did, she’d cum right in front of whoever was in the room. As much as she hated that idea, she wanted to cum regardless of the audience. 
When the door finally opened again, May’s eyes darted around the faces as they looked up at her, soaking up the pleasure of being on display for Cindy. It wasn’t all that humiliating as she saw Susie and Hannah, yet it was still exciting just to know they wanted to see her and she couldn’t hide anything. It wasn’t even all that bad when she saw Melanie, Kyle, Sally, and Karen. They’d all seen her before. Not humiliating, but still she squirmed with illicit arousal from their rapt attention. 
“Want to cum for them, May?” asked Cindy. 
At those words, May suddenly blushed bright red. She knew it was coming, but to be asked was so wrong. She didn’t dare say no or even ignore the question. As she nodded her head, she felt the familiar rush of humiliation. “You sure?” prodded Cindy and she nodded more vigorously. Don’t tease me, Cindy. “Display for me,” said Cindy. 
May had no idea what Cindy meant, but her body responded anyway as David spread her legs and raised them in front of her. Cindy had to step back as May’s hips thrust forward to offer her spread pussy on display. Her position may have defied the laws of physics, but it looked like she had displayed herself on command. “Now cum for me, May,” said Cindy and May knew she was also going to cum on command. 
Her mistress slid a vibrator in her pussy and at the same time fingered her clit. “Eeaaaa Riiii,” squealed May as the pleasure seized her entire body. She squirmed and twisted and fought as the half dozen onlookers admired her. It was so exciting to do it for them, especially at Cindy’s command. She felt so beautiful, desirable, and sexy, but her conscious thought was, watch the slut cum for her little sister. The orgasm was spectacular, just as Cindy had orchestrated it. When it was over, May was lowered to the floor where she lay on her back too weak to move. On cue, the crowd flowed past her to surround April. 
The older twin stopped turning, her body canted slightly to face the audience. She had no idea how many or who was in the audience. With her body facing them, her head was upside down and still staring at the wall. Hovering on the edge of pain and pleasure, she knew in principle what was coming, just not specifically how. Jack-Jack grabbed both nipples and pulled. Cindy slipped the slick vibrator fresh from May’s pussy into April’s ass and then assaulted her clit with three fingers. 
Inside her world, April transitioned with a loud gasp from exquisite pain to exquisite pleasure as if there was no difference at all except that pleasure meant a climax, the fulfillment of her need, the end of suffering, and the end of pleasure. To Cindy she may have been just a toy to share with her friends; to her there was only her mistress Cindy, the joy of deserving an orgasm, and the pleasure of cumming at her mistress’ touch. To the audience, she was a beautiful, sexy spectacle of sound and fury. And the sounds she made after Cindy stopped and the orgasm passed told them all she was the luckiest girl alive. 
“Get her down,” said Cindy with a wave of her hand. The magic of David went to work to free the aching, satisfied slave as Cindy herded the audience out of the room. It had been quick and intense and she didn’t care that her friends wanted more. It had been for April and May, not the audience. 
As the group dispersed, Cindy was surprised to find herself face to face with Windy. The wise old Native American girl put her hand on Cindy’s shoulder and said, “Little one, I thought you were nothing but mean, but that was beautiful. I am impressed.”
It was Cindy’s turn to blush at the compliment. Impressed? Jack-Jack knew it was all for them. Windy, too. I wasn’t even aware of it until now. I rewarded my slaves when reward was due, but how many times have I done something just for them? How many times have I done something for me and then made sure they enjoyed it? She couldn’t even think of the last time she’d been thoroughly mean to her slaves. She was surprised that it didn’t bother her. Not like I turned soft or something. Just that it’s fun to give them what they want. It’s fun to be nice in a twisted sort of way. 
“I guess it was,” she said to Kyle’s ghost. “Beautiful, I mean.”
It was a much older and wiser Cindy that sat down alone later that afternoon and mentally listed her new rules. It was nothing she hadn’t already decided except that the rules seemed a lot different when she thought of them as rules for herself on how to treat her slaves as well as for her slaves on how to behave. Just to keep her slaves guessing, she didn’t let them in on any of the rules, except one new one. 
“I own you body and soul,” she told the twins. “You do everything I say without question.” She saw no objection in their eyes. “But when you turn 16, you’re free to make your own choice. Stay as my slave full-time, be my part-time slave, or never be my slave again.” David, on the other hand, was going to be hers until the day she died. 
THE END
Girl with a Ghost
By Kenna
Epilogue
After I finished Girl with a Ghost, a reader told me it ended rather abruptly. I hope this winds it up a little more cleanly. 
(bdsm, inc, oral, beast, mast, humil, spank)
Raymond
Raymond had never had any artistic talent, but after he found Melanie tied in the woods during his daily walk, he found his muse. Over the week that followed, he painted three pictures, did two pencil drawings, and sculpted the lithe body of the 9-year-old athlete. The inspired nudes became his world and the lonely old man was able to do something he hadn’t done in years - masturbate multiple times a day. Sitting in the room that was the shrine to the little girl, he stroked himself over and over. 
It was a week of debauchery, inspiration, and pleasure. He died a happy man, cock in his hand in the midst of his fourth orgasm of the day. The art, obviously the work of a true master, was dubbed child pornography and destroyed. 
Eliza
In the place where fear reigned, Eliza knew her mistress very well. She was alone at the moment, but even that was terrifying. She never knew when Frucht would return, but she waited in her box knowing her mistress would be back. In her ephemeral world, there were no pleasures, not even eating or drinking. 
She felt Frucht’s presence before the evil force was upon her and the fear changed from anticipation to reality. The lid of her box creaked open and she was lifted out to be played with. It was always so noisy when her box opened as the space was filled with ear splitting screams, but she just couldn’t help herself. Frucht pulled her arms and legs wide until her joints popped and she would have screamed from the incredible pain if she wasn’t already. 
It was either forbidden or impossible to close her eyes; she didn’t know which, just that she couldn’t. Frucht had no permanent form and this time had come as a shapeless blob. Of the thousands of ways she’d seen Frucht, this was the most frightening, but if she’d been capable of rational thought she might have realized that the shape of the day was always the most frightening. 
A tentacle appeared, growing out of the blob until it was several feet long. It pushed into her mouth and fed itself down her throat. Mercifully, silence ensued. There was not even a need to breathe in the world of fear, so as four feet of slimy tentacle slid down her throat, there was no reason for it ever to come out again. She could feel it squirming inside her stomach and then a second tentacle grew and pushed into her pussy, a foot of tentacle until it could go no further. The third tentacle pushed into her ass, impossibly and nauseatingly following the twists and turns of dozens of feet of intestines. 
The helpless woman could feel Frucht growing stronger from her fear. There were times when the evil would feed off her just by being near. It was like Frucht had her finger on Eliza’s fear center and could just push it forever. Then there were times like this when Frucht went a lot farther, with pointless pain, torment, and torture. She lost track of how much time passed as the appendages squirmed inside her. 
When she thought it couldn’t get any worse, three more tentacles appeared. One simply bored into her skull where it felt like it was eating her from the inside out. Another merged with her right hand and slowly consumed her arm. The third attached to her left foot and began working its way up her leg. As Frucht consumed her, she lost her own identity as if she had never existed. It wasn’t quick, that would take the fun out of it for Frucht. She could just feel herself fading. 
Being eaten alive was one of the more pleasant experiences for two reasons. First, she knew it would eventually end. Second, there was an undetermined time in which she was nothing and fear did not own her. It could seem like a second or it could seem like an eternity. As the tentacles in her mouth, pussy, and ass came to life to feed on her flesh, she watched her body slowly cease to be. 
Full of fear, Eliza crouched in her box. Eaten alive was never permanent. Nothing was ever permanent except the fear. In her box was the only time she could think clearly. How she regretted ever meeting Cindy. Her punishment was long and terrible, unreasonably so and Frucht was always happy to tell her how long she’d been with her mistress. One thousand one hundred and thirteen years, five months, and twenty-three days. The world had changed so much she was told, but there was one constant. Fear. Nobody had to tell her that. 
Trollop and Rat
When her mom told her that there were babysitters coming over, Cindy almost threw a fit. How on earth could mom get someone to babysit… babysit! … me and the twins. We don’t need a sitter, let alone two. We haven’t had one in months and the twins just turned 12. She held her tongue though since mom had a slight smile on her face. “What’s going on?” asked the 10-year-old.
“Veronica and Julie are coming over to babysit tomorrow night,” said her mother as if that should mean something special. 
“Veronica? Like Rat Veronica?” asked Cindy, making sure they were talking about the same Veronica. 
“Yeah, that Veronica. And Julie. You don’t know that name? Maybe you know Trollop?”
“Rat and Trollop are coming to babysit?” repeated Cindy as she started to get the idea. Her parents had promised payback for playing with April and May again. They’d loaned her Baddy and Wench more than once, but the two 16-year-olds all on their own was a new twist. 
“No, Veronica and Julie are babysitting you,” said Rose firmly. “They’ve been told that at 7:00, somebody will say, ‘Time for cats, dogs, and sluts.’ They don’t know who will say it, but then they turn into Rat and Trollop. Whoever says those words will be their mistress for the rest of the night. Understand?”
“Kewl,” said Cindy. She’d played with Rat a couple of times, but only once with Trollop. She remembered Uncle Jerry saying Trollop liked it rough. Veronica might suspect who was going to say the words, but she hoped that Trollop would be surprised. She liked surprising slaves. 
At 6:50 the next night, Cindy sent the twins to her room to become kitty and doggy. She hadn’t missed the point of the code words. She’d have a cat, a dog, and two sluts… well, if all went well (and things always went well for Cindy), she’d have three sluts. Wouldn’t Julie be doubly surprised? 
Julie had been cautious, but firm with her charges. It wasn’t hard to see that Veronica was deferring to her to do the real babysitting. In fact, she could tell Veronica was being submissive to Cindy. She just couldn’t bring herself to believe that Cindy would again be her mistress. She’d been told that bedtime was 7:00 and when the three girls were in bed, she expected someone else to show up with code words. It seemed dicey to play the games she was expecting with the three girls in the house and not even asleep yet, but she was an obedient slut and she knew the three girls weren’t three innocent girls. 
“What are you…?” she said, biting off her words as the preteen mistress came into the room at precisely 7:00. Cindy had even changed back from pajamas to shorts and T-shirt. Julie nervously looked at her watch and realized she was looking at her mistress for the evening. 
“Time for cats, dogs, and sluts,” said Cindy, disappointed that Trollop had made the connection before she could get the words out. ”I want two sluts naked and kneeling in front of me now.” 
Rat pulled off her socks when Cindy came in the room, stripped her T-shirt off while Cindy was saying the code words, and dropped her shorts when she was told to strip. She’d worn no underwear and so she was kneeling naked for Cindy before Trollop had even moved. 
Trollop gaped at Rat’s head start. Taking her eyes off Rat, she realized how bad it looked to be still wearing clothes and shivered in anticipation of her punishment. “Yes, mistress,” she said and pulled off her socks.
“Stop,” said Cindy before Trollop could remove anything else. “Hands on your head, Trollop. That’s better,” she said as Trollop immediately obeyed. “Master Jerry said you were well trained. Just a little surprised? Now there will be consequences for not obeying immediately. Kitty? Doggy?” she called out. “Come here now.”
“No, mistress, not surprised. I just…” No excuses. I fucked up. “I’ll make my master proud. Whatever you want.” She at least was not surprised when the twins scampered in wearing their brief costumes and knelt beside Cindy. 
Cindy grabbed the neckline of Trollop’s T-shirt and ripped it down the front in a show of strength that amazed the 16-year-old slave. She wasn’t sure she could tear her own T-shirt right off, but then she didn’t know that Cindy had a ghost. With her hands on her head, her eyes followed Cindy as her mistress walked behind her and then snapped forward when she couldn’t see Cindy anymore. The catch on her bra came undone and the shoulder straps easily broke. As the bra hit the floor, Trollop realized that Julie didn’t have a shirt or bra to wear home now. To her relief, her mistress pulled her shorts and panties down without ripping them. 
“Knees,” said Cindy and Trollop fell to her knees. “Kiss my feet, Trollop,” said the little mistress. As the older girl kissed and licked her bare feet, Cindy said, “Well behaved sluts will get to taste 10-year-old pussy later. Would you like that, Trollop?”
“Yes, mistress,” said Trollop acclimating herself to the idea. The only other time she’d seen Cindy as a mistress was with Master Jerry in attendance as well. Veronica/Rat knew. She didn’t get all uppity with Cindy. She didn’t send her to bed. She’s eaten 10-year-old pussy before. This is so wrong. A little girl being my mistress without my master? So very wrong. So what if that’s the plan. A little girl won’t be able to give me what I expect. It’s a wasted night.
“That’s good because Doggy and Kitty were good for Master Jerry and now he’s paying me back. Let me decide if you’re worth the trade.” Cindy got a sense of satisfaction from the look on Trollop’s face. The 16-year-old may have been used to being traded, but not to a 10-year-old. “Let’s start by going up to my bedroom. Doggy and Kitty, lead the way.”
On their hands and knees, Doggy and Kitty crawled up the stairs and to Cindy’s room. Deciding that was what was expected, Trollop followed on her hands and knees with Rat right behind her. Cindy followed the procession, admiring the broad teenage asses and thinking how much fun it would be to spank them. 
In Cindy’s lair, Trollop got a taste of the magic that the others had seen before. As she watched incredulously, her wrists were tied behind her back and her ankles were tied together. A cord slithered from the ceiling and without hesitation, it was tied to the stud in her tongue. A few seconds later, she was standing on her toes and staring at the ceiling with her tongue fully extended. Mistress Cindy has some promise, the 16-year-old realized.
“While I take care of her, the three of you can watch a movie,” said Cindy. She hit play on the DVD that was already loaded and Jen, Trollop’s 13-year-old sister (then 12), appeared on the screen. While the others watched Trollop trick her sister into a strip tease that she promised wouldn’t be seen by anybody, Trollop listened to herself betray her sister. That was meant for Master Jerry. How did Mistress Cindy get it? Her thoughts were interrupted by the sudden sting of a paddle across her bare ass.  
“This is for not obeying instantly,” said Cindy. “Maybe you’d like to watch your little sister strip, but that’s not gonna happen.” She delivered 19 more swats to Trollop’s helpless ass, turning it a lovely shade of red. By the time she was done, Trollop’s pussy was wet. “Master Jerry said you’d like that,” said Cindy. 
The special surprise knelt in the closet where she could hear everything. Not like she had a choice in the matter. She was tied in a forced kneeling position and gagged. Jen had been there for a couple of hours, watching the DVD twice as Cindy laid out exactly the consequences of not cooperating before she surrendered to Cindy’s blackmail and was put into the closet. Now for the third time she heard the DVD play. Everything that Mistress Cindy had said was happening. Through the louver doors, she could see somebody dancing on their toes and jumping in rhythm to the sound of wood on bare flesh. It had to be her big sister just like Cindy had said. 
As Jen saw Cindy’s feet in front of the closet, she knew her time was up. The door swung open and she saw the rest of the scene. Three kneeling girls whose heads turned to look at her as the door came open. She blushed as they stared at her naked, tied body though they looked as if they saw that every day. Then her eyes went to the girl straining on her tiptoes, amazed at why Julie was on her toes. I thought it would be cool to get my tongue pierced like my big sister, but no way. Not after seeing what that stud can be used for. Then her eyes went to Mistress Cindy and she trembled at the little girl’s power… the power to pull her sister up on her toes by her tongue. 
“This is our newest slave, everyone,” said Cindy. “This is her first time, but as you can see, her sister gave me just what I needed to blackmail her into obedience. Thanks, Trollop. Say hello to Jen.”
While the three kneeling girls said hello, Trollop whined in torment. Busted. My sister knows the betrayal I orchestrated. My sister knows what I do in my spare time, hanging by my tongue just one of many examples. My sister is now one of the slaves and it’s my fault. There was a sense of exquisite justice as the pain and humiliation of her position, her actions, and her lifestyle were used as punishment. There was an equal sense of being wronged by the 10-year-old mistress. Bringing her sister in was going too far. 
Jen floated out of the closet to take her position slightly behind the other three girls where she could watch herself dance naked to her sister’s encouragement. The first time she’d watched had been a shock as she learned the video was in the wrong hands. The second time it was a shock as Cindy explained the terms of keeping it off the Internet. Now the third time was just a shocking as she watched it along with an audience of mostly strangers. 
Turning her attention to Trollop, Cindy lowered the slave to a position of comfort. “You have no right!” snapped Trollop as soon as her tongue was available. “That was private and… you can’t include her. She’s not like me. Jen, I’m sorry. I… this is… they have… she has my per-permission to… to tie me and all. Aahhhh,” she finished as her tongue came back out and she rose up on her toes. 
“I have Jen’s permission to tie her and all,” said Cindy. “And just what the fuck do you think you’re doing talking back? Is this how you make your master proud?”  
“Unnnh, uh uh,” moaned Trollop, cursing herself for the outburst. But I’m right. Mistress Cindy can’t do this. Isn’t it against the rules? Not that there were really rules that anybody had mentioned, but using her against her sister was way out of bounds. 
“Down,” said Cindy and Trollop came down to stand flat footed. “I have another idea.” She untied Trollop’s tongue and then floated the slave to the far side of the bed. The drawer opened and Trollop came to rest inside. “We could have had such fun, Trollop,” said Cindy as she pushed the drawer shut. 
Inside the dark, soundproof, and locked drawer, Trollop instantly regretted her outburst. We could have had such fun. She was gonna use me and spank me and whatever. It was gonna be fun. Now she’s playing with them… with Jen and I have no idea what she’s doing to Jen. The 16-year-old did indeed enjoy being Master Jerry’s slave and all the twists and turns that went with it. Even Cindy was showing such promise to be a good, stern mistress. It was going to be fun and now I’ve ruined it.  
Cindy turned off the feature film and squatted next to Rat. “You know her best. How long should I leave her in there?”
Rat wasn’t sure where there was, except that Trollop was quiet and that meant isolation. “Five minutes,” she shrugged.
“Five minutes and she’ll be all contrite and well-behaved?” asked Cindy suspiciously. 
“Maybe ten,” wavered Rat. “I hate being ignored. You’re killing her.”
“Fifteen then,” said Cindy. She was pleased with Rat’s answer. It was killing her to have pulled such a surprise over on Trollop and then not be able to play with the poor slave. 
Turning to her newest slave, Cindy said, “What did you promise if I spanked your sister?”
Jen turned scarlet. “I promised that because you spanked me and said you’d put the vid on the Internet. I mean… just to set the record straight. I mean… yeah, I did promise… ummm… dammit, you’re serious?” She looked at the other three girls. “There’s four of them and you. Five.”
“Spit it out, Jen. Your math skills don’t impress me.”
“I promised to l-lick all the… p-p-pussies in the room.”
“Until?”
“Until they cum.”
“OK, so let’s do set the record straight. I don’t know about Rat and Trollop, but I have not had a single slave and there’s been… two, three, four, oh about nineteen so far. Not a single one of them ate pussy their first time without being spanked, so don’t feel special. Doggy and Kitty got lots of spankings and they like it now.” She paused, thinking about what order to do it in and then she added, “And what did I say would happen after you were done?”
“They’d eat my pussy and…” her voice hushed, “… I’d like it.”
“You bet,” said Cindy. “So, you know Rat. She’s your sister’s friend, so let’s start with a friendly pussy.” She patted the chair in the room. “Rat, sit right here.” Once Rat was positioned sitting on the chair with her legs spread and her pussy out over the edge, Cindy moved Jen into position. “Jen admitted that she plays with herself, so she knows what to do,” she told the others to add to Jen’s embarrassment. “Now go to it, slave.” 
The 13-year-old had too many valid reasons not to disobey Cindy, so with a show of reluctance, she leaned between Rat’s thighs and got her first of many tastes. 
Jen was on her fourth pussy when Cindy opened the drawer and looked in on a very contrite Trollop. “Jen’s eating Kitty’s pussy and about ready for yours. You’ll notice that I didn’t need your permission for anything. Now, exactly what kind of report did you want me to send back to Master Jerry?”
Figuring the question was rhetorical, Trollop said, “Is she any good? I can teach her. She’s a slut anyway. Took her clothes off without much prodding. You enjoyed watching her, didn’t you, Mistress Cindy? I’m glad I tricked her into stripping for the camera. I’m a slut for you, Mistress Cindy. Should I do you first? May I?”
“Do I need to keep you tied?”
“No, Mistress Cindy,” said Trollop in surprise. “But, I like it that way.” She floated up out of the drawer. “How are you doing that?”
“You ask too many questions,” said Cindy. “You may not do me first. I want you to show your little sister how good you are with your tongue. Do her first.”
It took another minute before May came and Jen was no longer occupied. Cindy untied the 13-year-old and told her newest slave to sit in the chair. Then she helped Trollop into position. As Trollop ate her sister, Cindy played with Jen’s tits. “I like playing with naked girls,” said Cindy. “Now I have five of them. I know you’ve never done anything like this before Jen, but your sister, Trollop, has plenty of times. She’s pretty good, huh? Don’t close your eyes. Watch her. See how much she enjoys pussy? She doesn’t care whose pussy, or maybe she likes yours better.”
Every slave licked every pussy in the room, five for each of them and every slave came four times. Cindy allowed herself to cum five times. 
Rat and Trollop came to babysit Cindy and the twins on other occasions. Given that they were competing for the position of Master Jerry’s next wife, they always gave their very best effort. When they turned 18 and Master Jerry divorced Cindy’s aunt, the two slaves were shocked to learn that Master Jerry picked another slave as his wife, leaving the two slaves to search for a new master on their own. All that hard work and commitment and they got nothing out of it in the end. 
Sally and Karen
When Cindy gave Dork to Sally as a slave, there was a mutual assumption between the two that Cindy’s magic would make sure Dork obeyed. Sally couldn’t pass up the chance to sample the role of mistress, so while Sally was free, Dork found she’d just changed hands. 
Lacking Cindy’s resources, the new mistress learned how to tie good knots over the next week even though Dork put up no resistance. Luckily for Dork, her tasks consisted almost entirely of eating pussy. Only once did Sally manage to bring in a boy so she could watch her tied slave suck and fuck. 
On her eleventh day of slavery to Sally, Dork decided to test Sally’s power. She hadn’t seen any sign of Cindy’s magic since she’d seen the little mistress, so she just didn’t go to Sally’s house that day. Nothing happened. When her irate mistress came to lay down the law with a threat of Cindy’s magic, Karen said, “Nothing’s gonna happen. Where’s Cindy’s magic? Nowhere. You’ve been making me do shit for nothing, you bitch. How about you be Bimbo for the next 10 days and I’ll be the mistress.”
Faced with the truth, Sally made excuses, then she apologized, and when all else failed, she knelt. “Ten days,” she agreed contritely. It was either that or lose her best friend, the one person who’d shared with her the miserable experience of being Cindy’s slave. After those ten days were up, it wasn’t unusual for them to flip a coin to see who was the mistress and who was the slave or for them to get together as equals. 
Kyle and Windy
Windy was a wise old ghost with an eye on bigger things than getting Kyle laid again. Kyle was a teenage boy with nothing more important than that. Despite all the fun she was having with him, she dumped him on his 16th birthday. “Grow up, little one,” she told him. “Stop using the girls. Pick one and love her.” So he did. On his wedding day, Windy transcended. After all these years and with so much left to do, she was astonished that teaching him about life and love was what it took to send her to heaven. 
Hannah and Susie
Why would you think something special happened to Hannah and Susie? They were good little girls and stayed that way. 
Irene, Gina, and Ruth
“This was all you wanted?” asked Gina suspiciously as she set out the Monopoly game the Saturday after the ordeal of being Cindy’s slave. 
“Yeah,” nodded Cindy. “A place to be innocent again.”
“You had to do all that to us to prove a point?” asked Irene. “You want to be the horse?” She offered her favorite playing piece to Cindy. 
“Now you appreciate why I want to be just a regular girl sometimes,” said Cindy, taking the piece and setting it on Go. “I’d rather be the cannon,” she said, picking the phallic symbol of dominance without understanding why. “You can be the horse.”
“Irene said you’d make us let you win and then…”
“Ruth! Shut up,” snapped Irene. She looked sheepishly at Cindy. “I said that, but I thought you’d act like a slave mistress again or something. Sorry.”
Cindy shook her head. “Nope. Not here. As long as we can just be normal girls. That’s all I want. Roll the dice to see who goes first.”
Melanie
Melanie played shortstop on the U.S. Women’s Olympic softball team and they won gold. Every day of her life she checked the drawers and the closets of her bedroom before going to sleep. Nothing was ever out of place again, but she still checked. Her college roommates, her husband, and her four children all wondered why, but she never told them. She also made sure everyone knew she wanted a wake, a noisy celebration of her death that lasted for three days. No way was she going to be buried alive for real. 
Mark and Friends
Mark’s family moved away a year later leaving Mark with no outlet for his now developed sexual preferences. Permanently stuck on preteen girls, he spent a lot of time locked up and beaten up. You can find him on the sex offender web site of 11 states. His friends stayed in service of Cindy. While they never fixated on little girls, they did have a lasting need to dominate. One of them put his talents to good use as the CEO of an international high tech company. The other two took other jobs as leeches on society, one as a US Senator and the other running prostitutes in Vegas. 
Fanny and Freddie
Unable to prevent Cindy from playing with her daughters, Fanny was initially dubious of Cindy’s promise that she didn’t want to play naughty games with them anymore. After she watched them play Monopoly on Saturday with Irene winning soundly, she decided that maybe Cindy was earnest about her promise. 
The next Wednesday night, she had coffee with Cindy’s mom, Rose. Sitting alone with Rose, she was perplexed when Rose poured a single cup of coffee and sipped it. The real purpose of the meeting became clear when Rose then said, “$638,724.16.”
“What’s going on?” asked Fanny, well aware of the meaning of the number. 
“Cindy’s done with you and I have no interest in your daughters,” said her new mistress. “Strip.”
Once she was naked with her hands tied behind her, Fanny was introduced to her fellow slaves, two men and a woman. Tongue Toy and Cock Toy, or just Tongue and Cock for short, were strangers, but over the years they became quite familiar. The other man, Freddie, was masked, his beady eyes peering through narrow slits and his cock always in some form of torture. 
That night, Fanny and Tongue ate each other out and Fanny blew Cock while they all watched. The new slave suffered under her mistress’ whip and then ate her mistress. As the culmination of the evening, Cock fucked Fanny. 
Every Wednesday, Fanny joined her mistress and fellow slaves for a session of submission, humiliation, sex, and pain. Freddie simply stood to the side in submission, humiliation, and pain, but never got any sex. It wasn’t until her third month of slavery, that Fanny realized Freddie was her husband. Never once in all their married life had she given her husband a blowjob and she was in the middle of showing them all her ability to swallow an entire cock when she figured out the whole point of fucking and sucking while Freddie was only allowed to watch.  
That didn’t mean she started blowing her husband now that she knew that he knew. In fact, it meant she wouldn’t even let him put his cock in her pussy. “I’m getting great sex with Cock and Tongue and Mistress Rose,” she said to her pathetic, embezzling husband who’d gotten them in this in the first place. “I don’t need you.”
Once Fanny had become a well-trained slave, Mistress Rose shared her with Master Harold and Master Jerry. On those occasions, Fanny had to pull a heavy trunk on wheels to the session and store it in the corner. There were air holes on the bottom of the trunk, but no eyeholes. There was no doubt in her mind that Freddie was in the trunk, listening but unseeing. 
Given a choice, Fanny would gladly have stopped being Mistress Rose’s slave, but there was never a choice offered. For a while she obeyed out of fear. Then she started to accept her role. Two years went by before she admitted to herself that she enjoyed it. Not the slavery part, but the sex was great. It was a change from the mundane life of being a housewife to having wild, uninhibited sex with people she’d grown to know and trust. The most important thing to her was that as she got used to her role as a sex slave, her daughters gradually forgot about their one day as one. 
Debbie, Mandy, Paula, and Charlotte
Once she chased David away, Debbie regained control of her life. Mindy stayed as her devoted slave. At first, Mindy wanted nothing more than to serve her beautiful mistress. By the time they finished high school, the slave was simply too dependent on her mistress for everything and couldn’t have left if she wanted to. 
With incriminating pictures of her, Paula had to stay as Debbie’s slave. She occasionally rebelled, begging for her freedom, but that only made Debbie want her more. Paula finally got her freedom in a tragic accident. In their mid-twenties, Debbie had taken to hanging Paula by the neck for a minute or longer until her slave passed out. Once Debbie left her to answer the phone and the chair tipped over. Her death was considered suicide. 
Charlotte suffered from empty nest syndrome after Debbie moved out, though it was more like missing mistress syndrome. She coped and got married and divorced four times. 
Aunt Molly, Aunt Maddy, and Uncle Jerry
Jerry stayed on good terms with all his ex-wives. He had a fuzzy limit of around 28 when they got too old for him and he stopped treating them as slaves. What that meant was he had his current wife and most recent ex-wife as slaves and the others were just friends. His ninth wife, just 19 years old to his 66, buried him. His will split everything evenly among all nine. 
Jason, Paula, Em-Emily, and George
Jason and Paula were never called back to Cindy’s service, but they developed their own incestuous relationship after Jason saw his little sister naked and liked it. George and Em-Emily finally got to go back to see Cindy. Emily was disappointing and boring by doing everything Cindy wanted without question or hesitation. She wasn’t eager – that would have been fun. She was just bored, rolling her eyes with each command, and then complying. She wasn’t invited back. George wasn’t invited back either, but for a different reason. He was so traumatized that he developed a permanent stammer. Cindy couldn’t take him saying, “Em-emily, Cin-cindy, Ape-April, and May-May” every time he spoke to one of them. She didn’t even let him meet Jack-Jack. 
Harold and Rose
Master Harold and Mistress Rose had a comfortable marriage that was more of a convenient arrangement than a loving couple. They paired up on occasion for a rare love making session, preferring to play with their own stable of slaves or trade with Master Jerry. They liked to reminisce over the days when they had daughters in the house and they could trade with Mistress Cindy. 
Rose liked to be dominated sometimes and Master Harold was the only one she trusted to do that properly. Though she tried often to get him to submit to her, he never did… at least not to his knowledge. 
One their 50th anniversary, the octogenarians made love slowly and gently. Afterwards, Rose suggested they each pick out their favorite video. Of course she meant from their extensive collection of videos of their sessions with slaves or with each other. She picked one from the shelves in their closet and he disappeared into his office for his favorite, arousing her suspicion that he had a secret cache of videos. Just in case, she went to her secret cache, a single video he’d never seen. Neither of them went to the shared secret cache of videos of them with their underage daughters. 
“You first,” she prodded.
“Remember this,” he asked as he started the video. She watched calmly as he played the video of a time when they were first married, a time before she became a dominant. She did remember it well, having told him if he ever did it again, she’d kill him. It was the only time she’d set a limit. The video showed her tied securely on her hands and knees as two dogs, a Doberman and a Great Dane, took turns with her. She wanted to throttle him just for keeping the video, let alone showing it to her as his favorite. Instead, she just calmly watched and plotted her revenge. 
“It was a one of a kind event,” he said when it was done. “I know you hated it, but being one of a kind made it more memorable.”
“Yeah, one of a kind,” she said sarcastically. “Pardon me for not finding it so enjoyable.” Then she started the video she’d taken from her secret stash. “You won’t remember this,” she told him. “I slipped you some roofies one afternoon.”
“You what?” he said indignantly, falling into a fit of coughing from raising his voice. 
“Just watch, Master Harold,” she said, patting him on the back.
He watched as she promised him a real thrill if he’d just cooperate. Judging by their ages, it was a time when she was a well established mistress, but he couldn’t believe as he watched himself being dominated by her. One thing was clear, he was having the time of his life. Naked and tied, he was as horny as he’d ever seen himself. “Fuck, what did you do to me?” he asked as he watched. His cock looked monstrous as it visibly throbbed. “Look at my cock.”
“Well, by the time I started the video, I’d played with your cock for a couple of hours straight and you’ve got a little button vibrator in your ass. Too bad you don’t remember it,” she added. “You were horny as hell and ready for anything.”
“This never happened,” he said. “If you didn’t have this, I’d swear it never happened.”
As if it couldn’t get any more unbelievable, he watched as she tied him on his hands and knees. She added a ring gag which he opened for and eagerly accepted. That’s when he started to get a bad feeling about what he was watching. 
“Turnabout is fair play,” she said just before the same Doberman and Great Dane appeared from behind him. Her eyes were glued to the screen and he was silent as they watched her pull the vibrator from his ass and help the Great Dane mount him and take his ass. The Harold in the video was no longer eager and happy as he raged at his helplessness. Even from the side view they could see his eyes bug out as the Doberman moved in front of him and mounted his face. 
“One of a kind event,” she said as she finally tore her eyes off the exquisite revenge. “Harold? Harold?!” She couldn’t find a pulse on her husband. “Shit! I can’t even say you died happy now.” She did anyway, telling their children and grandchildren that he’d died while making love to her. It sounded better than he was fucked to death by dogs. 
Jack-Jack
Cindy could tell that after nearly five years together, the love affair between her and Jack-Jack was waning. There had been an excitement, a closeness, and a passion between them for so long that it was hard to admit that they were growing apart. So, it wasn’t a surprise when Jack-Jack told Cindy that they were breaking up. The 14-year-old mistress had an urge to argue, to hang on for the sake of a relationship that had lasted more than a third of their lifetimes, but she’d seen it coming and simply said, “It was good, wasn’t it?”
“It was good,” agreed the slender athlete. She’d seen Cindy blossom into a more womanly figure than she had and the twins turn into beautiful women still under Cindy’s control. “I’ll miss you. Really I will.” With a final kiss on Cindy’s cheek, she turned away. 
“Still friends,” called out Cindy. 
“Of course,” said Jack-Jack. She’d seen Cindy enslave so many girls and boys, but she had no worries that they wouldn’t be friends or that Cindy would turn on her. 
April, May, and Cindy
The timing of Jack-Jack’s departure from her life made the twins’ 16th birthday even worse for Cindy. Her lover had broken up with her just two weeks before the twins would have the right to decide for themselves whether to be her full-time slave, a part-time slave, or not a slave at all. She thought she knew what that decision would be. They were her slaves and sisters and she knew them well. 
The week before their birthday, Cindy told the twins they were safe for the entire week. “I want you to see what it’s like to be free. I want to know that you made the decision freely without thinking about what I might want.” Then it was a nerve wracking week for her. What if I’m wrong? What if I lose them and Jack-Jack? There were plenty of other submissives to dominate. Trollop and Rat kept in touch after being rejected by Master Jerry. Jen liked to play tie up without getting very rough. One other girl enjoyed humiliation the way May did, but she’d never found a girl like April. So devoted. Such a pain slut. Losing April would be hard. 
Treating the decision with all due drama, Cindy gathered her two slaves precisely at five minutes to midnight on April 30th. It was April’s birthday and in a few minutes it would be May’s. They knelt naked by her bed, leashes in her hand. “April, if you want to be free, take off the collar. If you want to be my part-time slave, take off the leash and keep the collar. If you want to be my full-time slave, just stay the way you are.”
Cindy’s heart just about stopped as April reached up to her neck. Her fear subsided as April unhooked the leash. “I want to be your slave tonight,” said April.
The mistress tried to look nonchalant, but she couldn’t keep a big smile from gracing her face. “You’ll always be my special slave whenever you want. Tonight and until 7 tomorrow morning and then we’ll have to decide when you’re a slave and when you’re not. Now get up on the bed.” When April climbed into her mistress’ bed, Cindy leashed her, hooked her leash to the headboard, and tied her hands behind her back. 
At precisely midnight, Cindy put the same choice to May. As she expected, May removed the collar. “Thank you, Cindy,” said the younger twin. Her little sister had so much control over her, but she didn’t doubt for a minute that Cindy was sincere. She never regretted being Cindy’s slave, but she was looking forward to a new chapter in her life.  
“The curtains are back on your windows and all your furniture is back. That is now your room. April will stay here with me when she wants and in your room when she wants.” Cindy bit her lip and then said, “When she’s not my slave, I can’t control what you and April do. I just don’t want to know about anything… you know, sexual… between you, OK?”
“There won’t be anything,” said May. “I want to be honest with you. Jack-Jack and I want to be honest with you. We’re in love and so I won’t be…”
“Jack-Jack?!” said the astonished 14-year-old. “You and Jack-Jack?! Duh! I should have known.” She looked at April who was staring at the ceiling to avoid her mistress’ glare. “You knew?” She turned back to May. “I’m the last to know?”
“Cindy, don’t be upset,” said May. “If it’s not OK with you, I understand.” She had stolen Cindy’s girlfriend away right under her nose. It had been a long courtship encouraged and, at times, enforced by Cindy. Only when she had the chance to think of herself as free had she realized she could do without Cindy, but not Jack-Jack. 
“Jesus, May, of course it’s OK with me. Surprise the shit out of me, but yeah, it’s OK. I should have seen it coming.” She shook her head, amazed at how she’d missed the obvious.  “You always made such a nice couple,” she added, wondering if they’d share a dom-sub relationship though she doubted it. 
After May left, Cindy turned to her slave. “You are so getting spanked,” she said with a smile. 
David
At the ripe old age of 102, Cindy knew she didn’t have many days left. Her husband had passed away years ago, but David had been with her always. In her later years she’d stopped using him for sex and magic, but she couldn’t do without him. She’d become dependent upon him for so much from protecting her to providing things with the discretion only a ghost could have. Many years ago she’d been a terrible car accident, or at least her car had. As the semi crashed into the vehicle, she watched it from the sidewalk where David had deposited her a split second before impact. He was always there, fulfilling her order to protect her. Yet there was nothing he could do for her aged body except hold her hand. 
Over the past few years, one of her great-granddaughters had been able to see David. The little girl had first seen him when she was four and over the next seven years, she grew accustomed to his grotesque appearance so by now she thought nothing of it. Cindy had explained a little about her ghost, just not all the details of how she’d used him. The shared knowledge gave June a special bond with her great-grandmother. Now at 11-years-old, she was often by Cindy’s side. On this special day, Cindy took June’s hand and said, “His name is Jeremy David Allen. Now that you know his full name, you own him.”
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