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Author’s Note: Cindy Cooper, et. al., are characters in Owned Teacher by thumb. This is my third spin off. You might want to read Owned Teacher, Owned Teacher’s Daughter, and Owned Teacher – Cindy Cooper’s Story first to get the context. 

Felicia had mixed feeling about being a sex slave. After the initial shock, the 10-year-old didn’t mind being Joanie’s slave and being Joanie’s slave only on weekends was just the right amount. She loved the feel and taste of the soft sweet pussy of her best friend. It gave her shivers to kneel naked in front of her mistress and await a command. It was an exciting and alluring forbidden game that drew her deeper and deeper. It bothered her a little that she had no control and Joanie could and would demand demeaning, painful, and naughty things of her. Still, it had been several weeks since she had to remind herself she had no choice. She’d been trapped by Lisa and then won over by Joanie. 

Paul, on the other hand, was right next door and saw her every chance he got. She did mind being Paul’s slave. Joanie had made it clear that she was to follow Paul’s orders as if they came from her beloved mistress. Just three month ago she’d been sexually aware enough to tease boys with skimpy outfits and daring behavior, but it had been so innocent. She’d whetted Paul’s appetite without knowing that she’d belong to him. Now he tormented her with reminders of how much his little next door neighbor had teased and flirted. Even though she didn’t like it, she had come to think of herself as Paul’s tease. She teased him and only him. In return, he made her feel sexy beyond her wildest imagination. At times she tried to think of herself as Paul’s girlfriend, but she knew Joanie was his girlfriend and she was just his slave. She just got more time with him than his girlfriend. It was definitely a dilemma for the preteen’s mind. Being Paul’s slave was bad, but it made her feel sexy and wanted. What little girl didn’t appreciate that?
Picking up the phone, she paused for just a second. Her mommy had just left to take her little brother to the dentist and now the little slave was home alone. She had standing orders to call Paul whenever she was alone. What if I don’t call him? Then I’d have peace and quiet for the afternoon. What if he found out I was alone and didn’t call him? She knew that the penalty wouldn’t be worth the brief moment of solitude. Then there was that nice warm feeling she got when he looked at her the way only he looked at her. She hated that it made her tingle, but she couldn’t deny it. 

Dialing his cell phone, she waited as it rang a couple of times. “What does my little slave want?” said the familiar voice of her master when he knew it was her. 

“Mommy took Jimmy to the dentist. I’m alone, Master Paul,” she said. 
“What does my little slave want?” he repeated. 

I want to be left alone. Like a slave’s real wants mean anything to her master. I gotta answer and I know what he wants to hear. “Your little slave wants to make you happy,” she said. 

Paul was at her door minutes later. She was ready for him, wearing a skirt, top, and nothing else. Nervously, she followed him into the living room. Normally it was her bedroom, but today he was going to play with her where there was the chance of discovery. He pulled her into an embrace, forcing his tongue into her mouth and she thrilled at the attention even as she squirmed in defiance. 
“Strip, Felicia” said Paul. That was one thing that she liked about Paul; he always called her Felicia when they were alone, never dick. She took off her top and paused to harden her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, savoring the look of lust in his eyes. Then she slipped off her skirt and knelt naked in front of him. Her tan lines accentuated the parts of her body that no one but her mistress, master, and the other slaves were allowed to see. Unable to deny him anything, she vulnerably awaited a command. She showed her outrage in the glint of her defiant eyes even as her body betrayed her, tingling with his desire. 

Her eyes never left her master as he stripped in front of her, exposing his desire as a hard, tangible rod of pleasure… his pleasure. Swallowing hard, she watched him open the blinds on the front window. We’re going to do it in the living room. She couldn’t help but shiver with anticipation. He’s going to show me off to the world! Sure enough, he turned her to face the window and played with her naked body from behind her. So what if the couch blocked most of her body and so what if there wasn’t anyone looking in at them. “This is what my pretty…” shiver “… sexy…” shiver “… tease of a next door neighbor gets. Standing in front of the window so everyone can see her naked body.” Shiver, shiver, shiver. It was just plain naughty to do this, but he made her feel so wonderful at the same time. 
Then, he bent her over the couch and she felt his cock press against her tight, pink rosebud and then he was inside her. “Fucking your pretty white ass right in front of the window,” he whispered in her ear, thinking the shivers were from humiliation. She’d rather his cock wasn’t up her pretty white ass, but he certainly made her feel hot.  “Nothing but a tight ass for me to use,” he added, ruining the moment for her. She wanted to be more than that, but she wasn’t. 

A car drove by and he waved. “Hi, everybody. Watch me fuck Felicia’s ass,” he called out just for her benefit. “Naked little 10-year-old being fucked and nothing she can do about it.” Despite the fact that no one could really see, she blushed at the implication. He fucked her for a couple of minutes as her eyes scanned outside for watchers. 

They both jumped when her cell phone came to life with her mommy’s custom ring tone. “I gotta get that,” she whined. Understanding that it would arouse suspicions if she didn’t, he let her answer her cell phone.

“Yes, mommy?” she said, very conscious of their nudity and Paul’s hands on her body. He led her back to the couch as her eyes pleaded for him to just leave her alone long enough to talk to her mommy. To her horror, he promptly bent her over the couch and stuck his cock back up her ass. “Unhh,” she grunted. “Nothing. No, I’m… OK,” she said in response to mommy’s reaction to her robust grunt. “Yeah, OK… yeah.” It was hard to concentrate with Paul still fucking her. Why is he doing this? What if mommy can tell? How would she know? Gotta stay quiet. She managed to keep from making any more odd noises as her mommy told her the dentist was running behind and they’d be a little late. “Yeah, I’ve done my homework. Yeah, I’ll be OK,” she assured her mother. 
As soon as Felicia hung up, Paul said, “Yeah, fucked in the ass while mommy listened. What did mommy think about that? Hey, mommy, now she’s going to suck my cock and swallow my cum. Straight from her ass to her mouth.” She felt him wave again at another car. “Check out the cocksucking tease. Hey, Felicia, maybe next time I’ll invite some friends over and we’ll really have an audience.” 
Aghast at what had just happened, the slave got a little consolation from the threat. She knew he wouldn’t share her. He’d tease her, but not share her. In his own way he cared about her… at least enough to be possessive. He pulled out of her ass and she turned, knelt, and took his cock into her mouth. She’d never get used to the taste, but she was used to the demeaning act. In seconds his cock was clean and she relaxed, taking him deep. 

Keeping her hands behind her back, she alternated between sucking his cock and licking his cock and balls. Much as she’d like to get it over with, she took her time because she knew he liked that. His eyes watched her tongue lave his manhood like a delicious popsicle. He groaned with pleasure as her tight lips slid up and down his cock. He taunted her about her nudity, slavery, and submissiveness. “Yeah, my little slave likes to make me happy, all right,” he reminded her. All the while she hated how sexy it made her feel. I have to do this, she told herself. I don’t like it. I just have to do it. Just shut up and let me finish. From her skill and enthusiasm, it looked exactly the opposite. 
When he came in her mouth, she sucked him dry and opened wide to show him the white gooey prize.  Her pink tongue, coated with cum rose up and the cum slid off and under it. Then it dove back into the cum and lifted it up again only to let it run off. So disgusting. So sick that he likes to watch this. Please, just let me swallow. She played with his cum for half a minute until he said she could swallow. 

After Paul left, Felicia relaxed in the knowledge that she had a reprieve of two weeks. Tomorrow was the last day of school. Tomorrow night, her family and Paul’s family were having a BBQ at his house. She’d be right under his nose, but with their parents around, he wouldn’t be able to do anything about it. Then, Saturday morning, she, Helen, and Joanie were going off to two weeks of summer camp in the nearby mountains. Camp had been Joanie’s idea, an order from mistress to slaves that made her suspicious until she was actually packed and ready. They were really going and she figured that Joanie wouldn’t do anything amidst a camp full of other girls and counselors. 
*****
Indeed, on Friday afternoon Paul, Felicia, Jimmy, and his little sister, Heather, played in the pool like normal kids and had hamburgers and hot dogs. As she went to throw out her paper plate, Paul caught her alone. “In five minutes, come to my room.” This time the shiver was from surprise and fear. Her eyes questioned him briefly… is he serious? … and then she nodded. 

As she wondered what Paul had in mind, he excused himself and went inside to play video games. A few minutes later, she went in and knocked on his door. “It’s Felicia, Master Paul,” she called out.

“Come in,” he responded. As she came into the room, he checked her out.  Her one-piece swimsuit fit snugly, showing her little girl figure. Still slightly damp, it clung to her skin and her nipples made visible peaks through the thin material. It was the look of a little tease that he found so appealing. 
She heard the voices of their parents right outside Paul’s second floor bedroom. His window is open. It’s practically like they’re here! “Take off your suit,” he said. Ohmigod, he’s going to make me do it right here! With a feeling of dread, she slipped her only article of clothing off. “I love the way your nipples get hard when they’re cold,” he teased. “I could see them in the pool sometimes and now they’re hard again.” She looked down self-consciously as the cool air on her damp skin gave her two little bullets on her chest. 

As he slid forward to sit on the edge of his bed, he pulled down his suit and said softly, “Geez, Felicia, you’re gonna suck cock with your mommy and daddy just a few feet away.”
His taunt was well aimed. She felt an added humiliation, frustration, and helplessness at doing it right under their noses. I’m not safe anywhere. “Master, please don’t. We might get caught,” she pleaded. 

“Then you better do it fast,” he said with a smile. “Kneel down and do it. Just don’t take long.” Her obvious surprise at being called to serve him in the midst of the BBQ was arousing and his cock was as hard as it had ever been. “Oh yeah, Felicia,” he groaned softly as she took his cock in her mouth. “Suck me off. Do it with mommy and daddy right there. What would they say if they knew what you’re doing right now… their sweet little girl with a cock in her mouth… and so good at it. Yeah, all the way down your throat.” Though he was fairly certain they wouldn’t be caught, he didn’t let her tease him and came quickly. 

“Now, go stand in front of the window. Look down at your parents and swallow.” The second story window was high enough that her body was out of sight and nobody looked up at her anyway as she swallowed his load. Feeling his presence right behind her, she wasn’t surprised when his arms encircled her, trapping her in front of the window looking out. One hand caressed her tiny nipples and the other moved down to her pussy. 

For God’s sake, no, she thought in horror as he rubbed her clit. Mommy and daddy are right there. At least she could see all four parents, Jimmy, and Heather. No chance of being caught. Sometimes her master teased her close to orgasm and then left her hanging, but as he played with her now, she had no doubt that she was going to get to cum mostly because she didn’t want to. It would be just like Master Paul to make her cum now. “Naked and doing it for mommy and daddy,” he taunted. Though it technically wasn’t true, she still felt the fear of the forbidden. She felt an odd thrill from being so close to them. 
“You could be like Lori and get to suck your little brother,” he said and her eyes went to Jimmy. Pull down his suit and… don’t even think about it… his little cock would poke out and… stop it… right in my mouth. The words of big sister and little brother that Lori and Kevin used felt so much more real in this new context. His voice continued its insidious whisper. “Watch me, mommy. I’m gonna cum for Paul. It feels so good. Daddy, watch your little girl be naughty. Mmm, but it feels so good. Do you do this to mommy?”

She squirmed in his arms at the suggestion that her parents had sex. Oh shit, of course they do, but… just never thought about it before. “Does mommy suck daddy’s cock? Does daddy eat mommy’s pussy?” he wondered aloud. Her little hips rotated slowly as he took her higher. Like him, she was more excited by the risk and the suggestions. As he fingered her, she realized, I’m going to do it! Going to cum! He just started and… oh God, it feels so good. Why? Why am I so excited? It’s just wrong to feel like this.
“Please, don’t, Master,” she pleaded, though her body wanted nothing more than for him to continue. Don’t touch me. Don’t make me. Don’t talk. Don’t make it so much more exciting. Don’t make me want it. 

“Oh yeah, Felicia,” he crooned softly, “doing it for mommy and daddy. Can’t stop now. Think about mommy really watching. Watch me be naughty, mommy. Are you hard, daddy? Really, I’m that sexy? Can’t resist watching, daddy? Mmm, can I suck it?” His voice changed from a soft tease to a more insistent tone. “Cum for me, Felicia. So sexy. So hot. Naked for me and only me. Cum for me.” His free hand went from her nipples to her mouth, smothering the moans of pleasure as the little girl shuddered to a wonderful climax. 
So sexy. So hot. Only for Master Paul. So warm and wonderful in his strong arms. Huh? He’s hard again? Already? She could feel him in the crack of her ass and was afraid he might stick it right in her ass. I’m so sexy that he’s hard again so soon. Turning she knelt in front of him and sucked him back into her mouth in a preemptive move. Looking up at him, she saw his surprise and the quick change to approval and pleasure. The look, a reward in itself, made her feel incredible. “Keep watch, Master. I’ll take my time this time,” she said. On a roll from her own orgasm and the look of approval, she wanted to keep it going. It took 10 minutes this time, but they weren’t disturbed. 
When they were done, he looked at her in mock disapproval. “Such a bad girl making Master cum twice. I like it when you’re a bad girl.” He was more surprised than her at his quick recovery and back-to-back orgasms. “Now, put your suit back on. We’ll go down and play tag and we’ll both know that you just got a tummy full of cum for dessert.”  
Felicia was left to bask in the odd feeling of being praised for something she didn’t like to do. I sucked his cock without being told to. What the heck was that about? I’ll take my time this time? Why did I say that? And, why did I do it? And, for God’s sake, why does it feel so good? She thought about how different that blow job had been. I wanted to protect my ass, but I also wanted to make him happy. With a mental chuckle of self-satisfaction she told herself, he came twice because of me. I am just that damn sexy.
The BBQ ended without any more demands from Paul and Felicia could again relax as she thought about two weeks of camp. 
*****

Saturday morning, they all met at Joanie’s house. Felicia, Helen, Lori, and Joanie were going to the girls’ camp and Paul and Kevin were going to the boys’ camp across the lake. Though they’d been slaves for three months, Felicia and Helen still didn’t know that Cindy was Theresa’s slave, so they simply saw Cindy and Theresa, riding shotgun, as two adults that ensured no funny business. Who in their right mind would imagine the mother of three in the driver’s seat would not only condone, but participate in the sex slavery? There were plenty of clues – the Plexiglas boxes in the basement were no secret, Cindy was submissive to Theresa, the two women disappeared for the weekend leaving the kids alone – yet neither Helen nor Felicia could bring themselves to see the truth. Like a child clinging to the myth of Santa Claus, they clung to the myth of a normal Mrs. Cooper. 
An hour later, they were in the mountains, surrounded by a conifer forest and nothing out of the ordinary had happened. Cindy pulled off the main road and down a poorly kept road and then down a dirt road. She turned the van around and stopped. “Are we there?” asked Felicia, looking around at the deep woods and noticing there was no sign of the camp. 
“Sort of,” said Joanie. “Two weeks of summer camp is about to start, but we’re not going to Camp Sunrise. We’re going to slave camp.” The 10-year-old grinned as jaws dropped on Lori, Kevin, Helen, and Felicia. Of the slaves, only Cindy knew the real plan. Looking specifically at Helen and Felicia, Joanie said, “Two weeks away from your parents. Two weeks of full-time slavery. Two weeks of fun!”
“But…” Helen looked at the two calm adults in the front seat. Neither of them reacted to the announcement of slave camp and she knew instantly that somehow Joanie’s mommy and “Aunt Theresa” were in on the surprise. Her tummy churned with a horde of butterflies as she imagined two weeks of slavery. There would be no going home to forget about it until next time. And if Joanie’s mommy was in on the deal then… holy shit, anything goes!
Not so quick on the uptake, Felicia said, “You can’t. Not with them… Mrs. Cooper, didn’t you hear what she just said?” There was no way she could believe Joanie’s mom understood what was going on. “Everybody out of the car,” said Mistress Theresa, interrupting Felicia’s thoughts. The little girl gulped at the change in Theresa’s voice. 
Paul slid open the side door and he, Kevin, Lori, and Joanie got out quickly. Likewise, Cindy and Theresa got out, leaving the two little girl slaves gaping at the unfolding situation. “Out of the car,” said Joanie sternly and the two quickly scrambled out, very aware they’d had to be told twice. Felicia and Helen both eyed Cindy, still expecting some sort of reaction. 

“Surprised, my little dears?” said Mistress Theresa. “You think Paul and Joanie are the only doms? You think you and the others are the only slaves?” Still looking at the girls, she said, “My slave is going to take off her blouse and show off her bra.”

The order was no surprise to the well-trained slave. She’d stripped in front of her children and Paul before, but she felt fresh humiliation as the two young girls gaped at her. Yes, Joanie’s mommy is going to get the ball rolling right here in the woods… right in front of you… without even daring to protest. Cindy unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it off. As the girls stared at the nipple rings clearly visible under the see-through bra, she blushed. I’m the President of the Board of Education and I’m stripping in front of two preteens… again. Damn it! It feels so good!
Double holy shit, thought Helen. Her mommy is a slave… like us… and she’s getting naked! What are those things under her bra?

“Tit toy is going to take off her top and show off her bra,” said Joanie, nodding toward her big sister. 

Her mom hadn’t dared to complain, so despite her dismay at the non-existent summer camp, Lori didn’t either. Like the other young slaves, she saw her two weeks of fun and freedom vanish in a flash. Shucking her T-shirt, she displayed her modest bra and looked around nervously. The spot had obviously been picked for its seclusion. 

What’s going on? This can’t be happening, thought Felicia. Mrs. Cooper is supposed to be normal. She’s half naked and so is Lori. They’re gonna strip and then what? Ohmigod, Mrs. Cooper going down on Theresa? That was the logical conclusion to her young mind. 

“Boy toy is going to take off his shirt and show off his bare chest,” said Paul, taking his turn in the game of strip your slave. In seconds, Kevin was naked from the waist up. 
The moment of truth came for the two youngest slaves. “My slave, prick, is going to take off her shirt so we can see if she has a bra on or not.” 

“Are you going to make us go all the way?” asked Helen as she pulled off her shirt to reveal the small mounds on her braless chest. Damn it, Joanie’s mommy still doesn’t look surprised. Wish I’d worn a bra now. Her question went unanswered for now. It would become obvious soon enough.  
To Felicia’s dismay, Paul had the pleasure of stripping his next door neighbor. “My slave is going to take off her shirt and I’ll bet she isn’t wearing a bra since she’s so flat.” Felicia hadn’t realized she was next. Oh God, of course I’d have to do it, too.  Her eyes went from Joanie’s mommy to Helen’s bare chest. Her mommy is staring at Helen’s titties. She peeled off her shirt and then Joanie’s mommy was staring at her chest. So flat indeed. Master Paul likes it that way and everybody’s staring at me. 
Cindy was indeed staring at the two little girls. It wasn’t out of lust for the preteens as they slowly bared themselves; she was just wondering if she’d end up making love to the tender young bodies. It sounded devilishly erotic to be forced to do that. The girls will be so astonished when I lick their pussies. So humiliating! So exciting! 
“My slave is going to take off her shoes and socks so she won’t have any problem taking off her pants soon,” said Joanie. Each of the slaves got the same command on this round. When that was done, it was a bare footed quintet of slaves who heard Paul start the next round. “My slave is going to take off his pants so we can see his cock making a tent in his underwear. Do it, boy toy.”
As Kevin took off his pants, he was very aware that he was nearly naked. True to his master’s words, his briefs bulged from his hard on. Baring it all outside. What if somebody sees? Where is this slave camp? He saw no sign of buildings. Are going to be outside the whole time? 

“My slave is going to take off her pants so we can see what color her panties are,” said Joanie, smirking at Helen. 

As the slave took off her pants, she blushed and stated the obvious, “They’re pink, Mistress Joanie.” Each of the slaves took off another article of clothing and then Helen realized she was going first this time. I’ll be the first one naked. Her pink panties slid to the forest floor. There… I am the first one naked. 
Mrs. Cooper is still looking at us, thought Felicia as she too took off her panties. She fought the urge to cover herself with her hands knowing that would be trouble. Like this happens every day. Ohmigod, it probably does happen every day at their house! Jeezus, she’s a slave and does whatever Joanie wants! Running around the house naked. Licking puss… Jeezus, licking Joanie’s pussy like I do!? Sucking Paul like I do? They do this all the time. I’m so screwed! 
With Cindy still wearing a bra and panties, Theresa said, “My slave is going to take off her underwear so we can all see those pretty rings.” 

Without hesitation, the mother of three removed her bra. How did it come to this? In front of my children and their friends and I didn’t even think twice. She felt a twinge of desire as the preteens gawked at her. Yeah, check out Joanie’s mommy, she thought as she slid down her panties and Helen and Felicia stared. 
Trying unsuccessfully to look without looking like she was looking, Felicia couldn’t believe Joanie’s mommy was actually naked. In front of Kevin… and Paul… ohmigod, Paul isn’t surprised. He knew this was gonna happen. He’s seen her before. This is so very, very naughty. She thought of the things she did for Joanie and then imagined Joanie’s mommy doing the same things. Would Joanie’s mommy actually put up with that? Locked in a Plexiglas box? Eating pussy? Washing her in the shower? Tied up and spanked? No, she does them for Mistress Theresa, not Joanie. Still sounds disgusting. Yet, she couldn’t keep from picturing it… or from wanting to see it for real. 
In turn, Lori finished and Kevin was the last, his cock springing free to reveal what he thought of watching four females strip. His eyes turned to his master, however, as he posed submissively. His hard on was for Paul. The way his best friend looked at him was wildly exciting. He was owned and nobody made him feel owned like Paul. Likewise, Paul was inordinately aroused at the sight of his best friend in the nude. It wasn’t so much the sight of a hard cock that excited him, though being able to make Kevin display his cock on command was thrilling. It was the look on Kevin’s face as the boy slave did his master’s bidding even as he looked like he’d rather be anywhere than naked in a pine forest. 
For God’s sake, Felicia’s mind reeled. Kevin just stripped in front of his mommy and he’s hard! And Lori did it, too. She’d tried to imagine her brother seeing her naked like Kevin saw Lori and now she had to think about being naked in the same room with her own mommy and thinking naughty thoughts.  That’s how Lori and Kevin feel. Naked with their mommy and doing… what do they do in front of their mommy? 

Seeing the shock on Felicia’s face, Paul wanted to take it even farther. The young master walked behind Cindy and reached around to cup her tits. The position gave everyone a full view of his hands as he fondled her. “You like that, Mrs. Cooper?” he taunted as Felicia and Helen both gaped at the sight. “You like playing naughty with boys and girls? Maybe not, but you’re a slave and you’ll hold still while I show Felicia and prick what you really are.”

If it wasn’t clear already, Paul’s casual groping drove home Cindy’s position. She’s letting him play with her tits! Like he does it all the time. Ohmigod, Joanie’s mommy is just like me. A slave who has to do everything. Two weeks of full-time slavery and even the adults won’t stop it.
 Much as they wanted to take advantage of their slaves at this moment of complete control, the mistresses and master couldn’t afford to be caught like this. The area was secluded, but there was no guarantee of absolute privacy. “Dump the clothes out of the trunks,” ordered Theresa. The five slaves hurried to dump the contents of the three trunks in the back of the van. One held Kevin’s and Paul’s clothes for the summer camp they’d never see. The other two held the girls’ clothes. 

“Looking forward to two weeks of being mine?” Joanie taunted Helen and Felicia. “Just imagine what it’s like for my mommy, sister, and brother who do it pretty much full time already.” Joanie turned to her mother. “Get in the trunk, mommy.” She pointed at one of the empty trunks in the back of the van. It felt especially good to order her mommy into the tight space with Helen and Felicia still reeling from the discovery that the prim and proper woman was a slave. On top of all that, it was even more of a shock that Cindy obediently followed the orders of her 10-year-old daughter without hesitation. The jury was still out for the two shocked girls. They both had similar thoughts. This was way more than they ever imagined. It wasn’t just a kids’ game. On one hand repelled by the thoughts of watching Cindy be a slave, they were also curious and aroused at the idea of that level of submission by a grown woman.
“Looks pretty tight in there,” observed Joanie as the pillar of the community curled up in the trunk. “Get in with her, dick,” said the little mistress. 

“What? In there?” Felicia peered in and pointed out the apparent impossibility. “There’s no room.”
“Somebody is already in trouble for being told to get out of the van twice,” said Joanie. “Now, stick your middle finger up your ass, suck it clean, and get in the freaking trunk with slut Cindy.”

Thoroughly embarrassed, Felicia poked a finger up her ass and then sucked on it. Squirming into the trunk, she learned it was possible for the two bodies to fit in the cramped quarters. Cindy rolled to her back and Felicia climbed in facing her. To her utter humiliation, it required much bodily contact between them. There was no way to avoid rubbing against the naked Mrs. Cooper or to keep Mrs. Cooper’s hands off her naked body. The only way they fit was curled up in a fetal version of the 69 position. Felicia was on top with her head between Cindy’s knees and face practically in the woman’s wet… ohmigod, she’s wet… she’s excited… pussy. Only then did she realize that Joanie’s mommy’s face was inches from her pussy. The lid slammed down and the two slaves heard the latches snap closed. 

The next pair, Lori and Helen, climbed into their trunk in much the same position and then were locked in the dark. Last, Paul put a cage on Kevin’s now limp cock and told the boy slave to get into the third trunk. When Paul pushed a vibrator up his ass, Kevin’s cock swelled and he groaned in pain. 

“Girls, listen close,” said Joanie, relishing the privilege of commanding them all. They’d agreed that Helen and Felicia would be most shaken by Joanie taking charge of her mommy, so Theresa and Paul stayed silent. “I know you can hear me. We’re going to the sex slave camp now. On the drive, you may eat pussy. See how many times you can cum. You may not get to cum for the rest of camp, so get it out of your system. As for you, boy toy, just listen to the girls cumming and cumming and cumming. I know that will make you hard and… well... that’s gonna freaking hurt all the way to camp.” She and Paul laughed. 
The trio climbed into the van, Theresa in the driver’s seat and the two kids in the back seat where they could look over the back and see the three trunks in the cargo space. Kevin’s trunk was sandwiched between two trunks, three girls all licking pussy with the fourth, Felicia, still too shocked to lick Mrs. Cooper’s dripping pussy. Get away from there, Felicia tried to will the woman’s tongue to cease its tantalizing attack. “No, no, no,” she whispered so Joanie wouldn’t hear, but Cindy didn’t stop. Of course it felt good, but it was Joanie’s mommy! It was gross to hear and feel the respected woman enjoying her pussy with wild abandon. She wants to lick me. Felicia squirmed but couldn’t get away from the insistent tongue. No amount of pleading or squirming discouraged the woman from taking advantage of her. Then she felt the familiar tingle building in her body and let it take her. 
On the drive to the sex slave camp, which was actually at the Evans’ farm, Paul and Joanie talked idly. When there was a particularly noisy orgasm, they’d look over the back and joke. Felicia squealed in undisguised pleasure. “From the sound of it, it didn’t take mommy long to start enjoying dick’s pretty little pussy.  Nice orgasm, dick,” she laughed at the mental picture of her mommy eagerly diving into the bald pussy while Felicia burned from the humiliation. 
Two more orgasms later, Felicia finally managed to bring herself to lick the sopping pussy under her. It was obvious Joanie’s mommy wasn’t going to stop and she felt guilty at not pleasuring her trunk-mate. By now the pungent and arousing smell made it actually hard not to lick the messy slit. Lured by the sexual energy and pheromones filling the trunk, her little tongue tasted the older woman. Ohmigod, I’m eating Joanie’s mommy! Ahhh, what am I doing? My hands are on her tits! Have been on her tits. Jeezus, I’m playing with her tits! She settled down, licking and caressing the woman’s body and then felt hands on her.  Cindy responded to the girl’s attentions with a noisy orgasm and then Joanie said, “Finally, slut Cindy gets to cum. Took dick a while to return the favor. That’s a good little girl, dick. Lick mommy’s pussy.”
Locked in the trunk with a full grown woman and emboldened by Cindy’s orgasm, Felicia used what little space she had to fondle Cindy’s full tits as she licked the copious juices flowing from the fountain in front of her face. With virtually no light, it was hard to see what she was doing, but she could feel.  It was better than yesterday when she imagined cumming with mommy watching. Now she was making Cindy’s mommy cum… freaking Mrs. Cooper all naked with me and loving it! … as Cindy’s mommy was making her cum… freaking Mrs. Cooper’s tongue! … she’s not even ashamed at all. It was incredibly naughty, but she had free rein to explore the woman’s body. She wriggled an arm out from under her so she could stroke Cindy’s ass and legs. When Cindy’s hands started touching her all over she knew the woman was rewarding her for her wandering hands. The excitement was even accentuated by the fact that everybody knew what she was doing. I’m eating Joanie’s mommy!
When the lid closed on his trunk, Kevin was in torment. The vibrator made his cock swell to fill the confines of the cage and then some. It hurt. And worse, Joanie and Paul had laughed at his predicament. They’re enjoying my pain. Everybody knows I’m alone, hurting, turned on to the max, and unable to cum. Damn it, I get so turned on by being used. Locked away in pain for their amusement. It makes my cock so hard and makes it hurt more and turns me on more and makes my cock so hard. Wish I wasn’t locked away and they could watch me. Jeez, I can’t believe I actually want to hurt for them. 
A few minutes later the initial thrill of his situation faded and his cock softened to a comfortable level. Then Felicia squealed in orgasm, reminding him that he was the only slave not allowed to cum.  Lori and Helen were noisily trading rapid fire orgasms. The pain in his groin returned as he pictured two twosomes of lesbian delight. The four girl slaves treated each other to multiple orgasms while he faced frustration and pain, dreaming of a sexual release he could only listen to. 
With just five minutes left in the drive, Joanie put an end to the four slaves’ fun. “That’s enough pussy licking. Stop and just enjoy the last part of the drive… if you can.” The sweaty, smelly girls fell silent and then the van pulled into the Evans’ barn and down a ramp to a hidden underground slave camp. With Theresa at one end and Paul and Joanie at the other, the three unloaded the trunks and took them into the playroom. The slaves were about to find out that their camp would be conducted in a well equipped, recently completed slave training center. In fact, they were the first to use it. The ruse of summer camp in the mountains assured them Helen’s and Felicia’s parents wouldn’t suspect the truth while they served their mistresses and master. 
Opening Kevin’s trunk, they helped him uncoil and stretch to relieve an hour of cramped quarters. While Theresa tied his arms behind his back, Paul pulled the vibrator from the slave’s ass and popped it in Kevin’s mouth for cleaning. Joanie removed the cock cage and lassoed his cock with a rope around the base. The rope was connected to the ceiling in front of him and Theresa tied a rope under his arms and then to the ceiling behind him. When taut, the rope under his arms pulled him onto his toes and the rope on his cock pulled him forward like he was offering his cock to anyone and everyone. It was instantly uncomfortable and embarrassing. The position gave him a view of the girls’ as they were freed and prepared and them a view of him as he strained on his toes, his muscles aching, his body shining with sweat, and  the sounds of his pain and effort providing the background music for the room. 
One by one the girls were removed from their trunk. When Lori stood, Joanie giggled. “Look at her face. It’s wet all over. That’s prick’s pussy juice, right? Jeez, and I thought prick didn’t like pussy. She sure got turned on doing tit toy over and over.” The little dom peered into the trunk at Helen and giggled again. “Looks like you enjoyed tit toy’s pussy a lot.”

Helen blushed at the observation. Eating Lori’s pussy had been an order, hadn’t it? Not like I had a choice. Dang it, though, I did get carried away. Cumming and cumming and cumming and making her cum, too. That’s not fair. I couldn’t help it. 

*****

While the girls were being prepared, Kevin looked around at his surroundings. This room… he noticed there were doors on three of the walls so there must be more… was tiled in sterile white. Even the ceiling was covered with glossy white tile. It was the entryway to the vast facility funded by Steve Evans, Bill Clark, and Mr. and Mrs. Simon. Their businesses were doing extremely well, giving them the cash to build the facility for the club. Independently wealthy, Bubba also paid a share. The big black man worked as a janitor in the high school to scout out talent for the slave club, but only by choice. In exchange for using the underground facility, the other doms in the club had ceded special privileges to the five who funded it. 
The first girl out, Lori had her arms tied behind her back and a pear shaped gag stuffed in her mouth. The gag filled her mouth completely, trapping her tongue against the bottom of her mouth. A small brush extended four inches from her gagged mouth. After three months of slavery, she had graduated to six inch heels and perched in them now, showing off her long, slender legs. Nothing was hidden from view from her feet to her collar. Helen was similarly prepared, but a feather duster was attached to her gag instead of a scrub brush and the 11-year-old was only up to three inch heels.

Felicia eyed Kevin’s helpless position and Lori’s and Helen’s uncomfortable and menial “attire” and wondered what she was going to get. Suspiciously she took the panties from her master and put them on. Sure they were see-through, but it was a heck of a lot more than anybody else was wearing. He handed her a little black dress and when she put it on, she changed her mind to very little black dress. It had puffy sleeves and a low back and low front. At least it covered her nipples, but it was a little loose up top. She made sure to stand up straight so her top didn’t fall open. The very little part of it was the skirt that ended an inch above the bottom of her crotch. It took almost no movement at all to flash her barely covered pussy or ass. A little white apron finally told her what her costume was. I’m a maid. One of those French maids I’ve seen on TV with a sexy uniform. Cool, I get to be sexy. A little white cap, black stockings, three inch heels, and a big black ball gag completed her outfit. 
“You will wait on us hand and foot,” explained Paul. “Fetch us snacks and drinks and do whatever. For now, I want you to face the wall and bend over.” She turned and bent, fully aware that in this position her skirt was pointless. “Turn back around and bend over again,” he said. This time when she faced him and bent forward, he looked right down the front of her dress. “I can even see your belly button,” he grinned. “Whenever you have to pick something up, you can’t bend your knees. Only bend at the waist and show off your panties for us. Now, stand up straight while we fix up Cindy.”

When Cindy climbed out of the box, she had a wide scrub brush tied to her chest so tight that it squashed her mounds flat, making it look to the other slaves as if her tits had bristles. Though Cindy knew what that meant, only Mistress Joanie and Mistress Theresa had seen her scrub the floor in her special way. With her hands tied behind her, she knelt with the wide brush strapped across her tits and a bar of soap in her mouth. 
The four girls stood at attention waiting to start, but it was time for Kevin to be prepared. Freed from his bondage, he put his right hand on his right shoulder as instructed and Mistress Theresa tied his forearm and bicep together. When she tied his left arm the same way, Joanie giggled and said, “Flap your arms and cluck like a chicken.” Indeed, his arms looked like chicken wings as he flapped, clucked, and blushed furiously. 

The mistresses and master all had a good laugh at the bound boy, but they weren’t finished. Next, Mistress Theresa tied his calves to his thighs in a forced kneeling position. The result was he was on all fours, able to walk on his elbows and knees like a dog. Joanie gagged him with a penis gag. Finally, his purpose became apparent when Paul brought out a canister vacuum cleaner. The little wheeled canister vacuum had a long flexible hose that ended in a metal tube with a special attachment. Paul put the tube between Kevin’s legs so it pointed forward between his elbows and then used the special attachment, a butt plug and belt, to secure it to the boy slave. He pushed the butt plug into Kevin’s ass and then fastened the belt around the human vacuum cleaner’s waist. On his hands and knees, he would vacuum with his new two foot long penis. 
“Cindy slut will scrub the floor and prick will dust everything,” announced Mistress Theresa. 

“Tit toy will scrub all the porcelain fixtures,” said Joanie. “Sinks, bathtub, shower, and toilets,” she said just to be clear. The 14-year-old looked cross-eyed at the brush sticking out of her mouth. It just didn’t seem long enough to reach every inch of a toilet. 

“In case you hadn’t figured it out, boy toy will vacuum the carpet,” said Paul. While Cindy could see the tile floor she was to scrub, the other three slaves wondered where there was furniture to dust, porcelain fixtures to scrub, and a carpet to vacuum. Paul led Kevin out of the entry way, down a hall, and into one of the many bedrooms for the doms. Each room had a private bath, king size bed, and plenty of attachment points and bondage equipment so a slave could sleep with his or her master or mistress in true slave style. “Under the beds, in the corners, get everything,” Paul instructed. “It’s gonna take a while with that little hose, so get started.” He watched with glee for a few minutes as his best friend painstakingly used his knees and elbows to work the hose back and forth, covering mere inches at a time. The boy slave’s asshole winked at him invitingly, so he put a vibrator up the tight hole and turned it on. 
Paul smacked Kevin’s available bare ass with a wooden paddle and the slave yelped more in surprise than pain. “Just want you to know that you’re doing a good job, boy toy.” Smack!” This is not punishment.” Smack! “I’m just spanking you for fun.” Smack! “Just because I can.” Smack! “You have any idea how hot it is to watch you…” Smack! “…crawl around with a two foot pole between your legs? Yeah, you do.” Smack! Smack! “I can see your hard on rubbing against that freaking pole. Or maybe you just like being spanked.” 

When Kevin paused, the master said, “Well, don’t stop, boy toy.” After delivering two more swats, he grabbed Kevin’s cock. “I could milk this like milking a cow, you slut. Vibrator up your beet red ass. Sucking on that penis gag. Groveling on the floor on your elbows and knees. Being my naked little boy maid. You are so excited… if I yanked this enough, you’d spew all over the carpet.” His hand slowly stroked his best friend’s cock. “Don’t you dare cum, slut.”
Hell, yeah, thought the obedient little boy maid. I’d cum in a second if he said I could. Stuck between those hot bitches all the way home. And now they’re somewhere around here cleaning house… Jesus, that get up on mommy! Just think about her scrubbing the floor with her tits. Hands tied and ass in the air… like me… only she’s scrubbing the floor with her tits. Damn, Felicia was so hot in that costume! Kinda wish that was me prancing around in that cute outfit. Imagine her… imagine me… running around and fetching stuff… get me a soda… get me a snack… bend over and pick up that trash… Jesus, how hot is that? But, man, I wish I could watch Lori cleaning a toilet! Damn it, what am I missing? 

Or would I just rather be here with Master Paul? Look at what he’s making me freaking do. I can hardly move. Gawd, it feels so hot to be so helpless. Watch me, Master Paul. Vacuuming the damn floor. Not like I got a choice. So demeaning. Where do they come up with ideas like this? So humiliating. So hot. Yeah, just yank on my cock and I’ll cum. Crap, I’d lick it up off the carpet then if he said so. Just let me cum. What’s wrong with me? Why do I like belonging to another boy? Why do I like his cock in my mouth? His hand on my cock? Groveling on the floor for him? Anything he wants. The slave boy thought about the times he dressed up as a girl. It made them both so excited. Dressed like a girl with his cock in a cage and then watching Lori being stripped and raped right in front of him. Begging to cum and knowing Paul would say no. 
Paul spanked him some more and Kevin kept moving the vacuum meticulously across the carpet. Back and forth, he slowly covered every inch. My ass hurts so much already… crap, I’m crying… but what can I do about it? Damn it, please stop spanking me. Or spank me and jerk me off. Wish James could see me like this… what? … really? … oh yeah, how hot would that be for my master to show me off to our friends. Dress me up like a girl and make me suck cocks. Another blow landed and he screamed into the gag. Oh gawd, spank me hard, Master. 
His master no longer held his throbbing cock as Kevin whined in frustration and lust. Caught between intense desire and denial of an orgasm, he was on fire. At times like this, an orgasm would be an anti-climax. He wanted to just be kept on the edge, a tantalizing toy for Paul to tease. It was hard just to focus on vacuuming. Then Paul just left him. He heard the floor creak and looked quickly to see Paul disappear through the door. Even being ignored was arousing. Nothing to do but perform my menial task and wait for my master to return. It made him hard just to imagine how excited he’d be when Master returned. Then his hard on finally faded and he vacuumed without a thought of disobeying just because no one was watching him. He’d tried that once and it seemed no one had noticed his lack of activity. He was the only one who knew and he felt so guilty about letting down his master that he couldn’t bring himself to ever do it again.

While Kevin crawled around in a bedroom, Theresa put Cindy to work. Just for fun, Joanie let the other three girls watch as mommy got down on her knees, soaped up the floor, cast an embarrassed, nervous glance at her audience, and then put her tit brush to the floor and started scrubbing. Yeah, watch Mrs. Cooper scrub the floor naked and tied, thought the slave. Watch mommy. Watch me… ow! Shit! Scrubbing and being whipped. Ow, shit! Both of them are whipping me.  She heard Theresa and Joanie laughing as she moved around on her knees and tits, her ass adorned with more and more red stripes no matter how well she scrubbed. Multiple orgasms had taken a lot out of her, but being whipped by her 10-year-old daughter was great motivation. It hurt, it was humiliating, and it made her tingle anew to know even more people knew what she was forced to do. A quick look told her she was right. Lori, Helen, and Felicia were watching in disbelief. 
With a brush in her mouth and orders to clean the porcelain fixtures, Lori was in denial until she saw her mom get down and scrub the floor. That is so wrong. Mommy naked and tied and scrubbing the floor while Joanie whips her. So exposed… so helpless… so insulting. How humiliating for her. That’s me pretty soon. Cleaning toilets and being whipped so I won’t stop. Kinda hot just watching her. Hell, it’s hot to think of me like that.  Doing it for Joanie.   

“Now, go through that door and get to work, prick,” snapped Joanie. “You, too, tit toy. The first bathroom is the first door on the left. dick, follow me.”

The underground facility not only had everything needed to train, tease, and torment the slaves, but it had all the comforts of a home as well. Spotting an end table, Helen hurried off as best she could in her heels, glad to be dismissed. She bent down to put feather duster to the table top and shook her head back and forth to brush the dust off. Like the others, she knew even before she started that this inefficient approach to her chore was just for the fun of her mistresses and master. Also, like the others, she knew she better do a damn good job. Joanie is whipping her mommy for no reason at all. What will she do if I slack off? Dusting the table with brisk strokes, she saw Joanie out of the corner of her eye and then felt the sting of the whip. Jesus, I thought we were friends, but nooo… not since Lisa and that drug dealer. Well, friends for show, but mistress… mean mistress… and slave… helpless slave the other times. 
She thought she’d done a pretty good job and was ready to move to the next table, then Joanie froze her in position with a sneer, “Is that what you call dusting?” Helen felt two lashes of the whip before Joanie said, “The table has legs, too.” She looked dumbly at her mistress and got two more lashes before she understood. Dust the table legs, you idiot! Quickly she knelt down and stroked the feather duster briskly over the near legs. In that position, she looked and felt just like Joanie’s mommy scrubbing the floor. My ass is sticking out and… ow, ow, ow… She stuck her head under the table to dust the cross bars between the legs. Holy crap, what a target! My poor bottom. I’ve already screwed up and now I’m getting it. She started to cry in pain and frustration. 

Working her way around the table, the naked, bound maid dusted the entire table. She stood to go to the next table, but Joanie blocked her way. Nothing she could do as Joanie grabbed her nipples and pulled her to her toes. “You like dusting my tables?”

Helen shook her head no. 

“Would you rather use your tongue to dust them than the feather duster?”

With a stricken look, Helen shook her head emphatically. Oh, crap, there is something worse than what I’m doing. 

“Do a good job or you’ll be doing it with your tongue,” said her mistress. She let go of Helen’s tender buds and Helen grunted a muffled, but understandable (in context), “Thank you, Mistress.” Then she hurried to the other end table. 

Two weeks of this? Menial tasks? thought the distraught Helen. Not even sex. At least from what she said in the car, we’ve had our orgasms for the two weeks. Now that was nice for a change. Cumming and cumming. But, no more. Dusting tables with my mouth and then licking pussy or sucking cock or taking it in the ass or getting tied and spanked or put in a box and stared at or… I’m so screwed. Making them happy while I freaking get nothing. If only it wasn’t for that damn drug dealer. She fumed as she dusted all the furniture in the living room and thought about how little she liked her lot in life. She knew she was the only slave who didn’t derive at least some pleasure from being treated like this. Even cumming sucks because she uses it against me. Beg for it. Right. That’s sick. I only beg because I don’t want to piss her off. Make me almost cum and then… makes me want to cry to be that close and not get it. By the time I do get to cum it’s just not worth it.  The others were sick enough to enjoy being a toy, but not her. 

Felicia just followed her mistress silently. She watched as Joanie painted red stripes across Helen’s pert little rump. Clothes felt so good at a moment like this. Being dressed was almost certainly a reward. Sure, she felt bad for Helen, but better her than me. In fact, Felicia liked her fellow slave for a couple of reasons and the fact that Helen drew Joanie’s whip more often was at the top of her list of reasons. The other big reason was that Helen was cute and sexy and hated it. Better her than me, Felicia thought more than once. It made her feel a little superior to be able to take and enjoy (mostly) what Joanie dished out while Helen was so bad at being a slave. 

At the same time that Helen was sent off to work, Lori was, too. She started in the assigned bathroom, discovering it had three toilets and the showers with no hot water handles. The slaves’ bathroom no doubt. Mistress Theresa had thought ahead and set out a bowl of soapy water. All Lori had to do was dip the brush, scrub, repeat until clean. Avoiding the toilets for now, she did the sinks first and was just about to start on the first shower, a daunting, but much less repulsive job, when Joanie came to check on her. Kneeling at the edge of the shower, the first indication of Joanie’s arrival was the sting on her ass and then snap of the whip registered. 
One! Hi, Mistress Joanie, thought Lori without even looking around. She knew it was coming and only the timing was a surprise. You like how big sister looks all tied up and serving you? Two. Big sister likes playing with Kevin, Paul, and you and… three… then next is playing with the other slaves, and last is being a decoration… not that I’d ever… ow, four… admit to that. Don’t like scrubbing showers or sinks… ow, five… or toilets, but who’s the slave. Me. Yeah, freaking big… ow, damn it, six …sister is your slave. You make me… ow, seven, jeez, how many you gonna do… squishy and you know it. Watch me scrub… ohmigod, it stings, eight… the shower with a toothbrush. Nine, shit, that hurts sooo good, you sweet little mistress. Not quite a toothbrush, but almost. Ow, ten, having fun back there, Mistress?
“I wanna watch you do the toilet,” said Joanie. “I think you’ll need some instruction.”

Sure, why not. You gonna like making big sister put her face in the bowl? Turn you on, wicked, wicked mistress? Lori turned and knee walked to the closest toilet. Anything special you want to see? Joanie didn’t answer the unspoken question, so the slave started scrubbing the toilet seat. Apparently that alone was entertaining enough that Joanie didn’t whip her. Using her head, she lifted the toilet seat. Damn it, this place looks brand new, but somebody peed on the rim, probably Paul, definitely on purpose. This isn’t even his bathroom. She rose and dipped the brush and returned to scrub the rim. 

She stretched to reach under the rim and when that was done, Joanie spoke. “Now, I checked and the brush isn’t long enough to scrub the very bottom of the bowl. That means…” I don’t have to scrub the bottom of the bowl, thought Lori hopefully. “… that you can’t do it unless… and I know you want to do a good job… you can’t do it unless you put your face in the water to reach all the way in.”
Are you shitting me? No, I guess not. Lori shivered at the look of delight on her mistress’ face. Got me, didn’t you? Yep, just when I thought I heard everything, you came up with something that shocked the hell out of me. Well, of course you want big sister to give herself a swirly… without the swirling part. 

“Hold your breath and count to ten and scrub as much as you can before you come up for air,” said Joanie. “Here, let me help.” She pulled Lori’s hair back in a ponytail and wrapped a rubber band around it. 

Yeah, thanks. Big help. Taking a deep breath, Lori plunged her face into the toilet water and reached down deep to clean the toilet with the short little brush. It didn’t sound like just a suggestion, so she counted to ten slowly and worked the brush around as well as she could. Then she popped up for air. 

With water dripping from her face, Lori looked at her mistress to discover Joanie was slowly rubbing her clit in excitement. “Missed a spot,” said her little sister. 

Tingling with the knowledge that her mistress was turned on, Lori dove into the water again and scrubbed some more. Ten seconds later she surfaced and looked at Joanie again. “You know the only bad thing about this,” said Joanie. “I can’t tell my friends what my big sister does for me. Now clean it until you think it’s clean. When you’re all done, you’re gonna drink from the bowl, so it better be damn clean.”

While Lori stared at the toilet bowl and wondered just how much scrubbing that would take, Joanie stood up. “Dick? Oh, good, there you are. Go get me a Pepsi.” She watched with pleasure as the little maid tottered off to the kitchen, swinging her hips with tiny, careful steps. She waited for Felicia to go to the trouble of coming back up to hand her the drink and then went into the sitting room filled with couches, chairs, and tables for a communal get-together of doms and slaves.  
“That sounds like a good idea,” said Paul when he saw them. “Get me a Pepsi, Felicia.” As soon as she returned, he said, “Pop up some popcorn and bring it.” As she turned and left, he called out, “Love your cute little ass.” 

Felicia grimaced. Yeah, yeah, like I wasn’t already aware you can see it perfectly. As much as she wanted not to, she couldn’t help but wiggle her cute little ass taking little steps. A few minutes later she returned with a bowl of popcorn knowing their eyes were on her pussy. With nothing else to do, she stood and waited for a command. She watched in disbelief as Paul tossed a white, puffy kernel of popcorn across the room. “Pick it up,” he said. Burning with shame, she tiptoed over and bent at the waist with two pairs of eyes on her exposed bottom and picked up the popcorn. 
As she stood up with it in her hand, she wondered what to do with it. “Well, go ahead and eat it,” said Joanie. “And come back here.” 

Felicia ate the morsel and came back to her mistress. This time it was Joanie that tossed a kernel of popcorn across the room. Oh, so it’s gonna be that way, thought the little maid. She went over and picked it up. “Yeah, cute little ass,” said Joanie. They kept her going back and forth, fetching and eating popcorn one kernel at a time. After several trips, she was getting a little tingly from the knowledge that they wanted to look at her. Then, as she came back, Paul set the bowl with a few kernels left on the floor in front of them. “Eat the rest of it,” he said. “Bend down and pick up one kernel at a time and eat it.” She shivered with excitement as this time she bent toward them and they peeked down her front. In fact, she was making an effort to take her time so she could flash her flat chest at them for more than a second or two when Joanie said, “Jeez, now she’s got a wet spot on the front of her panties.”
The comment called the attention of all three to how much Felicia was enjoying being the tease, only this time her teasing was not innocent at all. The little maid was flustered as she realized she was wet and tingly. What am I doing? They’re making me show off, but I’m having fun. They like looking at me. Me! The other slaves are naked and have more to show, but they’re looking at my flat chest, my cute little ass, and my hairless pussy. And I’m turned on. Jeez, I shouldn’t do this. Ohmigod, look at the bulge in Master’s crotch. He’s gonna want something pretty soon and it’s my fault.

Indeed, Paul said, “Yeah, I think she’s excited just thinking about my cock in her mouth. Is that right, you little tease? Does that make you excited? You ready to make me happy?”

“No, Master… I mean, yes, Master… I mean… I-I wasn’t thinking about your… umm… your cock in my mouth… and… and…” Her master and mistress listened with amusement as the flustered slave tried to explain. She wanted to just shut up, but they were obviously expecting her to finish. “… I was just excited that you… ummm… that you like to look at me… so… umm… yes, Master, I’m ready to make you happy.” Then, just to be sure she got some time with her mistress, she added, “And Mistress Joanie, too.” How could I almost forget her? Wish I hadn’t put her second. 
“Excellent,” said Paul. “Mistress Joanie, I think she’s ready.”

“I think so, too,” agreed Joanie. “Come with me, dick.” 

The confused slaved followed her mistress through the entry room where Cindy was still scrubbing the floor and into a small, private “training room.” Ready for what? Her question was answered as Joanie explained what was expected and rehearsed her lines with her. 

While the mistress and slave were in the training room, Paul made his rounds to check on the other slaves. He didn’t spend much time with Cindy since Mistress Theresa was standing over the bound woman to supervise. Down the hall he found Kevin first. The vacuum slave was now in the hallway and working his way towards another bedroom. Helen had finished dusting already, but was going over everything a second time just to look busy. He found Lori in the slaves’ bath painstakingly scrubbing her second shower with her little brush. “I like how that looks, tit toy,” he said. “The shower looks good, too.”
Huh? What does he like? Oh, duh, me naked, tied, and slaving away. Down on my knees, scrubbing the shower floor with my ass in the air. Yeah, I’ll bet he likes how I look. Concentrating on the shower, there was nothing she could do about the view, either to hide it or improve it. He could look at her pussy and ass if he wanted. 

“You know, I was just thinking,” said Paul. “Wouldn’t my friends, and boy toy’s friends, too, like to come over and play with you?” He knew he had her attention when her body stiffened and she slowed down to listen. “Hey, guys, guess what I found out about Kevin’s big sister. She’s a slut who likes cock. Yeah, cock in every hole. Don’t believe me? Come on over and she’ll pull a train for us.”

Lori stopped completely and cast a horrified look over her shoulder at Master Paul. He’s not serious, is he? No way he can share me with a bunch of other boys. Or can he? Oh gawd, what if he put me in the box and then brought in his friends. That’s going too far. Isn’t it? She shook her head, pleading with her eyes. No, anything but that.
“Yeah, I guess you wouldn’t like that,” chuckled the master. “You know your mommy does bunches of guys at one time and she did me, Kevin, and James once. She doesn’t like it either, but she does it. You would too if I said so. Or maybe I’d just invite them over and… oops, there’s Lori scrubbing the shower. Yeah, guys, she does whatever I want.” 

He grinned and said, “Get back to work, tit toy.” When she turned and started scrubbing again, he knelt down and caressed her ass and pussy. “You’d do it because you like being a slave. You’d do it for Joanie. She makes you do things you like to do, so why not make you do a few things you don’t like? I think you enjoy being a slave too much. Slave camp is all about making sure you understand what being a slave means.”

With that, Lori heard him leave. All about making sure I understand what being a slave means? I already do stuff I don’t want to do. I scrubbed the toilet bowls for her. And got tingly. She whipped me. And I got tingly. She shocks me, ties me, makes me into a decoration, makes me eat her and suck Paul. Tingly, tingly, tingly. Jeez, I like doing those things! What is that all about? They don’t let me have orgasms and they tie me up at night and they make me drink pee. I don’t like doing those things. I just do them because… because I have to. I belong to her and Paul, but there is a limit. He has to be kidding about bringing over more boys. Still, what other things might they do to make me understand what it means to be their slave? Hmmm. 
Returning to the sitting room, Paul set up the camcorder and waited for Felicia and Joanie to return. It took nearly an hour for Felicia to learn her lines and then learn to say them like she meant them. They’re going to make me be naughty, naughty, naughty, she thought. She remembered what Joanie had said when they came into the room. You like to tease. It turns you on. This is just super teasing. Teasing like you can’t do at school or on the street. Tease Paul. Tease me. That’s right, I like to watch you, too, sexy. Be a super tease for us. 
It sounded exciting and Joanie was right. I do like to tease. Just that teasing has an end. You get the boy’s attention and then he can’t do anything about it. When I do this, Paul and Joanie are both going to get horny and then do something about it. 

When the two girls returned to the sitting room, Joanie went to the camcorder on the tripod and turned it on. She stayed there so she could pan and zoom to capture all the action. Felicia nervously eyed the camera and then stepped in front of Paul. She hadn’t counted on the camera, but there wasn’t anything she could so about that. 

“Do you like my costume, Master Paul?” she asked innocently. “I got it just for you.” She turned slowly so he could see it from all angles even though he’d already seen it. “I think it’s naughty, but then I like to be naughty for you. You like the high heels?” She turned her back to him and bent slightly. “They make my legs look even longer. Sexy, huh? All the way up to my ass. How about the stockings? Sexy, sexy, sexy. All the way up… almost to my panties. You see my panties, don’t you? I got see through ones just for you.”

Turning to the front, she flipped up her skirt. “I love it when boys look at my pussy. Makes me all tingly and excited. I know it makes you excited and that makes me excited. Know why I like to make you excited? Your cock is gonna get all hard for me and then I’m going to suck it. Oops, did I say that out loud? Co-ock sucker, yep, that’s me.”
Looking away from him, she said, “Oh, what’s that? Hang on a sec.” She walked a couple of feet and bent forward, giving him a full view of her panties stretched tight across her ass. Holding that for a few seconds, she pretended to search for something on the floor and then straighten up with a giggle and come hither look over her shoulder at her master. “Guess it wasn’t anything at all. Did you see something over there or were you too busy staring at me?” Returning to him, she leaned forward with her hands on her knees and looked him in the eye. “See anything you like, stud?” She held that position so he got a good look down the front of her outfit. 
“Know what would be fun? Walking down the street like this. All the boys would get hard and there’d be lots of cocks to suck. Or maybe you could have a party and I’d be the maid. Maybe a boy-girl party because then I could suck cocks and eat pussies. Yum. Yep, only one thing I like better than dressing sexy.” She paused just to build the suspense and then said, “Stripping.”

Reaching behind herself, she untied the apron strings and pulled away the white, frilling covering. “This OK with you? You don’t mind if I strip naked, do you? Sooo much fun.” She ran the zipper of the dress down slowly. “Ooo, I like the sound of a zipper going down. Means I’m closer to being naked for you.” She slipped the dress off and dropped it to the floor. After tossing it to the side, she played with her nipples. “Just a little girl,” she said in mock sadness. “No tits, but some guys like little girls. I’ll bet you’re all hard now.”

The little tease hooked her thumbs in her panties and slid them down and off. “How’s that? Just my stockings and I think they’re sexy, so I’ll keep them. Makes me all tingly to be naked for you. Now, may I please suck your cock, Master? I’m just so naughty, aren’t I? I love cock.” As he slid forward, she unzipped his pants and undid his belt. “Like unwrapping a Christmas present,” she giggled. Helping him out of his pants and briefs, she smiled at his cock like it was a real treat. “Guess I’ll shut up now and just do what I do best.” She leaned forward and ran her tongue all over his cock and balls, moaning in pleasure as she did. Then, she slid her lips down his cock to the root. 
Joanie recorded the whole show, including the ten minutes it took for her to teasingly suck his cock to climax and the minute she spent playing with his cum. Then the little mistress stripped and lay down on the couch. “Ooo, goody, goody,” said Felicia in delight. “Pussy. Please, may I eat your pussy, mistress?” When Joanie assented, Paul manned the camera to record fifteen minutes of pussy licking including four orgasms. 

“Now it’s time to watch our little porn star in action,” announced Joanie. Paul hog-tied Felicia on the floor and Joanie put the recording into the DVD player. Setting it to play continuously, the two left Felicia to the humiliation of watching herself willingly seducing Paul so she could enjoy a blowjob. 
The facility was big enough that the other slaves were still busy either searching for more to clean or cleaning what they found. With Felicia tied up, Joanie and Paul rounded up Kevin, Lori, and Helen. It was lunchtime, so Cindy and Lori had the task of making lunch. By the time lunch was ready, Felicia had watched her movie twice and she joined them. All of them ate at the dining table, except for Kevin who was left on the floor, still tied so he was on his elbows and knees. Joanie and Paul took turns tossing bits of food on the dining room floor for him to eat. 

*****

After lunch, Theresa took Cindy into a private training room, leaving the full size dungeon to the kids. The mistress and master took their four slaves to the dungeon where the slaves saw the boxes that normally sat in the basement of the Cooper’s house.  There were now five boxes in all so that each slave had their own Plexiglas box with removable sides so it could be opaque or clear. Lori’s was a simple box 18 inches wide by three feet long by three feet high. With her hands tied behind her back, she knelt in the box. Kevin’s box was shaped like the little letter ‘n’. When he was in it, his arms went down one leg of the n and his legs down the other so the center hump pushed his hips and chest up on display. However, since they were going to play with him, Joanie and Paul didn’t store him away in his box. Cindy’s box was a tall box she could stand in, but it was also empty. 
The two new boxes were more complicated since they’d taken more time to design and build them. Helen’s box was six feet wide, a foot deep, and three feet high. Her feet were tied to opposite sides of the box so she was doing the splits as she hung in the box. Likewise her arms were tied wide to the sides of the box. It was thin enough that she was practically squished between the front and back. Spread-eagle in the box, her head stuck out the top. It was all mounted on a spit that ran down the center of the box so she could be upright, upside down, or any position in between. For the moment, she was right side up. Felicia’s box was 18 inches wide by two feet deep by three feet long with a bench inside. Paul and Joanie put her in her box, tied sitting on the bench with her hands behind her back. Her head stuck out the top of the box and her very ticklish feet stuck out of the bottom. Like Helen’s box, it was mounted on a spit. 
With the girls secured, Joanie and Paul turned their attention to Kevin. “Hold still now,” said Joanie and she held up a latex suit. “This is like how you’ve been tied all morning, but cuter.” 

Cuter? Kevin wondered what that meant as Paul untied one of his legs, but Joanie promptly pulled a latex sleeve over his leg. The sleeve didn’t have an opening at the other end, so the result was a short little leg with his foot still against his butt. They untied and wrangled his other leg into another sleeve and he was still in a forced kneeling position. His arms were forced into tight latex sleeves with his hands on his shoulders. Stretching the one piece latex suit across his back, they zipped it up, trapping him with his arms, legs, sides, and back covered and his chest, tummy, ass, and crotch exposed. 

“It’s called a bitch suit,” said Paul now that Kevin was helplessly trapped. He was perched on his elbows and knees and the coloring of the suit made him look like a puppy, white with black and brown spots. “It’s even got a mask,” said his master, holding up a leather puppy head. Unable to do anything except hold still, Kevin learned that it completely covered his head. Leather straps secured it under his chin and behind his head and a ring gag was seated in his mouth. The snout and floppy ears completed the look of the bitch suit. “You’re so cute, Kiki,” said Paul. As Paul held up a mirror, Kiki saw the whole effect. Bitch suit? I’m a dog. A puppy. She had a pink collar, bows on her ears, and long eyelashes. A girl puppy.  Duh, a bitch is a female dog. As she was admiring herself, Joanie poked a butt plug in her ass and suddenly she had a tail, too. Yeah, I’ll say it’s cuter. Damn, I’m a cute little girl puppy named Kiki for them to play with. Sort of hard to move, but… it works. 
Joanie snapped a leash on Kiki’s collar and then walked her around the room while Lori, Helen, and Felicia looked on. Look at me being a puppy. A little uncomfortable to walk around on my elbows and knees. Completely at their mercy like this. Can’t eat pussy or suck cock, but Paul can do me in the ass doggy style. Kewl. Wiggle my ass and check it out… the tail wags. So now what?

Taking the leash, Paul led her upstairs and out a door into a walled exercise yard. Outside Joanie and Paul took turns leading her around the yard. “She’s got a hard on,” observed Paul. Sure enough, her cock was hard and the suit seemed to accentuate the long slender member dangling between her legs. “I think she’s so cute she’s turning herself on.”  
Before they went back inside, Joanie said, “Pee, Kiki.” Getting into the role, Kiki sniffed around and then the puppy girl peed more like a puppy boy as she lifted her leg and peed on a tree. Freaking peeing like a puppy right in front of them… so embarrassing… so thrilling.
Back in the dungeon, the mistress and master played with their well trained puppy. “Sit,” said Joanie and Kiki did her best to sit. “Roll over… speak… beg.” She performed each command; ending up sitting on her haunches with her front legs raised, as if begging for a treat. 

Sitting and begging, she exposed her cock, so hard that it was pressed against her belly. The design of the suit made a bare oval on her front, exposing her nipples, belly, and cock. “Damn, that’s hot,” said Paul. “You like showing off your hard on, don’t you? I like how that looks. So hard for us, but you’ll have to be very, very good to cum. You have no idea how totally fucked you are, do you?” He walked over and rubbed Kiki’s belly and gently stroked the puppy’s cock. “We’ve got some real fun planned with you and there’s nothing you can do but play along.”

What the hell? What’s going on? Kiki felt a chill from the unknown threat. How fucked am I? Just what am I going to play along with? Why did I let them fix me up like this? She strained against the latex, but she was totally trapped with her cock pounding.  
Joanie giggled as Kiki obviously tried to escape her latex bondage. “Got my big sister to put her face in a toilet bowl today. Got Felicia to practically beg for a whole bunch of boys. Got big brother so hopelessly wrapped up that he’s gonna do something he never ever imagined. And Helen is all tied up and all she can do is wonder what we’re gonna do to her.” This was going to be a fun two weeks for the mistress and master, but not for the slaves. 

Leave me out of this, thought Helen. Completely helpless, she just hoped they’d forget about her. Her box was relatively comfortable considering she was doing the splits. At least her weight was distributed across her spread legs. It was just so frustrating to be stretched so anybody could look over every inch of her nude body. Strategically placed holes in the Plexiglas meant she could be touched or tortured, including fucked in the ass or turned upside down to do a blowjob. All in all, it was just better when they ignored her. 
“Be right back,” said Joanie. She went upstairs. There was something special waiting in another room that had been dropped off while they were driving to camp. She opened the dog crate and out sprang a whippet. The lean medium-sized dog wagged his tail and pranced toward the door as if he knew what was waiting for him in the dungeon. Joanie opened the door and the dog followed her to where Kiki was patiently waiting. 

While Joanie was gone, Paul rolled Kiki onto her back and rubbed her belly. “Such a cute little bitch,” he cooed. “Daddy is going to take good care of his puppy. You’re a girl puppy, but we’re gonna call this a boy part,” he stroked Kiki’s hard cock. “And right now it’s a naughty boy part because it says how much Kiki likes being naughty.” He teased Kiki’s nipples to hardness. “Yeah, you’re all girl. Cute little puppy girl and you love it.” 

Rolling Kiki back over, so she was on her elbows and knees again, Paul caressed her ass. “Cute little puppy girl pussy back here,” he said, running his finger around Kiki’s plugged asshole. Pussy? Oh yeah, I’m really a puppy girl for him! Do me doggy style, Master. She wiggled her butt and her tail wagged with delight. 
“We even got you a puppy boy and here he is,” said Paul as the whippet bounded into the room. He went straight to Kiki and sniffed the puppy girl’s crotch. 
“You’re the bitch and he’s the stud,” Joanie giggled. 

“Uh uh,” grunted Kiki as she shook her head. She didn’t like the implication of that. It was a turn on to dress like a girl and perform for a boy and a turn on to dress like a puppy girl, but… am I expected to perform for the boy puppy? She lumbered forward on her knees and elbows. 
“Yeah, like you can outrun him,” laughed Paul. “Jasper, kisses,” he gave the whippet his first command. 

The well-trained Jasper, one of Mark Evans’ dogs, circled around Kiki and licked at the puppy girl’s snout. Kiki recoiled as she felt the dog’s long tongue in her mouth. Turning her head to the side did little good. Jasper was quick and relentless. Again and again the little tongue darted down the open mouth of Kiki’s doggy snout and through the ring gag. Frustrated and humiliated, Kiki whined as she heard Joanie and Paul laughing. Then she heard Joanie command, “Kiki, hold still and let him kiss you.” When she refused, a hand grabbed her balls and squeezed. “Hold still, Kiki,” said Joanie firmly. 

Defeated, Kiki stopped moving her head and the little dog’s tongue invaded her mouth at will. “Now stick out your tongue and kiss back,” said Joanie. She giggled again and said, “Hell, yeah, look at big brother kissing Jasper. That’s a good little girl puppy. Be a puppy slut and kissy-kissy your new boyfriend.” Damn, the freaking dog slobbering all over my mouth is so gross. This isn’t kissing. This isn’t fun anymore. 
“Oh yeah, that’s hot,” said Paul. “Kiki has a hard on. She likes making out with Jasper. Come over here.” He led Kiki over in front of Lori, Helen, and Felicia so the three girls could watch Kiki’s total humiliation.

After a couple of minutes of doggy kisses, Joanie said, “Down, Jasper.” The energetic male dog backed away and Joanie removed Kiki’s snout. With the snout removed, Kiki’s face was exposed, taking away any protection for her face and mouth. “Jasper, kisses,” she said and he returned to licking Kiki’s mouth through the ring gag. With nothing in the way, he got his tongue deep in Kiki’s mouth each time. “Kissy-kissy, Kiki,” Joanie reminded her brother and Kiki’s tongue came out so the two puppies frenched. Crap, I’m tongue kissing a dog right in front of everybody. I’m the entertainment.  Yeah, laugh it up, you two. This is sick. Wonder what Lori thinks watching me make out with a dog. Why the fuck am I so hard?
“Hell, yeah, Kiki,” said Joanie. “You’re really getting into it. That’s our little slutty puppy. Tongue kisses. It’s so much fun making you do this. And we’re just getting started. What more can a girl puppy do with a boy puppy?” 
The mistress and master let Jasper and Kiki kiss for a couple more minutes leaving Kiki to stew over the answer to the question. What more can they make me do with a boy puppy? Kissing is as bad as it gets, right? They gonna make me eat out of the same bowl? Sleep with Jasper? Crap, can I even sleep in this get up? They’re not gonna leave me like this, are they? Then his mind turned to darker thoughts. Could they make Jasper do me doggy style? Their words rang in his ears. Cute little puppy girl pussy back here. You’re the bitch and he’s the stud. Be a puppy slut and kissy-kissy your new boyfriend. Oh hell, what comes after kissy-kissy between a puppy slut and her new boyfriend?
The three girls were nearly as horrified as Kiki was at this turn of events. Unable to take their eyes off the erotically depraved scene, each of them regretted being helplessly trapped in a box. Lori was close enough to see the taste buds on Kiki’s tongue as the puppy girl lapped at Jasper’s darting tongue. Felicia and Helen were farther back, but still could see what was going on. Big sister was thinking that sticking her head in a toilet bowl wasn’t such a bad deal. But, does that mean they have worse planned for me and I just don’t know what? For the moment, Helen and Felicia felt safe in their boxes, but they too didn’t like the implication. They both wondered, has Kevin been singled out for especially bad treatment or are we all going to get a turn?
“Jasper, down,” said Paul. He reached between Kiki’s legs and looped a cord around her balls and tied it so her balls looked like twin pony tails with knots on the ends. Tying the end of the cord to an eye screwed into in the concrete floor, he basically attached Kiki to the floor by her balls. Walking on elbows and knees was hard, but now she could only move a few inches forward or back before the cord went taut. The young master put a small metal stand under Kiki’s belly. The top of the stand was two inches by ten inches and it was a foot high. Forcing Kiki’s hips into the air, it pulled the cord taut so the poor puppy girl had no room to move. All she could so was hold still with her ass in the air. 
This is it! The damn dog is going to fuck me in the ass! “Uh uh, uh uh,” Kiki shook her head. This has gone far enough. What can I do? How can I get out of this? How can I stop them? Jesus, I can’t move. Can’t talk and they won’t listen. I’m so screwed. Why did I let them do this to me? Shit, there’s nothing I can do, except pray they’re just trying to scare me. Yeah, that’s it, they’re just screwing with my head. They’re not really going to make me have sex with a dog. 

Paul laid a hand on Kiki’s back and petted her gently. “Calm down, Kiki. You like being a girl and girls just gotta do certain things. I’m going to take out the gag now and you’re not going to say a word. If any sound comes out of your mouth, it better be woof, woof, woof. Let’s be perfectly clear, slut puppy. You are a slave and you will do what you’re told. I will spank you and squeeze that naughty boy part and whatever else I need to do to get you to obey, so you might as well do it right away and save us all the trouble.”

When Kiki looked at him, Paul saw the expression that aroused him the most. The puppy did not want to do what her master wanted. She didn’t even know for sure what it was, but she did not want to do it. Yet, at the same time, her face said she knew she was going to do it anyway. Paul could practically read his best friend’s mind. What do you want, how could you make me do this, will you really like it so much that it will be worth it, and how much do I want to please Master?
With the gag out, Kiki considered her options quickly. Silence, argue, or… “Woof, woof, woof,” she said. With a hopeful look she wondered if that was really all her master wanted.

“Good girl,” said Paul, petting Kiki’s head. “Jasper, blowjob.”

In shock, Kiki watched the well-trained dog roll onto his back. Jasper was length-wise in front of her with his lean body pressed against her elbows so his sheathed cock was inches from her face. All she had to do was lean down and suck… well, somehow I’d have to tease his cock out of his sheath and then suck. Jeez, he’s hairy and I am so not licking those balls or that sheath or that cock even if it came out all on its own. They can’t really expect me to blow the dog. Fuck me, it’s bad enough I suck off Paul while everybody watches. I mean, just because it turns me on to do nasty stuff with him doesn’t mean he can go this far. “I don’t want to,” she said simply. No begging, no negotiating, just a simple statement. “That’s going too far.”
“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” said Paul. “I warned you. Jasper, be unhappy.”

When the whippet rolled away from her and leaped to his feet, Kiki realized Paul had given the dog a command to be unhappy and that didn’t sound good. Growling, he bared his teeth at the helpless puppy girl. Frightened out of her wits, Kiki thought, holy shit! And nothing I can do! This was not a good decision. “Don’t let him hurt me,” she whined as she stared at the dog’s fangs inches from her face. She wriggled, but short of tearing off her own balls, she wasn’t going anywhere. 
Jasper ran behind Kiki and took the cord attached to Kiki’s balls in his mouth and pulled. “Yiiiii, eeeee, eeeeaaaaa,” squealed the puppy girl as Jasper shook his head back and forth, yanking her sensitive balls mercilessly. It was just for a second, but it seemed forever to the puppy girl. Then he stopped and she panted in fear and pain, wondering what came next. Sucking doggy cock didn’t seem like such a bad idea anymore. Fuck me, the dog is punishing me! Not my master or mistress, but the damn dog. Punishing me for not sucking his cock. I’m going to give in to the dog! Then he screamed in pain again as the dog yanked his balls around for another second. 

“OK, OK,” she gasped after the second attack. “I’ll do it.”
“Then you better tell Jasper before he’s unhappy again,” said Paul. 

“Tell him? Jasper, OK, I’ll do it. Come back here.” She looked back over her shoulder. “C’mere boy.” The dog reached in and grabbed the cord again. “No!” she yelped in fear and then she screamed as Jasper was unhappy again. 

“He’s a dog,” said Paul. “You heard the command I gave him.”

Yeah, right, that’s always how it goes. Now that I said no, I’ll be punished until I ask. “Jasper, blowjob,” she said, burning with shame. The dog trotted around front and lay back down in front of her with his tail wagging. 

Screwing up her courage, Kiki looked at the other three slaves as they watched intently. They knew she was giving in and once that happened, their mistress and master would be emboldened to do more. They’d all end up giving in to any demands because Kiki or Kevin or whatever he wanted to be called this time was weak. He was a slut for his master and now he was about to do the unspeakable with barely a fight… not that the girls could quite sympathize with what it felt like for a boy to have his balls whipped left and right by a whippet. You don’t have to watch. Just for that, when you have to do something bad, I’m going to watch and enjoy it. Blushing, Kiki looked away and to her mistress. Yeah, look at the grin on her face. Big brother is about to do the worst thing Joanie can imagine. Just for her. Then she looked at her master. Why the fuck do I have a hard on? How can I possibly be turned on now? My freaking best friend wants to watch me suck a dog’s cock. How could you make me do this, will you really like it so much that it will be worth it, and how much do I want to please Master?
Lowering her head the last few inches, Kiki licked the dog’s hairy balls. She could feel five pairs of eyes on her and heard Joanie softly say, “Jeez, he’s doing it.” As she tasted the dirty and musky orbs, Paul laughed, but it was a hoarse laugh that told Kiki her master was very aroused. The short hair on them was rough until she’d wetted it with her spit. Wish I could stroke his sheath with my hand and get his cock to come out, but I got nothing but my lips and tongue… what the hell, here goes nothing. She ran her tongue down the hairy sheath, forward and back as the white tip of Jasper’s cock appeared. Teasing it out with her mouth, Kiki stopped to examine her goal. The cock was slimy, pointed at the tip, white with black spots and pink veins, and flared to as big around as Paul’s cock. 
The member smelled nasty and when she licked it the first time, Kiki nearly gagged. Jasper just lay still, calmly expecting a wonderful blowjob from the puppy girl. Pursing her lips, Kiki took the tip of the dog’s cock and sucked it into her mouth. No dinner and no movie and he didn’t even say please. The cock was about the same size as Paul’s cock. Once she got started, it wasn’t so bad aside from Joanie’s and Paul’s laughter. After a minute, Jasper’s knot appeared and he started thrusting his hips to help out. Expressing his desires, he thrust hard enough to push his swollen knot into Kiki’s mouth. 
With a throbbing naughty boy part, Kiki deep throated Jasper. She was giving the lucky dog a better blowjob than most men or boys would ever get in their entire life. “Now that’s what I call a good slave,” said Paul, surprising Kiki with how close he sounded. Right by my ear. Up close to see my lips around the doggy cock. “Yeah, what a good girl,” he heard Joanie’s voice. Yeah, little sister is right there, too. Watching me suck cock. 

“What do you think, girls,” asked Joanie in a teasing voice, calling Kiki’s attention to the other three slaves. “Isn’t she a good little girl puppy going down on her boyfriend. What a slut. She’s gonna suck him off and swallow his cum.” Then her tone changed. “So hot to dress my big brother up like a puppy girl and then make him suck doggy cock. Woke up this morning all excited about going to camp and I’ll bet he never expected one of the camp activities would be learning how to make a dog happy. Yeah, Kevin… I mean, Kiki, this is Master Jasper. You’ll suck his cock whenever he wants. If you’re lucky, you’ll get to do Paul once in a while.” He heard her voice move behind him. “I’d ask how much you enjoy it, but this naughty boy part says it all. Hey, everybody, I’m so excited to be sucking doggy cock.”
She took Kiki’s boy part in her hand and stroked it. “What do you think, Paul? Should I make her cum? Reward her for being such a good puppy girl? Show her how much I like it when big brother is such a slut?” She knew the answer, but waited for Paul to agree. They wanted to give her the positive reinforcement of a rare orgasm for her good behavior. 

As Mistress Joanie stroked her boy part, Kiki hated herself for how she felt. She couldn’t believe they made her do this. She couldn’t believe she was actually doing it. She couldn’t deny that her boy part was massively naughty or that Joanie’s hand felt wonderful. They could have just stayed with the usual cock sucking and pussy licking and I’d still be excited. Why did they have to bring in a dog? I didn’t do anything to deserve this. How can I ever face myself? And yes, I want to cum… love to cum… need to cum. I don’t get to cum enough. But, please don’t make me cum for this. She felt the dog’s hips thrust even faster and then her mouth was flooded with warm, salty goo. Sucking the dog dry, she lifted her head and showed Master Paul the way she always did. As she was playing with it, her own orgasm hit her hard. Joanie’s hand stroked hard and fast, spilling her cum on the floor between her legs. Kiki’s bound body tensed and she saw stars from the terrific orgasm. Savoring the cum in her mouth, she knew just what that meant. Joanie did that on purpose. Now I’ll always be turned on by the taste of doggy cum. 
Sated, Jasper rolled over and walked off. He sat down a few feet away and licked his own cock and then lay down with a sigh. 
“Made a mess back here,” said Joanie. She untied Kiki’s balls and then said, “Back up and clean the floor. Lick up all your cum.” Without a second thought, the puppy girl backed up and then lapped up her mess. She’d done far worse than that already. 
When Kiki looked up from that task, Paul was lying on his back with his cock in the air. “C’mere, girl. Got another cock for you to suck.” She quickly walked to her master and took his cock into her mouth. Given that Joanie had just planted the seed that she’d be sucking Jasper a lot and would be lucky to do Paul, Kiki didn’t even realize how thrilled she was at the chance to go down on the 12-year-old.  When she was done with that, she was allowed to eat Joanie. 
Now what? thought Kiki as Paul tied her balls to the floor and put the stand under her again. She was right back in position to suck off Jasper, but was that what they wanted? Apparently it wasn’t a blowjob as Paul put her ring gag and snout back in place. It made her look more like a puppy, but it also hid her mouth. 
“Jasper, fuck,” said Paul. 

Oh, shit, no! Kiki was horrified to see the dog spring up and run behind her. It hadn’t been very long since he’d cum in her mouth. Is he gonna do what I think? Can he this soon? She felt the dog’s paws on her back and then his front legs gripped her around the waist. The slender dog humped against her but his sheathed cock didn’t threaten her asshole, Kiki was momentarily relieved. Then she felt the slimy cock rubbing in her ass crack. It pressed against her asshole. The slime lubed her and then his cock was hard enough to push into her. She tensed, trying to keep his cock out, but he pushed again and with a loud grunt, Kiki was being ass fucked. 
“Look at the little sucker go,” said Paul with delight. Once he was in, Jasper’s hips thrust hard and fast as he took his bitch. “Damn, that’s better than I thought. Looks just like two dogs going at it. Yeah, like Kiki is a good puppy girl holding still for her stud.”
“Whee hoo,” squealed Joanie. “Kiki’s putting out like a good bitch. They’re making puppies. Isn’t that sweet?” She knew it was ludicrous to think they could actually make puppies, but the term fit the incredible sight of Jasper standing on his hind legs, stretching up and over Kiki, and fucking with wild abandon.

“Putting out?” snorted Paul. “The bitch is getting raped. We got her so tied down she can’t do a damn thing except take it in the ass.” He was suddenly wildly excited by the forceful attack. Getting right in Kiki’s face, he peered into the wide puppy dog eyes. “How’s that, buddy? Got my best friend tied up and getting ass raped by a dog. Take it in the ass for me, Kevin. Nothing you can do except make Jasper happy. Damn, this is hot. You getting hard all over again? Turned on to be so freaking helpless that all you can do is be a victim? Turned on to be our toy? Fuck, are you turned on to be the dog’s fuck toy?” He took the time to peer under Kevin to see the slave boy’s hard cock. “Yeah, you are having a good time putting on a doggy show for us.”
As Jasper entered her, Kiki was shocked and horrified at her lack of control. She couldn’t even try to escape with her balls secured to the floor. Jasper’s savage thrusts hurt as the two laughed at her and then she relaxed. Generally speaking, she didn’t mind things shoved in her ass. Paul had fucked her ass before and she’d had a vibrator in her ass earlier today. But the dog had more energy than Paul and pounded in and out brutally with no concern for his lover’s pleasure. Paul and Joanie were laughing and he caught snippets of the words… putting out… making puppies… getting raped… 
Paul seized Kevin’s attention as he got face to face with her.  That’s right, Kevin is getting ass raped while all you do is watch and laugh. I’m not even a puppy girl anymore. Watch your best friend take it in the ass. You love it. Joanie loves it. Jasper loves it. Hell, you could help me, but you might as well be the one raping me. So, fuck yeah, I’m hard. I can feel your excitement and Jasper’s animal lust. Taking it in the ass for you and, man, is it good. Don’t know why, but this is what makes Kevin hard. Use me. Play with me. Oh, fuck yeah, I’m the dog’s fuck toy. He’s the master and I’m just a slave to a dog. Joanie gave me to Paul and Paul gave me to Jasper. It was particularly meaningful to the helpless slave that the dog had the authority to punish her. Do what Master Jasper wants or he’ll yank my balls off. “Hunh, hunh, hunh,” he panted in time to Jasper’s thrusts. He rocked back and forth a little, meeting his master’s thrusts even though it hurt his balls. 
Now touch me. Stroke my naughty, naughty, naughty boy part. I’ll show you how much I love being your freaking toy. Kevin whined in desperation. Touch my cock and I’ll cum. No, wait… no, don’t touch my cock. His eyes widened in fear as he realized what that might do. Don’t want to enjoy the dog. Don’t want to want the dog. 

But, Joanie picked up on his lust and saw the same potential. “Hunh, hunh, hunh,” Kevin continued to pant with his stud at a steady pace. Her little hand closed around her big brother’s cock and she stroked him. He was as hard as she’d ever felt him. She might have asked Paul’s opinion, but she was a little miffed at him for calling the slave Kevin instead of Kiki. “Uh uh, uh uh,” he whined desperately as he turned to her and pleaded with big puppy dog eyes. Don’t make me cum now.
“She knows,” smirked Joanie, trying to take Kevin back into the doggy girl role.  “You know, don’t you, Kiki. I’m gonna make it feel so good to be a doggy girl making puppies with a doggy boy. Hump against him. Take him deep in your doggy pussy. Cum for Jasper. Be a slutty puppy who loves to fuck and suck and cum and show off. Come on, Kiki! Do it! You know you love it. Love being dirty and nasty. Loved being owned. Love doing it for everybody. Love being mine.” She worked hard to get Kiki to cum before Jasper did, but Jasper made another thrust and buried his knot inside Kiki’s tight ass. 
“Aahhh, gaahhh,” gasped Kiki as the dog’s cock stretched her open and then embedded itself in her ass. It was beyond humiliation as she realized they were tied just like two rutting dogs on the lawn. Her bowels filled with warm cum as Jasper pumped his seed into her. Properly tied, Jasper unloaded more cum than he had for the blowjob. “Hunh, hunh, hunh,” she panted, now in time with Joanie’s hand.
When Jasper stopped thrusting, Joanie knew he was cumming and thought she was too late. Then, she realized the two puppies were tied and Jasper was still deep inside big brother. Stroking hard and fast, she said, “What a good puppy girl. Hold still while Jasper cums. Let him make puppies inside you. He’s having a good time with you, puppy girl. He’s a happy puppy now.” Kiki erupted in her hand, spewing another huge load of cum on the floor between her legs. “And now you’re a happy puppy girl, aren’t you? That was fun, wasn’t it?” 
Kiki turned her head and looked in her little sister’s eyes. Thank you, Mistress Joanie. That was incredible. Her body was shaking from lust and fatigue and she slumped down in exhaustion. I am so screwed. I hate all of you for doing that, but mostly I hate myself for enjoying it so much. 

In the last few seconds as Joanie jerked off Kiki, Paul stood and went over to Felicia. She blanched as he came to her. So much had happened and she didn’t know for sure what he was going to do.  Was this even the Paul that she knew? The horny master turned the handle of the spit 135 degrees so she was partly upside down, facing up 45 degrees from the vertical. Removing her gag, he pushed his engorged cock between her lips and fucked her face. This was what he liked about having Felicia’s box on the spit. Sometimes she was just a head sticking out for him to face fuck. 

Like Paul, Joanie was aroused to the max by what had just happened. After Kiki came, the little mistress went to Helen and turned the boxed slave 135 degrees. Then she squatted down to put her pussy to Helen’s mouth. There was no command necessary and Helen immediately started eating out her mistress. 
A few minutes after their orgasms, Paul untied Kiki’s balls and removed the stand under his hips. “Go lay down, Kiki,” he said. 

You’re leaving me like this? Kiki moved away from the site of her humiliation and lay down very close to Jasper without even realizing it. 
They left Kiki in the bitch suit until just before dinner. They walked her outside and let her pee again. With all the slaves free and Cindy and Lori fixing dinner, Paul and Joanie peeled the latex suit off the boy slave. He was limp from exhaustion and inactivity. Stretching, he gradually regained his strength. 

*****

“Come with me, boy toy,” ordered Joanie. “I have something special for you.” When he looked skeptical, she added, “Something really special that you’ll appreciate.”

Kevin wouldn’t have disobeyed anyway, but it was nice to know it was something he’d appreciate. The betrayal of the afternoon was etched in his mind, but so was the presence of a camcorder that caught everything. Paul made copies of the recording and Kevin was sure he would never find all of them. They didn’t even have to mention that they might show them to his friends. It was no big deal. They’re my mistress and master and they fucked with me this afternoon. They had a good time and that’s what a slave is for. He wasn’t sure if he’d had a good time or not.  

Taking him to the bedroom that she and Paul had claimed as theirs, Joanie showed Kevin his surprise. “Quick shower. Put those on and come down to dinner, Kiki.” She left him alone. 
Kiki? I’m still Kiki? He looked at the clothes and held the dress up in front of himself. Sweet, I get to be Kiki without being a puppy. After a one minute shower, she pulled on the silky smoke see-through panties. They felt so divine and her boy part, not naughty at the moment, rested comfortably and visible in them. The matching smoke bra was breathtaking. It was padded with fake tits that really looked like tits through the wispy material. The nipples were the same size as hers, so it really looked like she had tits of her own. They’d thought of everything and she loved the feel of the smoke silk stockings. They made her legs look so gorgeous and the elastic top clung to her smooth thighs just below her panties. Sitting at the dressing table, she put on a little rouge and lipstick as mommy had shown her. Very understated, but elegant. 
She admired himself in the mirror and it was almost a shame to put on the dress. Yet, it was perfect, too. The scoop neck actually showed her little girl cleavage and the low back was sexy. It was a simple, but always in style, little black dress that clung to her hips. The hem of the sleeveless dress came to a modest mid-thigh. Pulling her hair back into a pony tail, she put on the black scrunchie and the pearl necklace. Finally, she slipped on the black pumps with six-inch heels. Another glance in the mirror and she almost wanted to cry. Sometimes Mistress and Master are just too good to me. 
Going downstairs, Kiki was greeted with wolf whistles from Paul and Joanie and jealous stares from the scantily clad maid, Felicia, and the other, naked slaves. She blushed at the sight of Master Paul wearing a tux and beckoning her over. Mistress Theresa and Mistress Joanie were also elegantly dressed.

With dinner still a few minutes away, Joanie put on some music and Paul danced with a beaming Kiki. He danced with Theresa and then with Joanie, but he came back to Kiki for a second dance, unabashedly, passionately kissing her in mid-dance. At dinner time, Paul held Kiki’s chair for her and seated her first. Then he seated Theresa and Joanie before sitting down. 

“You all look lovely tonight,” said the lone male at the table. “You especially, Kiki. So lovely. So demur. Yet, so adventurous,” he added with a wink. Her heart fluttered in her chest at the compliments and veiled reminder of Kiki’s afternoon. To the pseudo-girl, it seemed like that had happened to a different Kiki. Felicia flitted about serving dinner while Cindy, Helen, and Lori worked in the kitchen cooking, preparing plates, and then cleaning up. 

When the elegant dinner was finished, the three naked slaves ate from bowls on the floor. Felicia’s wrists were tied to the back of a chair, which bent her at the waist, blatantly exposing her as Paul fed her. Better than eating off the floor, but not as good as eating at the table like Kiki. Gawd, he’s making even dinner be naughty. Don’t look down my front… do not lean over and look at my ass… what are you doing, Master? So naughty to make a slave girl so tingly during dinner. Are you going to be my dessert?
*****
After dinner, the doms made a swap. Theresa took Felicia and Helen while Paul and Joanie double teamed the other three slaves. To say the little girls were concerned was an understatement. Until this morning they’d never imagined Theresa as a mistress and now they were at her command. They had to wonder what exactly an adult woman expected of them. Their blood ran cold as Mistress Theresa snapped a leash to their collars and led them into a private room. 
“Who wants to be the boy and who wants to be the girl?” asked Theresa cryptically. The girls searched for clues. There was a standard gymnastics balance beam in the room and cabinets with God knows what in them. Aside from that, there was nothing to tell them what they were going to do. 
“Ummm… ummm…” said Felicia as she tried to make up her mind. How can I decide when I don’t know the game?

“I wanna be the girl,” blurted out Helen. I don’t know what the hell the boy does, so I’ll take girl and see what happens. I can do pretty good on a balance beam. 
“OK, then,” said Theresa. “Climb up on the balance beam and lie down on your stomach.”
“Yes, Mistress Theresa,” said Helen. She lay down as instructed and her new mistress tied her hands under the beam to the front leg of the beam so her arms were stretched out. Being the girl obviously wasn’t going to involve gymnastics. Theresa tied a rope around her torso, under the beam, and back up around her neck, pinning her to the beam. Finally, her feet were tied to the beam behind her so her knees were bent about 90 degrees. As far as positions on a balance beam went, it was fairly comfortable. The woman put a ring gag in Helen’s mouth and then told Felicia to get up on the beam behind Helen. 

Under Theresa’s guidance, Felicia got on the beam on her stomach with her head pillowed on Helen’s firm little ass.  She was tied to the beam with a rope around her waist and her feet were tied to the beam like Helen’s. Instead of tying her arms under the beam, Theresa tied the hapless little girl’s arms behind her and then to the ceiling. With her bondage complete, Felicia could lift her upper body off the beam by arching her back. 
“My little boy slave is going to fuck the little girl slave,” said Theresa now that the two slaves were trapped in position. “First, dick, you’re going to have to lube up prick’s asshole because that’s where you’re going to put your cock. I’m going to have two preteens ass fucking for my viewing pleasure.” She pried Helen’s ass cheeks apart. “See that little puckered asshole? Lick it.”

Oh, gross me out. No way am I going to lick another girl’s asshole, thought Felicia as she eyed the target. Yet, even as she thought that thought, she knew that there were ways to make her do it. It took just a second before she changed her mind. I don’t want to find out what happens if I don’t. I am going to lick another girl’s asshole. I’m going to lick that asshole. Jeezus, I hope it’s not as nasty as I think. She leaned down and touched her tongue to the little brown pucker. OK, not horrible. Just barely bearable. Like what? If it was horrible I wouldn’t do it? Fuck, I have to do it no matter how it tastes. She swirled her tongue around the hole. Jesus Christ, look at what I’m doing!

“That’s a good little ass licker,” said the mistress. “Get it good and wet so it doesn’t hurt her as much.”

“Unh?” grunted Helen at the suggestion that this was going to hurt. Paul has fucked me back there before and, yeah, it hurts at first, but it gets better. Just what is Felicia going to fuck me with? I still don’t see how this is going to work.
“Keep going. I’ll tell you when to stop,” said Theresa, enjoying the sight. “Damn, little girls are a helluva lot of fun.” She’d been happy with Cindy as a slave and never thought of a girl or a boy that way, but the recent introduction to underage slaves changed all that. It was so hot to push the 11-year-old into territory she’d never imagined. And Helen was making sounds of pleasure! “Swirl it around. Now, I want to see some penetration. Get that pretty little pink tongue in her asshole.” She accentuated the command with a smart slap to Felicia’s bare bottom. 

This is how I’m going to fuck her ass? With my tongue? Gross. Felicia stiffened her tongue and pushed it in her friend’s asshole. Oh, yuck! She jerked back. “Please, don’t make me do that. It tastes like… like… yuck.” Tastes like shit. I can’t believe she thinks this is exciting. 
“Thank you,” said Mistress Theresa. “I was beginning to think this would be too easy.” She smiled evilly at the fright on the girl’s face. The woman went to a cabinet and brought back a heavy leather strap. “I’m going to spank you once for disobedience. I’m going to spank you once for stating the obvious. Of course it tastes bad. That’s the point. I’ve seen you suck your shitty finger clean, so are you telling me your ass tastes good and hers doesn’t? And I’m going to spank you once to get you going. Three swats. Nothing you do will change my mind, so you might as well just lie still, shut up, and take it.”
Looking back, Felicia saw the strap go up and back, poised to strike. Three swats didn’t seem that bad. She’d had more than that before. Then the strap came down and with it came unbearable pain. It was two inches wide and a quarter inch thick, giving it the force of a wooden paddle and the stinging snap of leather. A two inch wide red stripe appeared on the little girl’s helpless ass in an instant. She screamed long and loud, testing the soundproofing of the room to the limit. One swat was worse than a hundred. Sniveling and snorting, Felicia was ready to bury her tongue to the limit in anything. She had just decided to lick ass the best she could and was about to do just that when she caught motion from the corner of her eye. “Nooooo,” she wailed as the strap went up and came back down. 
Theresa was good with the strap and brought it down just above the previous target with the barest hint of overlap. A four inch wide strip of red adorned the disobedient slave’s bare bottom now. The cruel mistress almost swooned at the delightful scream that filled the room. “This is fun, my little dear,” she said. “You scream so wonderfully. Maybe I’ll have to do more just for fun.” As Felicia caught her breath and screamed again, Theresa tingled wildly. 

The girl buried her face between Helen’s cheeks, trying to get inside her asshole. “I told you to wait. Now get that tongue back in your mouth. You’re getting a third one no matter what, remember?” She didn’t mind putting welts that would heal on a tender bottom, but she didn’t want the girl to bite her tongue off. Felicia looked back at her and Theresa just about came from the look. Then she snapped the strap across Felicia’s bottom just below the first one, completing the coverage so there was a six inch wide stripe of burning pain on the screaming girl’s ass. Theresa was willing to bet just about anything that neither girl would ever disobey her again. 

Setting aside the strap, Felicia’s mistress pulled Helen’s ass cheeks apart again and watched with delight as Felicia buried her tongue in her friend’s ass as deep as she could. “Doesn’t taste that bad anymore, does it? Now, bob up and down, in and out. Fuck her like your tongue is a little cock.”

Yuck, yuck, yuck… yes, it still tastes that bad, but there are worse things. Jeezus, it’s like cleaning out her ass. Push down. Get deep. Do it right or else. Gawd, I can’t get any deeper than this. What the hell is Helen doing? No way. This feels good? Listen to her! She likes it! Fuck me, I’m licking the inside of her asshole and she thinks it feels good! “That’s enough,” she heard her mistress say after a minute of horrible submission and gratefully lifted her head up. 

“Now let’s do some serious ass fucking,” said Theresa to the surprise of both girls. “What? You thought that was it?” She laughed and showed them a six inch long, inch and a half diameter dildo. At the base of the dildo was a ball that the mistress shoved into Felicia’s mouth. Fastening the leather strap behind Felicia’s head, she said, “Now you’re going to fuck her ass with your face.”

Oh gawd, that’s bigger than Paul. Way bigger. That’s not gonna fit, thought Helen as she heard the plan. “Uh uh, uh uh,” she grunted, but there was no way to convince Felicia to disobey again. She felt the cock press against her asshole and then her friend leaned in and pushed the huge cock deep inside her. “Aahhhh, gaahhhh,” she squealed as the cock opened her up. Get it out! Get it out! As if Felicia had any choice in the matter. With her ass bright red, she wasn’t about show her best friend’s asshole any mercy and, besides that, Mistress Theresa pushed on the back of Felicia’s head to drive the dildo in to the hilt. 
With pain induced enthusiasm, Felicia raped Helen’s tight ass. It was gross to watch Helen’s asshole distend out as she pulled back and then push back in place as she shoved in. It smelled gross, too, but she knew there were worse things. It was at least a little satisfying to hear Helen grunting in pain. At least I’m not the only one suffering, thought Felicia. But, it wasn’t long before Helen relaxed her tense muscles and the pain went away. It wasn’t long after that before Helen moaned in obvious pleasure. Damn it, there she goes again. She likes it.
Mistress Theresa enjoyed the sight of two obedient preteens doing something they’d never dream of doing without a lot of coercion… and quite enthusiastically at that. Swatting Helen’s ass with her open hand, she turned the assaulted ass a nice shade of pink and Helen didn’t seem to mind. When she swatted Felicia’s red ass, the 10-year-old attacked her friend’s ass with even more gusto. Then she put a vibrator to Felicia’s plump, spread pussy where it beckoned from its perch on the balance beam. 

“Ahhhh,” gasped Felicia as she felt the surprise stimulation. It took mere seconds before it made her tingle deep in her pussy. Why is she doing that? Is she going to tease me or can I cum? She didn’t slow down her thrusts as she wondered at her fate. In and out. In and out. She fucked Helen’s ass with wild abandon. It didn’t look or smell so gross anymore. The little slave could hear Helen’s moans of pleasure as she concentrated on the growing tingle in her own body. Sounds like she might cum and nobody’s even touching her pussy. 

Fucking Helen’s ass and feeling the tingle in her body grow seemed at once to be two disparate events that stretched her concentration and a single thing that blended into mutual pleasure. She just wasn’t sure how much longer she could hold off her own orgasm and then Mistress Theresa said, “Cum, you little ass fucking slut. I know you want to. Turned on by fucking her ass? Turned on by being the cock? Raping her ass? Go ahead and cum.” It was both order and permission and Felicia felt her little body explode in glorious orgasm despite her surprise. Hadn’t there been an implication that we wouldn’t be allowed to cum for the next two weeks? So what? This is fantastic. Like a reward. Jeezus, I did so good, didn’t I?
As her orgasm passed, her mistress told her to keep fucking Helen’s ass. The little girl was getting tired, but she continued to pound in the pretty little ass as their mistress put the vibrator to Helen’s clit. Seconds later there was the most God awful screech from the other end of the balance beam and it took Felicia a few seconds to realize that Helen was cumming like she’d never cum before. And I did it! Is this how a boy feels when he makes a girl cum? Sweet success! Gawd, listen to her!
Helen had long since slipped into a glorious world of pleasure. Nothing seemed to thrill the little slave until now… the anal slut in the 11-year-old appeared. She wondered, is this how the others feel? Ohmigod, I’m tingly all over… every inch… but… but… jeez, I still need somebody to touch my clit. So close… so close… She was so close for several minutes until the vibrator pressed against her clit. There was no way she could wait for permission. Her toes curled, her fists clenched, her ass took on the consistency of marble, and it felt like the whole balance beam was vibrating from the force of her orgasm. Perhaps even flecks of paint on the newly painted walls surrendered to the shrill scream and vibrated free to fall like snow on the tile floor. Or perhaps it was just their imagination. 

Watching the little girls cum just second apart was almost like cumming herself. There was just one flaw in Theresa’s plan. It took almost as much time to free the little sluts as it had taken to tie them up. Fumbling with knots, she couldn’t go fast enough. Felicia was free first and the mistress almost gave in to the temptation, but she wanted both little tongues in her pussy. Finally, Helen was free and she spread her legs as the two fought for position, eager to thank their mistress for the incredible pleasure she’d shared. They took turns with her pussy, drinking her juices with hungry slurping sounds until she was on the edge. Seizing Helen’s hair, she pulled the little girl’s face tight to her pussy and let the anal slut take her to her first orgasm. Felicia to her second one. Helen to her third one. Felicia to her fourth. Theresa felt like she could go on forever, but she stopped there. 
After that, Theresa tied the two girls’ wrists behind their backs with palms touching and tied their elbows touching so their cute little chests were thrust out. She crossed their ankles and tied them so they lay on their back with their knees wide and their bare pussies plainly on display. Such cute little bodies they had. Such wonderfully malleable, submissive minds. The scared little girl who’d timidly wondered what was in store for them as they entered the room were replaced by two eager, breathless slaves. They couldn’t bring themselves to smile, but their eyes said they wouldn’t mind a repeat performance for their adult mistress. 

*****

While the two girls were learning the joys of slavery from Mistress Theresa, Paul and Joanie were doing something less extraordinary. In fact, as soon as he was tied hanging from the ceiling on his tiptoes with his cock in a cage, Kevin knew what was coming as did Cindy and Lori. Kiki had been banished for the evening and it was Kevin who was stripped, hung by his wrists, and left to do nothing but watch as his mommy and big sister pleasured Paul right in front of him. His mistress and master did this frequently, but it never got any easier to watch.  
His mommy and big sister didn’t have any mercy for the tied boy slave either. Stripping Paul, they complimented his physique and his cock. The better they did, the more likely they were to be awarded an orgasm, though like Helen and Felicia, they assumed their quota of orgasms for the next two weeks had been used up on the way to the slave camp. As his cock sprang into view, Cindy knelt in front of him and begged, “Please, Master Paul, may I suck your cock? You’d like Kevin’s mommy to blow you, wouldn’t you? I’ll suck it and swallow your delicious cum.”

Grimacing in pain, Kevin watched his sexy looking mommy as she pleaded with his best friend for cock in her mouth. His arms and legs ached from the strained position, but it was his cock’s attempt to harden inside the small space allotted to it that really hurt. Damn it, I once had that, he recalled. I owned her. She stripped for me in the kitchen and then sucked me. She is so hot! Gawd, how I want her again. 
“Fuck me, Master Paul,” Lori added her voice to Kevin’s torment and Paul’s pleasure. “Slide that gorgeous cock inside my pussy and fuck me while my little brother watches. I love the feel of your cock. So big and powerful. I love it when my master takes me. Cum inside me.” And I had that, thought her little brother. Not for long. Just until Paul became my master. Now I don’t get it. 
Grinning at Kevin, Paul said, “You may lick my balls, Mrs. Cooper. Put your hot tongue on my cock and balls and show me how much you like little boys.” He didn’t mind calling himself a little boy. It really annoyed Mrs. Cooper and that made it so much better as she looked submissively up at him and licked his balls. He had a full grown woman lapping at his genitals, Kevin’s sexy mom worshipping his cock. 
Waiting her turn, Lori knelt beside her mommy. She involuntarily licked her lips at the sight of mommy enjoying their master. A minute later, he gave her permission to do that same. Swapping positions with mommy, she laved the spit slickened balls and cock of their master. “Check it out, boy toy,” said Joanie. “They love his cock. He’s a master and you’re a slave. All you get to do is watch mommy suck cock. Wish it was you sucking Paul’s cock? Wish it was your cock that mommy was sucking? Jeez, you look sexy like that, you know? On your tiptoes and hurting for me.” She ran her hand over his chest. As usual, her words merely colored the picture more vividly as his eyes never left Paul’s cock and what mommy and Lori were doing to it. Her hands caressed his naked body, avoiding his swollen, painful caged cock. 
“Turn around, tit toy,” Paul ordered. 

The 14-year-old turned and bent and he shoved his cock into her wet pussy from behind. “Oh, Master, that feels divine,” she gasped as he thrust in and out for a few seconds. 

Pulling his cock out of Lori, he offered it to her mommy and the woman sucked it into her mouth, cleaning off her daughter’s juices. He covered his cock in Lori’s juices two more times and then let Cindy clean his cock. The third time he shoved it into the woman’s mouth, he said, “Now you can suck me off, bitch. Suck my cock and swallow my cum.” He looked at Kevin, noting the boy slave’s attention was locked on mommy’s lips. “Damn, it’s so nice to own a woman who knows how to suck cock. Your mommy is fantastic, boy toy.” The expression of pain, desire, lust, and frustration on Kevin’s face was exquisite. 
To Cindy’s surprise, Paul said, “Show boy toy how much you like little boy cock in your mouth. Play with yourself. Frig yourself while you suck me. You are allowed to cum.”

He’s going to let me cum? I just got started. I didn’t even ask for permission. What a reward. As usual, Cindy found the act of cock sucking in front of her children demeaning, but that only made her more excited. She bobbed her head up and down, savoring the young cock and the humiliation. Eagerly she put two fingers to her clit and rubbed the throbbing little button. Like little boy cock indeed. I hate being forced to suck a 12-year-old’s cock and hate myself for being so turned on. Jesus, I’m so hot. Just gonna take a few seconds and then… mommy’s gonna cum for everybody. They don’t even know how much I hate it. All they see is mommy gone wild. Her eyes were wild with lust as an orgasm swept through her. Indeed, it was mommy gone wild as she came two more times before Paul filled her mouth with his cum. 

Sitting down, Paul told Lori to lick Kevin’s cock and balls. It was an unusual command, but it made sense as her tongue sought out his tender manhood inside the cage. All it did was make Kevin’s cock harder, tormenting him with more pain without promising relief. 
Joanie let Lori tease their brother for a couple of minutes before she cut in. “Enough of that, tit toy. Come over here and lick my pussy.” She lay down on the couch with her legs spread and let her big sister feast on her juices. With Lori slurping noisily, Joanie said, “Sounds like my big sister really likes to eat pussy. You do, don’t you, tit toy? Love my cunt, don’t you? You want to show boy toy how much you like pussy?”

Looking at her sister in confusion, Lori wondered just what that meant. Aren’t I already showing everyone with my eager, enthusiastic efforts? She nodded her head. Yes, I want to show Kevin, you, Paul, everybody just how much I like your sweet pussy. Does she mean to show Kevin the way mommy showed Kevin? Play with myself? 
“Yeah, you do love pussy, don’t you? Makes you all wet and excited? Makes you want to cum? That’s what I want to see. Show boy toy… show me how much you love pussy. Play with yourself. Cum for me.” Joanie grinned as Lori’s hand went to her pussy and her other caressed her nipples. Big sister was such a slut. 
When it was clear that Lori was close to cumming, Joanie said, “Stop!” Disappointment clouded Lori’s face as her hands ceased their naughty play with her right on the edge. “No, don’t stop with yourself. Stop eating me. Stand up and play with yourself. Mommy, get over here and finish me. Tit toy, show us what a slut you are. Play with yourself and cum just because I want to see you do it.”

In the middle of the room, Lori stood and diddled herself off. Kevin, Paul, and Joanie watched her intently as she embarrassed herself. She’d much rather cum with a cock in her or with mommy or one of the girls eating her. Without the distraction of Joanie’s pussy, doing herself was more humiliating and more thrilling. She had no doubt that she’d cum. When she did, it was a fantastic orgasm and Joanie came at nearly the same time. With no command to stop, Cindy kept licking her multi-orgasmic daughter. 

For a second, Lori stopped, but then realized she had no command to stop and everyone was still watching expectantly. Her fingers got busy between her legs again. “Tit toy, you may stop if you want,” said Joanie. “You may be a slut and masturbate for us or you may stop and sit down.”

Stop and sit down? Curl up into a ball and try to forget how she just humiliated me? Yes, I should do that, thought Lori. She eyed the couch. Maybe just one more time. What could it hurt and I’m so close. Hell, look at Kevin watching me. Yeah, I’ll keep going. She fingered herself to a second orgasm, very aware that she was being a slut just like Joanie had said. As she came, she looked at Paul. Ohmigod, look at his expression. He wants me. Fuck, I can’t stop now. Just one more. 

On the couch, Joanie rocked through her orgasms and watched her sister struggle for control. As Lori approached her third orgasm, the little mistress said, “That’s my slutty sister. You can’t stop, can you? You want everyone to watch. Get up on the table,” she nodded toward a coffee table. “Stand on the stage and do it or sit down.” She smiled as Lori stepped up on the makeshift stage. “Pull open your pussy lips so we can all see. Show us my big sister’s slutty, wet, pink pussy so eager for cock.”

As Lori and Joanie both launched into their third orgasm, Paul got up off the couch and walked to Kevin. He removed the boy slave’s cage and, with a sigh of relief, Kevin’s cock escaped to point at the ceiling. 

With Lori was still fingering herself, Paul asked, “Are you eager for cock?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “Come over here and ride little brother’s cock. Fuck yourself on his cock. See how many more times you can cum before he does.” 

Scampering over to her brother, Lori rose up on her toes and lowered herself down on his cock. “Ohh, gawd,” she gasped as he sank to the hilt. Bouncing up and down, she thrilled at the feel of his cock and the lust on his face. “Fuck me, little brother,” she moaned. “So long since you’ve been inside me. Do it now. Fuck me and cum.”

Straining on his toes, Kevin could do no more than hold still as his sister did all the work. He couldn’t believe he was actually inside her after all these months of just watching. They were routinely denied orgasms and it had sounded like slave camp would be no different and suddenly it was raining orgasms. She came again and then he felt his cum rising. “Ride me hard, Lori,” he moaned. “I’m gonna cum.” He stopped wondering why it was raining orgasms and shot load after load of cum into his big sister.  
After his incredible orgasm, Kevin hung limp and panting. Paul lowered him to stand flatfooted and then freed him completely. Sitting back on the couch, Paul beckoned his slave over and allowed Kevin to suck his cock. The slave was an excellent cock sucker and this time Kevin did a better than usual job, gratefully thanking his master for the unexpected windfall of orgasms. He’d had three today and all of them had been wonderful. Sucking his master’s cock was always a pleasure and doing it with the warm glow of a recent orgasm made it even better. Rewarded with a mouthful of cum, Kevin played with it and then swallowed. 

“How many orgasms did you have just now, tit toy?” asked Joanie.

“Four.”

“How about you, mommy?”

“I had four, too.”

“And a bunch in the trunk on the way here, huh?”

The two slaves nodded their agreement. They’d lost count of those and now they’d had four more. 

“How many times has your little boy cum today, mommy?”

“Three that I know of, Mistress,” said Cindy. 

“Three,” confirmed Joanie. “One less than you. So, help him catch up. I wanna see you blow your own son. I wanna see his cum in your mouth.”
Kevin couldn’t believe his ears. Mommy is going to blow me? Sure enough, she crawled to him and sucked on his soft cock. 

“Lick his cock and balls like you did Master Paul’s,” said Joanie. She was thrilled and delighted as she watched mommy lick Kevin. “You do like little boys’ cocks. Only this time you don’t get to cum to prove it. You’ve had enough for today.” Working on his second orgasm in minutes, Kevin’s cock was slowly responding. “Talk to him dirty like you did on that recording,” Joanie ordered. She’d seen the recording of the first time mommy had blown Kevin in her bedroom. Mommy had talked dirty for Mistress Theresa and now she wanted mommy to do it for her. 
Blushing, Cindy sat back on her haunches. With his cock in her hand, she looked up at Kevin. “Baby, you look so good naked and it feels so good to be naked with you. Mommy loves the way your cock feels and tastes. I’m going to suck it until you cum in my mouth. Mommy is such a slut for little boy cock.” She licked his balls. “Mmmm, baby, you taste so good.” 
His cock reached its full hardness. “Baby, mommy wants your cock in her mouth. She wants you to cum in her mouth” With that, she slid her lips down the length of his shaft until her nose pressed against his belly. Like the other slaves, she wondered about the abundance of orgasms, but wasn’t going to argue. Kevin deserved this and then they’d all be even. Sucking slowly, she knew it was going to take several minutes of her intimate attention before he achieved their goal. “You like fucking mommy’s mouth?” she paused and asked coyly. “As much as I like sucking you off?” They’re making me suck off my own son. I hate it and I love it. She returned to the slow, steady pace, occasionally making teasing comments in the name of talking dirty. To her surprise, she discovered that she wasn’t lying. She was enjoying it this time. With four orgasms, not even counting the ones in the trunk, she was a satisfied slave and it was so logical that Kevin should get four, too. And he liked it so much. 
When he moaned and his cock twitched in her mouth, Cindy knew he was close. “Baby, mommy wants you to cum in her mouth so bad,” she made one last comment and then started sucking him a little faster with her lips a little tighter. It was time to milk the cum out of him. Like all the other humiliating things she did, this was making her exciting. Sucking off my son. She thought of the time she’d done him and his friends as an anonymous woman in a mask. Then the time she’d done him when he knew it was her. Her pace increased again as she took him closer and closer. She knew him well enough to know he was seconds away. Bobbing up and down hard and fast, she earned the taste of his cum. 

Pulling away from Kevin, Cindy showed him her mouthful and then showed Paul and Joanie. “Show tit toy, too, mommy,” said Joanie. “Show her what mommy got from her little boy.” Cindy completed the tour and then Joanie said, “Now, let boy toy swallow his cum.” The woman fed her load of cum to her son in an open mouth kiss and he swallowed. 

There were a few quiet moments, unusual for the slaves, as Paul and Joanie relaxed and reveled in the pleasure of owning such obedient slaves. Anything they wanted, anytime they wanted. Then Joanie perked up and said, “Bedtime.” A few minutes later, Felicia and Helen joined the three slaves as they got ready for bed… brushing teeth, showering, and using the toilet. 

“One of you may wear this,” said Joanie, handing a pink nightie to Cindy. “It won’t fit you, mommy. You all decide who gets it and there is a right choice. Decide right and you’ll have a comfortable night. Decide wrong and you won’t.” She left them to make the choice. 

Cindy held up the nightie. It was a see-through baby doll top with matching panties. She looked at the other four slaves, wondering which of them was special enough to deserve a nightgown no matter how minimal it was. 
“It’s for me,” said Kevin.

“It’s for Kiki,” giggled Lori. 

“OK, for Kiki,” blushed Kevin. 

Looking longingly at the sexy nightie, Felicia said dejectedly, “Yeah, it’s for Kiki.”

Helen bit her lip and then said, “You’ll look cute in it, Kiki.” So would I, but it’s for Kiki. No argument from me.  
When Theresa, Joanie, and Paul checked on their slaves after the allotted time, Paul appraised Kiki and said, “Good choice. I want my special sissy boy to feel like a girl.” Thrilled, Kiki had to wonder, when did I become a sissy boy and why do I like the sound of that so much? 
Their mistresses and master showed the slaves where they would sleep which, to their disappointment, was not with their mistresses and master. They were taken to a room with cages, stalls, and open areas with tie downs that gave the mistresses and masters of the club a variety of ways to store their slaves like the mere animals they were. 
Hogtied, ball gagged, and put in a cage, Cindy wondered just what would have been her sleeping arrangements if they had put the nightie on the wrong slave. She didn’t consider this comfortable until she realized this was her normal nighttime attire. Grudgingly she admitted that after years of being a slave this was comfortable. 

Lori was ring gagged and leashed to the wall in one of the stalls with her hands tied behind her back. Comfortable compared to the hogties I’ve been in lately. Helen and Felicia were put in a stall together, ring gagged, and leashed to the wall with their hands and feet tied. Comfortable when you have someone to cuddle with, they tacitly agreed. Kevin was ring gagged and leashed to a tie down in the middle of the room with his hands tied behind him. How come they get walls and I’m out in the middle where everybody can see me? Guess I’m lucky to get clothes. With the lights out, there was no one to see him, but he still felt like he was on display. 
The child slaves didn’t understand the carrot and stick approach. While Cindy understood it, she’d only had the stick from Theresa for the past three years. She wondered at the change. Multiple orgasms for everyone all day long. Dressing Kiki up and treating her like a princess. Sure there was scrubbing the floor and whipping and humiliation, but then the rewards! When they’d hinted at no orgasms for the whole two weeks. What’s up? Even Felicia and Helen came away from Mistress Theresa with smiles. Wonder what happened with them? Maybe Mistress Theresa will claim them and then I can belong to Paul and Joanie. Wouldn’t that be wonderful? Oh… my… God... is that what they’re doing? Nice treatment so we’ll want to be slaves? And dammit, it’s already working. I actually enjoyed sucking off Kevin. He deserved it and I did it. Got my baby boy’s cum in my tummy and I had fun doing it.
She also wondered about the expansive facility they were in. It obviously didn’t come cheap. She didn’t think she’d seen the whole thing yet, but she’d seen plenty. Maybe there was even enough room for all the masters, mistresses, and slaves to be here at the same time. The club had grown so large lately and they needed a new place to meet for initiations and parties. 
*****

The next morning the slaves had chores to do, including learning where everything was in the facility. Bedrooms, bathrooms, playrooms, dungeons, equipment rooms, wardrobes, kitchens… they were expected to be able to fetch anything their master or mistress wanted without delay. It was then that they got an idea of the size of their new quarters. It was indeed large enough for everyone to meet, eat, drink, and spend the night. The slaves’ bedroom where the five slaves spent the night was able to store 50 slaves in various levels of comfort and each of the masters’ and mistresses’ bedrooms were equipped to hold their slaves if they wanted the slaves closer. 

They spent the late morning making sure the clean facility was even cleaner. There was an air of anticipation as they prepared for something without knowing what. Then, at noon, Paul and Joanie took Kevin to a private room and laid out his bitch suit. The 12-year-old stared at the suit. Yesterday he didn’t know what this meant, but today if he let them put it on, he knew just what was going to happen. His master bent his knee and Joanie pulled the latex sleeve up to encase his leg. Shouldn’t I stop them? If I don’t, then I’m agreeing to suck Master Jasper’s cock. Yeah, I should just say no. Just pull my leg away from Mistress Joanie. Or something. “I don’t want to do this, Mistress,” he said. There, that’s telling them that I’m not agreeing to anything. 
Expecting a reaction from his master and mistress, Kevin was surprised when Joanie just patted him on the head and the two moved to his other side and stuck his other leg in a sleeve. Didn’t I just say I don’t want to do this? You chicken. You’re letting them put you in the suit again. Do something. His other leg was helplessly trapped when Joanie said, “Yes, you do, Kiki.”

No, I don’t, thought Kevin, his head turning to glare at his mistress. All he managed was a submissive plea with his puppy dog eyes. Please, don’t make me do it again. They folded one of his arms and put it in a sleeve. “Maybe you don’t want to play with Jasper again,” acceded Joanie, “but you do want to make us happy. You are a good little slave girl who wants to please her master and mistress. If that means dressing up in a bitch suit and getting naughty with a doggy, then you’ll do it. See, you’re doing it right now.”`

They lifted her last arm, folded it, and made it disappear into helpless land and then tugged the edges of the suit down around her chest and belly. Finally, wearing the mask, she knew she looked just like a puppy girl with a boy part… crap, it’s a naughty boy part right now, isn’t it? I just held still and let them do it. Fuck, I’m getting nailed by Jasper again. I can’t believe that turns them on. Watching me get it from a dog. Jeez, just think about how hard Master Paul gets and how wet Mistress Joanie gets. God dammit, I can make them hard and wet other ways. 
“Good girl, Kiki,” said Paul, petting his puppy. “Sit. Stay.” Kiki sat. Kiki stayed. Kiki’s dread built. Unlike last time, Kiki wasn’t going to perform for them right away. What are they doing now, wondered the puppy girl as she waited. This is so screwed up. I shouldn’t have let them put me in the suit. Maybe if I’d suggested something else. I could be a decoration. I could watch Paul with mommy. I could sit in my box and wait for Paul’s balls to dangle in. But no, I had to just sit there and now there’s not a damn thing I can do. Everybody’s gonna watch and this time I helped. 
Paul and Joanie went to prepare Lori. The 14-year-old got no clothes. Using body paint, Joanie painted a bikini bottom on her big sister’s shaved pussy and ass while Paul painted a bikini top on the embarrassed girl. At first glance it did look like a very tight bikini, but it didn’t take much of an inspection to see what it really was. Not to mention that Lori knew exactly what she was wearing… nothing. I’m wearing nothing, but if I was wearing a real bikini, I could take that off and then I’d be naked. This kind of hides my tits and pussy and this isn’t coming off that easy. 
Mistress Theresa put Felicia and Helen into bunny costumes. They consisted of pink string bikinis that barely covered anything at all, cottontails attached to a butt plug, and bunny ears on a hair band. Felicia’s ears stood up, but Helen was a lop eared bunny. Cindy wore a schoolgirl outfit with a plaid skirt and bobby socks. As soon as she saw it, she knew the entire club was meeting. It was what her mistress always put on her for these occasions and she hated it.  

When the five slaves were ready, Mistress Theresa said, “Today is special fun. You all may cum as much as you can or want.” Leaving them to wonder what special fun was, she led the way to the meeting room. Theresa sat in a big chair with Cindy standing behind her and her two bunnies kneeling at her feet. Paul and Joanie sat on a couch with Lori standing beside the end of the couch closest to Joanie and Kiki at Paul‘s feet, Kiki’s leash in Paul’s hand. They found Mary had arrived, wearing a maid uniform similar to the one Felicia wore yesterday except she had no panties and she had a tray belted to her waist with a strap around her neck. Already proficient at carrying drinks on the tray, her hands were free so she could mix drinks and put them on the tray, but she wasn’t allowed to touch the tray. Without being told, she delivered a martini to Theresa and sodas to Paul and Joanie. Then she waited by the door. 
What’s this all about, wondered Lori. We’re all posed like we’re waiting for something or someone. Is somebody gonna walk through that door? Gawd, who is coming in? One of the other masters or mistresses or several of them? She and Kevin had met some of the adult owners and performed for them… sucking cocks, eating pussies, and getting tormented in various ways. Who else could it be? It’s gotta be one of them and look at how cute we are just waiting. 
Felicia was wondering the same thing, but without the knowledge that there was anyone else in the world who knew about them. Still, she’d already been surprised yesterday with the realization that Theresa was a mistress and Cindy was a slave. Somebody was going to walk in and she and Helen had no idea who. 

For Christ’s sake, this is private, thought Kiki. I did this for Mistress Joanie and Master Paul. They better not be about to share this… me as a puppy girl… me with Master Jasper… with Master Bubba or the Simons or Master Mark or… crap, they can’t do this to me. I’m not a freaking toy to share with everybody. I’m a boy inside here. A freaking boy who doesn’t want to suck doggy cock for an audience. 

The door opened and a big black man walked through. Fuck me, it’s Master Bubba. Kiki whined as she saw the head of the slave club walk in. Me sitting here like a freaking puppy girl with a boy part that everybody can see. It was suddenly very warm inside the bitch suit. 

Behind Bubba was a beautiful woman in her early 30s though no one could tell anything about her. Proud and successful, Maggie Owens was the vice principal at the high school. She’d been his slave for five months now, caught blackmailing some students to keep their drug possession quiet. She wore a red latex body suit so tight the outlines of her nipples, pussy lips, and ass crack were easily visible. She wasn’t sure if she believed her master when he often told her it was so tight he could even make out the mole on her left hip. A big red ball filled her mouth hidden behind the zipper in the hood. She was plugged front and rear, the vibrators humming away though she faced very painful consequences if she came.  Of course she was in six inch heels as he led her in on a leash. Blind and deaf, she had to trust her master to lead her safely which he did as she tiptoed deliciously just as fast as she possibly could to keep up with him. 
The janitor delighted in having the vice principal on his leash just as much as she hated it. Normally he arrived last, but in this case he wanted to watch the arrival of everyone. Only then would he peel off Maggie’s suit so everyone could see who she was and she could see them… teachers, former students, students, and future students. This meeting was her initiation, so she was unaware there was a slave club at all, let alone that she was the center of attention of a large gathering.  On the other hand, most of the adult owners knew who Bubba’s new slave was. 
None of the other slaves moved a muscle as he cruelly twisted Mary’s nipple, took the offered drink, and put his slave in place beside a chair and then walked over to admire them. “Mistress Theresa, I hope you’ve enjoyed the new accommodations. Ah, Cindy, always nice to see the President of the Board of Education.” He reached under her skirt and patted her shaved pussy. “My, my, such lovely little fuck bunnies,” he grinned down at the astonished preteens at Theresa’s feet. “I’m looking forward to playing with you two.” Moving on, he said, “Mistress Joanie, a pleasure to see you and your slaves again. Very kind of you to loan those two little tidbits to Mistress Theresa.” Sticking out his big hand, he said, “And this must be Master Paul. I’m Bubba.” 

Just as astonished as Felicia and Helen, but much less embarrassed, Paul shook the offered hand. “Pleased to meet you, Bubba,” he said, noting that Joanie wasn’t surprised. 
“Slut Lori, all dressed up for a swim,” he grinned at the 14-year-old, making her wonder just what would happen to the body paint if she did jump in a pool. Maybe it wouldn’t be so hard to remove these “clothes” after all. Remembering his huge cock in her mouth, she was glad his attention only lasted seconds. 
Then Bubba reached into his pocket and pulled out a dollar bill. “Don’t say I don’t pay my bets, Mistress Joanie,” he said, handing her the bill. “Didn’t think you’d really get him into the bitch suit. Can’t wait to see the show.”

Pay my bets? They bet on me? Kiki was beyond humiliation at the idea that they’d bet a dollar on whether or not his little sister could get him trapped like this. And Master Bubba can’t wait to see the show!
The Simons arrived next, Mr. and Mrs. Simon leading in their slaves. They still had Art and Tanya Johnson and delighted in teasing and tormenting the pedophile and his adorable wife. They were both naked, ring gagged, collared, and wearing six inch heels. She was plugged front and rear. He was plugged in the ass and his cock was in a restrictive cage. Expanding their horizons, Mr. and Mrs. Simon had “adopted” four children from Bosnia. The children’s lot in life was better than in Bosnia in some ways, but the adoption agency would surely object if they knew how the children were treated. Bounce and Tumble were 7-year-old twins, a boy and a girl. They wore collars, big floppy paws on their hands and feet, and floppy ears so they looked like puppies, though not nearly as authentically as Kiki. They’d been shocked at first to perform orally on Mr. Simon and each other, but by now they were well trained. Likewise, Mrs. Simon’s Aurora, 8-years-old, and Jasmine, 9-years-old, were well trained for anything their cruel mistress desired. True to the name of their Disney princess counterparts, Aurora wore a long blue gown and Jasmine wore a harem girl costume. 
While the Simons enjoyed their four preteen slaves immensely on their own, their child slaves had the added benefit of adding to Art’s torment. It galled him to know that he was their slave because he had been caught with little girl kiddy porn on his computer and now his masters had real live little girls for their kiddy porn play. The only difference was they had evidence on him. Pictures on his computer had enslaved him, but since then as a slave he’d been forced to have sex with little boys and watch his wife having sex with little girls and boys. The sum of the evidence was too damning for him and his wife to fight. And, of course, the worst part was when they bound him with a caged cock and played with the little girls right in front of him. In all the months since the children had arrived, he hadn’t been allowed to touch them. He’d felt their hot breath on his cock… seen their lithe young bodies up close… watched them do all manner of things with each other and their mistress and master… but never touched them at all. 

When Mr. and Mrs. Simon sat surrounded by their bevy of slaves, Mike Simon led in his devoted Kimmy. Now at 21, the young woman couldn’t imagine life without her master. Wearing a crotchless body suit with holes for her nipples, she still looked in her early teens. Having trained and given away Mary and Amy Clark, Lisa had hunted for a new slave and hit the jackpot. Harold Kimbe, a solidly built black man of 35, was one of her professors at college. With a taste for white pussy, he seduced his students with promises of better grades. Lisa simply threatened to expose him and he “played along”, not minding that the white pussy was in charge until it was too late and she had more on him than he could afford to have made public. His wife, also a professor at the college, was trying to get tenure and saw her hopes for that vanish when Lisa explained her husband’s indiscretions, so she fell in line two months after him. At 32, her dark, athletic body was in high demand among the masters. The real prize was the couple’s three daughters. Leena (14), Keesha (12), and Falina (10) were coerced by Lisa and their frightened, submissive parents into slavery as well. The freshman lived well in the Kimbe’s nice house just off campus while they lived in the basement. My, oh my, the pictures Lisa had of daddy and mommy Kimbe playing naughty with their little darling baby girl Kimbes was enough that the couple had signed parental rights to Lisa. It was no longer their responsibility to wonder where their daughters were after curfew and Lisa was a most adventurous parent. 
The Kimbe family was all naked, wearing white collars, tied with their hands behind their backs with white rope, hobbled with white chains, and gagged with white balls for the contrast. Daddy had his cock caged with a big plug up his ass and a raging hard on. A chain ran from the exposed end of his plug to the ring piercing his lovely wife’s clit. In turn, she had a plug in her ass with a chain that ran to the bouncy Leena’s clit… Leena’s plug to Keesha’s clit… Keesha’s plug to Falina’s baby clit. The five walked in like a line of ducklings. Lisa removed the chains connecting the family and lined them up with their backs to a wall.
Mary hustled to and fro, fixing and delivering drinks. Each time she delivered a drink, she was praised for not spilling a drop and then had a nipple or pussy ring tugged hard just for fun and then was dismissed with a slap to her ass. 

Watching the parade of masters, mistresses, and slaves of all ages, the astounded Felicia was easily able to tell owners from slaves. It’s not just me. Not just us. How many masters and mistresses are there and how many slaves? Who’s inside the red suit? It… she has tits, but jeez, she can’t see. Ohmigod, what would that be like? Then the Simons entered. Holy crap, they got two adults, even a man. What’s that on his cock? Ohmigod, they have little kids, too. All naked. That is so naughty. And another master with just one slave girl. And another mistress… ohmigod, a man… a woman… a girl… and another… and another. Jeezus, it’s a whole family. Gawd, just imagine… the girls can see their daddy’s cock. Even though each of the owners came over to look at her, it didn’t feel as bad to be a naked slave as she found out there were lots of other slaves. What did bother her was the addition of adult masters to her life. The men had all leered at her and she didn’t miss their bulges. Am I going to be with them? Are they going to molest me?

Steve Evans led in Dale and Beth Kemper. The cross-dressing husband was dressed in a slinky evening gown the way Steve liked to show him off while his wife wore a see-through bra and panty set. They both had ring gags to make their mouths easily accessible and his cock was caged under the dress. On his dad’s heels, Mark Evans led in his slave, his mother. The other slaves all had a story to tell of how they’d been trapped into being a slave. She was simply submissive. All her married life she’d submitted slavishly to her husband and then she was shocked and humiliated when she was her son’s 12th birthday present. She could still remember the moment when she was unveiled and her innocent (she thought) son said, “Sweet, now I own the bitch!” He led her in on a leash wearing a bitch suit similar to Kiki’s except instead of the whippet-like look of Kiki, she looked like a Rottweiler. Hidden inside a mask of a long snout, square jowls, a black nose, and floppy ears, the regulars knew it was Barb Evans. 
Theresa couldn’t resist saying, “That’s his mommy.” Felicia, Helen, and Lori looked appropriately shocked and Theresa looked at her slave Cindy as if to ask what she thought of a mommy in a bitch suit and the implication that went with it. 
So far Kiki hadn’t seen any new owners. He’d met them all at his and Lori’s initiation and mentally ticked off their names to be sure he remembered. Forgetting was big trouble. The four adoptions from Bosnia and the black family were all new sights though. From his position, he didn’t see what Mark Evans led in until she came around a chair and they were eye to eye with 10 feet between them. Holy fuck! That’s his freaking mommy in there. He makes her do doggies, too? Rotties? Jesus Christ, they are huge. In addition to the difference in size and breed, he saw her tits swinging free with pierced nipples and rings and chains on her navel and pussy. It could have been his mommy from all he could tell. He couldn’t see her face and she was pierced the same as Cindy. That’s gonna be freaking awesome to watch!
The boy tore his eyes off the other puppy as Mr. Amos led in his new slave. Twenty-one-year-old Jenny McBride was a student teacher at the high school where he was the principal. Emphasizing the tough economic times and tight job market, he hinted that for some favors he could assure her of a job. When the favors led to putting out for three underage owners, she had no choice but to become a slave. How humiliating it was that one of the boys was in her class. Wearing a prim and proper school marm outfit, she looked out of place with the other slaves. Aside from the collar, leash, and ball gag, she could have walked down the street like that. Unfortunately, she knew the gingham dress wouldn’t last long. 
The next owners were the underage owners that had trapped Jenny McBride, the “three amigos” as they called themselves. Luke Spahr (15), Kyle Klinger (13), and Jack Chance (13) led in their moms, Patti, Valerie, and Linda, respectively. The women had initially belonged to men in the club, but when Bubba and Mr. Amos found new slaves, they were given to their sons. The moms all had nipple clamps, ring gags, six inch heels, and plugs front and rear. The three were not denied orgasms, though cumming for their sons often made them wish they were.  The three amigos, the slaves’ own sons, regularly traded their slaves back and forth so the moms never knew who they’d be with for an afternoon of torment and sex. The rest of the three families followed on their heels. The 19-year-old Josh Spahr had his sister Wendy (17) and Jack’s sister Susie (16) on a leash and 10-year-old Tom Klinger proudly led his sister Grace (16) and Jack’s sister Debbie (10) into the room with the growing crowd. 
It was getting hard to see the new arrivals as they stepped through the door, but each master or mistress led their slaves in a circuit around the crowded room before finding a place to sit. Kiki couldn’t help but show off her naughty boy part as she sat on her haunches and watched the parade of slaves. Then, the worst possible thing happened. Kyle and Jack stopped in front of him with their moms in tow. “That’s Kevin Cooper, isn’t it, Paul?” asked Kyle, nudging Jack. 

“Yeah, that’s what I heard,” grinned Jack. 

“Sure is,” nodded Paul to their classmates. “Make sure you use him some time. He sucks cock like a whore.”

The two moved on, but as they left, Kiki heard Jack say, “Fucker’s gonna do the dog. That’s gonna be freaking awesome.” Hey, that’s just what I was thinking about slave Barb. Holy shit, they think it’ll be awesome to watch me! Get me outta here!
Last to enter was Bill Clark, Mary’s husband. Recently returned from Saudi Arabia for a few weeks, he led in his prize, his daughter Amy. Now 14-years-old, her hair was dyed blond and she had an all over tan that made her look exotically alluring. She had on a white leather body harness with a collar attached to straps that crossed between her growing breasts, above and below her navel, and then ran between her pussy lips and up her ass crack. After a year of slavery, she’d accepted that she’d been sired for the sole purpose of serving daddy as mommy’s replacement and more. She denied her master nothing. 

After leading Amy around in a circle, Bill stopped in the middle of the room where everyone could see them. Accepting a drink from the maid, he made sure Mary got a good look at the daughter she’d helped lead into slavery. Then he handed the drink to Amy. Holding the glass by the stem, Amy bent at the waist and put the fingertips of her free hand on the floor while keeping her knees locked.  With five inch heels that put the poor girl on her toes, the stretch showed off her flexibility and balance. At the same time, the hand with the drink twirled and lifted the glass without spilling the drop. Reaching up behind herself, she set the drink on a flat spot at the peak of her upturned ass. Then she put her second hand to the floor and stayed there, the perfect table holding master’s glass about waist high for him. 

The performance earned a round of applause, but the praise was all for Bill for training his slave so well, not for Amy for performing a seemingly impossible feat. Still, that’s what a slave was for, so she basked in the praise for her master. He was indeed a good master who trained her in many ways and she liked to show off just what a strict taskmaster he was. She was so proud of him. 
“Friends!” called out Bubba’s booming voice, loud so the entire room could hear. “We’re here to christen our new slave camp. I know you’ve all taken the tour and know your way around, but this is the first time we’ve used it. Feel free to share your slaves with each other, but we have some entertainment first. We’ll initiate her a little bit later, but now my slave is the first part of the show. She has no idea how many people are around her or who they are. I think I’ve finally got the perfect slave. She’s successful and well respected at work and in the community and a special treat for our teens. Some of you know who she is, but I’ve kept her identity secret from our younger owners so they can try to guess.”

Inside the suit, the woman didn’t know anything was going on. Music played in her ears and she was used to being led around blind and deaf on a leash for her master’s amusement. It fit her form so tightly that Lori thought, I’m not the only one wearing body paint. Maggie’s arms were trapped against her back, a limbless body thrusting her tautly covered tits out at the world. 

Now she stood still as he took the suit off her while leaving the hood on her head. Her master peeled the suit down so her tits popped out and then her belly and her pussy. She wouldn’t dare cover herself in front of her master and stood calmly on display for more people than she ever imagined possible. As the suit went past her knees, she helped by raising her feet one at a time and pulling them free. Wearing only the hood, the nude woman was strapped into a sturdy frame so she was spread eagle on her toes, a position she’d been in so often, she thought nothing of it. Unaware of the people around her, she waited in silence for her master. Naked and hanging here for the school janitor. Seemed simple enough at first. A little sex to keep him quiet. He just wouldn’t let it end. I can’t believe what I’ve sunk to. What’s he going to do tonight? Is there anything he hasn’t made me do? The once proud woman had an ample imagination and worried that Bubba might make each fear come true. Sometimes it was as if he could read her mind as he ticked off another of her fears, like the electric shock treatment he’d started last month with more juice than she expected. Other times he surprised her with things not even on her list of fears, like when she’d learned that Jenny McBride was a lesbian. Disgusted at Bubba’s order, she’d nevertheless “seduced” the young student teacher into a “consensual” lesbian affair.  
Then Mark Evans stepped to center stage and the hungry eyes left the bound vice principal. An initiation was always fun for the adults. The teens and preteens found it very exciting, especially since they were left to wonder who was hanging in the nude and waiting for her initiation. 
“I’d like to introduce the next part of the entertainment,” said the 20-year-old. “The woman I just call mom.” With a tug on her leash, he brought her to the center of the circle of people. They’d mostly taken their seats again, though the younger masters were standing to get a good view. “Dad, if you please,” said Mark and his dad let loose two male Rottweilers he was holding at bay. “The lucky boys are Sledge and Hammer and they are gonna pound this bitch for us.” As the dogs circled their victim, Mark said, “Sledge, kisses.” 
New to the role of being a bitch for a dog, Kevin assumed that Mark’s mom was not. Hearing the command to the Rottweiler similar to the command to Jasper to kiss him, he realized who had trained the whippet. Imagine that’s my mommy, he thought. As the big dog licked the snout of the bitch suit, his long tongue obviously reached into the woman’s mouth and the woman didn’t flinch a bit. Imagine that’s my mommy and Joanie is making her do this. It was exciting to watch and he took a few seconds to notice the owners were excitedly, intently watching as well. Men and boys sported bulges and the male slaves were in pain as their cocks reacted. 
To help get the male dogs in the mood, Mark had a female whippet, Shannon, that was in heat. He let Hammer get a sniff of the smaller dog’s cunt and the Rottweiler’s cock slipped from its sheath, ready to fuck the bitch in heat. 

“Hammer, fuck,” said Mark, sending the aroused stud to his mom. While Sledge continued to tongue kiss the bitch, Hammer’s huge bulk loomed over the humiliated slave. Quite gently the big dog grasped his bitch around the waist with his long front legs and pressed his canine hips against her ass, tentatively searching for entry. As Hammer’s cock slipped into Barb’s pussy, the gentleness was replaced by demanding, animalistic thrusts that forced the woman to brace herself and push back. Her body rocked and her tits bounced and swung wildly. As his target jerked back and forth, Sledge stopped kissing and stepped back, his cock hanging down in anticipation of his turn. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh, Hammer’s panting, Barb’s moans and grunts, and the crowd’s laughter filled the room. 
“Would you like to cum, mommy?” asked Mark. There was no response from his slave. “Well, answer me, mommy. Would you like to cum?”

She hadn’t cum in weeks and despite the horror of being taken by the dog, Barb felt the roaring desire for an orgasm. She didn’t want to cum... didn’t want to admit that the dog could make her cum… didn’t want them to know she’d sunk this low. Yet, if she didn’t cum, she had no idea when he would allow her to do it next. Best not to anger him. She nodded her head. The laughter increased and so did the heat in her loins. 
“You may cum, slut,” said her master. A wave of relief hit her and then her body convulsed in orgasm. Humping wildly back against her canine rapist, she came hard. With her body tensing, she heard the inevitable. “Cum for your doggy lover, you doggy slut. Show everybody how much you like doggy cock.” It was too late to stop now and the words only fueled her lust. Rocketing through a magnificent orgasm, she felt Hammer thrust his knot deep and tie with her. His hot spunk filled her and her orgasm reignited. Then the glorious feeling passed and she just felt used and humiliated to be tied in perpetual copulation. Nothing was happening except his knot kept her plugged to ensure his sperm went uselessly to her womb. 
It was this moment that Barb hated most of all. The driving lust and satisfaction of being taken by the dog gave her no time to think, just feel and react. Now she was immobilized, virtually hanging on the dog’s massive cock, with nothing to do but think. And it was a damned embarrassing position to be in when she didn’t have anything else to occupy her. She thought about the bitch suit, so impersonal, that turned her into a helpless toy for the big dogs. She thought about how demeaning it was to be reduced to getting her satisfaction from the huge animal. She thought about her son and how he’d refined doggy rape to such a fine art and how much he enjoyed doing this to her. Usually he made her do this at home, but not today. Now she thought about the audience of owners – men, women, boys, and girls – and listened to the voices. “Damn, they really look like they had a good time,” she heard a young voice. A girl, she thought. Thinks this is how I have a good time. No, not really. There was sarcasm in the voice of the little mistress. “Good show, Mark, you never cease to amaze me.” That’s Mike Simon praising my master for his ingenious debasement. Oh crap, it’s Steve. She blinked in surprise as her husband squatted down to look her in the eye and said, “Most men wouldn’t like to watch their wife cheat on them, but that was hot, sweetheart. You two were made for each other.” Having been a slave most of her adult life, Barb knew that he used the term sweetheart facetiously, rubbing in their marital relationship while reminding her that it was just a sham. 
When Hammer pulled out of her pussy, his cum was deep inside her. Mark let Sledge get a whiff of the whippet bitch and then said, “Sledge, blowjob.” At that command, the other Rottweiler rose and took her from the front end. His paws gripped her shoulders as he fed his cock into the open mouth of the mask and down the two inch long snout. His six inch cock was long enough to easily penetrate the slave’s ring gag and push deep enough to gag an untrained throat. The brute fucked Barb’s mouth as savagely as Hammer had done her pussy. 

“Felicia dear,” said Theresa, making the 10-year-old shiver in fear. The little bunny’s head turned to look at her mistress. “Go over to her and eat the cum out of her pussy. Suck it, slurp it, be noisy and messy, but get the dog’s cum out of her cunt. Now go!”

What? Are you serious? Do a complete stranger? Lick her pussy? With doggy cum in it? Her eyes were wide for a second and then, yeah, she’s serious. All the eyes in the room turned to her now that Mistress Theresa had given her an order. Oh holy crap, with everybody watching. I’d be in so much trouble if I disobey now. With an embarrassed glance at Helen, Felicia left her fellow bunny and crawled on her hands and knees to the back end of the woman in the bitch suit. Putting her hands on Barb’s latex covered hips, the 10-year-old pressed her face to the sopping pussy and ran her tongue up the slit. Tastes like pussy. A little bit of boy cum… doggy boy cum. Pushing her tongue deep, she found the treasure of warm, salty cum and licked. She put her lips to the fuck hole and sucked, getting a glob of cum as a reward. In surprise, she pulled back, giving the audience an incredibly erotic view of the strand of cum stretching from her sweet 10-year-old lips to the well used pussy. 

As she sucked in the strand, she heard Theresa right behind her. “Good girl, suck it all out and swallow it so everybody can see. They all want to see what Joanie’s little sixth grader slave can do.” As if she wasn’t doing a good enough job, she felt Theresa’s hand on the back of her head pushing her into the messy pussy. She slurped for effect, shivering at the surprise humiliation. “We’re all members of a club that owns slaves and today is your initiation into the club. As of today, you will obey everyone here just like you obey Joanie, Paul, and me. You will address them as master or mistress. This afternoon, you will go to each of the owners and make sure they’re satisfied. If you miss one… if you make somebody come find you, then you’ll be one sorry little slut.”
Holding the slave in place, Theresa addressed the owners, “This is slut Felicia. She is 10-years-old and really likes pussy. She sucks cock and takes it in the ass, but that’s not her favorite.” She lifted the pert little ass in the air for their inspection. “Feel free to use either her mouth or her ass or to spank her if she’s naughty.”
With Sledge taking her mouth and a little girl eating her pussy, Barb’s sexual excitement was renewed. Sure, Felicia was focused on emptying her pussy, but she still felt the girl’s chin pressing against her clit. It wasn’t hard to hold her hips still so the preteen lesbian could lick her pussy without interruption. When the dog came, she held his cum in her mouth, uncertain if she should swallow or keep it for Felicia. Thinking perhaps she might be allowed to cum, she was disappointed when she felt the tongue cease its task. 

“Well done, slut,” said Theresa when it looked like Felicia had emptied most of the contents of Barb’s pussy. “Now go back next to Helen slut and wait until the other initiations are done.”

 As Master Mark led Barb from the center of the room, Kiki felt a tug on her leash. It was time. Wondering how she could find the strength to do what she knew was required or even find the strength to say no… which would she choose? … Kiki covered the few feet to what had become center stage of a theater in the round. 
“Jasper, come,” said Paul. The dog trotted to the master. “Jasper, kisses.” 

Kiki didn’t resist the kisses from her doggy lover. The quick little tongue darted into the mouth of her mask, through the ring gag, and into her mouth. Without even being told to, she met Jasper’s tongue with her own, sharing the perverted kiss. How stupid would I be to argue over this? Yeah, just let the little bastard have his way with my mouth. Check it out, everybody. Here I am playing puppy girl and getting warmed up for the big event. Damn it, I’ll bet Kyle and Jack are loving this. Crap, my boy part is being naughty. How can this turn me on? Just when he was hoping nobody would notice, Jack said, “Fuck, you’re right, Paul. He’s got a boner. He likes it.”
Kiki blushed. Hey, what are you looking at back there? You like looking at another guy’s hard on? Crap, I can’t say that out loud. He’s not queer, he just likes embarrassing a freaking slave and I can’t say or do anything about it. Hell yeah, my cock is hard. Jeezus, this is so sick.
“Jasper, down,” said Paul after a minute of kissing. He took off Kiki’s snout and ring gag so the bitch could go down on her stud. If there was any doubt who this is, now they can see my face, thought Kiki. She caught Kyle’s and Jack’s eye, noting they were right in front, eagerly watching. “Jasper, blowjob.” Kiki heard the fateful command. 

Make me, thought the embarrassed puppy girl. It’s just too much with them watching. And all those other boys and girls, men and women. I am not a freak show. “I don’t want to do it,” she said. 

The room hushed and Paul’s jaw dropped. This wasn’t supposed to happen. His slave had done it yesterday, albeit reluctantly, and let them put on the suit today. Kiki knew what was coming and now was not the time to rebel. 

Before Paul could say or do anything, Joanie stepped in. “Let me, Master Paul,” she said, putting a hand on his chest and firmly pushing him back a step. She was disappointed in her big brother, but she wasn’t going to let Kiki get punished and forced to suck the dog’s cock. That would be letting her save face by refusing and then being forced. She wasn’t going to give the naughty slave the satisfaction. The more experienced masters and mistresses watched her with guarded approval as she took charge. 
Putting a finger between Kiki’s eyes, Felicia ran it to the tip of the reluctant puppy’s nose. “Aww, is my big brother embarrassed to suck doggy cock? They all know that you did it yesterday, Kiki. It’s not embarrassing. Know what’s embarrassing? Embarrassing would be if I squeezed your helpless little balls until you screamed like a little girl. Embarrassing would be if I spanked your ass until it glowed in the dark and then let you beg for doggy cock. Embarrassing would be if I hung you in the corner for the next 24 hours so all you could do is watch. Well, watch and hurt. Yeah, hanging by your arms for that long would hurt and you’d be watching everybody else have fun and getting hard and you wouldn’t get to cum. You’d make little whiny noises and hope somebody so much as looked at you. Embarrassing is just sitting there like a naughty slave. If you were the best running back on the team and they gave you the ball, would you say you don’t want to do it? No, but you’re the best doggy cocksucker in the room and I just gave you the fucking dog, so don’t tell me you don’t want to do it!”
She put her lips close to Kiki’s ear and whispered something and then stood up. Her brother looked up at her, trembling before her power. She had to do it with Kyle and Jack watching. Saying no to Paul was one thing. Saying no to her powerful little mistress was a whole different matter. Her stomach did flip-flops as she realized how much she wanted to please her. The puppy girl had meant to embarrass Paul, but Mistress Joanie had taken offense and, though unintended, she knew she’d embarrassed her, too. Her eyes fell on Kyle, Jack, and then Paul. “Mistress Joanie,” she said, repeating what her mistress had told her to say. “I didn’t mean I didn’t want to do it at all. I just meant I didn’t want to do Jasper. May I do one of the big dogs instead?” The words were horrific especially since… I’m asking my little sister in front of everyone!
Joanie chuckled and said, “Silly Kiki, they just shot off for the other bitch. You’ll have to settle for Jasper’s cute little one instead. Jasper, blowjob.”

Burning with shame, she was incredibly relieved at his mistress’ response. It was a test and I passed. Didn’t even use Shannon to get his cock out for me. Gotta go after it. Kiki licked the whippet’s balls and sheath, coaxing his cock into the open and then sucked on it. With his lips pursed around the slender cock, she blew the dog for over a minute and then she realized, know what’s really embarrassing? Being talked into sucking doggy cock by my little sister and she didn’t even have to lift a finger. Too late to stop now. For Christ’s sake! My naughty boy part is so hard doing it for Kyle, Jack, Paul, and everybody else just because my little sister wants me to. Beautiful, wonderful, powerful, awesome mistress. A minute after that she had a mouthful of Jasper’s cum and showed it to her mistress before swallowing. 

“Well done, Mistress Joanie,” said Bubba, tousling her hair playfully. “I’m not sure he even knows what happened.” With a nod to Paul, he said, “I’m sure you could have persuaded the bitch to do it, too, but it was nice to see why Mistress Theresa brags about Joanie.”

Quick on the rebound and with the help of Shannon this time, Jasper responded to the command, “Jasper, fuck,” and mounted his bitch. With a faceful of doggy belly during the blowjob, Kiki could hear Kyle and Jack laughing, but now she could look at them, meeting their eyes, as Jasper fucked her ass. For the full effect, Kiki’s mask was back on, but she had no problem exchanging the intensity of the humiliating moment with her eyes. Take my ass, stud. Do me, Master Jasper. Yeah, watch me, masters. I may have a boner, but so do you. Bet I’m gonna give you the best blowjob of your life pretty damn soon. Like a nightmare… fantasy… erotic dream come true. Jesus Christ, I’m gonna be so hard for them when I suck them off. 
With Jasper tied to her, Kiki heard her mistress ask, “Do you want to cum, pretty puppy girl?”

Kiki nodded her head. 

“If you want to cum, then throw your head back and howl like a horny bitch begging to show everybody how much you enjoyed that.”

Kiki paused for a second as she digested those words. Put on a show like that? Just how much do I want to cum? Then, she looked at the ceiling and howled. “Ooooo, oooooo, wooooo.” Lustily she looked to her mistress. Yeah, I want to cum that much!
“Yeah, like a naughty puppy girl is gonna get to cum today,” sneered Joanie. “I told them all that my good slaves can cum as much as they want today, but I changed my mind about you.” She looked around the group. “Hear that, everybody? This slut does not get to cum today or tomorrow. Nobody let my naughty big brother cum.” She patted Kiki on the head. “Now that’s embarrassing, huh?”
Though she felt betrayed, Kiki also felt a warmth that she couldn’t explain. It wasn’t until several horny, frustrating hours later that Kevin realized he adored his mistress even for that. He’d deserved that and he wouldn’t have respected his mistress as much if she didn’t punish him somehow. Denied orgasms was a wicked punishment that would last all weekend. His mistress would change her mind shortly, but even that orgasm would be like punishment. 
When Jasper finally pulled out of Kiki’s ass, she thought the ordeal was over. Her ordeal was, but Helen’s was just about to begin. The frightened slave had spent the last hour being a statue under the assumption that if she sat still enough, then nobody would notice a naked 11-year-old bunny girl. From the moment Bubba walked in and called her a fuck bunny, Helen knew something bad was going to happen, but she tried to pretend she was wrong. 

The parade of slaves was scary as Helen realized this wasn’t a game with just Joanie, but part of a larger world in which sex slaves were common. Watching Bubba strip his red latex encased slave, she was relieved that their attention was elsewhere. Her imagined safety was shaken when Felicia was initiated by sucking doggy cum from Barb’s recently fucked pussy. She’d heard stories about initiations. Gang members had to kill somebody to join the gang. College fraternities hazed their new members with drinking and sex and painful and demeaning ordeals. Of course a sex club would initiation their new slaves. She could only hope they’d forget to initiate the statue at Mistress Theresa’s feet. 

There was no way out for the little sex slave. Helen knew she could never tell her parents about what was going on. They wouldn’t understand and they wouldn’t love her anymore. She imagined how that would go. Mom, I messed up and now Joanie owns me. She makes me suck cocks and eat pussies. The words alone were obscene, let alone what she was doing. I’m a disgusting person who does disgusting things and I know they’d hate me. And explain why? This drug dealer thinks I cheated him. Why am I involved with a drug dealer? There was no way she could explain it without being guilty as sin. It was her fault and she had to live with it. Now it was worse. Mistress Theresa had made her feel really good by being really bad. She was a fuck bunny to a big black man. She’d seen men and women naked. She’d seen a dog fuck a woman and a boy. She wasn’t sure if she’d go to jail or to a place for crazy people or just to a foster home, so her only hope was to keep quiet. 
Then, the statue approach failed her. “Helen dear, go over to Kiki and suck the cum out of her ass,” said her mistress. There was only one thing in the world she could think of that was worse than sucking the cum out of Kiki’s ass… disobeying Mistress Theresa. The little anal slut didn’t hesitate. As she crawled over to Kiki, the full import of what she was about to do sank in. Felicia got to go down on a woman for her initiation. Not that Helen liked it, but she’d gone down on girls and she’d licked Joanie’s asshole. That didn’t seem so bad compared to what she was expected to do. She’d never sucked anything out of an asshole before… and it was doggy cum that she was going to suck out. Just how am I expected to do that?
Feeling all the eyes on her, Helen considered her disgusting task one last time, again deciding that disobedience was worse. She ran her tongue around Kiki’s asshole, tasting the salty, musky cum that had dribbled out. Whispers and titters accompanied her efforts as she thrust her tongue into Kiki to get more of the cum. She caught fragments of the whispers, “Amazing… good little slave… so hot… right in his ass.” As she pulled away, she heard gasps of delight at the sight of a long strand of cum from her lips to Kiki. Ohmigod, what am I doing? That’s doggy cum straight from Kevin’s ass. Cute ass. Like a girl’s ass. So sick, but they like it, don’t they? Hmm, thought it would taste like shit, but it tastes like cum. Gotta do it more. She assumed without question that suck the cum out of his ass meant all of it, not just some of it. 
Putting her mouth back to Kevin’s ass, she tongued it and then made a seal with her lips and sucked. Rewarded with a glob of cum that arrived with an audible slurp, she felt what so many of the slaves felt... the humiliation of serving in the most debasing fashion and the thrill that went with it. She’d heard Kevin’s punishment and vowed she wasn’t going to get the same. Maybe she could get somebody to play with her ass like last night and she’d feel good again. Maybe they’d just let her touch herself. As long as she was going to do horrible things she could never tell anyone, she might as well get that good feeling. 
The assembled owners watched in horny amazement as the 11-year-old cleaned doggy cum from the puppy girl’s asshole. Even if she was doing it of her own free will, it was an erotic sight. For these people, the control made it exquisite. Theresa stopped the little slave when it was apparent she’d done her job well. With a pat on the head, the mistress brought a tentative smile to the preteen’s angelic face. I did good!
Finally, the group’s attention returned to the bound vice principal who was unknowingly waiting patiently for her initiation. Bubba had kept her mostly to himself. He’d shared her with seemingly random young teens to bury her deeper under his control, but she had no idea he had friends and she had fellow slaves. Now, Bubba positioned Art at her ass, Cindy at her pussy, and Mary and Dale at her tits –all teachers at the high school where she worked, except for Cindy. 

On command, Art licked her ass, Cindy licked her pussy, and the other two teachers sucked on her tits. Inside the hood, the bound woman moaned in surprise and embarrassment as four mouths assaulted her naked body. They were all good at what they did and in just a couple of minutes, she felt an incredible orgasm building. Music still played in her ears, so she hadn’t heard the command to start and she didn’t hear the command to stop. Suddenly she was alone again and aching for release. Who is out there? Do they know who I am? What’s going on? 
The mouths returned and again she felt the undeniable thrill of an approaching orgasm. Prepared this time, she fought against the urge. Don’t cum. Don’t let him win. Don’t lower yourself to that level. She held on gamely, but then she couldn’t control herself. With perfect timing, the mouths stopped and she gasped in frustration. Damn, I lost it. He’s so much in control. I can’t keep from cumming, but I can’t cum. Fuck him! He enjoys this too much. Fucking janitor playing with the vice principal and he’s winning. A third time the mouths assaulted her helpless body and drove her crazy and then stopped at just the right moment. She wanted to scream. Then the music stopped and she strained to listen. 
“It’s time to initiate my slave into the club,” said her master. “She has no idea how many people are around her or who they are. I think I’ve finally got the perfect slave. She’s successful and well respected at work and in the community.” Since the adults knew who was under the hood, the introduction was partly for Maggie’s benefit, all the better to humiliate her. However, it was also for the benefit of the younger owners who’d been kept in suspense until now. They admired her full, prominent tits glistening with her spit, the shaved pussy that seemed to beg for attention, and her nice round ass, but they couldn’t identify the woman who meted out high school discipline with impunity. Her chest heaved from the intensity of her need, announcing unmistakably just how little control she had over her own body.
“In the audience, I see three former high school students, several current students, and even some future students, so I know there are some of you that know Ms. Margaret Owens quite well, at least by reputation. She is, of course, the vice principal at the high school… the youngest vice principal in the history of the school district… a great fuck, a great cocksucker, and a tight ass.” Despite the hood, it was obvious that the woman squirmed in discomfort and embarrassment at the announcement. Former students! Who are they and did I have to discipline them? Current students! For Christ’s sake, I’m ruined. Which ones and have I been nice to them? Jesus, he said I’m a great fuck, great cocksucker, and a tight ass. Am I expected to put out for students? Boys? Even girls? And future students! Just how young are some of them. Oh my God, I’m going to put out for little boys and girls. 
Hands touched her everywhere, caressing her bare skin. Sensuous touches to her tits and pussy, rough squeezes of her tits, and smacks on her unprotected ass suggested what they were going to do with her. Her master called out to people, not by name but he made sure he said some ages… 17… 15… 13! Oh my God! … 12! … 10? … No fucking way! What kind of people are these? Then the ultimate as Bubba called up Bounce and Tumble just for fun and announced they were 7-years-old and feeling up the vice principal. The little hands barely reached up to her tits. 

Then the zipper over her mouth zipped open and Bubba asked for the ball. She spat out the big, slick ball. There was a long pause and the sound of laughter. He told her to open up and take the ball back. Without hesitation, the woman opened her mouth and the ball was shoved back in. Tasting Bubba on the ball, she knew he’d stuck it down the front of his pants and rolled it in his sweaty crotch. “Best to keep the vice principal like that anyway,” he joked. “Nobody wants to hear what she has to say.”

Next, the zipper at the back of her hood slid down with a frightening noise and he peeled the hood down. For a few seconds she blinked in the bright light and then focused on faces... the closest faces, those that had obviously just been licking and sucking her. Mary Clark! And Dale Kemper! Teachers as slaves? Jesus Christ, they were sucking my tits! A woman was sucking my tits. Then lower, God no! Cindy Cooper! President of the Board of Education. I nearly came and it was a woman doing it. Looking back over her shoulder, she completed the tour of her body. Art Johnson! Are all the teachers slaves? Then she looked out into the room.  Mike Simon… he was trouble and I put him in detention a lot. He deserved it, but now what? Oh, God, Lisa Simon, too. So arrogant and wild. She was trouble. Luke Spahr. Such a good boy. Never any trouble. Jesus Christ, that’s his mom and his sister, Wendy. His slaves. Now where… She knew so many of the people, easily determining who was a master and who was a slave. Searching the room for the youngest, her eyes fell on the black family. Little girls all chained up. Professor Kimbe! Who else? Bunny girls. Holy fuck, I’m tied and can’t move with a freaking big ball in my mouth, a soaking wet pussy, hard nipples, and not a stitch on and everybody looks like they see this every day. Just waiting to humiliate me. Me! The vice principal! Suddenly the title didn’t mean much at all. Slave. That was the title that was important right now. 
The four slaves around her moved back as Bubba approached. He put ice to her right nipple. She didn’t see the point since it was already a hard bullet begging for a nipple clamp. When he was sure the nipple was as hard as it could get, but before it went numb, he picked up a needle. “Unnhhhh,” she protested into the gag, but as he took her nipple between thumb and forefinger and stretched it out, she was afraid to move lest he miss and do even more damage. “Aahhhh, gaahhhh,” she screamed as he shoved the needle through her sensitive nipple. “Gaahhhhh,” she screamed as her body surprised her with a tremendous orgasm. Mindless for several seconds, she finally noticed the looks of amusement and discovered she was wildly thrusting her hips. What the hell!? That was incredible, but what do they think of me now? I looked like a slut. 
Her master toyed with her left nipple and then ran a needle through it and she launched into an orgasm again. This time Maggie was fully mindful of the spectacle she was making, but she still couldn’t control herself. Her nipples were on fire… the pain and humiliation were sublime. In horror, she watched him pull out her clit and put the needle point against her skin. Don’t cum. Don’t lose it! “Eeyaahhhh, gaaaahhhh,” she squealed as her body betrayed her with another spontaneous orgasm. Watch the fucking pain slut everybody!! Theresa Wheeler! Mr. Amos’ freaking secretary… Mr. Amos… Jesus, even the boy and girl masters are laughing at me. Luke Spahr! He’s such a good boy, but look at the bulge in his pants now. Oh my, look at it. Is he going to use that on me? Damn, I’ll cum and cum and nothing I can do about it. 
One by one, Bubba removed the needles and replaced them with rings. She didn’t have any more orgasms as he pierced her navel and pussy lips three times and put rings in them and ran chains from ring to ring. Right in front of her she saw the rings and chains on Mary, Dale, and Cindy that marked them and now her as slaves initiated into the club. 

Mike Simon and Mark Evans started to untie her and she imagined they’d take her limp body, throw it to the floor, and rape her. However, when they were done they tried to get her onto her feet and ended up just laying her down as she lacked the strength to stand. Bubba gave her the rules and she learned he was the head of the club and she now belonged to all of them. “Even me,” said 10-year-old Tom Klinger, to her dismay and the amusement of the others. Bubba usually had the next line, but since he’d brought her into the club he’d delegated that to Tom. The boy removed the gag from her mouth and said, “Now, since Master Bubba discovered you, slave, you should crawl over to him and beg to please him first.”
Galled at taking an order from the little boy, Maggie knew she had no choice. Weak from the recent ordeal, she crawled to the big black man with Tom’s last word ringing in her ears. First. First. Please him first. Then what? All the others after that? It’s mid-afternoon and they’re just getting started. Can this go all night? “Master, how may this slut serve you?” she asked Bubba. 
Bubba removed his clothes and told her to lie on her back. Lowering his ass to her face, he said, “Lick my asshole, Ms. Owens,” he said with a laugh. “Shove that tongue up inside and wiggle it around, bitch.”
For the next 15 minutes, the defeated vice principal licked his ass, then his balls, and then his cock. Then, to the delight of the spectators, she took all 12-inches of Bubba’s cock down her throat. By then there were fewer spectators since the masters and mistresses had selected slaves to serve them. Some stopped to watch and some didn’t even bother. 

*****

Much as they wanted a shot at the new slave, the three amigos knew that Mike and Lisa Simon had scores to settle with the vice principal and it would be a while before she was free. To her horror, Lori Cooper found herself surrounded by the three boys right in the room with everybody else. “Always wanted a shot at Kevin’s big sister,” said Jack. 

“Yeah, gang bang the bitch,” said Kyle. 

“All three holes at once,” grinned Luke. 

Gang bang?! Hell, no, not that. Yet, on command, Lori sat down on Jack’s cock, taking him up the ass and Kyle slid his cock into her pussy. She turned her head to see Luke’s throbbing cock and he shoved it between her pretty lips. 

“There’s something about an older woman,” observed Kyle as he stroked in and out of her tight pussy. 

“Something about nailing a buddy’s sister,” added Jack. Both he and Kyle had seen Lori around even before they knew she was a slave. She was hot and, being two years older, pretty much out of their league. Now here she was sandwiched between them because she had to do whatever they wanted. Life was good.
For Luke, she was neither an older woman nor a buddy’s sister, so he said with a laugh, “Yeah, your sisters and my sisters.”

“Your mom and our moms,” retorted Jack. 

Lori listened to the banter of the three boys for half a minute. Older woman? Me? I suppose. Crap, one up my ass and one in my pussy…that feels disgusting. And a cock to suck. I can’t believe what they’re doing to me. Jesus, they’re all… boys… cute boys… horny boys… and I’m their toy. Sweet little cock up my… what? … no, it’s not… hard cock in my pussy feels so good… what? … since when… look at his face as I suck him off… so hot… fuck! It is hot! I’m tingly. Three at once! They all want me! Three cute, hot, young boys with cocks inside me. Pounding in me. Doing all the work. All I have to do is enjoy… what? … enjoy? … fuck, yeah! With permission to cum as much as she wanted, she just let the feeling take her. While the boys seemed satisfied with taking their time, she came quickly.
“Holy fuck, she’s cumming,” said Luke. “She’s a hot one.” Yeah, all for you. 
“Fucking slut,” agreed Kyle. He grabbed her tits and fondled them. Like my tits? Sweet!
“She just appreciates us,” said Jack. Damn right!
The slut might have thanked them, but she had a mouthful. Instead, she tried to increase the tempo of her cock sucking, but Luke wouldn’t let her alter from his leisurely pace. She came two more times before Luke unloaded in her mouth. Then, she came two more times before Kyle and Jack finished with her. That was incredible. Only one thing better than being gang banged by Kevin’s friends. She cast a sidelong glance at her little brother. And that’s having Kevin watch while they do it. Shit, he is so fucking hard just from watching. Dammit, they smeared my body paint. 
*****
When Lori was done getting raped, Kiki was still in the bitch suit, helpless to do anything except watch them tease her. Kiki watched eight orgasms between the four and then Tom leashed Kiki and led her off to the side. Lying down, the preteen said, “Suck me off like you did the doggy.” 

Eying the cute little cock, Kiki figured she didn’t have much choice and it was hardly a mouthful. She sucked in the little boy’s hard on, barely bigger than her own middle finger. 

“Oh yeah,” moaned Tom. “That’s sweet. I’ve had girls do it and my mom, but you’re the first boy. You’re a real slut. A real cock slut. You like sucking cocks, huh?”

Kevin nodded, figuring that’s the answer the little master wanted. Not that I like sucking cocks… well, maybe… I’d much rather have my cock sucked or fuck a girl, but it does turn me on. Freaking turns me on to be so helpless that a boy little more than half my size can command me to suck cock. Freaking cute little boy cock. Only girls and moms have sucked this cock before… Jesus, that makes it especially perverted… especially hot… freaking especially hard naughty boy part.  

Tom seemed to think so, too, as he said, “It’s weird. Making my mom do it is hot, but making you do it is even hotter. Watching you with the dog was cool, but this is better. Got a big boy sucking my cock. You can’t do a damn thing. I could do anything to you.” He abruptly pulled Kiki’s head up by her hair and scooted away. Coming back with a wooden paddle, he proved that he could do anything by swatting Kiki’s bare ass half a dozen times. With each swat, he taunted the trapped bitch, “Can’t do a damn thing. Fucking ass up in the air for me to spank all I want. Can’t do a damn thing.” 
When he was finished Tom laughed at the bound helpless puppy girl. “You got a fucking hard on, cock slut.” Reaching under Kiki, he stroked her boy part. “Just ‘member, you can’t cum,” he said as he jacked Kiki off. “Oh man, you like this, huh? Like having a guy play with your cock. I’m gonna see if I can make you cum and then you’ll be in so much trouble.” As Kiki whined, he chuckled. “Can’t do a damn thing. Yeah, try and stop me. So cool to fuck with a big boy.” He played with Kiki’s naughty boy part for five minutes, enjoying the whines of desperation he elicited before he stopped mildly disappointed he didn’t get Kiki in trouble for cumming. 
Kiki fought to keep from cumming and then in the end, was in awe of the little master. Oh my God! He is so exciting! Like a boy version of Joanie. Command me! Abuse me! Make me! Anything you want, Master! Jesus, I love little boys and girls! 
To Kiki’s surprise, the little master upended her, easily rolling her onto her back. Tom lined his cock up with Kiki’s mouth and said, “Open up, cock slut.” Feeling more like a seal than a puppy, Kiki opened her mouth. Tom shoved his cock in and fucked her face. “Suck me off, slut.” With the boy obviously excited at domineering an older boy, it wasn’t but a minute before Tom shot his load into Kiki’s mouth. 
Standing up, Tom looked down at the stunned puppy girl and sneered. “Jesus, you are pathetic. I just raped your mouth and you got a hard on.” Shaking his head, the 10-year-old left Kiki to her own thoughts. 
Damn, he’s cute. Nice ass, Kiki thought as she watched him walk away. And so freaking mean. I want him back. But I want to be able to cum. “Please,” she called after him. “I want to cum.” She shivered with a mixture of delight and fear as he turned back and looked at her, evil thoughts clearly running through his head. 
“Your mistress said you can’t,” Tom reminded Kiki. “But she’s not here, is she?” He knelt next to Kiki and put a hand on her chest. “Tell you what. I give you permission to cum, but you have to do it yourself. If you haven’t cum in 10 minutes, then the deal’s off.”
Ten minutes to make myself cum? Like this? I can’t reach my cock. Feels like it’s ready to explode, but I need him to touch it. Or somebody. “Please, Master, just touch it. Rub it and I’ll cum for you. Wanna see a big boy cum?” Or just wanna hear a big boy beg? Damn him. 
“Can you like raise your voice... you know, sound like a little girl?” smiled Tom. 
I can do better than that. In a high pitched voice, Kiki said, “Please, Master, let the puppy girl cum. Play with the puppy girl’s naughty boy part and make it squirt cum. And feed it do me. Feed me my own cum, Master. Make me a happy little girl.”

“Sweet, that sounds so desperate,” laughed Tom. “I said you have to do it yourself. No help from me.” He reached down and pinched Kiki’s nipples, teasing them to hardness. “Jesus, this only makes you harder, huh? I’m gonna play with the puppy girl alright. I’m just not going to touch your cock. Just gonna watch you suffer. C’mon, you got nine minutes to make yourself cum.”

Kiki squeezed her thighs together against her naughty boy part, but it wasn’t enough to make her cum. Then she got the idea of rolling to her tummy and humping against the cold hard floor. It wasn’t easy; she had to rock back and forth to build up momentum. She got halfway over before Tom pulled her back. “I like the view like this,” said the boy. “Flat on your back with your cock… naughty boy part… sticking up in the air and begging for somebody to touch it. Think you could suck on your own cock? Guess not. How about just stare at it and wish hard enough?” He resumed pinching Kiki’s hard nipples, effectively pinning her on her back. 

“Oh, God, Master, please let me turn over,” pleaded Kiki. “You can watch me hump on the tile and then I’ll lick it up.” I’ll just spewed a gallon or two of cum for you.
“Yeah, that would be fun,” agreed Tom. “But not as much fun as watching you try to figure out how to cum on your own. I was gonna go find my mom and make her do something, but I guess you wanted more of me. Know what she’s really good at? Ass licking. Since you’re lying around with nothing else to do…” He squatted down over Kiki’s mouth, facing toward her body. “I’ll just watch to see if you can cum while you get your fucking tongue as far up my ass as you can.” He sighed in contentment as Kiki’s tongue circled his asshole and then pushed in. 

“Nothing like having your mom lick your ass,” said Tom. “My sister does it damn good, too. Hey, you’re pretty good at it, too.” He let Kiki pleasure him for a minute and then said, “You got six minutes to cum. How’s that working out for you? Can’t believe you still got a hard on. That’s just gotta be so frustrating to be so close and not be able to cum. C’mon, lick me good and maybe you’ll cum just thinking about it.”

What the hell am I suppose to do? Kiki knew there had to be some way to get the boy to touch her boy part or bring over a girl slave or something. She just had to find the key. What does he want from me? Can’t very well beg now with my tongue up his cute ass. Jezuus, listen to me whine. Talk about desperation. Damn it, talk about humiliation. Licking ass and whining for somebody to touch my boy part. God! I am so close! It freaking hurts!
“Fuck, you are one hot slut, aren’t you?” said Tom. “You’d do anything to cum right now.” He shifted position. “Jack’s little sister is good at licking balls. How ‘bout you give it a try? Yeah, that’s good. Just like a little girl. Flat chested little puppy girl with a good tongue. It’s fun making a girl do this, but man, oh, man, I’m gonna be in 5th grade and you’re gonna be in 8th. And you’re licking my balls! Maybe when I’m done with you, I’ll go get your sister to do it. So cool making a high school girl do me. Fuck, you know, I could even get your mom to do it. I could get your mom to suck me off and you can’t even make yourself cum.”

Squeezing her thighs together, Kiki only felt the frustration of being almost there. I can almost cum, but I can’t. So freaking turned on just submitting to my little stud master… and the way he talks… oh my God, yes… I’m a big boy begging to a 5th grader… fuck, I wanna see him with Lori or mommy… do them right in front of me, Master.  Then Tom turned around and put his cock right in her face. “Suck me off, cock slut,” he said. As Kiki did her job, he moaned in satisfaction. “My cock in your mouth anytime I want and you can’t even get a girl to touch yours with a 10 foot pole. Bet you wish you had a sweet little mouth around your cock. Your mom? Your sister? My sister? How about that little nigger girl?” She wasn’t even in sight, but Tom remembered what she looked like. 
The little master stroked in and out of Kiki’s mouth leisurely at first, but then picked up speed as his little cock hardened. He filled the puppy girl’s mouth and said, “Hell, where did the time go? Your time’s up.” Putting his face inches from Kiki’s he said, “I never had any plan to let you cum. It was just fun watching you suffer. Your time’s up, so no cumming.” With a sneer, he left Kiki alone and didn’t come back even when she whined and begged. 

When it was obvious Tom wasn’t coming back, Kiki basked in the glow of being properly abused. Damn it, I wonder what Joanie would say if I asked her to bring Tom over more often. Crap, what am I thinking? I can’t ask for anything. All I can do is hope… hope… HOPE! Me want him!
*****
Paul changed Felicia into her skimpy, sexy maid outfit and took her to a private room where Mr. and Mrs. Simon waited with Art and Tanya Johnson. The master and mistress couple had loaned their adopted slaves to other members so they could enjoy this show. Pedophile that he was, Art was never allowed to touch one of the young girl slaves. His master and mistress loved to tease him in various ways. They showed him pictures of little girls while he suffered in pain with a cage on his throbbing cock. Sometimes they’d make Tanya lure girls off the playground and then seduce them right in front of him. Of course that had the added benefit of tormenting Tanya with the underage lesbian act. Now that they had underage slaves, the Simons could have the little darlings suck cock and eat pussy with Art watching, again with a caged cock. The frustration for the man was intense. Now he saw Felicia looking so sexy, he knew he was in for a rough time, except that his cock wasn’t caged. 
Everyone except Felicia and Art knew what was going to happen. Even Tanya had been coached to perform her role in teasing her husband. She hadn’t cum in weeks, so the sexually frustrated young woman wasn’t about to mess it up since her reward would be an orgasm. Art’s attention was ripped away from Felicia as his wife said, “Oh, my God, you’re just what I wanted, Master Paul. I was hoping you’d come see me sometime today. I get so hot for young boys and you’re so handsome and sexy. Ooo, I love 12-year-old boys. Their cocks are perfect and they have so much energy. I could eat you alive, hot stuff.”

It wouldn’t be the first time she’d been fucked by a boy in front of him. Luke Spahr, one of Art’s students, fucked her while he watched. Thrilled to strip, fondle, ogle, and fuck his teacher’s sexy wife, Luke had really rubbed it in. The difference was that time she hadn’t asked for it and she hadn’t cum. 

Art couldn’t believe the words that came out of his wife’s mouth. She’d never mentioned liking little boys and was never this pushy about sex. So what if she hadn’t cum in ages, she’d never asked for it. The bewildered man was even more astonished as she continued. “I haven’t had a cock in weeks. I know I shouldn’t ask, Mistress, but could he just jump me, take me, ride me hard, and put me away wet? Fuck me right in front of my husband, stud. I’ll do anything. Tie me. Whip me. Spank me. I’ll suck your beautiful cock, but please just bang the hell out of the teacher’s horny wife.”

Embarrassed to be saying these things, Tanya was just so desperate for an orgasm that she was willing to torment her husband by making it sound like she wanted the boy’s cock. My God, I’m so fucking horny that I’m begging for cock. I want him so bad… well, really, I want to cum so bad. I don’t want him because he’s 12, because it will hurt my husband, or because I it feels so good to trade my self-respect for a moment of pleasure… God, that does make it better, though… just want him… any cock… so I can cum. So now the 24-year-old waited for an answer from a boy half her age. She knew the answer would be yes, but what “foreplay” would she have to endure first.  
“If you’re so hot to trot, then you won’t mind if your husband has a little fun first,” said Paul. “I’ll bet he’s as hot for my little slave as you are for me. That’s fair, isn’t it? He gets her and then I get you.”

“Um… yes, Master Paul,” agreed Tanya hesitantly. Turning the tables on me? I beg to do it in front of Art and then he gets to do it in front of me? No, they won’t actually let him touch her. Yeah, I do mind, but… fuck it, I’m a slave and I’m gonna get screwed before I get screwed. 
“Sit there on the couch, Art,” said Paul. “Felicia, put on the same show for him that you did for me yesterday. Mr. Johnson is a creepy pervert, a dirty old man who likes little girls your age. He’s just never actually touched one so you’ll be his first.”

Digesting Paul’s words, Art sat on the couch. It certainly sounded like he was actually going to get to touch the little beauty. After nearly two years of being tormented with the images, he might actually get his heart’s desire. The look on Felicia’s face told him how shocked she was at the command. If he was going to get to touch her, it was because she was the subject of the torment this time, not him. His wife had the same epiphany. The newly initiated 10-year-old was being fucked with. She was surprised to discover she was happy for Art. 
Felicia’s jaw dropped when she heard what she was supposed to do. It was one thing to do it for her master, but for a creepy pervert… a dirty old man? With his wife watching? With the Simons watching? Ohmigod, I so do not want to do this. Which, she knew, had absolutely nothing to do with whether she would or not. She took a moment to compose herself. 
“Do you like my costume, Mr. Johnson?” she asked innocently. “I got it just for you.” She turned slowly so he could see it from all angles even though he’d already seen it. “I think it’s naughty, but then I like to be naughty for you. You like the high heels?” She turned her back to him and bent slightly, blushing as she exposed herself to him. “They make my legs look even longer. Sexy, huh? All the way up to my ass. How about the stockings? Sexy, sexy, sexy. All the way up… almost to my panties. You see my panties, don’t you? I got see through ones just for you.”

Turning to the front, she saw the scary intensity of his desire and faltered. He wants me so bad. What would he do to me if he could do anything he wanted? With a gulp, she flipped up her skirt. “I love it when boys look at my pussy. Makes me all tingly and excited. I know it makes you excited and that makes me excited. Know why I like to make you excited? Your cock is gonna get all hard for me and then I’m going to suck it.” Ohmigod, am I really? “Oops, did I say that out loud? Co-ock sucker, yep, that’s me.” Oh my God, that turns him on!
Looking away from him, she said, “Oh, what’s that? Hang on a sec.” She walked a couple of feet and bent forward, giving him a full view of her panties stretched tight across her ass. Holding that for a few seconds, she pretended to search for something on the floor and then straighten up with a giggle and come hither look over her shoulder at her master. “Guess it wasn’t anything at all. Did you see something over there or were you too busy staring at me?” Returning to him, she leaned forward with her hands on her knees and looked him in the eye. “See anything you like, stud?” She held that position so he got a good look down the front of her outfit. 

He was looking at her face, so without even realizing what she was doing, she held the position and looked down the front of her dress. Look there, dummy. I’m showing you my titties, so look. That was the whole point, so she waited until he realized he could peek down her front and see her chest. When he looked, she waited another couple of seconds and then straightened up. That was harder that it should have been. 
“Know what would be fun? Walking down the street like this. All the boys would get hard and there’d be lots of cocks to suck. Or maybe you could have a party and I’d be the maid. Maybe a boy-girl party because then I could suck cocks and eat pussies. Yum. Yep, only one thing I like better than dressing sexy.” She paused just to build the suspense and then said, “Stripping.”

Reaching behind herself, she looked at Paul and hoped he’d stop her. She knew he wouldn’t. This was a practiced routine and she knew she’d do the whole thing. And I know how it ends! Then she untied the apron strings and pulled away the white, frilling covering. “This OK with you? You don’t mind if I strip naked, do you? Sooo much fun.” Yeah, he doesn’t mind a bit. My God, I’m gonna do it for a man! She ran the zipper of the dress down slowly. “Ooo, I like the sound of a zipper going down. Means I’m closer to being naked for you.” She slipped the dress off and dropped it to the floor. After tossing it to the side, she played with her nipples. “Just a little girl,” she said in mock sadness. “No tits, but some guys like little girls. I’ll bet you’re all hard now.” Understatement. My God, I’m almost naked for a man! He’s hard and… dammit, I’m all squishy. Why?
The little tease hooked her thumbs in her panties and slid them down and off. “How’s that? Just my stockings and I think they’re sexy, so I’ll keep them. Makes me all tingly to be naked for you.” Yeee, it really does! “Now, may I please suck your cock, Mr. Johnson? I’m just so naughty, aren’t I? I love cock.” When he didn’t move, she pulled his knees toward her so he slid forward. “Like unwrapping a Christmas present,” she giggled. That sounded stupid. When I did it for Paul, I opened his zipper so it was like opening a present. Helping him out of his pants and briefs, she smiled at his cock like it was a real treat. “Guess I’ll shut up now and just do what I do best.” She leaned forward and ran her tongue all over his cock and balls, moaning in pleasure as she did. Then, she slid her lips down his cock to the root. 

“Holy Mary, Mother of God,” gasped Art as his cock disappeared down the little vixen’s throat. He felt like he’d been holding his breath for the past few minutes while she teased him. Until this moment he wasn’t sure she was actually going to do it. She’s perfect. A slave who’s no doubt done this a zillion times, but she still looks and sounds so innocent. Holy shit, maybe she hasn’t done it a zillion times. It is her initiation. Maybe I’m her first man! Flat as a board with a bare pussy and skinny hips. Perfect, perfect, perfect. And an angelic face with pouty lips wrapped around the root of my cock. That’s it, little girl, slide up and down… up and down… make my cock disappear… Jesus, all the fucking way down her throat. Fuck me, I’ll die if I don’t get to cum now.  He looked at Mistress Simon. 

“Well, of course you can cum in the little slut’s mouth,” said his mistress. “Anything you want for, shall we say 15 minutes? Felicia dear, take your time. Lick him, let him fondle… oh.” She stopped as Art lifted his dream girl up and sat her on his lap. Anything I want? C’mere, little girl. Daddy wants to play. He looked her up and down. He touched every inch of her body. He kissed her. She was every bit as exciting as he’d ever imagined. He sucked on her nipples until they were hard. Then he set her back down to finish the blowjob. 
Though she’d been a slave for months now, Felicia was mortified to be given to another slave as a toy. Not like he’s the least bit reluctant to take advantage of me. I mean, really… couldn’t he act like this is wrong? Like the proverbial kid in a candy store, he’s trying a little of everything… and that look… perverted delight and desire in his eyes… freaking sick! I’ve entertained Paul and Joanie as a decoration, as a maid, as a spanking target, and so many other demeaning things, but they all pale in comparison to five seconds with this pervert. 

Returning to his cock, she licked and sucked without looking at him. Creepy! So natural and sexy to look up at my Master Paul when I blow him, but I am so not about to meet Mr. Johnson’s gaze. Suck cock. Look down. Get it over with. Mr. Pervert is so excited. Won’t be long.  When he came, filling her mouth with gobs of thick semen, his 15 minutes weren’t up yet. She passed the rest of the time standing in front of him, turned this way and that so he could admire her tight little hard body. Enjoying this, pervert? Creepy, shivery… get me outta here, Master. Please. 
Then Mistress Simon took her back and tied her arms behind her back. That didn’t do much good for her. The pervert was still staring at her and she couldn’t do anything to hide from his hungry eyes. “Now show him how a little girl eats pussy,” said her mistress. Ohmigod, I’m still putting on a show for him. She knelt and lapped at the woman’s pussy in total humiliation. 
Slaves were getting rewards. Tanya had been happy for her husband; he’d finally gotten what he lusted for. It wasn’t pleasant that he’d enjoyed the little thing more than he’d ever enjoyed her, but she knew it had never been pleasant for him to watch her while she feigned lust for little girls right in front of him. She had the cure for her discontent. It would be humiliating, but she had little pride left. “Please, Master Paul, fuck me. Put your beautiful cock in my pussy and ride me hard. My husband won’t mind. He’d rather play with little girls and I’d rather play with little boys.” Given her limited choices, she was telling the truth. 
“Lie back and spread your legs, slut,” said Paul casting a grin at Art. Tanya was a beautiful young woman who looked like she could have her pick of the men and now she was asking for his cock. He’d fucked women, but never one with her husband watching… her slave husband who couldn’t do anything but watch. “Yeah, I’ll give you what you want.” As she lay back on the thick carpet, he added, “I’ll give you what your husband can’t.” He knelt between her legs and paused to rub the head of his cock in her dripping slit. “Now beg for it.”

Without hesitation, Tanya said, “Please, Master Paul, will you please put your gorgeous cock in my unworthy pussy? I want to make you happy. I want to make a 12-year-old boy happy with my pussy. Please, fuck me. I’m begging you. Take me right in front of my husband. Show him how a master makes his wife feel. Show him a boy can do me better than he ever did.” With her hands on her thighs, she spread them wide. “Come fuck the teacher’s wife. Please, I want to cum and I want your cock to do it. May I feel your cock inside me and may I cum?” His delay made her wonder if she was going to get his cock and that made her sound even more desperate. “God, Master, I’m just a cunt for you to fuck… another man’s wife… a horny slut who likes little boys’ cocks.” Oh my God, what if he doesn’t fuck me. After all this, what if I don’t get to cum? Gotta grovel better. What a slave wants isn’t important. Make it sound like I don’t want… deserve an orgasm. She added pitifully, “I don’t even need to cum, Master. Just your cock inside me is reward enough.”

“You are a horny bitch,” said Paul. 

“Yes, Master, a horny bitch and you’re so big and hard for me.” I’m getting to him. My words are exciting him. He’s teasing me, but I’m teasing the little boy right back. Look at his throbbing cock. He wants me so bad yet he has the control to make me beg. Tingly… horny… freaking humiliating and wildly tingly… like a keen edge that cuts straight to my clit… need him… need him… now. What does he want me to say? “Would you like me to suck it? I love sucking cocks for my husband. Even better, make him suck it to get it ready for me. But you don’t have to. I’m ready for you. Please, I’m just so turned on by your cock… begging for cock so everybody knows I’m a horny bitch.” She shivered with lust. 
Without a word, Paul pushed his cock slowly into the desperate slave. “Oooo, yes, Master. That’s what I need. Oooo, watch him fuck me, Art. Watch me put out for a boy. Watch me get used by a boy… nothing but a fuck hole for him. Damn, I love boys.” That’s a lie, but dammit… so electric to tease Art like that. Little boy cock in my pussy and it feels so freaking wonderful. Haven’t had a live, warm cock… just plastic dildos… for so long… my God, it feels so good… little boy cock feels damn good.  Surprise, you stupid horny perverted bitch! You want the little boy! “Oh, yeah, play with my tits,” she cooed as his hands cupped her sensitive mounds. “Lookit, Art, I got a boy feeling me up.” 
The young master slowly fucked her, patiently letting his arousal build. He was hard and ready and he knew a quick fuck would get him off, but he wanted to listen to her erotic pleas a little bit longer. It was hard to hold off, but he managed for a couple of minutes until he was certain she was fighting just as hard. She didn’t have permission to cum and begging became hard work between moans and pants and distracting arousal. “Please… Mas… Master, may I… hunh… cum? Pleeeese, cum in… in me and let me… too. Love… love your cock.” So hot… hurts so much… so close… I hope he lets me cum. 
He grabbed her nipple rings and pulled on them, stretching her nipples and forcing her to arch up. “Ahhh, God… hunh… yes, Master. D-do you… oh… hunh… like to hurt me? Hunh… lookit, Art, he’s… he’s raping me… and… ahhhh… hurt… hurting meee aahhhh. Fuck, I’m a… gahhhh… little boy’s dree… oooo… dream. Just a toy for him. Any… ahhh… anything he wants from your wife.” My God, that feels so… good… incredible… exciting. Hurting me. Teasing Art. We’re teasing Art. 
“Yes, you may cum, you horny bitch. Fucking wind-up toy all wound up.” He started fucking her hard and fast, intent on his own orgasm now. “Show me how you like little boys.” Another five seconds he felt his cum rise. Her pussy tightened around his slender rod as her entire body tensed in ecstasy. His thumbs were still hooked in her nipple rings, but his weight was forward, hands pressing her down as he thrust deep into her with wild abandon. They rutted for half a minute as he shot his load and then simply enjoyed the feel of her tight grip on his gradually shrinking cock. She came the whole time, filling the room with incoherent screams of pleasure. 
When he rolled off his conquest, Paul said, “Art slut, get over here and clean out her pussy. Eat my cum out of her and swallow it all. I enjoyed the bitch a helluva lot and she enjoyed me and now you can enjoy my cum. All I want from you is to clean up your messy wife. And you, you horny bitch,” he said to Tanya. “You may cum as much as you want until he’s done. Show me how much you love watching him slurp up little boy cum from your fucking cunt.”

With her husband dredging up Paul’s cum, Tanya came two more times. It wasn’t that she found it so erotic to watch him lap up strands of cum. She was just hot and horny and wasn’t about to pass up the opportunity to cum. 
When Paul was satisfied Tanya’s pussy was clean, he added one last indignity. “Clean off my cock, teach. Suck it and lick it. My cock and balls.” With his cock in Art’s mouth, he chuckled, “This is how you can thank me for fucking the horny bitch for you.” 
Dammit, watched a 12-year-old nail Tanya. My wife! Begging and pleading for his cock and he gave it to her right in front of me. She’s so sexy, so beautiful, and all I ever get anymore is the chance to watch her. All because I had pictures and videos of cute little girls naked. Never thought it would be this bad. Sex slaves to them all And me! Forced to suck and lick his cock and gobbled down his cum. It’s just not fair. It sucked before, but now they’re into kids just like me and I all get to do is watch. Watch her with men, women, boys, and girls! Fuck! I hate the taste of cum and the feel of a cock in my mouth and I cleaned her up for a boy. I finally got a little girl and then I have to serve a boy. 

When his cock was clean, Paul led Felicia out of the room, leaving the two doms and two slaves to their fun. “You’ve pleased Master Simon and Mistress Simon,” he told his petite slave. “Don’t forget that you have to pleasure the rest.” He patted her on the butt and sent her off. “Go find a master or mistress and do whatever they want.” Then he went to find another slave for himself. There were so many to choose from. 
*****

As much as Mike Simon wanted to humiliate the vice principal who’d made his life miserable during high school, he had another slave that he wanted to play with first. When Lisa came to him about blackmailing two little girls, he was willing to help. Then he’d seen the prizes. He’d wanted Helen ever since.  
She’d just finished sucking cum out of Kiki’s ass when a man approached her. Helen had been watching a seemingly endless parade of masters and mistress with their slaves… tits, cocks, pussies, and asses on display. The 11-year-old scarcely had time to look at faces. Now she looked at the first of her many duties for the day and gasped in shock. The drug dealer! Thinks I cheated him! Mistress Lisa said she’d protect me from him… save my life… now he’s here. Holy shit, I hope he just wants sex. 
“Little fuck bunny,” said Mike, echoing Bubba’s words as he toyed with her lop ears. Based on the look of horror in her eyes, he knew he didn’t have to remind her who he was. The whole scenario had been a setup to trap her into slavery, but she didn’t know that and he wasn’t going to set her straight. The fear in her eyes was exciting. She’d returned to a kneeling position and pulled her to her feet. Removing her cottontail butt plug, he tossed it aside. Then he caressed her soft young body with a tenderness that surprised Helen. 

Did I just wish he just wants sex? He’s like old and I’m 11… and I hope that’s what he wants? Mmm, yeah, fuck bunny sounds promising. Helen stood with her heart fluttering and butterflies dancing in her tummy as his hands wandered over her naked body. Jeezus, I’m 11 and he’s feeling me up. His slave has little tits, but bigger than mine. Does he like little ones? He likes young girls? OK, he likes me. Warm… comfort… nice… not scary… handsome… wants me… wants me alive to play with… mmm, play with my ass… touch my pussy… so gentle. Better than sucking cum out of Kevin’s ass. “Yes, Master.” What do you want? “How may I please you, Master?”
“Suck my cock,” said Mike, pleased with her response. He’d only seen her in clothes before and now that he had the chance to admire her preteen body, he was even more impressed with her. His slave, Kimmy, looked young in face and body, like she hadn’t felt the full effects of puberty and never would. This little thing had definitely not entered womanhood yet. As she knelt to suck his cock, he didn’t miss the change from fear to acceptance… no, it’s relief … submission … eagerness? … does she want this? Not what Mistress Theresa said about her. 
When his cock was slick, the college sophomore backed away, sat on the couch, and picked up the 6th grader. With her facing him, he lowered Helen slowly to put his cock to her tightly puckered little asshole. The slave was still too young to fuck in her pussy and Mistress Theresa said she liked it in the ass. “Put it in,” he told her. 

Put it in? My ass? The little girl blushed. He’s going to find out… what I found out last night… unless that was just a fluke.  She reached down and spread her ass cheeks. With one hand spreading her open, she took his cock in her other hand and lined it up. Don’t look like this is a good thing. You’re being raped by a man. He’s using you for his own pleasure. With a little wiggle, she lowered herself to take an inch of his huge cock. “You’re too big,” she protested for effect. Then she dropped more, taking three inches of his cock. Oh my God, that feels incredible… right up my ass… like Felicia did last night only… only… he’s a guy… warm… hard… in me… guy… man… in me… wow, he likes it. 
As the little girl settled down, first she acted like she couldn’t and then before he could say or do anything, she took his cock in her ass without batting an eye. Mike knew it was that initial penetration that was hardest and she’d taken it easily. She’d said he was too big and then proved herself wrong. “You don’t like big things up your hot little ass?” he taunted. “Sit down. I want to feel your cute little ass on my thighs. My cock all the way up your ass.”

“All… all of it?” stammered Helen. No shit! You’re gonna be Felicia and poke me in the ass? You’re gonna be a handsome Felicia and hold me while you poke me in the ass? “Hummmph,” she grunted as she sat all the way down. “Yes, Master,” she gasped. Woohoo, fucking big damn dick up my ass. Way better than I thought he’d do to me if he ever caught me. 
With a naked 11-year-old riding his cock, Mike was in heaven. She was enjoying it, but he knew better than to acknowledge that fact or to encourage her. He put his hands on her hips and pulled her up, nearly freeing his cock from the tight space, and then pulled her back down to bury himself to the hilt. Repeating that for half a minute, he relished the tightness of her ass and the incredible look of bliss on her face and then said, “You’re a slut and I’ll use your ass for my pleasure. Your mistress said that you may cum as much as you can. You may cum until I do.”
As his words sank in, Helen wondered what to do. I may cum until he does. Can he tell? Does he know I’m so damn hot? Taking him up the ass. Oh, oh, yeah, bounce me… again… again… faster… fuck, all the way… up… in me… can’t you get deeper? … faster? … do it. Can I cum just… no, not without… is this OK? She tentatively reached a hand to her clit and rubbed. When there was no objection… Jeezus, he’s smiling… he wants me to… fuck, I can’t help it… shouldn’t… but can’t stop it. Yeah, you fuck my ass and I’ll play with my clit… big… deep… feels good… tingly… up inside me… again… do me, stud master… you do the work… rape my ass… and I’ll… “ Jeeeeesus, cummmmming,” she squealed abruptly, surprising even herself. 
Ten seconds later, her exquisite orgasm subsided and she wrapped her arms around her master’s neck and leaned against him. Comfortable in his arms, she hung on for dear life as he did all the work. He hadn’t cum yet, so he kept pulling her up and down, thrusting his hips up to meet her downward plunges. The tightness was wonderful and he knew he was going to cum soon. She was a preteen dream, enjoying him as much as she was enjoying him. 

For another 30 seconds, Helen let herself be impaled over and over and then she sat bolt upright. “Fuck no,” she gasped, locking eyes with the powerful master. “I’m gonna…” My God, I can’t… can I? Going to… for him… faster… “Faster” … harder… “Harder” … deeper… “Take my ass, Master! Cum in me!” He’s not there yet and I’m… She launched into a second orgasm as he thrust deep inside her. “Yeeeoooww, yeeeoooww, yeeoooww,” she squealed with each thrust as she came. To Mike and the others in the room, it didn’t sound a bit like she was in pain. It was more like a wild woman expounding on her pleasure to the world around her. 
As she came, Helen felt the warmth of his cum fill her. The strain on his face was unmistakable as he thrust inside her over and over, sharing his orgasm with her. The two were tied as surely as two rutting dogs as each took the most pleasure they could from the other. Then Mike leaned to the side and pulled his preteen ass fuck down with him.  

The 11-year-old didn’t even think about what had just happened. Her master’s cock was still embedded in her, though it was slowly shrinking. His arms were around her, pressing her warmly to him, and of course she mistook that for love. She existed at a level of bliss that she’d never thought possible. “Mmmm,” she softly purred against his strong chest. This is what it’s all about. He’s the master and I’m the slave… only it’s different. He knows how to treat a slave. He makes me want to be his. He doesn’t make me eat a pussy; he makes me ride his cock… glorious, manly cock that a girl should ride. He makes me feel like a… woman. If I’m gonna be a slave, then he’s the one I want as my master.
As Helen slowly extricated herself from his arms, Mike opened one eye to watch her warily. She gave him a little smile to assure him she wasn’t trying to get away. Slipped off the couch to the floor, she knelt beside him and took his soft cock in her little hand. To his surprise, she licked the tip and then sucked half of it into her mouth. He couldn’t believe she was cleaning her shit off his cock on her own. She was a real anal slut. 

The little slave couldn’t help herself. What am I doing? It was just up my ass. Gawd, he made me feel so good… gotta clean him off. I owe him. Thank you, Master. This is how much I liked it. “You’re a real anal slut,” her master said. Anal slut? That sounds nasty… is that good? Does he like anal sluts? Gawd, I can taste my poop… oh, God, no… I like it… I like the way he felt in me, the way he’s looking at me now, and the way his cock tastes… crap, I like being his anal slut.
When her master’s cock was completely clean, Helen stretched up and kissed his cheek, amused at his surprise. She glanced at Kimmy, who was at the moment being fucked by Bill Clark, and then back at Mike. “Master, get rid of her,” she said. And keep me instead.

Mike was indeed surprised that the little girl had enjoyed the moment as much or more than he had. Thrusting into a preteen’s ass had been one of his best orgasms. Watching her clean his cock was erotic and then she surprised him in another way. After what she’d just done, a kiss to his cheek was just the opposite, an innocently endearing expression of her devotion. As a consummate master, Mike could take it no other way. She felt love and he saw submission, an eagerness to please. Then she implied she could replace his beloved Kimmy. He smiled at her innocence. Therein lay Kimmy’s appeal. She had vanquished puberty to retain the look of a young teen. She would forever have slender hips, small tits, and a pert little ass. As Kimmy slowly aged, Helen would most likely rocket past her to have broad hips, womanly tits, and an ass that looked like it had been stretched sideways on a rack. Helen would be a dalliance while Kimmy, much as she disliked it, was a long term commitment. 
“Slut, you are Mistress Joanie’s slave,” said Mike, pushing Helen away firmly. “Your ass is tight, but that’s all you’re good for. I think your mistress is wrong to let you cum so much and I’ll have a talk with her.” He nodded toward Kimmy and added, “When he’s done with her, go suck the cum from her cunt and then use your tongue to make her cum three times. When you’re done with that, go find another master to please. And don’t let me ever catch you sitting around and doing nothing. If nobody wants you, find another girl slave and eat her over and over until somebody stops you.”

The little girl had never before offered herself wholly to anyone and now on her first time, she tasted the bitter pill of rejection. He’d given her pleasure beyond her imagination and suddenly she was reminded that her pleasure was just a side effect of his. It was Mistress Joanie who was responsible for her orgasm, not Master Mike. Now he was threatening to take away Mistress Joanie’s favor. Feeling a coldness she’d never felt before, Helen slunk off to wait for Master Bill to give her something to suck from Kimmy’s cunt. 
*****

Finished with Bubba, the shocked vice principal watched as masters and mistresses scattered to find the slave of their choice. She’d be perfectly happy if no one so much as acknowledged her existence except for one thing. Master Bubba had told her she was to please every master and mistress in the room. There would be hell to pay if she didn’t.  Impossible! There’s a 10-year-old boy… a 10-year-old girl… more boys… men… women… oh, for God’s sake… they expect me to please a woman? Make a woman cum? And I don’t suppose it will be with my fingers… yuck! Gag me with a spoon. She’d only had to service Bubba’s big cock and some boys, never a woman. 

With dread, she had just a few seconds to watch her superiors pair off and then Lisa Simon stood half a room away, caught her eye, and slowly stripped. She watched with morbid curiosity as the teen casually exposed herself. The former student came toward her, sending a shiver down her spine. She’s the first… of many. Lisa stood over her. “Never done this before, I suppose, slave,” said Lisa. Before the slave could even wonder which of the many things she’d never done before, Lisa continued, “Never had to please someone besides your master, Bubba.” She paused for effect. “So, let me start you out right. Say, how may I please you, Mistress.”
Bubba was right that Maggie was ready for her initiation. She was deathly afraid of her master and the positions he tied her in, the implements he used on her, and veiled threats of even worse. Though she was horrified at what lay ahead of her for the afternoon and evening, she wasn’t about to refuse. The fact that she was naked amongst parents and students that knew just who she was made this excruciating. The fact that she was a slave to former, current, and future students was galling. The fact that she was about to have sex with a girl and then with boys, women, and men – every one of the masters and mistresses – was horrific. Yet, Bubba’s strict hand was undeniable. “How may I please you, Mistress?” she asked of the student she’d had in detention many times. How will you exact your revenge on me? How much will I regret disciplining you? How was I to know I’d be kneeling in front of you one day and asking to please you?
Lisa dropped into a big soft chair and then scooted her ass to the front edge. “Bubba says you hate to lick pussy, Ms. Owens,” she said, emphasizing the slave’s name and the implication of lost authority. “I want you to demonstrate your obedience. Get your stupid ass over here and get a taste of pussy. No, wait… I’ve got a better idea.”
Resigned to her fate, Maggie steeled herself to go down on another woman and then Lisa had “a better idea.” The slave had no doubt that “better” was a matter of perspective. The girl… my mistress… don’t forget or Bubba will make you pay… stood and walked a few feet away. Maggie watched as Lisa picked up a leather paddle and turned back to her. Oh, fuck me… no, not that. She looked around and saw way too many people. Mike Simon… Master Mike… is fucking Helen... in the ass! Jesus, she’s just a little girl. Boys are gang raping Lori… holy shit, she’s just a little girl. A little boy… was it Tim… or Tom… is playing with the puppy girl… Kiki’s really a boy, but gay as hell. And I’m about to get spanked. Oh, fuck. 
“Bend over the couch, slave,” said Lisa evenly. 
Maggie bent over the couch without hesitation. She’s been doing this a while. It wasn’t a dare. It wasn’t a request. It was just a do it… not even an or else… just do it. 

“Stand up and face me, slave,” said Lisa. 

What the fuck did I do wrong? Maggie’s blood ran cold just at the tone of Lisa’s voice. It was Bubba’s commanding voice in the rich alto pitch of a girl used to commanding others. 

“Bend over the couch, slave,” said Lisa. 

The slave stared at her mistress for a second. What did I miss? Then she said, “Yes, Mistress.” She turned and bent over the couch again. 

“Better, slave,” said Lisa. “Suppose I tell Bubba that you failed to call me mistress… that the very first mistress to spoke to you was treated like a schoolgirl?” She rested a hand on the slave’s ass and was pleased that the woman jumped in fright. “I’d like you to pick a number of swats I should give you to make up for that insult.”

“M-mistress Lisa.” Fuck me, what does she want? I’ve never done this before. Never been with another mistress. Never had to set my own punishment. Never had to cower in fear in front of a student. What the fuck do I do? “I… I… a slave doesn’t get to decide anything… you… umm… you should… umm… Mistress Lisa, spank this slave as much as you want.”
“Very good, slave,” said Lisa. “I will decide how many swats you get. What I want you to do is this… when I swat you, I want you to stand up, turn away from the couch to face into the room, and yell… yell, you got that… my wonderful mistress just swatted my naughty fucking ass. Thank you, mistress. That was number one of the many that I deserve. Please spank me again. Then you will bend over and offer me your ass again. Questions?”

“No, mistress,” said Maggie, blushing furiously just at the thought. 

Lisa pulled back and swatted the vice principal as hard as she could. Maggie yelped and then jumped up. “My wonderful mistress swatted my naughty fucking ass. Thank you, Mistress. That was number one of the many that… that I deserve. Please, spank me again, Mistress.” Her face was bright red as she turned and offered her ass again. Everyone looked. Everyone knows. Fuck, I just humiliated myself in front of everyone. Naked with even the little boys staring and now I just bent over. Spank me again, Mistress. My God, all my fears… all the things I don’t want to do… this is a new one and it’s worse than most of my fears. New masters and mistresses… new ideas! 
“Didn’t do that quite right, slave,” said Lisa. “Missed a word. This time I want you to turn and yell, yeehaw, I love it and then say the rest. Do that and I won’t mind that you missed a word.” She swatted her slave soundly again. 

What did I miss? Jeeezusss, that fucking hurts. She turned and yelled, “Yeehaw, I love it.” Damn it, look at my tits bounce. “My wonderful mistress swatted my naughty fucking ass. Thank you, Mistress.” Damn, the boys are loving this. “That was number two of the many that I deserve. Please, spank me again, Mistress.” She offered her ass again. Damn it, my ass already hurts. 
After eight swats, tears ran down the slave’s face, but she still yelled out her assigned lines and turned to offer her ass again. Time after time she suffered the incredible humiliation of being spanked and then making sure everybody knew it. Bare bottom spanking in front of them all… boys and girls, too. And pretending I love it. To her relief, her mistress said, “I think that just might be enough to get a slut’s attention. Your ass is so damn red, Maggie bitch. If you argue with another master or mistress… well, I’ll bet you don’t. Stand up and we’re going to start all over. If you want to save your fat ass, then you will sound appreciative.” Sitting, Lisa said, “Lick my pussy.”
Her ass burned like somebody had lit it on fire. Maggie heard her mistress’ expectations and the final command. Sound appreciative? For the spanking? For… oh hell, she wants me to be appreciative for the opportunity to lick her pussy. “Yes, Mistress,” she said, swallowing what was left of her pride. “Thank you for letting me lick your p… your beautiful…” OK, start over and do it better. “Mistress, thank you for letting this pitiful slave even get near to your beautiful pussy. I feel… privileged to touch it with my tongue.” Damn, damn, damn, I’m about to go down on a girl and there isn’t a damn thing I can do about it. Mmm, mmm, mmm, hope it’s tasty. “Mistress, I’m glad that you’re my first ever pussy to lick. I’ll bet you’re… yummy. Thank you, Mistress.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, that’s good. Now do it,” said Lisa. The slave groveled well once her ass was the same color as a stoplight. 
With distaste, the slave touched another woman’s pussy for the first time. She pulled her mistress’ pussy lips apart and rubbed Lisa’s clit. As she leaned forward to lick, she caught a whiff of Lisa’s pungent arousal and nearly gagged just from that. For Christ’s sake, I know lots of women do this… lots of girls experiment… just not me. Poised ready to lick, she stopped when her new mistress said, “Put your hands behind your back. Dig in, Ms. Owens. Eat pussy and make me cum with nothing but your fucking tongue.”

Withdrawing her hands from the playing field, Maggie put them behind her. Much as she might want to delay it, she had no more excuses. With a last glance up at Lisa’s face, she leaned in and ran her tongue up the wet slit. Just as disgusting as I imagined… but I gotta do it. She wants it and she’s my mistress. When did that become part of me? Master and mistress… and me as the slave? When? Damn it, I am one. A slave to a big black man and now he’s sharing me with a girl. Jesus, imagine Bubba fucking me… the times when I have to fight to keep from cumming because he won’t allow it… want to cum and can’t… lick pussy… yuck… and imagine Bubba making me… suck and fuck… God help me, I get so excited. Now here I am licking a girl’s pussy. She wanted to gag from the taste, but she could feel Lisa’s domineering eyes on her. Just came so many times with all of them watching… he fucking pierced me… hurts like hell… and I came hard. She saw me. I’m a slave and she knows it. Gonna fucking lick her until she cums. 
Disgusted as she was, Maggie found herself getting excited. There was something about the noises that Lisa made and the knowledge that she was responsible for her mistress’ orgasm. Do it right and mistress cums. Do it wrong and mistress doesn’t cum and I get punished. After a minute, she was inured to the taste and after another minute, going down on a girl was nothing. What became important was making Lisa cum. Damn, she’s pretty. Gorgeous. Nice tits… I mean for a girl her age… I mean… dammit, they’re nice tits. Look at her. So excited. Breathing heavy. Shit, I want to feel like that. Dammit, I feel like I’m being used… like shit… doing this disgusting act… going down on a woman just for her pleasure. No concern for me. Fuck, this is so low… going down on a former student… dammit, it tastes disgusting… but, I gotta do it.
Lisa watched with amusement as the woman busied herself in her pussy. She loved having a woman go down on her, especially if it was a woman who once lorded over her. Reversing positions so she could dominate the vice principal was exquisite. The slave was a man’s wet dream with an incredible body and now the bitch was between her legs, licking pussy. Enjoying the chance to humiliate the woman, Lisa took it another step. “Jesus Christ!” she yelled. “I got that damn vice principal licking my pussy. Down on her fucking knees and eating cunt!” Then lowering her voice to a conversational tone, she added, “And you didn’t even argue. That’s a good slave.”

The blush on Maggie’s face told Lisa she’d got the proud woman good. Yet, even then the slave didn’t dare stop. Thrilled to the core, Lisa didn’t even try to hold off and came in a tremendous orgasm in minutes. 
As her mistress came and flopped back, Maggie waited. Either Lisa would do something or another master or mistress would come get her. Until then, the slave waited. It wasn’t like she was eager to pursue her next debasement. In a couple of minutes, Lisa sighed and sat up again. “Pretty nice, Maggie,” she said. “Not bad for a first time. Now I want you to lie back on the floor. Girls, get over here.” 
When Momma Lisa called them, Leena, Keesha, and Falina scurried over. In the past few months everything they knew to be true had suddenly changed. Naked was exciting. Their former mommy and daddy became just Harry and Jan, or even slut Harry and Jan bitch. Kewl! Seeing slut Harry and Jan bitch naked made them feel naughty-tingly, like they were getting away with something awesome. Watching Harry play with his big, stiff cock or watching him suffer in pain with his cock in a cage, or watching Jan being punished and screaming was shocking-naughty-tingly. Sex was expected of little girls and lately little girls expected sex. Spankings were acceptable punishment and even better for playtime. Disobedience had, of course, never been acceptable, but now it was downright stupid. Whatever Mommy Lisa wanted, they did. 
The three black girls lined up in front of Momma Lisa with the naked white woman on the floor between them. “Leena, make her cum. Keesha, suck her tits. Falina, kiss her.” From Mommy Lisa’s lips to action, the three girls moved to their assigned positions. 

Leena was in position first and parted Maggie’s pussy lips with her little pink tongue. “Little nigger girls like white pussy,” giggled the 14-year-old. Then she dove back in, nibbling and lipping the hard nub of pleasure between the older slave’s legs. 

Before she started, Keesha cast a daring look at Maggie and said, “Little nigger girls like white girls’ tits.” Everything about the girls had changed to suit their mistress, including what was acceptable to say and what they were expected to say. She locked her lips around one of the hard bullets and sucked like she was a newborn getting her momma’s milk. 

The littlest of the girls looked into the woman’s eyes. “Little nigger girls like kissing white girls,” she said. With that, she leaned down and shoved her little tongue into the surprised woman’s mouth. 

As Lisa commanded the triple threat, Maggie mentally recoiled at the thought. The cruel mistress was going to make her have sex with little girls. Naked and poised, they looked like they did this everyday… like they were looking forward to it. The oldest chocolate treat was a slim half woman with a shaved pussy and pert tits. A little nigger girl who likes white pussy? My God, what has Lisa taught these girls? In disgust she watched the girl’s very pink tongue run up her slit. Then the second girl blocked her view. A little nigger girl who likes white tits? Oh, please, don’t let her. But Maggie just lay there and let the dark skinned preteen feast on her swollen nipples. Then the grade schooler knelt beside her. Falina looked so innocent with her flat chest and bulging bare pussy and then… A little nigger girl who likes to kiss white girls. Of course. Even with a tongue in her pussy and lips on her nipples, the woman was shocked when the 10-year-old gave her an open mouth kiss. It was a sensuous kiss like she’d shared with lovers, a personal act made impersonal by the circumstances. And I didn’t do a thing to stop them. I couldn’t? What could I do? Argue? Move? Run? None of those. I’m just screwed. I used to have backbone, but not anymore. How did it come to this? Underage, black, lesbians. Who could imagine this level of debauchery? Yesterday I was slave to a janitor. Today I’m slave to a whole club. And there is nothing… nothing at all… I can do about it. 
With the pretty little girl kissing her, Maggie could see nothing but the girl’s black orbs set off by the whites of her eyes. The little nigger girl hadn’t lied. She did like kissing… white girls, black girls, white boys, black boys… it didn’t matter. The trapped woman reached up with her one free hand and pulled the pretty face to her, returning the kiss with passion. Dammit, what am I doing? This is disgusting. I feel disgusted… and humiliated… and dammit… I’m excited. When did I get so wet? When I was eating Li… Mistress Lisa? No, before that. When I was jumping up and telling everybody I was getting spanked? Yeah, somewhere in there. I hate this. Hate feeling this excited about being a slave slut. “Ohhh, mmmm,” she gasped as the arousal built in her. 

The little eyes got wider and whiter and then Falina sat back. “She likes it,” she said in consternation. Momma Lisa had said the woman wouldn’t like it. 
“Sort of,” winked Momma Lisa. “Give her a choice between being a thousand miles away and being here making love to three nigger girls and she’d whisk off a thousand miles. Give her a choice between more spanking and making love to three nigger girls and she likes it. Want to lick her pussy, Maggie?” she asked, with a wink to the little black girl. 

No, hell no, and no fucking way! No pussies, especially a preteen, grade school, hairless pussy. Gotta save my ass, though. “Mistress, it doesn’t matter what I want.”

Lisa smiled at the well trained slave. “Want to lick her pussy or… something else?”

“Ummm…” Something else? What? Lick something else or do something besides lie here and be licked and… crap… the devil you know… “Yes, Mistress Lisa, I want to lick her pussy.”

“What do you think, Falina dear?” asked Lisa. 

“I don’t think she wants to, Momma Lisa.”

“Didn’t sound like that to me either,” said Lisa, fixing her gaze on the suddenly distraught slave.

Maggie felt the tingle vanish like she’d jumped in a cold shower as her mistress’ disappointment settled on her. Didn’t sound like that to me either. So now what? Do I get the something else or… she hasn’t said anything yet… I get another chance? For God’s sakes, she wants to humiliate me even more. “I want to, sweetie,” she said. “I really want to. You know white girls like to lick nigger girls’ pussies.” The two other heads popped up. Holy shit! Not all three of them. I didn’t mean that… she tricked me. “Please, sit… uh… sit on my face. I like to lick 10-year-old nigger girl pussy. I want to lick your pussy a whole bunch.”

“Nobody said stop, you two,” Lisa chided her daughters. “Falina, go ahead and sit on her face. You let me know if she doesn’t do a good job.”

With a grin, the little slip of a girl straddled Maggie’s head and lowered herself down to the waiting tongue. After a just a few seconds, the slave was relieved when her rider said, “She’s doing it good, Momma Lisa.”
“She’s a slut, Falina dear. Of course, she’s going to do a good job. You understand, of course, that she just doesn’t want anybody to know she’s a fucking slut. She’s an obedient slave who knows her place in the world. You saw her jump up and yell about how excited she was to get spanked. She’s the freaking vice principal at my old high school and she doesn’t want anybody to know how much she likes a nigger girl in her pussy and one riding her face.” She laughed when Keesha looked up at her. “And yes, Keesha dear, she doesn’t want anybody to know she likes a nigger girl sucking on her tits.”

That about sums it up, doesn’t it. I don’t want anybody to know any of the things I’ve done since I became Bubba’s slave. Judging from the way her body felt, it was hard to deny that she liked nigger girls all over her… or anybody with the same talent as these three. But, I said I like 10-year-old pussy! For God’s sake, that’s just what I’m doing, too. She made me say and she’s making me do it. I’m freaking tingling like I got my finger in a light socket. All it took was a big dose of humiliation and three hot little nigger girls. Dammit, if they keep this up, I’m gonna cum. Thirty seconds later, she changed her tune from reluctant and embarrassed about the impending orgasm to cheering on its approach. 

“Enough, Leena,” said Lisa. “Don’t want her to cum yet.”
With her orgasm yanked away, Maggie felt the familiar ache. Bubba was an expert at denying her orgasms and obviously, Lisa was just as good at it. With her pleasure on hold, she didn’t dare stop tonguing the pretty little pussy. “Momma Lisa, may I?” she heard the little cowgirl ask. She didn’t hear the answer, but Falina squealed in delight and started rubbing up and down like she was masturbating on Maggie’s nose, mouth, and chin. A few seconds later, Falina said, “Oops,” and stopped her wild ride so Maggie’s tongue didn’t have to work so hard. 

The once proud woman watched the little girl anxiously. She could barely see her tongue, the girl’s black pussy lips, and the pink treasure inside. A glance up told her Falina was watching the point of contact between them. Then the girl locked eyes with her. “She said I could cum. I’m gonna. Keep doing it.” She paused and added, “You’re doing OK, I guess, but the tingly part is a little higher.”
Corrected by the preteen, Maggie blushed. Like I need an anatomy lesson from a little girl. Pardon me, but I’m new at this. I said I like it and now I’m doing it. I’m gonna freaking make a 5th grader cum. She concentrated her efforts a little higher, finding the hard nub on the little girl and was rewarded with a gasp of delight and a flood of little girl juices. When she tried to turn her head, Maggie was again corrected by the preteen. “I get real juicy and you get to drink it all.” Get to drink it all? What does that mean? Should I or shouldn’t I? Do I have to? Fuck, I don’t want to find out the hard way. It took just a second for those thoughts to run through her head and then she was slurping down the surprisingly copious juices that flowed from the black girl’s pussy. As Falina came, Maggie understood the disgusting bodily fluids she drank were considered her reward. 
When the slave was finished, Falina dismounted and Maggie could again see Lisa. The mistress was grinning at her. “Isn’t she just about the cutest, juiciest little morsel you’ve ever eaten? Tell me how she tasted.” 

Better than you, Mistress. Not as strong and pungent. Maggie licked her lips. “She tasted… good, Mistress.” Hell and damnation, she did taste good. Oh my God, I drank her pussy juices and it was good. 
“Hmm, I think you’re telling the truth,” said Lisa. She picked up a camcorder. She hadn’t bothered to record the vice principal’s debasement. They had enough on the stupid bitch already, but Lisa did want something for posterity. “Tell me you liked having a 10-year-old nigger girl ride your face.” She pointed the camera at the slave and captured the embarrassing admission. 

“Oh, good, you’re done with the puppy girl, Tom,” said Lisa as she set the camera aside. She’d enjoyed watching the little boy with the slightly older boy. Now he’d get a chance with a full grown woman. “You want to be the next master to use this slut?”

“Kewl,” said Tom. “Yeah, I’ll have some fun with her.” He straddled her tummy and cupped her big tits. 

The boy was cute, but nothing Maggie ever expected as a sex partner. Not that partner was the right word for her predicament. He had his mom and sister to play with and a couple other adult slaves that were readily available, but he didn’t act like he did this every day and she definitely had never had her tits in the hands of a 10-year-old boy before. The blood pounded in her head as she sank just about as far into the perverted world of slavery as she could go. As he fondled her, she could see his little cock between her tits… small and erect. She let out a little sob. I’m about to be raped by a 10-year-old. No fucking control at all. 
For a couple of minutes he was enthralled with her tits and she wondered if that was really all he wanted. Then he said, “I like fucking big girls. Getting right up inside their pussies. I’ll just fuck the shit out of you and cum, but I’m not big enough to make you cum, so you’re just a fucking cum bucket for a 5th grader.” He grinned at the look on her face. She so did not want to do this. “What do you think about that, slut?”
They’d been left alone and Maggie was tired of being so submissive. This was something she wasn’t going to give in on so easily. “You don’t really want to do that, do you?” she said softly. “We could play something else… something more appropriate for your age.” Like go fish or tag or something. 

“No, slut, we’re gonna play fuck the big girl,” said Tom firmly. He hated being treated like a little kid by a slave. His mommy and sister had learned that the hard way and Maggie was about to learn it now. “We’re going to do something else first now that you’ve talked back to your master. You think you can get away with something because I’m little?” She hadn’t moved so she hadn’t threatened him with her physical size. She was just trying to feel him out. 

He leaned forward so his face was inches from her. “You’ve got two choices now, Maggie slut,” he said. “Either you do everything I say… and I mean help me string your stupid ass up by your wrists or I get Bubba to help me. You want Bubba to know you’re arguing with me?”

“No, Master Tom,” said Maggie, cringing in fear before the little boy. Little or not, he knew how to treat her. “I’ll do everything you say.” With the threat of informing Bubba came the distinct knowledge that Bubba would probably punish her far worse than this little master. 

“Damn right you will, slut,” said Tom. He rose and stepped away. “Get on your hands and knees. Now put your cheek to the floor… ass in the air for a spanking. I’m gonna have so much fun paddling your bare bottom, but I need a few things. Now wait for me just like that.”
It only took a couple of minutes for him to gather what he needed, but after he came back into the room, he stayed behind her where she couldn’t see him. Then he waited for five minutes, an eternity to a 10-year-old with a slave waiting for a spanking and for the slave waiting anxiously for a spanking. When he couldn’t stand it anymore, he said, “Stand up.” Handing her a rope, he said, “Now stand on that stool and run the rope through that hook on the ceiling.” When she was done and the stool was out of the way, he gave her a pair of leather cuffs, told her to put them on, and then tightened them. “Spread your legs,” he ordered and put a three foot spreader bar between her ankles. 

Feeling very contrite even though she towered over her young master, Maggie helped set up her punishment. For God’s sake, he couldn’t do this without my help. He couldn’t reach that hook on the ceiling without a step ladder. He couldn’t cuff me if I didn’t hold still… or put on the spreader. He tied an end of the rope to her wrist cuffs and then pulled her arms in the air. My God, I’m helping him… I’m about to be helpless for a 10-year-old boy and I’m helping. This could just be the most humiliating thing that ever happened to me.  Even when he had her arms stretched up, he needed her help. “Stand up on your toes as high as you can.” She got on her tiptoes and he pulled the rope taut and tied it to a cleat on the wall. 
As he walked a circle around her with a leather paddle in his hands, she trembled in fear. My God, I belong to a little boy and now he could do anything he wants to me. I’ve never felt so helpless in my life. She watched him warily as he set down the paddle and picked up nipple clamps. Biting her lip, she felt the heat of humiliation as he toyed with her nipples one at a time and then crushed them with the severe clamps. Just like he wanted, all she could do was watch… and grimace and grunt in pain. “Say thank you,” he said. 

“Thank you, Master,” she said, burning with shame. 
“Say, I like being a naked toy for a little boy to play with.”

“Master, I like being a naked toy for a little boy to play with,” she repeated. 

“That’s good because I like having a big stupid bimbo hanging by her wrists with nothing to do but be my naked toy.” He fished between her pussy lips with one hand and found her tender clit, then he attached a third clamp to her sensitive sex making her gasp in pain. 

When he stepped back and looked at her expectantly, she stared mutely at him for a couple of seconds before she realized what was expected. “Thank you, master.”

Maggie was amazed at how arousal magnified the size of the boy’s cock and she blanched at the idea of being the source of that arousal. Not just that he’s got me naked and I’ll do anything he wants, but I’m in pain because he wants me in pain. It’s just so wrong. Then he made it worse. “Hey, everybody, check out what I’ve got hanging up for me. I don’t believe she’s the vice principal. Looks just like any ol’ slut to me. Looks real pretty with her nipples clamped and her ass ready for a spanking. Tell them what you just told me, slut.”
Heads turned as the boy claimed his prize. The helpless woman swallowed hard and said, “I like being a naked toy for a little boy to play with.” The masters and mistresses chuckled at her. My God, that’s just what I am right now. I helped him tie me up… I had no choice. Now he can do anything he wants. Her mind went back to that first time she’d let Bubba fuck her in exchange for his silence. Should have said no. Would have been so much better to lose my job. Now he owns me. Now I do what he wants… everything he wants. Who’d have thought that meant being tied up for a 10-year-old. God Almighty! Another thing I never imagined and here I am a grown woman… naked… tied… helpless… a toy… and not Bubba’s toy… a 10-year-old boy’s toy!
“Yeah, that’s right. I’m gonna spank my naked toy and then I’m gonna rape the stupid bimbo. Gonna spank her while she’s tied up and can’t do a damn thing about it and when she begs real good, I’m gonna get her down and she’ll hold still while I fuck the shit out of her.” He swatted her just as hard as he could. It wasn’t nearly as hard as Lisa had swatted, but Lisa had reddened it nicely so even this swat hurt.  

She yelped from the first swat. He’s gonna make me beg? He’s gonna spank me until I beg… real good. Fuck, I should have just let him fuck me, but nooo… I had to test him. I couldn’t just give in to something as wrong as this. What woman would say yes to a little boy? I said yes to Mistress Lisa and the little niggers, but I couldn’t say yes to Master Tom. Even with all my training. She squealed as the paddle struck her unprotected ass again. It’s just so hard to beg. Jesus, they’re all watching me submit to him. “Aahhheeeeee!” she screamed. Fuck, they’re all watching a little boy spank me because I was naughty… because I tried to talk him out of fucking me. “Aaaahhh, gahhhh!” Naughty woman wouldn’t put out for a 10-year-old boy. Fuck, look at me now. Oh, fuck me, he’s gonna do it again. “Aaahhh, gahhhhhh!” So damn frustrating to just hang here and let him do it. I know what he wants, but he’s 10 for God’s sake! “No, no, no, please…aaaaeeeeeeee!”

Six swats and the stupid bimbo finally got it through her head that she was going to beg. “Please, Master, fuck me!” How’s that? Oh shit. “Aaaheeeee! Please, fuck your naked toy! Fuck the stupid bimbo. Fuck me, Master, please.” He wants more? Shit! “Aahhhhh, gahhhhh! Please, no more, Master.” What does he want? “Master, I love little boy cock! I want my 10-year-old master to rape me! I want to feel a… a… a 5th grader’s cock in my slutty pussy… be your cum bucket. God, Master, I love being your naked toy! I want you to fuck the big girl while everybody watches! I want to lie down and let you do anything you want.” 
To her relief, he moved away and untied the rope from the wall cleat. As he gave her slack, he said, “Lie down on your back and raise your legs over your head. Grab the spreader bar with your hands and hold that red hot ass up in the air for me.” She was breathing heavily and totally humiliated that she’d just begged to be fucked by a 5th grader.  
Grabbing the spreader bar forced her knees obscenely wide. The position looked like she was inviting him to fuck her. With her ass a couple of feet in the air, he just bent his knees a little and poked his cock right into her pussy. “Jesus, you’re so wet!” he exclaimed. “She really does like being my naked toy.”

No, I can’t be. It’s not true. It’s from Leena licking me, not from being spanked and begging for 10-year-old cock.  But she knew it wasn’t just from the pussy licking she’d received 15 minutes ago. Not that I like little boy cock, but I get like this when Bubba… or anybody… humiliates me. Damn, he had me strung up on my toes and begging for his cock! Take me while everybody watches! Wasn’t that a little fucking overboard? When did I get like this? Damn, damn, damn, I’m leaking everywhere. But, what he had said earlier was true. He was too small to hit the right spots, so she was just a spectator, nothing but a cum bucket.

 I’m being raped by a 10-year-old! And I’m just holding still. Yeah, OK, here he cums, too. “Fill me, Master. Cum in your naked toy.” Still thrusting hard as he shot his load in the woman’s private treasure, he reached between her tits and grabbed the chain attached to her clamps. No, no, get away from there. Don’t pull… “Aaaahhhhh, eeeeee,” she squealed as he yanked on her tortured nipples and her pain intensified. “Oh, Mas… ter, please don’t!” she gasped. It was the pinnacle of humiliation to know she was being used by a 5th grader – even letting him hurt her. 
Tom collapsed forward onto Maggie’s soft chest, pillowed on her tits. She let go of the bar and put her still bound arms over him and held him against her. He was asleep in seconds with a big damn smile on his face, leaving her to stew in the juices of her own humiliation. I’m hot to trot, but all I get is a little boy taking a nap on me. 
*****

Peter Amos was the oldest of the group. As the principal of the high school, he lusted after the girls he saw every day, using his current slave, Jenny, to sate his perverted desires. Just about any female over the age of 14 would do as long as it was non-consensual. As they all selected a slave for their first round of debauchery, he picked Harry and Jan for a change of pace.
“Nice piece of ass you married, Harry,” he taunted the once proud professor. To Harry, his life had become a dichotomy of independence and absolute submission. In his realm of the university classroom, even Mistress Lisa respected his space, but only because she didn’t want to be seen as a suck up. There was plenty of time in the privacy of their house to abuse him. It gave him the sense of being Clark Kent and Superman, not that his role as professor was super or heroic. There was still an alter ego of a mild mannered, submissive slave and a more powerful professor. He knew the line between those roles as surely as if he had taken off his Superman suit to stand in the room, waiting for a master or mistress to own him. 
The slave didn’t answer his master. Yes, I did marry a beautiful, intelligent, and talented woman. Not that it does me any good anymore. She’s so sexy and she’s standing there right next to me, naked and untouchable. Haven’t been allowed to touch her in weeks. Guess I’m going to watch her being used. 

Starting with the woman, Peter put a head harness so her face, leading with a ball gag in her mouth. As he wrapped the straps of the harness up over her face and behind her head, a leather blindfold fell into place. With the straps secured, Jan was blind and mute. He had a similar harness for Harry, except Harry’s harness didn’t cover his eyes. 

“Let’s get this nasty thing off you,” said the master as he removed the slave’s cock cage. Used to watching his wife doing all sorts of sexy things with a cage on his cock, Harry was surprised. Sometimes it seemed the whole point of abusing her was to make his cock hurt. The pudgy master even untied his hands. Still, he wasn’t completely free as his master didn’t remove the scrotum stretcher, but instead attached a chain to it and the other end of the chain to the floor, forcing him to his knees. Then his master positioned him on his back. 

“I want you like this,” he said, moving Jan so she straddled her husband. He attached a chain to her nipple rings and the other end of the chain to the ceiling and winked at the three black girls watching it all. 
The chain from ceiling to nipples was already taut with her standing flatfooted. After admiring his handiwork for a few seconds, Peter said, “In a few minutes, I’m going to fuck your wife. However…” he let the word hang for another few seconds, “… you get to fuck her first. If you cum in her pussy… and I don’t mean jack off in her cunt… then I don’t want to fuck a messy pussy. I’m giving you a chance to enjoy your wife and save her from being raped right in front of your eyes. Now get started.”

Lying on his back between his wife’s legs, Harry considered the challenge. I’m not about to pass up this chance to fuck her… the first since our enslavement. Hell, everybody else has done her and now it’s my turn… dammit, she’s my wife. It’s my right. She’s got to want it, too. She wants me more than him. Used to be so romantic, but can’t do that now. 

From her standpoint, Jan wanted it just as much as her husband. His cock… the chance to make love… yeah, right… the chance to have sex… down and dirty… feel his cock in me. And… if he keeps his word, then Master Peter won’t fuck me. C’mon and get it, baby. Just where the hell is he and how is this going to work? Fuck me, I can’t see a thing. Suppose there’s a whole audience watching us. Watch the niggers rut. Yeah, right in front of the girls, too. Watch mommy and daddy jump at the chance to fuck in public. 

 He wanted to apologize for the lack of romance, but his gag ruled that out. Considering the situation, Harry realized she couldn’t see what was going on and he couldn’t even tell her. He stroked his cock to hardness and then pulled her down to him with his hands on her thighs. The master wasn’t going to make it easy. He had to stretch up to the limits of the chain on his balls and she squatted down to the limits of her nipples, about three inches of pain. Gently he worked his cock into her pussy, getting his cock halfway in before neither of them could move any closer. The position was awkward; he propped himself up on his hands with his arms bent backwards to thrust his hips up in the air. Awkward and painful if I get any deeper. So this is the game. Fuck my wife with four inches of my cock and see if I can cum while stretching up and yanking my own damn balls. Can I even do this?
What the fuck is he up to, Jan wondered as he guided her to squat down. We’re going to do it with me standing… owww… Jesus Christ, I can’t go any lower. Master chained my damn nipples to the ceiling. Well, Harry will just have to stretch up to me then. She started to form the picture of him thrusting up while she came down to him. I can’t go any lower. Christ, it hurts so good… they all know what makes me excited. Come up higher, Harry. You can see that… damn it, maybe he’s blindfolded, too. You have to get higher, love. Damn, he’s barely in me. Feels like a little boy in me.  
Peter watched with amusement as the slaves tried to fuck. He planned to rape the bitch, but only after tormenting them with the impossible. The pair struggled for a couple of minutes, the big black cock tempting itself with half a fuck and the tight pussy leaking excited juices of pain. Their desperate attempts made his cock hard as Harry tugged his balls to the limit and Jan did the same to her nipples. There was no way they could close the distance. “How’s it going there, hubby. You gonna fill wifey-poo with your cum? Gonna save her pussy from me? Better hurry up. Looks like your arms might be getting tired.” The three girls hadn’t been called away by Momma Lisa yet, so they had an up close view of their parents’ futile attempts. “What do you think, girls? Is he gonna nail her? Can the big nigger boy fuck the big nigger girl? C’mon, Jan, down a little farther. Can’t you satisfy your man?”
The cruel master chuckled with delight as Harry cast a guilty glance at his daughters, but didn’t stop. “Go for it, Harry. Make those balls hurt a little more. Damn, that gorgeous piece of ass is right there at the end of your cock. Fuck her hard. Fuck her or I will. Damn, I can’t wait to get my hands on those big black tits and play with them the way a woman’s tits should be. Can’t wait to cum inside her and make her cum. Hell, even if you cum, you can’t satisfy her.”

Thrusting as hard and fast as he dared, Harry knew he couldn’t cum. The repetitive, painful tugs on his balls were too restrictive and distracting. Stroking half my cock is pointless and now my arms are getting tired just like he planned. The man’s laughter goaded him on. Fucking my wife in front of our daughters… damn, I’m only trying to fuck her in front of them… fucking display of my impotence… my submission… watch daddy get frustrated… damn, it makes my cock so hard... damn, remember the time those boys did Leena? That was so hot… watching that little piece of ass get it… fuck, what am I thinking? Get your mind back on Jan.  If willpower was all it took, I’d spew all over the place. Putting on a show for the girls and fuck, does that make me hot. Just a little more depth… aahhgg… a little tighter… just not gonna happen, is it? You enjoying this, Master? So frustrating… so humiliating… makes my cock so hard, but I need to go deeper.  
As his arms tired, his thrusts slowed and he couldn’t get as deep. When his cock fell out, Harry didn’t try to put it back in. It throbbed with desire, but there would be no relief now. His wife let out a final groan as she realized they’d failed. The words can’t you satisfy your man rang in her ears. They both knew it had been a setup. No way was he actually going to be allowed to cum in her, but it still left him humiliated to the core. He worked so hard in front of his daughters, showing his desperation, and then failed. He’d had his wife at the end of his cock and couldn’t cum. Now he was going to watch her get it from another man… again. His cock was ready to explode from the humiliation on several levels. He hated that it turned him on so much. 
“My turn,” said Peter. He unhooked Harry’s chain from the floor and ungagged him. “Move aside, you miserable impotent bastard.  Let a real man show you how to satisfy a woman.” With the husband out of the way, he stepped up to the wife and shoved his cock into her wet pussy, but didn’t stroke. As he claimed the woman’s pussy, he undid her nipple clamps and claimed her tits as well with his hands cupping and squeezing the chocolate mounds. 

Then, piling another insult on the defeated man, Peter told him, “Lick my balls.” Buried to the hilt in her and squeezing her tits hard, he whispered in Jan’s ear. “Fucking hubby is licking my balls to thank me for fucking you. Now, let’s be very clear about this, nigger. You have permission to cum. Who knows when you’ll get this chance again.” 
Peter let the humiliated man lick his balls for half a minute. “Make sure you lick right where I’m going in her. Make sure she knows just where your tongue is.” He watched her close. It looked like that turned her on. Then he told the humiliated slave to get out of the way and he started to fuck Jan in earnest. He slammed her back against the wall and she wrapped her legs around his waist as lust and desire consumed them both. He’d teased himself to an exquisite peak and she couldn’t help herself. As much as she might want to deny it, the power of a master and the pain in her nipples thrilled her. My husband can’t do it like this. He couldn’t even get all the way inside me. He licked this man’s balls… with Master’s cock right up inside me, he licked Master’s balls… with our girls standing right there, he licked Master’s balls. This is a real man fucking me now. 

As the woman screamed in orgasm, Peter looked knowingly at the three girls and came. Life was great for the mild mannered principal. It was like he and Harry changed roles in the land of slaves and masters. Harry went from brilliant and powerful to a submissive man slut. Peter went from a man who had a hard time attracting women to one who had a plethora of them at his beck and call. 
Pumping his cum into the black slave, he grunted with pleasure. “Nice piece of ass you brought to the party,” he sneered at Harry. He crushed the woman’s nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and the pain slut screamed in renewed passion. Pulling out he said, “You want a taste of wifey-poo? Want to clean my cock off?” He waved his half hard cock at the man. 
Taking the question as a command, Harry came toward his master, but Peter turned away to the girls. “No, I’d like Leena to do it for me. C’mere, little girl,” he called teasingly. “Kneel down and suck the slut’s juices off my cock. That’s a good girl. So many mouths to choose from. I love putting my cock in a 14-year-old’s mouth.” Her siblings and biological parents watched the young girl eagerly please the master. The taste, smell, and feel of a cock in her mouth was the most erotic pleasure for her, but she didn’t get to suck him to climax. 
“Harry, you want a taste of her so bad, suck my cum out of her cunt. Get right there under her and clean her out.” Peter enjoyed that last jab at the slave. Damn him, thought Harry. Wasn’t enough to make my try to fuck her and fail. Now… shit… it’s like I’m thanking him again. I hate this. Fuck! I’m eating cum… a man’s cum… oozing out of her… mixed with her cum… right in front of the girls. And the afternoon is just getting started. Damn, look at how sexy she is and all I can do is eat master’s cum. She got to cum… hell, she enjoyed it… and I’m the cunt licking, cum eating slave. Damn, there’s a long strand… slurrrp. Jesus, I’m so horny… slurping strands of cum in front of them… so hot… will he let me cum?
Peter was about to leave them when he noticed that Jan was enjoying the attention of her hubbie slave. She was trying to hide it. He couldn’t tell if she was hiding it from him or from the slave. Either way, it was too good to pass up. Her hubbie just had to be told what was going on and of course, in the most humiliating way possible. 

Despite being blindfolded, the woman was looking down at her husband as if she was imagining the sight and her nipples were erect. She couldn’t keep her mind off the demeaning image of her husband eating another man’s cum out of her. “So, that turns you on, Jan slut?” he asked. 

Her head jerked up quickly. For the briefest moment she considered denying it, but it wasn’t really a question. It was an accusation. She knew she was caught. She nodded slowly. 

“Well, what do you know,” chuckled the master. “Wifey poo likes having hubby clean her out. She likes it when he eats another man’s cum. Maybe I should have had him clean my cock. Go ahead, slut. Play with yourself. Show us how much you like the feel of your big strong man’s tongue up there with my cum, sucking it right out of you while the girls watch. That’s especially good, isn’t it?” he taunted as she rubbed her clit. “So hot to know it’s my cum. I just raped your black ass and now I’m practically raping his mouth. Dripping out of your cunt and into his mouth.” 

What the fuck? Harry couldn’t believe what was going on. She’d nodded. She admitted she likes me in her messy fucking cunt. I’m getting treated like dirt and she’s getting turned on? What does that mean? She liked getting fucked? Fuck, she came like a son of a bitch! Wrapped her damn legs around him and loved it! Loves humiliating me. She probably made sure I didn’t cum in her. She wanted him and then she wanted me to eat his cum! My fucking wife likes being a slave!
Peter changed the target of his taunt. “Clean her out good, Harry. Get my yummy cum out of her. All the girls like watching daddy get nasty. You’re a fucking cum slut. Gather ‘round, girls, and get a good look. Falina, you want to play with that hot little button between your legs. You like watching daddy eat cum? Like watching mommy get all fucking excited. You, too, Keesha… Leena, play with yourselves and cum. That’s pretty goddamn hot, isn’t. Bet you’d all like to get fucked so daddy can clean you out?” He didn’t let the embarrassed man stop until all four of the girls had cum. 
And the girls, too? One quick glance told Harry that the master wasn’t lying. They’re watching. Leaning forward for a better look. Yeah, fuck me… get closer, girls… watch daddy eat cum. All over my tongue… swallow it and… dammit, go back for more…Jan’s gonna cum… squeezing out her juices and his cum right to me… fuck, I love watching her frig herself. My cock is so hard it hurts… holy Christ, the girls, too… look at the little things rubbing away all excited by me. Jesus, remember that first time they saw us? Fuck, look at Falina now… I didn’t think she knew what do to back then, but I was wrong. 
“Now since the girls like that, I want you to lick them. Only I want you to lick their asses. Start with little Falina there,” the pudgy master pointed at the youngest of the three. “Pull those sweet chocolate cheeks apart and stick your tongue up her ass. All the way… far as you can… wiggle it… now fuck her ass. Do that for one minute, then do Keesha, and then Leena. One minute each and start over when you’ve done Leena. Keep doing it until somebody stops you.” He winked at the girls. “Looks like daddy is good for something, huh?” He watched them through one cycle and then wandered off to find more fun. 

While he licked the three pert little asses over and over, Harry let his mind wander to that first time they’d all come together. He knew that Jan was a slave; they’d “played” together several times already. He also knew the girls were slaves. Just to save his own ass from jail, he practically beat them to make them do what Mistress Lisa told them to do. Then there was that first time the five of them “played” together. 

He and Jan had been in the stocks, bent at the waist with her heads and hands stuck through heavy wooden beams locked in place. There was not a damn thing they could do once Mistress Lisa put them in the stocks. She gagged Jan with a big red ball and Harry with a bit gag held in place with a head harness. A Y strap ran from the corners of his mouth up over his head while another strap ran back behind his head. The tight harness pulled severely at the corners of his mouth with the bit clamped between his clearly visible teeth. Behind the stocks he and his wife were naked with a three foot spreader bar between their ankles. “Wait here for me,” said Lisa with her usual dry smile. She slapped them each hard across the cheek to remind them how helpless they were and give them something to worry about while she was gone. 

The wait was shorter than usual and when she returned they noticed Lisa wasn’t alone. He yelled into his gag at the sight of his three daughters following their mistress. They wore tight tank tops and short skirts and nothing else. Next to him, he could hear his wife complaining just as loud. No fucking way, he thought. Don’t do this in front of them! For God’s sakes, don’t let them see mommy and daddy like this! He was less concerned about being naked than he was about being helpless and imagining what else was going to happen. Ohmigod, look at them! Checking us out.
“Come around behind, girls,” said Lisa, giving the little darlings a tour. They hustled back without a word, a little curious, but mostly just plain too scared to disobey. “Check out, daddy. See his big fucking cock?” Get away from there! Fuck, don’t show me off. She led them behind daddy his flaccid cock dangling between his legs. “A little small now, but I’ll get him all excited and you’ll see how big he gets. Bigger than those boys you’ve been playing with so far. He’s all bare assed and ready for a spanking.” Oh, fuck, I am so not ready for a spanking in front of them. She laughed when Harry got louder. “Yeah, complain all you want, slave. You’re gonna get it while they watch.” She winked at the girls. “Pretty naughty to see daddy like this, huh?”
Just as she expected, being exposed aroused him. “Here’s the best part, girls. Watch daddy’s cock get big and hard. He likes having little girls look at his cock.” Stop that! Don’t say that. Damn, I am getting hard… fucking can’t help it… I never knew this about me, but it’s true. I get hard when she does this to me… on display… embarrassing me… Gawd! … now it’s right in front of the girls and I’m as hard as can be. 

“How about that, girls. Daddy’s got a big one, huh?” teased Lisa. “He’s so proud of it that he got all big and hard for you. Falina, why don’t you reach in and play with it. See if you can make him cum.” 

No, no, God, no. Don’t let her touch it, he silently pleaded. I will cum… I will… they’re looking at daddy naked, hard, and helpless… so exquisitely humiliating. One little hand gripped his cock and he groaned in pleasure. Feels so good. I’m gonna fucking shoot off for them… don’t make me do it… not in front of them… daddy doesn’t want to do it… but that only makes it better. “He doesn’t want to,” he heard his mistress echo his thoughts out loud. “But he will anyway, because he’s a naughty slut.”

Two hands! “Unnnhhhh,” he moaned as he felt both of the little girl’s hands on his cock. Can’t even get her hands around it. Two handed grip… feels incredible… just… fuck, get some control… don’t give in… do not cum… not, not, not. “Unnh, uhhn, uhhn,” he grunted in rhythm to her hands. When did she get so good at this? Or am I just that turned on? Jesus H. Christ, I’m gonna do it. Her hands… all three of them watching… Jan will know. “…can’t help himself,” he heard. “Wants to show off for you. For little girls.” Fuck, she knows how to play me. “Unnh, uhhn, uhhn.” So hot… so excited… hell, just let go… you can’t win. “Ohhhh, gawwwww,” he moaned as the hot cum bubbled up from his balls and shot down the length of this cock toward the floor. “Like milking a cow,” said Lisa. His cock jerked and spewed a big load. “Ahhhhh,” he moaned in absolute pleasure. His cock jerked again and then once more, spraying cum in Lisa’s waiting palm. God damn it, she made me do it. I fucking lost control again. And it was wonderful… incredible… so satisfying… to hell with what anybody thinks. It was worth it. Losing control… humping madly… shooting cum… right in front of the girls… forced to put on a show for them!
Pulling her prize out from under the slave, Lisa showed the girls their daddy’s cum puddled in her palm. “Let’s go around front and have some more fun.” The three little slaves obediently followed her. She grinned as her slave recoiled at the sight of his own cum so close to his face, the wheels turning in his head as he tried to figure out what came next. 

Dipping her finger in the cum, she put her tasty, slimy finger to his teeth and rubbed his cum into his gums. “Uhhhh,” he grunted, his eyes darting toward the girls. He blushed as she repeated the act, rubbing it way back in his mouth against his upper left molars and gums. Yucckkk. On top of everything else… feeding me my cum… watch daddy eat cum… shit, here it comes again. She swabbed fingerfuls of his cum all over his gums, the bit gag giving her purchase to reach his front teeth and then slide along them deep into his mouth. 
She finished by rubbing her palm on his nose and face and then turned the trio around to face their mommy. “Check her out, now. Nice tits, huh? I like how they hang down when she’s bent over like that. A lot bigger than yours, Leena. Lots of fun to play with.” She reached under and smacked the dangling globes of flesh. Then she tugged on them like she was milking a cow. Oh God! Not just look at mommy’s tits, but watch Mistress play with them. “And back here…” Lisa led them behind the suddenly very vocal woman, “… there’s her pussy. That’s where daddy used to fuck her, but he doesn’t get to anymore. Now it’s mine to play with and I’ll show you how I play.” Holy Mother of God, thought the helpless woman. Don’t talk about it like that. And for God’s sake, don’t show them how you play with it. Please, mistress, if you have a shred of decency in you… she doesn’t… don’t do what I think you’re gonna do.
Lisa led the girls back in front so their parents could see them. “OK, sluts, mommy and daddy are all embarrassed.” Embarrassed is putting it mildly, thought Harry. At least nobody noticed that my cock got hard when she fed me my cum. “Now it’s your turn. You first, Leena.”

The 14-year-old stared at her parents for a few seconds. They were just watching, not even going to look politely away. With a shrug, she decided that was fair. She’d stared at them. OK, so you’re gonna watch. Daddy’s gonna see it all. Pulling her tank top off, she was topless. Her dark skin darkened more as she blushed. They still hadn’t looked away. Daddy looked like he was admiring them and mommy was just looking. Like they see my tits every day. God, this is so humiliating. Bad enough to have to check them out, but now I’m going to be naked in the same room with them. She unzipped and dropped her skirt and stood naked. Gawd, they’re just staring. I wish I could cover myself, but that would be trouble. Then there’s this part… do I have to? Yeah, I do. “Check me out, mommy and daddy. Besides Keesha and Falina, I’ve had eight girls and 23 boys check out this hot body. Sucked and licked them all. I’m still a virgin though… just not in my ass.” She turned around and bent at the waist. “I’ve had 12 cocks up there.”
Keesha and Falina went through the same routine though with fewer boys and girls under their belts. Falina added a different line at the very end. “And I can get a man’s cock all the fucking way down my tight little 4th grader throat.” She looked proud over the claim, though her sisters were equally adept. 

“Very nice, girls,” said Lisa, amused at the looks on mommy’s and daddy’s face as the truth was revealed. They watched the girls strip and tried to look calm, but their eyes goggled at the claims of multiple partners and then they looked resigned. They’d surrendered their girls to save themselves, but until now they’d been able to deny just what that meant. “Mommy and daddy have had a lot of boys, girls, men, and women. Hell, even daddy can get a cock all the fucking way down his college professor throat.”

She picked up a butt plug that was six inches long, not counting the slender handle and flange that stuck out the end. It was conical, starting with a comfortable tip and widening to two inches at the six inch point. “Daddy gets this one,” she said, “don’t you, daddy?”

Harry screamed. Fuck no! Hell no! For God’s sake, not in front of them! It’s too damn big already, but not with them watching!! His hands and head jerked pointlessly. He tried to dance away, but that did no good. 
“Yeah, Professor Cock,” teased Lisa. “That’s why I put you in the stocks. Not like I imagined you’d like showing off how much you like a big plug up your ass.” She knew that he’d get excited, but he always pretended being abused for an audience didn’t turn him on. It was easy to see how disgusted he was about loving it. “Now I’ll bet somebody wishes he wasn’t so free with the freshmen girls. Now just take your medicine. You want me to lube it up first?”

Knowing there was no way to talk his mistress out of something once she decided on it, he nodded frantically. 

“That’s a good boy,” she said. She spread KY on it liberally and positioned it at his ass. “Your girls know what one of these feels like, just not one this big. Ohhh, I love this part.” Putting the tip of the plug to his tight sphincter, she pushed. 

He pushed back with his usual fruitless resistance. She just leaned forward and easily sank the plug halfway in. Harry howled in pain. “I think he’s getting a little excited, girls. Never done this for an audience before.” That was one of many lies. “C’mon, Prof, you love it. So easy to push in. You could at least pretend you don’t like it up your ass.” No, don’t say that. They’ll believe it. No, girls, daddy does not like having this up his ass. This is why we’re gagged. She usually likes to hear us scream and plead and beg, but this time she’s just going to put words in our mouths.  “I’m gonna do some more unless you stop me,” teased Lisa. She pushed and stretched his poor asshole open nearly two inches, stopping at the widest point. Another little push and it would be buried deep in him until she wanted it out. 
To the girls it looked like daddy’s eyes were going to pop out of his head. He screamed even with his mouth full. It didn’t look like he was enjoying it, but he wasn’t fighting, was he? They couldn’t see the real battle going on in his head or put themselves in his place to remember how hard they fought and how easy it was for their mistress to do the same to them. 

“Nothing like having your ass raped with your little girls watching, is there, Prof? Now do you want the plug in your ass? Nod and tell them how much daddy wants the fucking big ass plug up his tight black ass.” 

No, no, no! It’s not what it looks like, girls. She means she’ll leave it like that with daddy’s ass wide open. Please, understand, girls. I do not want it up my tight black ass, but… He nodded. “Aaee ahns ih uh is ig ack assss.” To everyone there, it was clear as anything as he asked for it and then he sighed with relief as she finished the job, letting his ass close around the huge intrusion. It hurt so much and now…Damn, it feels so good like that. Not good inside me, but better than wide open. Shit! It does feel good! And look at their faces… shit, makes me hard just to know they know what’s up my ass. Oh yeah, baby, daddy just got ass fucked for you! Cock hardening, blow my wad, thrilled to the core ass fucked. 
Lisa patted her slave’s ass and then picked up another plug. “This one is for mommy,” she said, showing the girls. “She likes cocks in her ass.” The plug was about an inch in diameter, a slender cock. “White cocks,” added the cruel mistress, calling their attention to the flesh color of the realistic looking butt dildo. She stood in front of the woman with the lube in one hand and the cock in the other.  “You like white cocks up your ass, don’t you, slut?” she asked, poising the KY over the cock in a veiled threat. Say yes, or she won’t lube it. Oh fuck me, I have to agree. She nodded her head. “Love white cock up your tight black ass.” The slave nodded as her mistress uncapped the KY. Go ahead, do it. I humiliated myself. “Big nigger mommas like white cock everywhere, don’t they?” You bitch! The helpless slave nodded as her mistress spread the KY on the butt plug. Mouthful of fucking ball in front of my little girls. I don’t want anybody to see me like this, but I do it over and over for Mistress Lisa. Now they’ve seen me… watched me agree with those lies… oh, the things she could do to me right now… I know better than to disagree with her. 
Moving behind the woman, Lisa asked, “Who else likes white cock up their ass?”

“I do,” said Falina without hesitation. Leena and Keesha looked at Falina, not surprised their little sister did, but surprised she’d blurt it out like that. The 10-year-old blushed. “It feels good,” she said defensively. “White ones or black ones.”

“Yeah, she’s my little anal slut,” said Lisa. “Now say please, mommy.” 

Or else what? This is bad, but it can get worse. “Pweese,” said the woman. Then she felt the cock press to her shithole. “Ahhhh, ahhhh,” she gasped as Lisa pushed it in slowly. It opened her quicker than the cone in her husband, but at least it didn’t get any wider. “Ohhhhh,” she shuddered as her mistress slid it all the way in one smooth motion. Oh, God, yes girls, mommy has a white cock up her tight black ass. What the…? Noooo, not that… don’t pull it back out… “Ohhh,” she gasped. Then Lisa slid it in and out and in. Stop that, please, mistress.
“Fucking mommy’s ass,” teased Lisa. “She likes it, too. Come on back here, Falina, and give it a try.” 

Jesus fucking Christ!! Don’t make her do it. Oh, baby, don’t fuck mommy’s ass. Falina disappeared from sight and Jan locked eyes with the two remaining girls. Leena and Keesha watched her curiously, then the cock slid out. “Ohhhhh,” she gasped. No, mommy is not an anal slut. It just feels nice. Don’t look at me like that. Damn, my little girl is fucking my ass. Mercifully, Lisa stopped it after just half a minute. By then the ass fucked slave was moaning erotically and Falina was pumping in and out, her apprehension gone and happy to make mommy feel good.  

“Now I’ve got a white cock for her pussy.” This cock was also flesh colored, but it was two inches around and eight inches long. “She likes this, too. Someday you girls will get to find out why.” She lubed up this cock without making the poor woman swear that she liked it. Pushing it in, Lisa stepped back and admired her work. It was obvious the two adults were mortified and she guessed correctly that they were praying she wouldn’t do anymore. They had no reason to expect mercy from the sadistic mistress.
“Now I said daddy was ready for a spanking, didn’t I?” said Lisa, picking up a wooden paddle and smacking it on her palm. “Now, I know daddy doesn’t like this one bit, but what the fuck’s he gonna do?” Stepping into positions, she said, “Here it comes, daddy. Hold that nigger ass nice and still for me. Oh… oh… it’s gonna hurt like hell… here it comes… heeere it comes… fuck, daddy, this is almost as much fun as spanking you.” She cracked the paddle across his helpless ass. “Sweet. That fucking hurt, but you’re still there and waiting.” She spanked him six more times because seven was a prime number. Math professor that he was, he had some silly little quirk about prime numbers. She’d learned early on that he preferred when she ended on an even number. Right now he was hoping for another like seven swats was worse than eight. By the time she was done, he was screaming in pain and frustration. There’s nothing I can do, he kept thinking though it was like a surprise every time. Smack… nothing I can do. Think! How I can stop her! Smack! Damn it, how can I move my ass. Just a little. Smack! 

Coming around to look in his eyes, Lisa enjoyed the pleading look as tears ran down his cheeks. “Damn, Professor Cock, not having as much fun as me? Want me to go spank wifey-poo?” 

He hated himself for it, but he felt a flood of relief at the suggestion. Yes, give me a break. His eyes flicked to the side, towards his wife and when he looked back at his mistress, he saw the look of delight on her face. Shit! Yes, I want my ass saved! Now the girls think I’m a heartless bastard. I don’t like spankings… Jan’s the pain slut. She likes it. Let her reveal her dirty little secrets now. As the immediate pain faded, he had to admit that he was excited. I’m hard because I’m embarrassed. Holding still for a spanking… she knows so many ways to humiliate me. 
“Yeah, I think he wants that. Time for mommy to get her nigger ass tanned.” She got down close to Jan’s face. She was so excited at the look on mommy’s face that she could hardly stand it. “Yes, it’s your turn, mommy. Right in front of your little girls. For no other reason than because I can. This is what being a slave is all about, right? Naked, helpless, humiliated, and excited. Just remember you knew what you were going to get when you held still and let me put you in the stocks. You just didn’t know your daughters were going to watch. You knew you were gonna get spanked, but you let me do it anyway.”
Like I had a choice, thought the woman. My tenure at stake. All those boys that she made me do… some of them under 16… and the girls, too… and she has videos… This is the lowest ever… letting the girls watch while we’re tortured and teased and… fuck, I hope that’s all. She’s right… this is what being her slave is all about… her nigger slaves… God, I hate that… Anything she wants… more and more every time. Plugged in both holes, she waited as Lisa disappeared from view. 

Like she did with Professor Cock, Lisa teased Professor Cunt to build the anticipation. “Here it comes, cunt. Gonna spank your hot black ass. Gonna make it even hotter. Gonna teach them nigger girls of yours just what you like… ready… set… here it comes… oh, fuck, yeah, Prof, wiggle that ass like maybe I’ll miss.” She swatted the slave six times, getting excited at the sounds from the other side of the stocks. 

With each swat, Jan’s eyes widened and after the first one she screamed with the crack of the paddle. It fucking hurts, you bitch! God, if I could get my hands around your throat, I’d… I’d… I couldn’t do a damn thing. Fuck, I wish I hadn’t given in that first time. Tenure is not worth this. But, saving my hot black ass from jail… I have to. God, what do the girls think of me now? I’ve sold my soul to the devil and now I’m just fucked. A freaking freshman girl spanking me… I’ve got a Ph.D. and she owns me. 
They weren’t bound, yet the three girls felt as helpless as their bound parents. They understood mommy and daddy would go to jail, they’d go to foster homes, all their friends would know what happened, they’d have a reputation as sluts – their lives would be ruined. To top it off, it was mommy and daddy that had coerced them into obeying Mistress Lisa in the first place. It started easy with them fetching things and wearing what their mistress wanted. Then had come the time she’d wanted them all naked. It seemed OK to be naked with their sisters until, a little tipsy, they’d done more than sisters should do to each other. Now they had no one to turn to. And so they stood and watched meekly rather than protest the brutal treatment mommy was getting. 
Lisa calmly walked around the stocks and looked into Jan’s eyes. The submissive arousal in her slave’s eyes was exquisite. She could practically hear the mother begging to be let go. Don’t make me do this in front of my children. I’ll do anything if you let me go. She’d heard that last line from the stupid slut when she left her slaves ungagged.  It had to be worse with an audience and worst of all to have the audience be her own children. She leaned close and licked the tears from her slave’s cheeks. “Fuck, bitch, this is so much fun. I’m gonna make Professor Cunt beg right in front of them.”
Beg for what? Jan wondered. I’ve begged for mercy and I’ve begged to cum. Which one today? Of course there was no answer. She was relieved when her mistress’ attention turned from her, but it only left her mind free to wander into horrible territory. There used to be a time when I’d fight the urge, but now I don’t even want to. I want her to spank me until I can’t stand it and then I’ll want to cum. Right now cumming in front of the girls sounds so wrong, but after a few swats, I won’t care anymore. 
Returning to her male slave, Lisa checked between his legs. “Wow, daddy is hard again. Had so much fun cumming for you and then eating it that he wants to do it again.” Cupping his balls, she said, “Don’t deny it, daddy. That was one helluva an orgasm you had last time. You love being on display for them.”

After a quick little taunt to Harry, she returned to Jan and rapped off four quick swats. From the other side of the stocks, she heard the well-educated slave protesting and begging. “Noooo, leeees, nooo, doan, nah, nah.” With each swat mommy’s expression and howls told her daughters how much it hurt. From behind, Lisa could see the real story. Her pain slut was getting wet. That was really why her naughty slave didn’t want to be spanked. 
When Jan sounded desperate enough, Lisa called out. “How many cocks have you sucked, Prof? Tell the girls. Grunt once for each cock.” She listened and counted to herself as her slave grunted a baker’s dozen times. “That’s right, 13 cocks. She sure didn’t want a strange man’s cock in her mouth, but she does it for me. Sucks them and swallows their cum. She’s really pretty damn good. I’ll let her show you some time. Now let’s get back to business.” To her slave’s disbelief, she spanked the available ass four more times. Damn, my ass feels like it’s on fire, but here I am holding my ass right out there waiting for each one… and getting so turned on. I just know she’s going to let the girls know soon. Does she want me to beg for mercy and stay frustrated or beg to cum and embarrass myself? 
Her question was answered finally when Lisa set down the paddle. I’m going to beg to cum. She’s done spanking and now she’s going to tease me and tease me and tease me until I beg. The woman couldn’t see what her mistress was up to, but the vibrators in her ass and pussy came to life just as she expected. The one up her ass hummed steadily while the one in her cunt started light, ran up to a moderate setting, and then stopped. That’s the one that would drive her crazy as it changed intensity and then stopped. It would run over and over, gradually getting to her. No amount of willpower made any difference. In fifteen or twenty minutes, that moderate setting would be almost… only almost… enough to make her cum. Then the pause would take her back down to start all over. 

Lisa turned on the vibrator in Harry’s ass, too, but it was low enough that all it would do was harden his cock, or in his case at the moment, keep it hard. He’d have a perpetual hard on from the buzz deep inside his bowels and from the incredible thrill of being hard with his daughters watching. I’m Mistress Lisa’s cock toy. Wind me up and put me on display and I get so fucking excited. Daddy’s big cock dangling down like it’s begging to play. 
With the insidious vibrator doing its job, Lisa had a surprise for her big black boy slave. Up until now she’d never revealed this trick about the stocks. The heavy wooden beam that lowered on his neck and wrists was lined with a metal strip around his wrists. She flipped a couple of catches to lock the metal strip to the bottom of the stocks. Then, she disengaged the pin that held the strip and the upper beam together and raised the beam. 

At first, Harry thought he was being freed. He wasn’t foolish enough to think he could escape. Bound by the things he didn’t want the world to know and still wearing the spreader bar, he wouldn’t and couldn’t escape. Then, he discovered the metal strip was still in place around his wrists and all he could do was lift his head. Otherwise, he was still immobilized. What the fuck is this for? What’s she gonna do now? She’s not letting me go… she’s up to something else. Lifting his head, he looked back over his shoulder. Fuck me! A saddle! What’s she gonna do with that… oh, hell no… He pulled at his wrists, but they were as secure as ever. His mistress threw the saddle across his back and cinched it tightly around his belly. “Oh, gawd, oh, gawd, oh, gawd,” he moaned as she saddled him up. 
Chuckling, Lisa patted the pony boy on his ass, making him jump just from the light touch after his spanking. “Yeah, Prof, you’re gonna get ridden hard and put away wet.” She attached reins to his head harness and then called Falina over. 
“Get on up, sweetie,” she said, waving her hand to offer the little girl a seat in the saddle. 

Reluctant to just hop on her daddy’s back, Falina paused. “What’s that, Mistress?” she asked, pointing at a slender plastic rod that stuck four inches out of the center of the saddle. 

“That goes up your ass and it vibrates,” said Lisa with a smile. “You’ll really like riding on daddy with that going.”

“Really?” asked Falina, skeptically. She eyed it and decided it really could work like that. Stepping into the stirrup, she hoisted herself up and threw a leg over her horse. Her mistress was good enough to help her line up and sit down on the slick plastic rod; it slid easily up inside her. “Kewl,” she said, wiggling a little to get it settled just right. 

“Now, before I turn it on, you need these.” The clever mistress held up spurs. They didn’t have sharp points, just rounded tips that the girl could press against her daddy. Lisa slipped the metal spurs on the girl’s ankles and then plugged them in to the battery out of sight on the cinch strap. As the finishing touch, she pushed a button on the back of the saddle and a burst of compressed air filled a balloon at the end of the rod up the girl’s ass. The balloon expanded enough that the rod wasn’t coming out until Lisa let the air out. 

“Oooo,” squealed Falina as the balloon filled. “That feels funny… it’s too big. I can’t…” she wiggled to be sure, “I can’t get off now.”

“That’s the idea,” said Lisa. “You’ll ride daddy until I decide you’re done.” She turned on the vibrator in the girl’s ass. “And you’ll enjoy it.”

“Mmmm, yeah,” sighed the preteen as she felt the delicious stimulation. That feels nice. Just right… I’m gonna get all excited and maybe I can cum… ooo, gawd, won’t that be naughty? Riding daddy and cumming. Jeez, mommy and daddy are gonna see me do it.
“That’s right and it’s OK, remember? Remember the rules between slaves? You have a good time riding on your pony. Tug on the reins and use your spurs on him. Do whatever you want because I’m making you do it. Daddy is not allowed to get mad or get even with you later. Remember all the spankings he’s given you? Now’s the chance to have some fun with him.” Stepping back, Lisa said, “Giddy-up, cowgirl. Ride your big black stallion hard.”

Grinning at her sisters, Falina took a tentative tug on the reins, pulling her pony’s head up smartly. “Giddy-up, pony,” she said and touched her spurs to her pony’s ribs. 

“Unnhhh,” said her pony in surprise, sounding a little bit like a whinny. What the fuck? Harry jumped as the spurs touched him. She shocked me. The spurs are electric. Don’t touch me with them again… and don’t pull my head back. The feisty pony tossed his head and bucked a little. 

“Giddy-up,” said the little rider again, pleased with her pony’s response. She slapped the end of the reins playfully on the stallion’s shoulder and spurred him again… gently. 

“Uhhn…hunnnhh,” protested the pony, again sounding enough like an excited neigh that his rider thought he was playing along. He bucked some more, deciding that he’d better give her a fun ride to keep her from spurring him again. She doesn’t know she’s shocking me and I can’t tell her. Just keep moving up and down, make it fun for her… when the fucking horse goes, the rider doesn’t have to spur it… “Neeaaayyy,” he yelped as she spurred him again. He tossed his head in response, but she only spurred the naughty pony again. “Neeaayyy,” he whinnied, realizing this time he did sound like a horse… and it turned him on. Just a horse for her to ride… her pet pony… naked and helpless with a fucking hard on for my little girl as she plays with me. He could feel his cock jerk with arousal. Damn, Mistress is having fun… only one who knows I’m getting shocked. I’m not into pain, but it’s so incredibly humiliating and hot for Falina to shock me and not even know it. My girls are watching… Jan knows I’m enjoying giving my little girl a naughty ride… daddy loves being treated like this… Falina going to orgasm… riding me just for her pleasure. “Neeaayyy,” he whinned again just for the sheer pleasure of being used. 
Watching with glee, Lisa slapped the pony on the ass and then went around front to lean close to his ear. “Does your mistress know what you like or what? Give her a good ride and then I’ll see about a reward for the big black stallion. Maybe they’ll all ride you.” Assured he would give the little anal slut a good ride, she turned her attention to Jan. 

Reaching under the woman, Lisa hardened her nipples one at a time and put clamps on the hard nubs. Then she put a clamp on Jan’s clit and hung a weight on it. The psychology professor knew what her mistress was doing to her and hated it. Bit by bit she had been conditioned to enjoy the pain. Her cruel mistress had gradually increasing the pain that went with an orgasm until she’d turned into a pain slut. The spanking already had her pussy tingly wildly. Now she could feel the added twinge of pleasure that came from clamps on her nipples and clit.
Lisa had taken a core math class from Professor Cock and then the second semester, she took Pysch 110 from Professor Cunt. By then she already had the two Ph.D’s under her control. Early in the semester, she’d gone to her psychology teacher and said, “I’ve decided what my final project will be.”
“Already, Ms. Simon?” asked the professor cautiously. “We won’t even start them until March.”

“I like to get ahead, Professor Kimbe,” said the student. It amused her to treat the woman with respect in their scholastic life only to debase her slave in private. “I’m going to do Pavlov’s experiment on conditioning, only I’m going to do it to a person.”

“I’m afraid that would be unethical, Ms. Simon. I can’t allow you to experiment on a human subject. Besides, it’s not very original.”

“Well, you’re not in much of a position to argue,” countered Lisa, taking a rare moment to flex her dominance in this setting. “It’s freshman psych. How original does it have to be? How about if the person I’m conditioning knows about it and can try to fight it? That would be original.”

“Ms. Simon, you have to understand. If someone finds out you’re experimenting on a human subject, you’ll be suspended and I might lose my job.” She didn’t drive the point home by suggesting that if that happened, Lisa would no longer have control over her. 

“Well, who’s going to find out that I’m conditioning you?” asked Lisa with a smile. “You’re going to be my subject and let’s see if you can keep from being conditioned?”

Shocked, the professor slave pictured herself salivating at the ring of a bell. “What are you going to condition me to do?” 
“I’m keeping that a secret, but I think you’ll guess what it is. Anyway, you’re free to try to keep me from conditioning you in any way. And I’m going to condition your husband as well, only he doesn’t get to know he’s being conditioned, so he won’t consciously fight it. The experiment is to see if I can train someone who doesn’t suspect what’s happening and someone who knows exactly what’s going on.”

She’d argued fine points with her precocious student, but Jan had nothing to bargain with. In the end, Lisa started conditioning her. On the third session after that, she realized Lisa was conditioning her to enjoy pain. She figured it would be easy enough to fight such a repulsive idea. Pain hurt and there was no way she could get excited about that. On the next session, she decided Lisa was conditioning Harry to get a hard on from being humiliated. Forbidden to tell her husband, she watched with interest as the proud man gradually grew more and more excited to the point that he empowered his mistress to humiliate him. He’d cooperate with attempts to put him in the most embarrassing situations. Then he’d cum explosively.

It was early April when Jan noticed a tingle building in the midst of a spanking. Horrified, she realized that despite her efforts to the contrary, her mistress was succeeding. By the end of April, she couldn’t help herself. The sight of paddles, clamps, or needles made her think about them being used on her and that made her wet and excited. Actually being spanked, clamped, or pierced made her salivate all right, but from her pussy, not her mouth. By the time the semester was over, she was eager, already getting tingly just about being tied, chained, put in the stocks, or otherwise made helpless so her mistress could hurt her. She had to give Lisa the A that she earned. 
With Falina riding daddy in a mixture of innocent father-daughter child’s play and forbidden incestuous, underage, anal sex play and Jan fighting her inevitable orgasm, Lisa was ready for her own satisfaction. She stripped unabashedly and then lay down on a mat in front of the two captive adults. “Keesha, show mommy and daddy how much you like white pussy.”

Of the three girls, the 12-year-old liked eating out girls the best. Of course her sisters did it on command and were no longer disgusted, but Keesha loved the taste of pussy like it was candy. That’s not to say that she liked her predicament. Being forced to eat her mistress without promise of anything in return was so unfair. Now with mommy and daddy watching, she balked. Mistress wants me to just get down and start licking her pussy? I never thought I’d do it with them watching. Fuck, like I want them to know I like pussy or that I even do it… they know I do it, I told them I’ve done girls. … but now I’m going to show them? This sucks so bad. She cast a guilty look at her parents. Daddy was preoccupied, but still seemed to be watching to see if she really would. Mommy was definitely watching with a look of dismay and disbelief. 

After what Mistress did to mommy and daddy, I can’t say no. “Thank you, Mistress,” she said and buried her face in the delicious treat. 

With the girl noisily slurping in her pussy, Lisa considered that particular triumph. She’d conditioned Falina to like it in the ass, Keesha to love pussy licking, and Leena to love cock sucking. All five of the family members had changed because of her. She’d changed them into compliant sex toys. “Show Mommy and Daddy how much you like pussy,” she taunted. “Cute little black ass up in the air. Maybe you thought they would mind, but I think they’re enjoying the view.” 
Mommy’s face had three expressions that went with the vibration in her pussy... excited was obvious… then when the vibrator stopped, she tried to nonchalantly ignore the spectacle of her daughter taking Mistress to multiple orgasms and enjoying it… and then she had a mixture of curiosity and envy as if wondering what it would feel like to have Keesha in her pussy. Daddy was mostly oblivious to the sight. He was wild with desire in a game of horsie with his youngest girl. He’d stop and make her spur him and then whinny and give her a good ride for a while. Every time she came, he thrust his hips as if he was fucking her and driving her to orgasm. Then he’d slow down and make her spur him again. That’s not to say he totally ignored the erotic sight of a little girl slave pleasuring their mistress. 
After Mistress’ first orgasm, Keesha just forgot about everything else. The pussy was delicious and her own body was on fire. When her mistress gave her permission to cum, the girl fingered herself without a thought about the great view mommy and daddy had of her upturned bottom and how it thrashed with forbidden pleasure. 

After four orgasms, Lisa decided it was time to go the rest of the way with the two big slaves. They were both desperate for a climax. Not that Lisa cared if her slaves enjoyed themselves or not, but she wanted the girls to see how low their parents had fallen. Rising, she turned off Falina’s spurs, deflated the ball in her ass, and got her down off her horsie. She ungagged both slaves so they could beg properly.

Standing Leena in front of daddy so they were looking in each other’s eyes, she said, “Horsie boy, you may cum when you convince me that you want Leena’s sweet mouth around that big horsie cock. She’s been keeping an eye on it and I think she wants it. If you’d like, when you cum in her mouth, I’ll have her kiss you and share with you.” It wasn’t really a matter of whether he liked it or not. Knowing it would excite him, she wanted him to know he was going to taste his cum again. 
Yes! I get to cum… in Leena’s mouth? She’ll blow me? She’s just a little girl… shouldn’t do her daddy… but look at that mouth. Jesus, it looks like she wants to. Fucking hot to have Mistress Lisa force my daughter to suck me off. Share my cum with me? Oh, fuck me, does that sound hot… getting my cum from that mouth… damn, I’ll shoot off in about two seconds. I shouldn’t, but I have to cum so bad. “Mistress, please, may I cum in that sweet mouth. I want those pretty lips around my cock. I want to be deep in her throat. I want to cum in her… want that sexy girl to suck my cock.”

Lisa was already giving Jan her orders by the time Harry started begging. She listened with one ear, waiting for the right words and the right level of desperation. “I know my pain slut wants to cum,” she said to the woman. “I want to hear you beg for it and you can make a choice – do you want those vibrators turned on high or do you want Keesha to show you what she does best.” Thinking mommy wouldn’t vote for her daughter simply because either way would be a wonderful orgasm, she added. “I’ll sweeten the pot if you pick Keesha. I’ll have her spank you ten more times and then she’ll eat you. Now, let me know which one you want and convince me you want it really bad.”

Shouldn’t be too hard… I do want it really bad… not even gonna pretend I don’t… yeah, right in front of the girls because I ache for a climax… no going back now. “For God’s sake, Mistress, you know I want it bad. A spanking makes me so excited. I’m soaking wet and tingly and hot and excited and… ohhh, it aches so much. Please, I need to cum.” Vibrators or Keesha. Vibrators or spanking. Jesus, did you see how she went after Mistress Lisa’s pussy? I want some of that and a spanking. “Please, I want Keesha to get down and taste mommy. I want that hot little nigger tongue in my pussy. I want that slutty 6th grader to get down and make mommy cum. I want her to spank my big black ass ten or twenty times.” Twenty? Can’t take it back now. Mmm, yeah. Ohhh, I can’t help myself. Want her, want her, want her! “Please, Mistress, make her lick mommy.”
Impressed by Jan’s earnest pleas, Lisa turned her attention back to daddy. He was doing OK, but not as good as his wife. “I think I’m going to let mommy have it pretty soon,” she advised the man. “You better pick it up over there.”

Leena cut in and said, “Fuck, daddy, alllll the wayyy down my throat. Your cock looks so big and tasty. I want that big horsy cock. You can fuck my naughty mouth and I’ll suck every drop. You want to share? I’ll share your cum with you. You like hanging down all big and hard for little girls? Bet you want a little girl’s mouth on it, too.” Damn, I want his cock in my mouth. So damn big… looks so good… and it’s daddy! He gets so turned on by naughty things. I like cock. He likes being sucked. Perfect. “Bet you want me riding you like Falina did. Now be a good slut and beg.” Holy shit! He loved that. Such a freaking wimp!
“Yes, baby, I want to fuck your throat. Daddy doesn’t like hanging down all big and hard, but it drives me crazy when little girls see it. Fucking naughty daddy. Suck me and ride me.” He turned his head to their mistress. “I want this pretty fucking mouth wrapped around my cock, Mistress.” Taking a lesson from his wife’s words, he got more explicit. “Please, make this 8th grade slut do it. Daddy wants his little girl all over his cock. Daddy wants to cum and I love 14-year-old’s mouths.” Won’t be the first one… just another nail in the coffin… damn, I can’t control myself. I need her. “I want a nigger girl down on her knees sucking big black horsy cock.”
“That’s pretty good,” said Lisa, acknowledging the high quality begging. “Keesha, go give mommy ten hard swats, but don’t eat her yet. Professor Cunt, tell her how many pussies you’ve enjoyed.”

“Mistress… I mean, Keesha, mommy has eaten 27 pussies,” Jan admitted without hesitation. By now there was nothing that would embarrass her. “I’ll eat yours too if Mistress allows it.” She steeled herself for the spanking. From my daughter! “Spank mommy hard, baby. I like it. Makes me sooo horny.”
While Keesha picked up the paddle and got started, Lisa told Leena to step back. “I want to show you something very special,” she told the girl. Picking up a stack of pictures, she showed the first one to Harry. 

“No, please, Mistress, don’t show her that,” he pleaded. His heart thudded audibly and he thought he would cum just from the thought of his daughter seeing the picture. Yes, Mistress, show her what a slut her daddy is. 
Lisa went through several pictures, showing Harry and then showing Leena. The first was daddy wearing a dress. The second was him kneeling in front of a man while wearing the dress and opening the man’s fly. “Oh, Gawd,” he moaned. In the next picture, he had the white cock in his mouth. “No, no,” he whined, his voice rising an octave while his cock throbbed in tune to his real feelings. Yes, Leena, daddy sucks cock for Mistress. Look at the picture… yes, her eyes are so wide… oh, fuck yes, look at daddy just like that… daddy is a slut.
“Isn’t daddy naughty,” said Lisa as she showed a picture of him naked and sucking a cock. She had several pictures of him naked, tied, and sucking cocks, including some boys that Leena knew – young boys that she’d sucked off, too.”He really likes little boys,” she said. Harry declined comment as his noises became incoherent. Suck me. For God’s sake, it hurts so bad. I’m gonna explode.

To the sound of ten swats, Jan went from encouraging her daughter to the same incoherent whines and moans as her husband. They were both drooling, desperate sluts when Lisa finally said, “Keesha, lick her, but… take five minutes to make her cum. I’ll let you know when it’s time.” With a smile, Keesha knelt behind mommy and reached her tongue up to harvest the delicious juices. Five minutes was fine with her because she could enjoy it longer. Not to mention the incredible sounds mommy made when she learned she’d have to wait. 
“Leena, daddy may cum in your mouth in five minutes. Get down there and tease him. Lick his balls and his cock, but do not let him cum for five minutes.” She pulled Falina to her pussy and showed the two slaves what they had to wait for. 

Noticing that daddy responded to being treated like a wimp, Leena tongued his cock and balls, and occasionally stopped to talk. “This is so naughty, daddy. You’re just hanging there. Can’t stop me from looking.” Kewl! He sounds so excited. “Can’t stop me from licking it.” Double kewl! “Can’t even make me suck it. You’re leaking precum.” She licked the tip of his cock. “Mmmm, you taste good. I’m gonna get a mouthful and then you’ll get a taste of your own nasty cum. I’m just gonna sit here and look at it because you can’t stop me.” Wow! “Then I’m going to ride my big black stallion. Jeez, you’ll do anything for Mistress Lisa, won’t you? If I put my mouth here, you could just fuck it.” His hips pumped as he tried to reach her, but she stayed just close enough that only the tip of his cock found her lips. Damn, he is so much fun!
The five minutes went by quickly for the two girls, but seemed forever for their parents. When Lisa told them five minutes were up, Leena said, “Oh wow, such a big hard cock for me,” and slid daddy’s cock down her throat and Keesha changed her target to attack mommy’s clit. Within seconds, Jan came in a tremendous screaming orgasm praising Keesha and Lisa. Right on her heels, Harry shot his load in the tight mouth of his daughter. The happy girl’s mouth was filled to overflowing.
By the time Leena got out from under him and around front to face him, Harry’s desire had faded considerably. He looked at her cum covered chin. Shit! Now I have to eat my own cum. Sounded better a while ago than it does now. He opened his mouth and felt the warm lips of his daughter against his and then tasted his cum as her tongue forced it into his mouth. Gawd, she kisses good… my little girl… I’m kissing her like a lover… so nice… tastes good, too. Damn it, I will do anything for Mistress Lisa, won’t I? And I’ll be damned if I’m not getting a thrill from this. Who would have thought humiliation would turn me on? Hope we’re done after this. I like this too much. 
Ordered to share it, Leena gave him as near to half as she could tell with her tongue and then swallowed the rest. She deserved a reward, too. He swallowed his share and licked his lips, not even aware he did. Holy shit! He ate his cum and he liked it. Who would’ve thought that about daddy? I like own him now… well, Mistress Lisa owns him… wonder how I can use this? You want more, daddy? She said, “I got some on my chin, daddy. Would you clean it for me?” She lifted her chin toward his mouth. 
Harry’s tongue came out and licked the slimy goo off his daughter’s chin before he could even think about it. Seeing the thrill in her eyes, he realized he’d just licked his cum at the mere suggestion from his daughter. Not from Mistress Lisa. Not an order. Just would I… and I did. Little more over there… got it… fuck me, the way she’d looking at me… can’t help it… some over there… mmmm, got… guess that’s it. “Would you like another taste of my cum, baby?”
What’s he want? Another blow job? That’d take a command from Mistress Lisa. She noticed he parted his lips invitingly. Oh, he wants another kiss? She cast a glance at their mistress and discovered Lisa, Keesha, Falina, and mommy were all watching. Lisa was smiling and the other three gaped in astonishment. “Kiss him,” said Lisa. As the father and daughter’s lips met, she added, “Keep kissing until I say it’s enough.” 

Enjoying the sight of Harry and Leena kissing passionately, Lisa told Keesha. “Give mommy a taste of her pussy. Kiss her.” Jan was reluctant to show the same passion until Lisa glared at her. Disgusted, she shared a deep kiss with her 12-year-old daughter. 

“Very nice, mommy and daddy,” chuckled Lisa. The two adults were already securely under her control, but she’d reap additional benefits from the display of wanton lust between parents and children. 

As promised, Leena got a chance to ride the black stallion though Lisa removed the butt plug on the saddle for her. She was well aware that the spurs hurt her mount and used them frequently. Daddy vigorously played horsie with her and when she dismounted, she confirmed that his cock was hard. Sharing a meaningful look with her mistress, she felt naughty in one way, but like a co-conspirator as well. I enjoyed that. I like teasing daddy. I like making daddy hard. Looks like Mistress Lisa enjoyed watching... made her happy.  
The powerful mistress did indeed enjoy the way Leena responded to daddy. She also enjoyed watching Keesha with mommy after she told the middle daughter to make mommy excited again, but she couldn’t use the paddle or touch mommy’s pussy. The girl focused on mommy’s tits. Removing the nipple clamps, she used her teeth instead, biting and stretching the hard nipples in the hopes that once mommy was excited, she could again taste those delicious juices.

Keesha was disappointed when it was her turn to ride daddy. Mommy was writhing in the sweet agony of unrequited desire and the smell of mommy’s pussy was overpowering. She hated to lose the opportunity, but it was fun riding the black stallion. By the time Keesha was done with daddy and Leena was done with mommy, the parents were again ready to beg for release. The only problem was, Lisa wasn’t ready to let them beg or cum. 
Instead, Lisa got the adults out of the stocks and their spreader bars and tied her property’s hands behind their backs. Dialing her cell phone, she said, “We’re ready. Are you?” Without another word, she hung up. Her five slaves knew she liked to surprise them, but it never got any easier. 
Seconds later, Mike, her brother, entered the room with Kimmy, hands tied behind her back, and the three amigos. It wasn’t the first time any of them had seen Mike or the three boys, but now the thought of doing those same things with their other family members present made the five slaves shift uncomfortably. With shared glances, they all came to the same conclusion. Everybody is going to know what goes on. No more secrets. Professor Cock’s hard on returned as he considered what his daughters were about to witness. 

“Professor Cunt, kiss Kimmy, make love to her tits, and then kneel down and make love to that beautiful pussy,” said Lisa. “Time for you to show the girls what you do so well.” 
“Yes, Mistress,” said Jan. Blushing, she pressed her body against the young girl. Their tits met before their lips did. Without hesitation, they shared a forbidden, lesbian kiss that had once turned both their stomachs. Now it was just another kiss, a pleasant, arousing moment tainted only by the presence of her girls. From the kiss she moved down to suckle on the small nipples atop the child sized breasts. Damn her for making me do this in front of them. Finally, she knelt and ran her tongue up the bare slit. I told them I did it and now I’m showing them. Fuck, I never wanted to do this… never even knew how… now here I am an expert at pussy licking. I’m still wet from what Leena and Keesha did… this feels good. 
“Mommy likes girls,” teased Lisa. “Likes sucking on tits and likes eating pussy.” Like she was preparing me for this moment. I can’t argue… looks like I do enjoy it… I’ve got my mouth full… and I wouldn’t dare argue. She’d fumed over being gagged and having words put into her mouth, but now when she wasn’t gagged, she still found herself powerless to refute her mistress. It didn’t take long to make Kimmy cum. It just seemed long under the scrutiny of her daughters. 
With Jan embarrassed, Mike turned their attention to daddy. “Professor Cock, suck Jack’s cock. I’m sure you’d like to show everyone how much you like little boys’ cocks.”

He almost argued the point since he hadn’t started yet. It wasn’t that he liked sucking a 13-year-old boy’s cock or any cock, but Harry did know that he’d enjoy the humiliation. Indirectly it was true and it wasn’t worth the effort and the subsequent punishment to argue. Involuntarily, he licked his lips as he eyed the small cock and then took it into his mouth. For God’s sake! I’m doing it again… sucking cock for my mistress… a boy’s cock… small and hard and so young. Not just for Jan this time… my girls watching me suck cock. Nothing but my mouth to please him. Damn, it feels good… my cock is getting hard… so exciting. I could stop and make her make me… save a little face… but, I don’t want to stop… it’s better this way.
The slave thought about stopping for just long enough to look at the girls… are they watching? What are they thinking? Can’t see a thing except my master’s soft, smooth tummy and his warm, wonderful cock. Then he heard a voice very close to him. “Wow, daddy, you’re really good at it, too.” It was Keesha from just inches to the side. Rolling his eyes to the side he could make out her dark shape. A glance to the other side revealed two dark shapes close enough to see the taste buds on his tongue as it swirled around the tasty cock. From that side he heard Leena’s voice. “He does like it. He’s big and hard.” Just for you, baby. 

Looking up he could see the eager eyes of the young master. His cock throbbed at the power of the boy to command him. When it came to oral sex, he had to admit that he preferred boys. It was simply the naughtiest, most humiliating way he could use his mouth. As the cock spurted in his mouth, he sucked it dry and then showed the prize to Jack. He even turned his head to both sides so his audience could see how well he’d done. “You may swallow now,” said his master. With an audible gulp, he shifted the boy cum to his stomach. 
Husband and wife then performed in tandem. She ate out Leena, Keesha, and Falina. He sucked off Kyle, Luke, and Mike, glancing enviously between cunts and cocks at each other and wondering what the girls would think about daddy eating them and mommy doing the boys. 

It was getting late in the afternoon by now. The slaves were all untied and Lisa strung Jan up by her nipples. With her nipples stretched to the limit and balanced on her tiptoes, the slave was in exquisite pain and ready to beg within minutes. While Lisa prepared Jan, Mike had already started Harry on begging for another orgasm. 

“Yes, you may cum, nigger,” said Mike with a sneer. “Jerk off for your little darlings. Stand in front of him, Falina. Jerk off on your 10-year-old. Right on her face.”
Four blowjobs had hardened the man’s cock and now with his cock in his hand, Harry was exquisitely humiliated. He stroked hard and fast, thrilled at the look of apprehension on the little girl’s face as she stared down the barrel of his cock, at the look of disgust on his other daughter’s faces, and at the sound of laughter from the boys. Fuck, I look like a wild man. I am a wild man. So horny I can’t help myself. He’d hardly gotten started when he sprayed the sweet face and her flat chest. When he was finished and panting from the brief exertion, he licked her clean as ordered. 

Lisa didn’t require much begging from Jan this time. She swatted the slave’s ass another ten times, listened for a few seconds, and then said, “Play with yourself, mommy. You may cum, but you have to do it yourself.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,” sighed the woman as she put two fingers to her clit. Her ass burned, her nipples hurt, her legs ached, and her pussy dripped. Sweet relief. Who the fuck cares about the girls? They’ve seen it all already… just need to cum. What? No! She silently protested as Lisa lowered her and unclamped her nipples. Then Lisa slapped her left tit, right tit, left tit, right tit. Using them like a boxer’s speed bag, Lisa smacked her tits over and over. “Ohhhh, yessss, Mistress,” she gasped. “Hurt the bitch.” You win, Lisa. An A for you… better than I expected… I love this… I love you…smack the fucking things. “Show them what mommy really likes.” 
Her eyes darted around the audience as she begged for pain and pleasure. When Luke glanced at the paddle lying on the floor, she said, “Fuck, yeah, Master Luke, spank me, too. Please.” She delayed her orgasm long enough for him to land five swats and then she exploded in a mind-blowing climax. Like an animal… conditioned just like an animal… so wonderful!
That was the end of Lisa’s plans for the afternoon, but she couldn’t deny the obvious sexual charge that remained. Pulling Keesha to her, she rocked through multiple orgasms as the three amigos each took a turn raping Jan without seeming to sate her animalistic urges and Mike fucked Falina in her pretty, pert ass. 

*****

The high points of that afternoon rolled through Harry’s head a couple of times while he licked his girls’ assholes in the underground dungeon/party room. Then Momma Lisa called her girls away and he was left with a hard cock still waiting for relief. 

While the Peter and Harry had alter egos that were their complete opposite, Debbie Chance had no doubt that she was a super heroine. Bubba was evil, a Darth Vader with a cock instead of a light saber. She was good, Princess Leia who was able to stand up to the evil. Their battleground was her mother. The first time had happened several months ago when Bubba pierced Linda’s big bouncy boobs with needles, extracting naughty deeds from Debbie in exchange for fewer needles and less pain for her mommy. 

The second time they faced off was when Debbie realized what she could do, how powerful she was. Mommy was tied up so good that she couldn’t move. Bubba laid out 24 needles. That’s way more than last time, she thought. At least, I think it’s more. I didn’t count them last time, but that’s a lot of needles. The big black man put four needles into the woman’s nipples, two in each nipple to form an X. Debbie watched and waited while her mommy screamed in pain. Well, mommy was gagged with a dang big ball in her mouth, but mommy’s eyes bugged out and Debbie figured mommy would have been a lot louder with the gag out. “Take off your clothes,” said Bubba. 
Just like that first time, she stripped right in front of both of them. This time, Bubba picked up four needles and set them aside. OK, my clothes for four needles. I guess that’s fair. He poked four more into mommy’s tits, one above each nipple and one below, parallel to the floor. She wanted to do something right now to protect mommy, but Debbie knew she had to wait her turn. “Dance for me,” said Bubba. “Dance for three minutes. Dance sexy.”

She’d taken dance lessons, so Debbie played the music in her head for one of the routines. She knew it was three and a half minutes long, but she’d just stop near the end. It was sexy when she was wearing her leotard and short skirt. Naked it was downright obscene. How odd it was for the big man to watch her so intently. He enjoyed watching her and she knew it. She even forgot to stop until the music in her head was over and she’d danced for longer than he wanted. When she was done, he set another four needles to the side. OK, I see how this works. Four more in her boobs and then I do something else. Just as she suspected, he skewered mommy’s big tits with four more needles, one on either side of each nipple, vertical to form a square with the other two needles. He’d done this enough times that he got a perfect square with an X in the middle. Linda panted from the exertion of screaming and the needles rose and fell with her tits. Wow, that looks so odd the way they go up and down, up and down. She screamed a lot. That’s just the way the game is played. Now I gotta do something to save her from those last four needles. She looked at Bubba expectantly. 
“Lie down on your back and rub your cunny,” Bubba told the little girl. So she did. Pretty strange thing to ask for, but he likes watching me. Rub my pee hole for him… what’s so special about this? She rubbed it for a couple of minutes with little effect and then Bubba reached out a finger and rubbed her. To her surprise, he found an especially nice spot to rub. Oh boy, what the heck is that… feels nice… really tingly, squirmy kind of nice… stop squirming, it’s embarrassing… “Ohhhh.” Shut up! Holy cow, he made me blush. Dang it, that makes me blush even more. For Pete’s sake, he likes that, doesn’t he.  And now I’m breathing heavy? What’s that about. “Ohhhhh.” Jeez, what’s he doing down there. That feels goooooood… feels all tingly… feels like something’s gonna happen… better and better and…”Woooooo.” What the heck was that? She wondered as she had her first ever orgasm from Bubba’s lecherous finger. He made a point of setting aside the last four needles. He always did twelve needles anyway, but now he had a naked 10-year-old on her way to slavery in exchange for the other twelve needles. 
It was then that Debbie realized how powerful she was. He did twelve needles and she blocked twelve. She’d cut mommy’s suffering in half. Indeed, she was exceptionally proud of her goodness. It was equal to Bubba’s evil. And so it went for several similar sessions. She wrenched twelve needles from him in exchange for stripping, dancing, and cumming, even learning how to make herself cum. It never occurred to her that he was taking advantage of her. 

While Debbie was slowly being seduced, her big sister, Susie, was getting a different dose of slavery.  Susie heard about Wendy’s rape. A dozen boys. including her two brothers. had shown up with her trapped in stocks. They’d taken turns with Wendy and her mom. Not only had Wendy been defenseless with her pussy available, she couldn’t even see who was fucking her. Knowing she’d have a turn soon, Susie heard about Grace’s initiation next. Again it was a roomful of boys with Grace and her mom helpless to resist. That left only Susie as a virgin and she knew that was only until Lisa decided it was her turn. 
Dreading the inevitable gang rape, Susie was surprised when her fateful day was different. Lisa had slept over, never a fun experience, but this time it was also grueling as they made out and made each other cum while Susie waited for the other shoe to drop. She loved and feared her demanding friend. Nothing out of the ordinary happened until the next morning, her brother Jack’s 13th birthday. Lisa fingered her close to an orgasm, but then stopped. “You’re going to be Jack’s birthday present,” Lisa told her. “Strip, put on your robe, and go into his room. Drop the robe and tell him you want him to fuck you. Do everything he wants for an hour.” 

Susie almost protested. My brother’s 13th birthday present? Hey, Jack, welcome to your teens… here’s my pussy and everything else. No freaking way!!! But… what if I do say no… can you say gang bang? Suddenly a one-on-one with her little brother didn’t sound so bad. “OK,” she said and pulled her T-shirt over her head. 

“Hold it, Susie,” said Lisa. “Things have changed as of right now. When I say strip, put on your robe, and go into his room. What do you say to me?”

The big titted blond had to fight with her common sense before she came up with the answer. “Yes, Mistress?” she said tentatively, making it a question. 

“That’s right, slut,” said Lisa. “I’m now your mistress and you’re my slave. Only my first act as your mistress is to give you to your brother. Now go and do it.” That made it official. Lisa was no longer just her demanding friend.
Susie stripped off her panties and put on her robe. Just as she was about to leave, Lisa added, “And make sure you call him master.”

Pausing, Susie digested that order. “Yes, Mistress,” she said. Crap, that really sucks but then Grace and Wendy call their brothers master and they got gang banged to prove it. Guess I’m getting off easy. She stepped into the hallway and then stopped. It was just a few feet from her bedroom door to her brother’s, but she stopped and leaned against the wall. I’m about to lose IT… my cherry… my virginity… all the time I thought I was saving it for somebody special and now I’m just gonna give it to Jack. Fuck! This is a fucking big deal to me and if he acts like it’s not, I’m gonna kick his ass, master or not. Yeah, one last ass kicking that I’ll probably regret, but he better appreciate what he’s getting. 
Without even knocking, she opened the door and stepped into Jack’s room. As she untied her robe, she caught a look of anticipation. Crap, he’s expecting me. She dropped the robe and he threw back the sheet to expose his hard on. Crap, he’s been waiting for me. She told him. What am I supposed to say? Crap, he already knows what he wants. “Happy birthday, Jack,” she said, embellishing Lisa’s order. “I thought I’d be your present today. I want you to fuck me. In fact, you can do anything you want for an hour. How’s that, Master?”

Jack patted the bed next to him. “Hop in, Susie.” 

As she lay down next to him, he threw the sheet over them. The bed and his body were warm. She was surprised at how comfortable she felt lying naked next to her naked brother. He moved away from her, pulling her half with his hands and half with his eyes to the middle of the bed. Then he straddled her and said, “Bitch, I’ll do anything I want for the rest of your life.” As the astounded girl considered those words, he pulled her legs apart and… thank you for fingering me Mistress… shoved his cock into her pussy. Huh? Wasn’t that supposed to hurt? Oh yeah, gymnastics, horseback riding… my hymen’s gone. He was already stroking in her wet pussy. Little bastard called me a bitch! Nothing special going on here. Unless I make it special. 
Putting her hands firmly on his hips, Susie slowed her little brother down. “Master, this is my first time. I saved myself just for you. Your first time?” she guessed incorrectly, but he didn’t say so. “I really want to please you.” And want you to please me and remember this forever, because I will. “Don’t be in a hurry.” She took his hands and put them on her tits. “Like them?” she chuckled. “Biggest in my class. Ohhh, your hands feel so good on them,” she cooed for his benefit. 
Properly distracted, Jack sank his cock to the hilt and left it there as he molested the magnificent mammaries he’d admired for years. Yes, he’d wondered what his sister looked like naked and now she was right in front of him. He hadn’t wondered ever… no, not ever… what his mom looked like naked, but he knew he’d get that soon, too. But these tits… his sister’s tits… yeah, he did want to spend some time with them. And, from how Susie sounded, he was pretty good with his hands. 
As he fondled the dream tits, he looked at her face. Her lips were slightly parted and her expression urged him closer. He felt her warm breath on her face when she said, “Master, would you kiss me, please?”

Ten minutes later he emerged from her mouth, pulled back from her tits, and gave in to the pounding need of his cock. As they came together, the slave sighed, “Now that was a good fuck, wasn’t it, Master?”

The word master reminded him to look down with the disdain of superiority on the bitch under him. It was incredible, magnificent, freaking excellent. It was way better than jerking off. Like a dream come true. Disdain was difficult. “Of all the fucks I’ve had, it was the best,” he said. When she smiled, he added, “Not that’s a lot, so yeah, it’s the best. Now, I expect better the next time.” He grinned as her contented expression faded. 
Over the remainder of the hour, Jack surprised his sister with his quick recovery by cumming in her mouth and then in her pussy again. After an hour, he let her go, making sure she knew he would keep her longer if it was up to him. “Go back to Mistress Lisa. You’re mine now, but go say goodbye.”

Now what Susie hadn’t considered yet was Jack’s birthday party. He’d invited eight of his friends and they were all coming to the party. How do you get 100% of your guests to arrive? “By promising them all that your big sister will fuck and suck every one of them,” said Lisa. “I thought about having you seduce the eight little fuckers, but decided that some of them might be a little dull witted. So, they all know what they’re going to get. Oh, don’t look so upset, Susie. You’ll do them in your bedroom and only one at a time. Not like Grace and Wendy with them all drooling over you at the same time. And the best part…” she paused while Susie wondered what the hell could be good about this set up, “…you don’t have to share them with your mom.”

That afternoon, Linda was busy running a party consisting of 9 boys and Susie was up in her room as the boys cycled through. She couldn’t quite decide if it was better to be like Grace and Wendy, tied up and unable to resist, or the way she did it, untied and looking like she was willing and cooperative.  From the description, Grace and Wendy had fucked their brothers and a bunch of strange boys brought in just for that purpose. Aside from their brothers, they’d never see their rapists again. Susie had fucked her brother’s eight closest friends and she wondered how many times she’d have to face them again. 

When the party was over, Jack fucked her again and then left her alone for the rest of the day. Curiously, their mom didn’t seem to be under Jack’s control. The next day was a Sunday and it all came together. Bubba came over to complete the transfer. He had two slaves to bequeath to the lucky 13-year-old boy. While Linda knelt at Bubba’s feet, Susie knelt at Jack’s feet, and Debbie stood to the side, considering her new responsibility of saving her sister as well as her mother while Susie wondered, what the heck is my little sister doing here? If Bubba hadn’t explained it all to Jack, he’d have wondered the same thing. 
Any question as to whether the 10-year-old fit into the master-slave equation was banished from Susie’s mind as Bubba ordered Linda, “Strip, slut,” and neither Linda nor Debbie flinched. Just like Susie knew her friends Wendy and Grace had surrendered to their brothers, Linda knew their mothers, Patti and Valerie, had surrendered to their sons. She wasn’t surprised that she was about to belong to her son. That had given her plenty of time to think about this moment. She didn’t want to strip in front of him, but even more than that, she didn’t want to be punished in front of him and end up doing it anyway. All her master would have to do was remind her of any of the many illegal things she’d done since becoming his property and she’d take her clothes off in front of the pope. Within a minute, she was naked. 
Following Bubba’s lead, Jack said, “Strip, slut.” He couldn’t resist saying, “I want to see my sister naked again.” As Susie stripped, Jack’s own words turned his attention to his little sister. It wasn’t just Susie he wanted to see naked, but he couldn’t quite figure out why he wanted to see Debbie naked, too. 

Susie recognized the high school janitor when she saw him and it astounded her that the big black man was her mom’s master. I knew she had a master, but the high school janitor? What the heck is that all about? As her mom stripped, she knew on one level that she shouldn’t be surprised, but she was anyway. She stripped for the janitor… with all of us watching… damn, with Jack’s eyes popping out of his head… and she didn’t even argue… didn’t even blush… didn’t even hesitate. When the same command came to her, she knew just how her mom felt. I have to. I argue and then what? I don’t even want to know what happens if I say no. I’m gonna strip for the janitor, too. At least I hesitated. She stood and peeled off her clothes. With a few seconds of thought before she started, she was still naked in less than a minute.  

“Now watch and learn,” Bubba addressed his apprentice master. There was a lot of rope in the room and Bubba proceeded to tie Linda’s hands behind her back. Then Jack did the same to Susie. Bubba tied Linda’s elbows together and when Jack got his eyes back in his head, he did the same to Susie. With their elbows touching and shoulders rolled back, the two slaves looked like they were nothing but a pair of tits. Jack continued following Bubba’s lead, as he tied Linda’s ankles and knees together. Then each master gagged his slave. Finally, Bubba tied a rope under Linda’s armpits and pulled her onto her tiptoes. 
No matter how much she shook her head and protested, “Uh uh, uh uh, uh uh,” Susie could only watch as her brother put her in an equally frightening position. On her toes with her tits thrust out, she looked like she was offering her luscious globes for whatever nefarious ideas ran through her little brother’s head.  
Through it all, Debbie watched. She wanted to console her sister and tell her it would be OK, but that wasn’t her role. She was just there to make it less painful. Susie would have to learn to trust her. Then her big sister wouldn’t carry on so. What the little girl found daunting was when Bubba pulled out 48 needles… twice as many as she’d ever seen. Well yeah, 24 for each of them, but am I expected to win 24 needles? Can I win them? 
Meanwhile, Susie found herself in an incredibly precarious position. It was true that the gag and ropes basically prevented them from using her mouth and pussy, but she couldn’t move a muscle. Up on her toes, she understood just how vulnerable she was. She started screaming as soon as she saw the needles. To her utter disbelief, Bubba stuck four needles through her mom’s nipples. 

With one eye on her mom’s tremendous tortured tits and the other on Jack, she thought, I am so fucked, aren’t I? Look at him. He likes that. Damn, he’s grinning. Double damn, he’s got a hard on. No way, don’t you dare look at my tits, Jack… master… please, don’t look at them like that. Pin cushions. Is that all my tits are to them? Jesus H. Christ, I wish I had tiny tits. Then Linda sported an X in each nipple and Bubba looked to Jack. Oh, you little shit! Do not look at me… them… like that. Fuck no, please! Oh, holy shit… how bad does this hurt? “Uhhnnnnnhhhhh,” she screamed into the gag as the first needle poked through her sensitive nipple. For Christ’s sake, he actually did it! He fucking did it! Shit, let go of my tit. Put down that needle. God, no… “Uhhhhnnnnnhhhh,” she screamed as he made an X in her nipple. 
He picked up a third needle and the look of pleasure, excitement, lust, eagerness on his face was unbelievable. She watched him pick up her tit, willing it out of his hand. He played with her nipple to harden it and she watched helplessly as he used her body against her. No amount of wishing could keep her big nipple from thrusting itself out like a target. She looked at his face, the needle, her nipple, and the needle and her nipple as they came together. Please, don’t. Oh God, he’s gonna! “Aaahhhhhhh, gaahhhhhh, ahhhhhh,” she screamed as he skewered her a third time. He’s gonna do it again. Fuck, do something. Get away. Yeah, right. Fuck, I can’t do anything. Oh fuck, my beautiful tit… feels good in his hand… couldn’t you just squeeze it, caress it, suck it, make love to it? Get that needle away from… “Aaahhhhh, ahheeeee.” Fucking bastard! I’m your fucking sister!

There were a lot more needles, but the action paused and Susie realized there was something else going on. She didn’t care what it was. It was just something that kept Bubba from poking her mom and Jack from poking her. She hadn’t quite heard the words, but everyone’s attention was on Debbie and she realized her little sister was stripping. Right in front of them. She’s just 10. Her chest looks like a boy’s and between her legs is… it’s a little girl cunny and she’s showing it off and they’re looking at her. So freaking perverted. 
In response to Debbie’s nudity, Bubba set aside two needles and Jack set aside two. It was her usual result, but Debbie was dismayed. Mommy and Susie are gonna get a lot more needles stuck in them at this rate. 
As usual, Bubba skewered his helpless slave four more times. Jack picked up his fifth needle and hefted his sister’s juicy, jiggling jugs. Do you have any idea how much this hurts, you little shit! Do not… I mean it… do not poke that in there… “Aaauhhhhh.” You enjoying this? Torturing your sister? Hell, I’m just his slave now. Enjoy torturing your slave? Well, duh… guess so… just when you think you know your own brother. He is gonna do it again. God dammit, I can’t… do… anything! “Yahhhhhh, ahhhhh.” Damn you! Two more needles later, she was grateful he stopped. This time she heard the command and then watched her sister dance for three minutes. 
Her original dance had earned her four needles and no matter how good she danced, Debbie still only got four. That didn’t stop the 10-year-old from embellishing. She watched Bubba and knew what he liked. Her dance got sexier and now she looked like a miniature professional stripper as she did a dance routine that made Jack’s jaw drop. Watching her, he realized why he wanted to see her naked. She was sexy. Unbelievable, but she was sexy and she loved being sexy. She was willing and eager. 
Four more needles were set aside, two from Bubba and two from Jack. Debbie found it hard to feel her usual sense of triumph. She was earning just as many needles, but there were two of them. Bubba wasn’t Darth Vader, he was the evil Emperor. Jack was Ani, an apprentice on the verge of becoming Vader. And there was still only one of her. 

The torture of the two broad’s Brobdingnagian breasts continued as the two masters drove the slender metal into their slave’s tit flesh. By now the two slaves’ chests heaved from the exertion of screaming and Debbie mused over the familiar sight of her mommy seemingly proudly display her ornaments and her sister doing the same. She could imagine the pain, but the process of the pain still was unreal. Mommy and Susie held still for it. Now they proudly displayed the needles. They were beautiful like that… almost worth the pain. 
As she was commanded, Debbie lay down and masturbated. Over the weeks, watching someone else being tortured had become the focus of her arousal. Mommy’s screams and the needles poking out of her rising and falling breasts were thrilling. Add to that Susie’s screams and two sets of breasts proudly displaying their hard earned jewelry and Debbie came faster and more intensely than ever. 

Apparently that was better for Bubba, too, as he set aside three needles and so did Jack. Wow! I earned six needles that time. And it was a good one. My toes just about popped off, I think. All wet and gooey. She smiled inside. So are mommy and Susie. But, I need to stop this. They’ve still got five needles each and I’ve never seen Master Bubba do more than this. Where could he stick them? She didn’t like the ideas she came up with since there didn’t seem to be room on those glorious globes. 
“Debbie, would you like to earn these last ten needles,” asked Jack. Bubba had long since guessed just what motivated the little vixen. The look of dismay on her face confirmed it and he was glad he’d coached Jack. She’d do more for either of them at the drop of a hat. 
“Yes,” she said, unable to hide her surprise as her brother took the lead role. Then her little logical mind had an epiphany. The evil emperor was assigning his apprentice the duty of watching over them. Jack was now the master. Jack would be here all the time. Jack was who she had to please. She’d never said it to Bubba before, but now she corrected herself. “Yes, Master.”

“Go unzip Bubba’s pants and pull out his cock. Lick it all over. Up and down, top and bottom. Then, suck on his balls. For that you’ll get what you want.”

Do what? Look at a man’s thing? In all this time, she’d displayed herself and she knew nothing of whatever happened after she was dismissed. Well, yeah, it makes sense. I have to do more to earn the last needles. I gotta do it or else. Look at it and lick it. Yuck! Bravely she went to Bubba. It’s your destiny, Debbie, she heard a voice in her head. She unzipped the big man’s pants, but then she had to undo his belt and unsnap his pants before she could get the big cock out into the open. She gasped in surprise as the huge stick was so big she couldn’t get her hands around it. 
He’d kept the little girl at a distance until today. Now, Bubba smugly looked at Linda as her daughter’s little tongue ran up the underside of his cock. He was leaving them all to Jack so he could spend his time with his new slave, the vice principal, and it was a fond farewell as he made his slave watch her preteen daughter lick his big, black cock. She did it without hesitation, laving the underside, the top, and finally catching the precum at the tip. That was the only time she hesitated as she considered the taste. 

As the huge fleshy rod sprang into view, Debbie gaped at the sight. She’d once played doctor when she was six and this was nothing like what that little boy had shown her. As she got both hands around it, she realized, he puts this is mommy, I’ll bet. It’s big. Huge. Monstrous. He puts it in her. He… fucks her. She ran her tongue up the underside. He let me! He let me touch it. I did it! I licked a man’s thing… cock. Giggle. Look at mommy. Bet she thought I wouldn’t do it. Look at Susie. Never done this before, Susie? Ohmigod, look at Jack. Mmm, damn, I’m gonna get his five needles, too. Ohmigod, ohmigod, look at Bubba. I’m making him look like that. Holy cow, I’d do this for free. He tastes… smells… feels… so good. All over. Mmmmm. Her tongue harvested his precum. What the heck was that? Warm, salty, tastes funny, but good.
Finished licking his cock, she lifted it to look at his balls. Jeez, maybe I should act like I don’t know what balls are. Holy cow, I licked his cock and I shouldn’t even know what that is. What does mommy think about me now? Hell, she’s standing there with needles in her tits. I used to think she was perfect, but look at her. She can’t say a thing about me. “Gently,” she heard Bubba say as she opened her mouth. She took an orb into her mouth and sucked on it gently. Duh, when you kick a guy here, he can’t stand up, so yeah, I gotta be gentle. Wouldn’t earn my five needles if I wasn’t gentle. God, this is nasty, but I like it. Would you look at his face!! She finished and took the other huge orb into her mouth and sucked on in, delighted at the reaction she got. When she was finished, she sat back and he set aside his last five needles. 
Debbie looked at her brother’s crotch, anticipating his next command. “Want to earn my last five needles?” he asked. He didn’t say anything more. The seconds ticked by as she waited and then she realized he expected her to know what to do. Yeah, Leia would know what to do. I mean, not that she’d ever lick… jeez, that would be Luke’s cock… but she knows what to do… if she did Vader, that would be her daddy’s cock… ewwww. But, I gotta. She unzipped her brother’s cock and discovered it wasn’t as daunting as Bubba’s. God Almighty, look at his face!! My brother wants me to lick his cock. Even better. Tastes better. Look at me! Dammit, I’ll bet mommy and Susie lick it, too. It’s mine… mine, dammit! God, he tastes good.
Watching his little sister with Bubba made Jack crazy with jealousy. He wished he’d had her do him first, but there was nothing he could do but wait his turn. When his turn came, he did what Bubba suggested, not even telling her what to do. He was just about to give in and tell her when she moved to him and unzipped his pants. Her tongue felt incredible and he was wired after torturing mom and Susie. His cock had been throbbing for quite a while, so as the 10-year-old ran her tongue up the underside one too many times, he erupted in orgasm. The first spurt went onto Debbie’s face, right between the eyes. 
What the hell? Debbie felt Jack’s cock do something different. Her little hand was wrapped around her brother’s cock as it jerked and then it felt like it pulled back and… hurled something onto her face! What happened? What’s going on? She looked dumbly at the tip of his cock as it spewed a second load onto her face. Jesus… hand job… blow job… my hand… his cock… he’s doing the nasty… right on me… “… in your mouth…” she heard in the distance. What in my mouth? Open up and… oh shit! Cock in my mouth… blow job… my mouth… gross… more coming… mmmmm… dammit, he had more in there. That is so gross… “…swallow it…” You’re shitting me. Swallow what? This? In my mouth? Well… gulp… OK. Certain he was finished, she sat back. Still want me to lick your balls, Master? Or do I get my needles now?
She got her needles. After that she was dismissed as usual, but now she had a picture in her mind of two cocks and she’d heard and read enough to know where those cocks went. Now she had a picture of what Bubba and Jack were doing to mommy and Susie. It was so nasty to think about, but the more she did, the more excited she got. Mommy and Susie are tied up and getting fucked… raped. Yeah, they don’t want to do it, but they can’t stop the masters. All helpless and tied. Got needles in their tits and cocks in their pussies. She had a fantastic orgasm just thinking about it. 
The next day was even more surprising to the 10-year-old. She came home from school and Jack was waiting for her. He’d had time to think about what had happened and he took her straight to his room. Using the approach that Bubba had taught him, Jack said, “I was thinking about using needles on mom and Susie again.” It had been wildly exciting, but he also felt guilty about it. In time he’d get over his guilt, but today he really didn’t plan on torturing the women in his life. “How’d you like to earn all the needles right now?”
Debbie fought to keep from grinning. Winning her brother back from the dark side had to be done carefully. If she tipped her hand too soon, she’d lose him. Hell yeah, I want to earn all the needles. I want to save mom and Susie every day. I want to get your mind off them altogether. I want you… you… you to stop hurting them. I want you. Really? I can do that right now? No strings attached? My handsome, adorable, cute, perfect brother that I idolize (and my friends do, too) wants me first?

“First,” said her brother, “don’t wear pants to school anymore. Only dresses and skirts. I’ll have mom buy you more if you need some. Second, put on that purple, purplish… flower… purple flower skirt that you have,” he said awkwardly. She looked cute… sexy… in the short skirt. It was his best chance of catching a glimpse of her panties over the past few months. Come to think of it, “And some cute… ummm… cute, sexy under… panties.” He looked at her like he wanted to say more, but then just said, “Go do that and come back.”
She batted her eyes. Gotta keep hold of him. I’m saving mom and Susie. He’s had all day to think of us and he picked me first. “Yes, Master,” she said. He’s my apprentice, but let him think he’s the master. That’s how this works. She skipped away and came back a couple of minutes later wearing her white with purple flowers and ribbons skirt and her briefest lavender panties. They were a year old and she didn’t wear them anymore, but she’d kept them because she liked the color. Now they were perfect the way they molded to her slender hips and bulging pussy mound. He hadn’t said anything about it, but she’d changed from a T-shirt to a white, button front blouse and lavender knee socks. What’s he gonna want off first?
The little vixen pulled the chair away from Jack’s desk and turned it to face him as he sat on the bed. She sat with her knees a few inches apart, trying to mix demure with can you see my panties?
He could, but it took a little effort. Jack’s uncertainty at being a master would be quickly overcome as he, Luke Spahr, and Kyle Klinger became the three amigos, but this first solo encounter with his little sister made her think she might save him from the dark side. Debbie’s problem was that she didn’t realize she was the dark side. She spread her legs a little to give him a better view. Consciously, she felt she was pulling him toward good, but subconsciously she was thrilled at his attention. 
When her brother said, “Take them off,” Debbie didn’t even wonder what she was to take off or think twice about losing her panties in this battle. She stood and reached up under her skirt. 

“Stop!” said Jack, abruptly changing his mind. As she stood frozen, he rose and walked to her. He reached under the sexy purple flower skirt and pulled down his adoring sister’s hot little panties. Down her thighs. Just the thought of those lovely thighs made him gasp with desire. Past her knees. Gasp. Those knees. Down her calves to the floor. She stepped out of them and he looked at them. Where’d she get these?! He almost told her to put them back on. I didn’t think they were this little. Should have taken more time. 
Still, they were standing and facing each other. She was exquisite and naked underneath that skirt. He wasn’t quite sure what to do, but Bubba had told him, You’re the master. Take control. Whatever you want, they’ll do. Anything. Believe me, nothing is too kinky when you’re the master. “Sit down,” he told her and retreated to the bed where he sat so he could look at her. 

He was thrilled just to have her silky panties in her hand. She sat with her legs slightly spread as before and this time he could see her bare pussy. He wished her skirt was a little shorter and she shifted her position, pulling her skirt up those lovely slender thighs as she did. More. She shifted again and her pussy was clearly visible between her soft, smooth thighs. He spoke with his eyes and she listened and obeyed… lured him in. 
Unable to take it anymore, he told her to stand. He slowly undressed her, leaving her in just those damn knee socks. She looks incredible in those socks. Better if they went up to here… middle of her thighs. His eyes and one hand drew a line and she knew what she needed for tomorrow. When he lay back on his bed, she knew he wasn’t going to tell her what to do. She crept up over him and pulled his shirt off, then took his shoes and socks off, and then pulled down his pants. He had all of her and she wanted all of him. Once he was nearly naked, she finished the job by pulling down his briefs. She took his light saber in her mouth and drained it of all the energy. The only downside of the afternoon was that he hadn’t “forced” her to cum. She took care of that later in her room. 

After dinner, Jack fucked Susie. Of course there was no torture involved since he’d let Debbie win that little battle. He had the confidence to nail his big sister and then when he was horny again… looking at three sexy girls/women would do that for any 13-year-old… he said, “Linda, I want a blow job.”

They were all in the family room watching TV when he made that announcement.  Susie looked relieved and Debbie looked jealous, though only Jack noticed that. His mom had an expression that was roughly a combination of when hell freezes over and whip it out, master. Jack counted to five slowly and said, “Stand up, mom.” She stood. “Take off your blouse.” She unbuttoned her blouse and removed it. “Take off your pants.” With a great show of reluctance, she unsnapped her pants, ran the zipper down, and slid her pants to the floor. Now wearing just her bra, panties, and socks, she waited for the next command. Somehow it was better to do it in stages. 
The boy held up four fingers and then dropped one. His mom looked at his fingers, then at herself, back at his fingers, and figured out what he meant. She took off a sock. He dropped a finger and she took off her other sock. Instead of dropping another finger, he put his hand down. He wasn’t going to make it easy for her. “Mom, I want to see those big tits now. Take off your bra and shake them.”

As Linda unsnapped her bra and exposed herself to her son, she fully realized for the first time that she belonged to him… to her son. She wore only a modest pair of panties and she’d give them up when he commanded her. As she toyed with the idea of rebelling… if he lets me keep my panties, that’s a victory… if I convince him not to make me blow him, then I’m on the way to freedom and dignity… As if reading her mind, he said, “Two choices, mom.” His two sisters had been cooperative and deferential, but his mom clearly needed more direction. I want a blow job had not been translated into instant action. Even now her body language said she was reluctantly complying. He had to nip this in the bud. “Take off your panties or I’ll call Bubba.” She slid her panties down and stood naked in front of him. 
Jack knew all along what he needed to do, but he was a little uncertain of himself. Emboldened by his success, he did what needed to be done. Standing, he faced his slave and cupped her tits as if daring her to argue. In a whisper that was more profound than if he yelled, he said, “If I ever have to give you two choices again, I will be the one to pick the choice and it won’t be the one you like. Next time I feel like I have to give you a choice between panties or Bubba, you’ll be naked for me and then I’ll call Bubba… no, wait,” his voice turned hard, “then I’ll make you wish I’d called Bubba.”

The blowjob was put off for a moment as he circled her, admiring every inch of his mom’s naked body. It wasn’t something he’d even thought of before, but she was hot. Big tits, shaved pussy, soft skin, beautiful face, nice long blond hair, nice thighs and ass and back and… she could be in Playboy if she wanted. When he was done looking, he stopped in front of her and just waited. Since this tactic had worked on Debbie, he had the confidence and patience to wait until his mom figured it out. 

Though she doubted that Jack could make her wish he’d called Bubba, Linda got the message. It still took her longer than her 10-year-old daughter to realize she wasn’t getting another command. They were back to the command of I want a blowjob, Linda. Since when does he call me Linda? Since when do I strip for him? Since when is he my master? Since when… fuck me, he wants it right here, right now… with Susie and Debbie watching. 
She knelt in front of her son and undid his belt, unsnapped his jeans, and unzipped his fly. Pulling his pants to his knees and then his briefs, she examined his cock, not as a mother, but as a slave about to suck it. 

“Take all his clothes off, mommy,” said Debbie. “He likes that.” When he flashed a look at her, she added, “You look good that way.” She blushed and looked at her sister. “Well, he does.”

“I’ve got a better idea,” said Jack. “You all take off your clothes.” He wasn’t about to let his little sister slave get him out of his clothes. He laced his fingers in his mom’s hair and held her gently at bay. Cocksucking was only delayed, not cancelled. 
When his sisters were naked, Jack decided he’d try out some of the things Bubba had suggested. “Mom, suck me off. Deb, suck on Susie’s tits.” He sighed with pleasure as his mom slid his entire 5 inches past her lips. As her head bobbed up and down the length of his shaft, he watched his little sister harden Susie’s big nipples with her mouth. Watching his two sisters together was more exciting than he’d thought. Bubba was right; watching two girls was hot. After a minute, he said, “Switch,” and then watched Susie suck on Debbie’s little nipples. 
Horrified and humiliated, Linda sucked her son’s cock. It wasn’t quite as bad once the girls were distracted and humiliating themselves. After years of being a slave, she didn’t even question the wetness and tingling that built between her thighs. It was immensely exciting to strip for her son, suck cock with her children watching, and anticipate a mouthful of Jack’s cum. Just what has Bubba told him about me cumming? Will he let me? Will he fuck me? Christ, I shouldn’t even think about that, but I want a cock in me. Fucking me and letting me cum. 
When he came, Jack filled his mom’s mouth and then expected her to swallow it. To his surprise, she opened up her mouth and showed him what she’d earned. Her tongue moved in her mouth to stir the white goo until he told her she could swallow. Sated, he glanced at his sisters and, by the look on their faces, knew that he had to teach them that trick. “She did it right,” he told the pair. “Don’t swallow until you’re told to.”

With that, he sat back on the couch and kicked his pants and underwear free. He didn’t mind being naked. In fact, now that he knew Debbie liked it, he thought it was pretty cool. Not cool to strip when they wanted, but cool to strip when he wanted. “You two,” he said, indicating his mom and Susie, “lick each other’s cunts.” He pulled off his shirt and called Debbie to his lap. She sat facing away from him with his limp cock visible between her legs and his hands on her flat chest and they both watched the mother-daughter show. 
It was doubly good for the 10-year-old. She’d saved her mom and sister from the needles and now she was perched on their master’s lap with his hands deliciously all over her. Whether it was her or the embarrassing scene of her mom and sister being naughty, she saw her brother’s cock slowly rise until it was pressed against her bare slit. 
For a couple of minutes, Jack wondered if the mother and daughter would cum and then he remembered that was his decision. “You may cum, mom. You like it when Susie goes down on you? Go ahead and cum. You too, Susie. Cum for mom. Lots more where that came from.” He put his finger to Debbie’s slit and awkwardly searched for the right place to rub her. The three slaves came in quick succession and he was hard again. 

“Who wants to get fucked,” he asked, not really expecting an answer. 

Me, thought Linda. Really bad, but not bad enough to let you know that. 

Me, thought Susie. Like I’m gonna let my little brother know that.
“Me,” said Debbie. “Can you really?”

“No, do me instead,” said their mom. “She’s too little.”

Though she was a slave, Jack deferred to his mom’s judgment. Maybe someday he’d nail his little sister, but his mom’s protest made sense for now. Instead, he rode his mom to a great orgasm on the family room floor. 
Over the weeks and months that followed, Jack grew into his role as master. He, Luke, and Kyle shared everything, quickly dubbing themselves the three amigos. Sometimes they’d trade and a mom or a sister would spend some time with a different boy. Sometimes they’d have an orgy with three master and six slaves. Jack never shared his little sister, claiming to his slaves that it was because Luke and Kyle didn’t have a little sister to trade with him. In reality, the two other boys had no interest in a 10-year-old and Jack did nothing to encourage them. He kept his special little slave to himself as much as he could.  
It didn’t take long for Jack to realize something about his mom. Linda had realized it just days earlier than her master. The longer he waited to play with her, the more excited she got. She found it incredibly thrilling when he tied her up and then left. “Wait for me, mom,” he’d say. “I’ll be back when I’m ready. I just want to know where to find you.” Tied in the closet, tied on her bed, tied on his bed, or tied in another room, she waited for him to return. She’d hear him with one of his sisters, watching TV, or playing a video game. He tied good knots, so there was nothing to do but wait for him. He just set me aside to play with later. I have things to do. I could go shopping or read a book or even just watch TV, but no. He’s stored me away for later… like a boy who’d hide a toy so nobody else could play with it. 
Looking at herself, she’d shiver from the sheer perverseness. He tied her arms back so her tits were thrust out and often tied her legs so they were spread. Always she’d be tied on her back on the bed or facing the closet door, waiting at his pleasure. After an hour she’d be dripping wet just at the thought of his return. His hands on my tits. My master swinging a paddle. His cock… where will he put it this time? I’m nothing but a toy for him and he’s making me wait. Look at me, I’m like a dog waiting for her master to return. Only I’m his mom and I’m waiting to be used. 
But, he didn’t come back after just an hour. Her mind would tease her better than her master ever could. This is what he wants. Mommy lying on the bed (or facing the door) eagerly waiting for him. This is my whole purpose in life… waiting for my son to come play with me… do anything he wants. Maybe he’ll fuck me… yeah, maybe he will… damn, I’m wishing for my son’s cock in me… ohhh, I wish he’d hurry up. What if the girls find me just waiting for him like a good slave. How embarrassing. They’d leave me like this, knowing I’m waiting for him. 
It might have been hard for the 13-year-old to wait a couple of hours, but he had things to keep him busy. He’d wait for at least two hours, knowing that the wait would be worth it. When he finally went back to her, he’d say, “There you are. Right where I left you.” He’d slowly strip and then tease her for a few minutes. Teasing ranged from tickling her to spanking her to fondling her to kissing her passionately. 
When he finally got down to business, he might put his cock in any of her three holes or tit fuck her, ending up by spraying his cum on her face. When he did her tits, mouth, or ass, she couldn’t cum. Even when he fucked her pussy, he’d almost always say, “You’re here to make me happy. You may not cum.” She loved the rare times she was allowed to cum, but even not cumming was incredible. She was already wound up and the idea of being used… you’re here to make me happy… fueled her lust. I’m naked and tied, practically begging for an orgasm from my son… fuck mommy… make my tits bounce… use me… damn, I wish I could cum… I’d do anything to cum… but I can’t… just here to keep my little boy happy. The torment was exquisite and when he was done, he’d untie her. “Now, run along until I need you next time,” he’d say, casually dismissing her. 
There was something that got her even more excited, being traded away. She and Susie would go to either Luke or Kyle and their mom and sister would be Jack’s toy for the afternoon and evening, sometimes until the next morning. Being traded like she was a video game was the height of humiliation. Add to that the fact that Jack had told Luke and Kyle she got excited about being tied and set aside for later, she was beside herself with lust when a boy, not even her son, finally came to use her. Kyle had a box… his toy box he called it… that he put her in and left her. Not to mention Kyle had a younger brother and if waiting for a 13-year-old was humiliating, waiting for a 10-year-old was doubly so. Tom had less patience than the older boys and would keep checking on her, raping her with his eyes. Being eye candy for the little boy drove her crazy with lust. Just get it over with, Master. Get me out of the box and fuck the shit out of me… or just touch me. Touch my tits… anything. Dammit, I’m a grown woman and just a toy for a 5th grader. But not even worth a touch yet… how much longer?
Luke would tie her and blindfold her. Then he and his older brother would rape Susie right in the same room. Linda could hear, but couldn’t see. When they were finished, they’d start an X rated movie and talk about doing the same things to her as the women in the movie were getting. From the sounds of it, the movies were about bondage, spanking, and sex. It drove her crazy to listen to the sound of a paddle, a woman’s scream, or the sounds of sex while they joked about her being there and waiting for her turn. I’m in a room with two boys… Patti’s boys… naked and tied while they get hornier and hornier. I’m gonna suck and fuck because that’s all I’m good for. Traded away because my master wants a change of pace. He’s doing their mom and sister… what’s he doing with them? 
It took several weeks before Debbie realized she was Jack’s favorite. He usually played with her first and on the rare occasions when he had to share her with one of the other masters or mistresses in the club, he looked possessive and jealous. When she came back from one of those sessions, he’d bathe her, caress her, and let her suck him off. 
Sometimes Debbie earned all the needles before Jack even started on mommy and Susie and sometimes she watched the two slaves scream as he pierced their outthrust tits, earning needles along the way. After another few weeks, she was shocked when she realized she was Jack’s favorite slave. There was no give and take. I’m not winning him away from the dark side… not a super heroine saving the day… he tricked me… I’m just a cocksucker. It didn’t change a thing about how she behaved. There was no point in protesting since she knew what mommy and Susie got for punishment. It just wasn’t bad enough to argue. In fact, it was pretty good being his favorite. No way was she going to rock that boat. 
*****

As the masters and mistresses selected a slave for their first round, Theresa had the chore of stabling the leftover slaves. Somebody had to do it and she’d drawn the short straw. Her fun would have to wait just a little longer. There were so many that as she watched Bill Clark select Dale and Beth Kemper, Mark and Steve Evans select the four littlest slaves, and Josh Spahr take the student teacher, she was left with eleven slaves to put away. 

Fortunately, the underground den of iniquity had plenty of stables. In one big room there were tie down points – some open along a wall, some with “privacy” walls, and some in the middle of the room. There were also cages and Plexiglas boxes.  

Taking them in groups, Theresa stored Patti and Wendy side by side. A sturdy chain ran from their thick leather collars to a cleat on the wall with padlocks at both ends. Next, she brought in Linda, Susie, and Debbie. She put Susie and Debbie in walled areas, chaining their collars to a cleat in the floor. The wall defined the slaves’ spaces, but they were only 3 feet high, giving the space the semblance of a stable, but no real privacy. Knowing that Linda got a humiliating thrill from waiting, Theresa tied the woman’s hands behind her and chained her in the middle of the room by her ankles. The tight chains left her kneeling and facing the door, a naked and waiting slave that would be the first thing anybody would see when they walked in. 

Bringing in the last of the three amigos’ slaves, she put Valerie and Grace in Plexiglas boxes. Both were left standing in tall, narrow boxes with their heads hidden, but everything else on very intimate display. 

Last of all, she brought in Cindy and Jenny McBride. She suspended her slave from the ceiling balanced on her toes with her back to the door. “Anybody can come in and admire your ass, Cindy-poo,” she said. “Stay facing the wall. No peeking.” Making the rounds to all the other stored slaves, she said, “Linda, your master wants you waiting for him so he knows where to find you. If other masters and mistresses happen to use you in the meantime, then just enjoy yourself. Susie, who knows who will have a hankering for a high school pussy, and for a grade school cock sucker, Debbie. Valerie and Grace, guess you’ll just have to wonder if there’s even anybody in the room staring at your available body. Patti and Wendy, maybe somebody will want a mother-daughter duo for some fun.”

She still had Jenny on a leash, leading her around the room as she taunted the others. “And you, my little morsel, are coming with me now.” 

Taking the student teacher to a private room where a table awaited next to a square pillar, she said, “Face down on the table and put your legs around the pillar.” 
“What are you going to do, Mistress?” asked the worried slave. The question didn’t stop her from climbing into position and putting a leg on either side of the sturdy one foot by one foot pillar. 

Theresa’s answer was to plug up the source of the noise with a ball gag. She tied the slender muscular legs to the pillar. That pretty much screws me. Not going anywhere now. Then the mistress tied the woman’s wrists to the pillar so she was arched with her C-cup tits just touching the table, her shoulders and head up. This is gonna hurt after a while and sorta makes my tits stand out. With the slave helpless, she held up a cattle prod. “I’ve got a little friend here who is just dying to hear what you think of him.”

Recognizing both the cattle prod and her vulnerability, Jenny whined. “Uh uh, uh uh, nah a sock.” Oh God, she could do that anywhere. Can’t stop her. Dammit, I can’t even cringe. So that means my only options is… to watch… watch myself getting tortured. There it goes behind my back… where’s it going… “Ohhh,” she gasped. Against my ass… she’s gonna do it there. That’s a good start… not so sensitive. “Aahhhhh,” she squealed in surprise. As the surprise faded, she realized how much it hurt, too. Casting a frightened glance at the woman who would own her for the next few minutes or hours, she pleaded. “Nah aa. Wha a you wan?” Anything I can do to get out of this?
“What do I want?” smiled Theresa. “Hell, girl, I just get so excited when a helpless slave screams. So, you’re in luck. It’ll take almost no effort at all to make me happy.”

“Uh uh,” said the horrified young woman. Her master mostly liked to rape her, but it wasn’t her first time with the sadistic club. She was afraid she’d be the target of one of the rougher masters or mistresses, but to hear she was going to scream just because it turned Theresa on was terrible. The principal’s secretary is going to torture me. I’ve been nice to her. Even before I knew she was a mistress, I was nice, respectful, and polite. Still on my ass… moving… moving… Jesus! She’s going to tease me, too… where is she going to... “Ahhhhhhh.” Damn, just act like it only hurts… don’t let on how scared I am of electricity.
The cruel woman dragged the prod across her victim’s bare bottom, sometimes shocking the pretty teacher and sometimes just making her jump by poking her with it. The screams are delightful, thought Theresa. But so is the way the little slut squirms in fear. The apprehension… touch her here and wait… wait… bam! Damn, so much fun. I’m gonna get so wet and then she’ll earn her freedom. Over here… sweet, yes, squirm like that… like it’s going to matter… and beg with those eyes… wow, is she expressive… and whine… yes, make your mistress excited… bam! Surprise, hot stuff! 
Jenny practically wanted to cry. It hurt, but it didn’t hurt enough to cry. So frustrating to have her do this…  that’s what makes me want to cry… how did I end up like this? Just wanted a job… “Eeeeaaaa.” Not to be a toy like this. Yeah, just let the principal get in a fuck or two. Worked in college when I needed something. But then… he wanted more. I didn’t know Master Josh was a senior. “Aahhhhh.” Damn it, stop that! I didn’t know Master Luke was a sophomore. Just not fair. I didn’t know Master Kyle and Jack were in middle school… yeah, I knew they were young, but… fuck, sucking off a 7th grader on tape… “Aahhh, gaahhh.” She tossed her head angrily. 

Oh hell, stay on my ass, please… don’t go down my leg… “Aahhhh.” Not my foot… “Aaaeeeee!” Fucking hurt! And she knows it… oh God, the look on her face… hurting me and smiling… getting turned on… just her toy. “Aaeeeee!” Please, I’ll lick cunt… make you wet that way. She made the offer out loud and her mistress just laughed. 
The young woman suffered through shocks to her ass, both legs, and both feet. Then she stiffened as the sadistic mistress walked around front of her. Drooling helplessly, she pleaded with her eyes. Not my tits… please, mistress… not there… God dammit! Give me something to do! “Aaahhheeee.” Yeah, now that fucking hurts. On my nipple… on my nipple… don’t push it now… move over… not going to move, is she? … on my nipple… “Aaaaaeeee!”
The way Mistress Theresa moved it around, pushing the button sometimes and not pushing it more than half the time, kept Jenny from getting used to the brief, but painful shocks. “Like you’re just offering them to me,” teased Theresa as she shocked the pert young tits. She even gave the slave a few shocks around her lips and ears.
Then, just when Jenny thought it couldn’t get any worse, Theresa pulled the table out from under her. Terrified, Jenny gripped the pillar with her legs. She was tied secure enough that she didn’t need to do anything. Cantilevered out from the pillar by the rope on her wrists, she felt even more vulnerable. Oww, the strain on my shoulders… and now she can reach my belly… there it goes… on my belly… “Aaahhhh.” Not so bad. A couple of shocks later, her eyes opened wide. Not my pussy… please, for God’s sake, not my pussy… “Owwwaaaaa!” she screamed in pain and outrage. Fuck me!! My arms are starting to hurt and my legs and back and she’s starting on my pussy. 
From Theresa’s point of view, it was as much fun as she’d ever had. A bit envious of the girl’s youth, she had the gorgeous body completely at her disposal. Her target squirmed without even knowing how much that turned her on. Look at her arms and shoulders… so hot to see them straining and taut like that… and her ass… buns of steel… oh baby, show it off for me… so perfect. She delivered a few more shocks, but she knew Jenny was in a painful and dangerous position. Time to have a last bit of fun. Setting the prod aside, she caressed the firm ass cheeks and the tensed thighs. “Such a nice body to play with,” she cooed. “A little wet back here,” she noted as her hand brushed the shaved pussy. None of the slaves could resist the sexual tension of a slave with her mistress or master. Not even when she was writhing in pain. I’m gonna use her and she’ll enjoy it, won’t she? 
Standing in front of her captive, the mistress casually stripped in preparation for more fun. Putting her hands to the strap of Jenny’s gag, Theresa said, “I’m going to remove the gag and you’re going to thank me.” She paused, letting the bound slave’s mind tread the various paths of why she could thank her cruel mistress. “You’re going to thank me for keeping this between us. If I shared this with everyone, they’d all want to take a turn with you like this. You are so sexy when you’re working this hard for me.” She chuckled. “Imagine the three amigos hanging you like this and using a cattle prod. You’d drive them crazy and they might never let you down.”

Yes, thank you for that, thought the helpless girl. It hurts and I sure as hell don’t want to do this all the time. Feels good to know that I’m that sexy, but I don’t need this to be sexy. When her mouth was free, Jenny said, “Thank you, Mistress, for not sharing this with anyone else.” Sincerely grateful, she wasn’t satisfied with parroting her mistress’ words back and added, “Thank you for making it worthwhile, Mistress.” 

Theresa cocked her head at those last words. “For making what worthwhile and how is it worthwhile?”

“Umm, for making it worth hanging here like this…” Jenny wondered if she’d gone too far. How is it worthwhile? I feel good about it because… “… by saying it makes me look sexy.”
“You little slut,” snapped the mistress. “This is not about you. I didn’t say that because I wanted to make it worthwhile for you.” I was trying to embarrass you. “You’re just a little exhibitionist who likes hanging by her arms. You like feeling sexy? That’s why you’re all wet back there? You like having a taut little hard body hanging there at my mercy?”

“No, Mistress, that’s not what I meant. I meant it feels good to make you happy. That’s what makes a slave happy.”

“You like showing off because it makes me happy. Well, I have to say that it does look sexy and does please me to have your hard body at my fingertips and that pretty tongue of yours ready to make me even happier. Let’s see just how happy I can make you.” With that, she left the room. 
See how happy she can make me? Fuck me, that sounds ominous. No way does she really want to make me happy. Using my own words against me. If I were a mistress, what would I be doing right now? What would make a little slut, a little exhibitionist happy? More eyes on me? That’s what I’d do, but she just had me thank her for not sharing this with anyone. Oh God, that would be the perfect punishment, wouldn’t it? Letting me talk myself right into being shared. She shifted her shoulders, trying to ease the strain. It helped a little. Taut little hard body. Damn, I’ll bet I do look good like this. So, if I was going to bring somebody… oh God, the three amigos? The very ones she said she didn’t want to see me like this?

Indeed, Theresa found the three boys lounging around after gang banging Lori. They were watching the sex around them and discussing potential victims. Taking them back to her waiting slave, she was mildly surprised that Jenny was not surprised. With three more pairs of eyes on her, the little slut preened as well as a painfully bound slave could. 

“Holy shit! Check that out,” said Luke as they moved around the ornament. 
Jenny had spent some time with the three boys already, starting with Luke. She’d allowed herself to be convinced he was 18. Totally trapped, she met all three of them a couple of days later with orders to fill six condoms. It wasn’t the first time she’d filled condoms for her master, but having a couple of 13-year-olds fill some of them was the worst thing she’d ever done. Sure she’d cum at least as many times as the boys, but she didn’t know why until right now. They made me feel sexy. They wanted me so bad. And they want me now. 
“She looks so sexy that I wanted to share her with you,” said Theresa. The boys’ eyes were on the nude slave so none of them saw the wink she flashed at Jenny. 

“She is gorgeous,” said Luke. “Sexiest of all the slaves, I think. And looks even better like this. How ‘bout you guys?”

“Yeah, she’s hot, but I think Amy is the sexiest,” said Kyle. They’d never seen the girl who’d spent the last year in Saudi Arabia until today and he was dying to take a turn with her. 

“I think Debbie is the sexiest,” said Jack. “But Felicia and Helen are pretty hot, too.” Nobody thought it odd that he picked his little sister and the other two girls about the same age. 

“Yeah, Felicia and Helen are sexy,” agreed Kyle. Knowing his friend was possessive and jealous when it came to Debbie, he didn’t dare agree she was sexy.

The discussion of other sexy slaves took the attention away from the centerpiece and seemed to make Jenny uncomfortable, so Theresa didn’t interrupt. Instead, she took Kyle’s glance in her direction as an invitation. “Amy is sexy,” she agreed. “She’s been away so I think everybody wants a piece of her. Tanya is pretty hot. They’re all hot, but I guess I like women my own age, so I still think Cindy is the sexiest. And of all the boy slaves, I think Art is the sexiest. What about you guys?” 

There weren’t a lot of boy slaves to choose from and the three teen masters had no problem considering a boy slave to be sexy. “Kevin,” said Jack. 
“Kevin.”

“Kevin.”

“Yeah, let’s do Kevin next,” said Jack when his two buddies echoed his preference. 

“Sweet,” agreed Kyle.

“Sounds good,” said Luke. 

“What about the mistresses? Who’s the sexiest of them?” asked Theresa, amused at the line of conversation. 

“Joanie,” piped up Jack immediately. 

“Who’d’a thunk?” said Kyle, unable to hold off a chuckle as his friend named the only 10-year-old mistress. “Don’t tell Paul that.”

“Why? What about him?”

“Jeez, he practically lives with her. Spends all his free time in sleepovers with Kevin. Screws around with Kevin during the day, but he sleeps with Joanie.”

“Holy shit! Didn’t know that. Think he fucks her?”

“I know he doesn’t fuck her. He is the only cock she’s ever sucked,” said Theresa with a wink.

Jack was shocked. “No way! That means… ”

“… she wants to,” finished Kyle. 

“They’re in love,” Jack added mockingly. 

“He never talks about her,” said Kyle. “Thought he was so into Kevin, but he’s been hiding her.” Suddenly alarmed, he thought about Paul wanting to play with Debbie. It was logical if he liked younger girls, too. Before Jack could come to the same conclusion, he returned to the original subject. “I think Lisa is sexy, but she’s scary, too. Way overboard.” Then there was Mrs. Simon… no way. Or… “You’re the sexiest mistress, Theresa,” he said as if daring anyone to make fun of him. 

Though she was only one of four choices and she was standing naked with three naked teens, Theresa was surprised. Feels like I was fishing for compliments, but I didn’t really consider myself. I think this boy just earned himself a nice fuck. “Thank you, Kyle,” she said with a blush. “I didn’t even think of myself.” 
“Well, you are the sexiest,” agreed Luke. “I like watching you at school, too. You know… when you walk down the hall or something.”

Finding herself ignored, Jenny interrupted with a groan before Theresa could respond. She shifted again, but by now her muscles burned in any position. Her voice showed signs of the strain as she asked, “Mistress, may I get down and suck cocks and eat pussy?”

“So soon, you little slut?” said Theresa. “Who do you think is the sexiest boy slave and girl slave?”
She’d never even thought in those terms, so she ran through the list quickly. “Art and Tanya are the sexiest, Mistress,” she said after several seconds. 

“And who is the sexiest master and mistress? Don’t include us because I don’t want you sucking up and not your master either.”

Even before she spoke, Jenny turned bright red from her tits to the top of her head. “Lisa and Mike are the sexiest,” she said. To the surprised looks of her audience, she added, “They are both scary, but their bodies are the sexiest.”

“Well, I’ll be damned,” said Theresa. With the help of the boys, she pushed the table under the sexy slave. 

As the mistress untied Jenny’s arms, the three amigos excused themselves. “We’ll get the blowjobs later,” said Luke. “We’re gonna go get Kevin now.” They didn’t want to use up an orgasm on the sexy student teacher and have to wait for Kevin. 
Alone with Jenny, Theresa got the exhausted girl untied and off the table. Lying on the table with her legs draped over the end, she let Jenny lick her to several orgasms. Then with a big vibrator pressed to Jenny’s swollen clit, she rewarded the sexy slave. 

Afterwards, Theresa sat on the floor with Jenny’s head in her lap. They’d both been judged sexiest in their class by at least one of the teen boys. Aside from a collar, the two were very similar. Basking in the glow of their recent orgasms, Theresa asked, “So, what would you do with Art and Tanya if you were their mistress?” Just for fun, she thought. She thinks they’re the sexiest. Wonder what she’d do about it. 
The innocent student teacher turned less than innocent sex slave went into explicit detail of what she’d do with the married couple if she owned them. When she was done, Theresa said simply, “How interesting.” She considered saying more, such as, now that Jenny had described a lewd act she’d never considered, she would do that very thing to the silly slave who thought more like a mistress. 

Instead, Theresa took the slave back to the holding pens and leashed her to the wall. Putting a red band around Jenny’s wrist to mark her as in use so no one would take her, she went to find Peter.
The slaves had their holding pens and the masters and mistresses had the meeting room where they relaxed between slaves. It was where she’d found the boys and now she found Peter sitting back and enjoying the sight of the three amigos with Kiki. “Peter, how would you like to trade slaves? Would you like to own Cindy?”

“I’m pretty happy with Jenny,” said Peter. “What makes you think I’d trade and why do you want Jenny?”

“Think about this,” said the crafty woman. “You could own Cindy. You could even marry her and move in to make it look legit. On the side, Lori and Kevin are available and Felicia and Helen, too. I’m trading away five slaves for one.”

“You must really like her,” chuckled the principal. He was used to treating his secretary as an equal when it came to club matters. “The other four slaves belong to Joanie and Paul. I suppose it could be fun to watch them and they’d let me use them?”

“Absolutely,” said Theresa. “They share with me. Hard for them to keep four slaves occupied all the time. And Paul is not a full-time fixture at the house. You’d be the only cock most of the time.” Not counting the slave Kevin, they both assumed. 

“And why do you want Jenny, Theresa?”

“I want to flip her. She’s a fine slave, but I think she’d be a better mistress.”

“Flip her?” Peter was surprised and intrigued. “You’d trade away your slave and four extras and end up with no slave?”

“I think the Simons are ready to give up Art and Tanya,” said Theresa. “I’ll take them and use them to train Jenny. She can find her own slave when she’s ready.”

“Jenny as a mistress,” he mused aloud, pondering this twist. “Such a fine piece of ass, but I can see her as a dom. We are a little overloaded with slaves. Bunch of ‘em back in the stables just waiting. That’s a shame. A slave should never be idle. You’re sure about this?”

“I want to give her a trial run right now. With Art and Tanya.”

“OK, trial run. If it works, then we’ll talk again. If she fails the test, then she’ll be even more fun once she’s had a taste of being on top.”

*****

Bill Clark claimed Dale and Beth Kemper as the group broke up. Keeping them in the main meeting room, he tied Beth’s hands behind her back while Dale stripped himself. With the man naked, Bill was pleased to see Dale’s cock was caged. He tied the husband’s hands behind him and turned his attention back to the wife. 
Grabbing the fabric of Beth’s bra right over the nipple, he pulled it away and snipped off the little peak. The cup sprang back into place, but now with a missing circle right over her nipple. Repeating that on the other cup, he exposed both nipples and then sucked on them until they were hard peaks. “Nothing like sucking on a woman’s tits,” he said. “Even better when it’s another man’s wife and he’s watching.” He cut out a piece of her panties and cupped her pussy. “Gonna get me a piece of this, too.” The two still sported their ring gags and he poked his middle finger in her mouth. “And some of this.” Poking his finger in Dale’s mouth, he added, “Don’t want you to feel left out.”

Bending her over a couch, Bill took Beth from behind. She looked at her husband and moaned in pleasure as the master’s cock sank deep. “Yeah, I heard you like to do it while he watches,” said Bill. “Like to tease him? It’s his fault you’re on the end of my cock.” Yeah, his fault all right. Him and his cross-dressing. His fault that I’m on the end of another man’s cock… that I get tied and spanked and abused… that I suck cock… that I eat pussy… that I’m nothing but a sex toy for these people. So, yeah, I fucking like to tease him. 

“That right, Dale?” taunted Bill. “Gave your wife to us as a slave?” The slave hung his head in shame, but couldn’t take his eyes off the sight. Damn, she doesn’t have to enjoy it so much. Just something to use against me. They all know it and they all do it. Fucking watching them with her. Never enjoyed it with me… she doesn’t enjoy it now, except she likes taunting me. 
When Bill pulled out of Beth’s pussy, he said, “Clean me off, slut.” The humiliated husband knelt and sucked his wife’s juices off his master’s cock. Dammit, I wish I’d been more careful and never got caught in that dress. Look at what I do now. Taking another man’s cock in my mouth… and look at the smug look on her face. 
Bill shoved his cock up Beth’s ass and stroked a few times before making Dale clean it. Shifting between pussy and ass, the master had his cock cleaned several times and then turned the woman around and slid his cock through her ring gag and into her throat. “Mmmm,” she rumbled as the cock slid in to the hilt. Watch me, sweetheart. Never did this for you, but now I do it all the fucking time… and I guess now I do it for you. 
 “Who’s better?” he asked as he switched to Dale’s mouth. “Damn, you’re pretty good at this, slut.” 

When he switched again, Bill removed Beth’s gag. “Oh, yeah, a real man,” she said and then wrapped her lips around his cock. She looked so eager as she expertly sucked his cock with long, deep strokes that humiliated her to the core. Her solace was that it humiliated her husband even more. 

She sucks cock like a whore, thought Dale. Look at her lips… in and out… suck him off… she never did it for me… she’s so good at it… oh, fuck no… ahhhh… don’t watch… think about something else. He moaned in pain as his cock grew in response to the erotic sight. She moaned and slurped and enjoyed the master’s cock so much. His cock ached, yet he couldn’t take his eyes off her. My penance… this is what I get… she’s so hot… 

He was actually relieved when their master pulled his cock free and came to him. Hurts so much… this’ll make my hard on go away. As he waited patiently, his master removed his ring gag. Unfettered, he slid the man’s cock down his throat. “Yeah, fuck his mouth, Master,” said Beth. “He does it so good.” After a few strokes, she suggested, “Master, don’t do it in his mouth. Cum in my pussy or my ass and make him come get it.”
Not ready to cum just yet, Bill swapped back and forth a few times. It was fun to fuck the pathetic man’s mouth, but even more fun to fuck his wife’s mouth while he suffered inside the cock cage. When he was ready, the master deposited his cum deep in Beth’s pussy and then relaxed while Dale dug it back out.

*****

Bounce and Tumble had it good. Just ask them. Adopted away from the turmoil in Bosnia, they settled into a home where they had three meals a day and a warm place to sleep at night. They felt secure and safe. Never mind that meals were often served in a bowl on the floor or that the warm place was in a cage in the basement. Never mind that they had to do some unusual things to earn their security and safety. They just figured that all orphans from Bosnia paid the same dues. 
When Master Steve leashed them and led them to a private room with a nice big bed, they grinned at each other. A big bed and a big hard cock. Belonging to Mr. Simon, they knew what to do with the prominent fixture between the man’s legs. 

Steve Evans gazed down at the twins and their big eager smiles. Her hand went to her brother’s cock and his hand went to his sister’s pussy. While he slowly stripped, the 7-year-old’s cock hardened to about the size of his thumb. With his cock pointed at the ceiling, the master ordered, “Sixty-nine.”

Their English was spotty, but they knew that command. As if showing how they earned their name, they bounced and tumbled happily into a 69. She greedily sucked on her twin’s cock while he exposed her pink insides with his tongue. The two 7-year-olds busy at each other’s sex was hot enough to hold his attention for several minutes. They even both faked orgasms quite expertly. 
When he lay on the bed, they shifted their oral attentions to his cock. With a little girl licking his balls and a little boy engulfing his cock, despite how impossible that looked, Steve found himself close to cumming already. The bestiality, Maggie’s initiation, and Felicia’s and Helen’s initiation had helped in no small part to get his blood up. Now it was just a matter of whether he wanted to cum in the mouth of a boy or a girl. “Switch,” he said and Bounce pulled off his master’s cock only to be replaced by Tumble in a fluid motion. Seconds later he filled Tumble’s sweet mouth while Bounce licked his balls. 

When she showed him a mouthful of cum, Steve told her to share it. The preteens swapped his cum in a deep kiss and Bounce showed him the prize. “Share it again,” he said, using his hands to guide her to lay on her back and him to lean over her so Bounce could dribble the cum into his sister’s mouth. “Share it again,” he said, expecting them to switch positions. 

Instead, Tumble spit the cum onto his belly and Bounce slurped it up, showing him just a fraction of the original amount now that it had been passed back and forth three times. “Swallow it,” he told the boy. Lying back, he let the two try to tease his cock back to hardness.

*****

 Adopted from the same environment, Aurora and Jasmine would also readily admit how good they had it. Like Bounce and Tumble, they thought little of the conditions of their adoption. Even name changes were fine with them. Especially after they watched Sleeping Beauty and Aladdin. The blond Aurora got a Sleeping Beauty dress and, of course, Jasmine had a sexy harem outfit to go with her dark complexion and hair. Their mistress even called them princesses, though they doubted that real princesses slept in cages, ate from dishes, and played naked with the queen… and sometimes the king… and sometimes their friends. They were slaves to a cruel mistress, but being called princesses was a lie they preferred to reality. 
They were old enough to know that playing naked with the queen was more wrong than playing with the king, so they were happy to be picked by Mark Evans. “Master Mark, how may we please you?” they chimed in unison. Though they came from different families, after sleeping in a cage together, the two were as close as sisters and their speech was reminiscent of twins. 

Taking them to a private room with a bed, he told them just what they could do to please him. He wanted a threesome with two preteens, but all he said was, “I want to fuck two pretty little princess asses.”

“Fuck Princess Aurora’s ass,” giggled Jasmine.

“Fuck Princess Jasmine’s ass,” echoed Aurora. 
“Both of them,” said Mark. He slid his hand up under the Sleeping Beauty dress to find that some princesses didn’t wear panties. “Dance and strip,” he said to Jasmine while he kissed the blond. He slowly undressed Aurora, kissing newly exposed skin. Both girls had learned to dance sexy and Jasmine didn’t disappoint him as she took five minutes to get her harem outfit off. 

With the two girls naked, he had them kneel and suck his cock so it was ready for the tight space it was about to enter. Then, he tied their wrists to the ceiling and hoisted them into the air. Horrified at this turn of events, the two preteens swung with their feet off the ground and their pert little asses at just the right height for a man’s cock. Not what I expected, thought Aurora, but it is what I deserve. I have to pay every day for mommy’s love.
Uh oh, thought the other princess, now I can’t help. He’s gonna poke me and I’m just gonna let him. Oh well, it could be worse. He could have a… paddle! Ohmigod, yeah, that’s it. Start with her. She listened in horror as their master rapped off an even ten swats while Aurora screamed at the top of her lungs. And now it’s my turn. Ten swats later, she was as noisy as Aurora. Are we done yet? 
Nipple clamps? Aurora saw them first. Not my nipples. Not again! Tempted to kick at the brutal master, she knew better than that. Instead, she held still for the added torture. What? Not down there? Not my pussy… clitty… “Aaaeeeeee,” she squealed as the metal crushed her little button. 

“Fuck Jasmine’s ass,” blurted out Jasmine as Mark approached her with three clamps. “Naughty princess want big cock in ass.”

“You’ll get that,” said Mark as he teased the 9-year-old’s nipples to hardness. 

With the two girls spanked and clamped, he worked his cock into Jasmine’s tight ass. It clenched tight, but he pushed past her sphincter and then deep in the helpless ass. “Thought you wanted this,” he said as he stroked in and out. 

“Yes, Master,” she gasped. “Like it big.” She remembered to relax and it was much easier. 
Pulling out of Jasmine, he moved to the 8-year-old and slid his cock in much easier since Aurora didn’t put up any resistance. Again he gave the girl’s tight ass just a few strokes and then pulled out. 

Pulling her clit clamp free, Mark pressed a vibrator against Jasmine’s clit. “I do think a princess should enjoy a nice ass fucking,” he said. Her ass was just the right height for him, but he had to stoop a little to kiss her. She returned the kiss with fervor. For now he was distracted from hurting her and even making her feel good. 

As the tingle built in her body, Jasmine broke the kiss long enough to gasp, “I cum, OK, Master?”

“Yes, I want that,” said Mark. Taking away the vibrator for a moment, he moved behind her and entered her ass and pressed the vibrator back to her clit. As she came and squeezed his cock, he wanted to cum in her so bad, but he waited. There was another princess to take care of. He repeated the process with Aurora, rewarding both girls before he took his own pleasure. With a mixture of pain and pleasure, it hardly seemed like a reward to any of them. To the girls, it was a naughty torment – it felt good, but he was in their ass when they came. To him, it was a sexy display of two helpless slaves.  
Picking up the paddle, he half smiled at the look of fear in their eyes. “Who wants me to cum in their ass?”
“Me!” they both said. The threat was obvious. Ass fuck or spanking. 

“Hmmm, how do I decide which one?” he mused as he admired the two naked preteens. “Five swats for whomever gets fucked and takes my cum. Now who wants it?”

Two seconds ticked by and then Aurora said, “Me.” It’s what I deserve. I’ll earn mommy’s love again. And save Jasmine in the process.

“What a brave little princess,” he said, caressing her cheek. “Did I mention that whoever doesn’t get my cum will get ten swats?”

“No, Master, you not say ten,” whined Jasmine. “I… I want cock, too.”

“Too late for that,” he said and smacked her hard. She screamed and pleaded for mercy, but her ass was bright red from another ten swats no matter what she said or did. 

By then, Mark’s cock was pounding with need. Bypassing Aurora’s five swats, he buried his cock in her ass to the hilt and raped her, quickly cumming between the tight buns. “Squeeze me, princess,” he moaned as he thrust. She clenched her ass as he filled her with warm spunk. 
Afterwards, he spanked her five times, but his heart just wasn’t in it. Princess Aurora was quite pleased with herself. The swats weren’t as hard and she only got half as many as Jasmine. 

He didn’t get them down right away. Instead he played with them, pushing them so they swung and then turned them around and around so when he let go they spun dizzily as the ropes unwound. It was as bad as anything that happened to the girls as they became toys of a different kind for a few minutes. 

*****

Josh was quick to pick Amy. He was intrigued by her flexibility, the trick with the martini glass, stories he’d heard about her, and her obvious submissiveness. She followed him with quick little steps on her tiptoes almost like she was running. When he asked her what she was doing, she said, “Scampering.” That didn’t seem to register with him, so she added, “It’s how a slave moves. How my daddy taught me a slave moves.”
It was certainly sexy to see her walk on her toes so naturally. What else did daddy teach her? He selected a room with plenty of restraints, whips, and gags. 

She smiled and advised him, “I’ll do anything you want, Master. None of this is necessary, but it’s fun.”

“Yes, it is fun,” he agreed. She sounded sincere and looked like she was ready to enjoy a good whipping. “Not necessary, but we’ll do it anyway.”
“Daddy… my master requires me to say something to any master or mistress who selects me,” she said. “If you let me do what I do best, I’ll rock your world. If you restrain me, I can’t help.”

“Rock my world?”

“Best sex you ever had, Master. If you don’t agree, then have at my ass with a whip. We’ll need something comfortable… a bed would be best.”

He took her to a room with a bed. Forty-five minutes later, Josh would pass for a dead man. She lay next to him, idly twirling his chest hair with a single finger. Then she licked her finger and made a mark in the air. “One world rocked. Fifteen to go.” She lay with him until she was sure he was awake. She kissed him and said, “I have to go now.”

“Uh huh,” he mumbled as she slipped out of bed. 

*****

While Josh was quick with his pick, Joanie took her time. Most of the doms had made their selection by the time she hooked a leash to Kimmy’s collar. “Hands and knees,” she said and led the older girl toward the door. She stopped right before they left the room. “How’d you like to suck a dog cock?”
Hell no, that’s for those two… Kevin and Barb… not me. “Yes, Mistress,” she said against all reason. “For you, anything.”

“Yeah, keep that thought. Anything,” said the little mistress, leading a very relieved Kimmy down to a private room with plenty of restraints, whips, and gags. “On the floor,” she motioned toward the center of the room. “Strip. On your back.” Picking out a huge red rubber ball gag, she shoved it into the naked, cooperative slave’s mouth. Pausing for a moment, she considered what she had planned. There was really no more preparation required. 
Joanie put suspension cuffs on Kimmy’s ankles and leather cuffs on her wrists. Then she ran the winch down and hooked a spreader bar to it and hooked the slave’s ankles to opposite ends of the bar. With that, she ran the winch back up until Kimmy’s head was off the ground and the nervous slave’s weight was distributed between her ankles and her hands. “Don’t get to use those,” said the confident mistress as she pulled Kimmy’s hands off the floor and up behind her. With a click, the older girl’s wrists were secured behind her back. 
Kimmy had never liked being a slave. Nothing about it turned her on. When she came for one of the masters or mistresses, it was purely from the physical stimulation. As the lone “little girl” in the club, she’d been popular. Then with the addition of underage doms and slaves, it didn’t get better like she expected. She wasn’t as much in demand by the older crowd, but now she had to submit to kids… mere children. Children with too much power and too little sense of responsibility. Like hanging me upside down for an extended period. Like swinging me around by my ankles. At least she put me in the center of the room. Not gonna hit the walls… “Whoooaa,” she squealed after a particularly big push. I said anything, didn’t I?
The pushing stopped immediately and she swung slowly to a stop. Got a reaction from me. That’s what she wanted. Hot little number… knows how to take charge… pity her mom and sister and brother. Just what does she want from me?

Joanie squatted in front of Kimmy, nearly eye to upside down eye. “Why do I think you’re so sexy?” she asked. “Something about being a college girl? Something about a body stuck in middle school? Something about the way you drool… the way you look at Master Mike?” 

I do not! “Mmmmphhhfff!” You little bitch! I do not look at that scumbag like that. Damn her, is this her game? Got a reaction out of me again? Yeah, yuk it up, bitch!
“Maybe not,” agreed Joanie solemnly. “You know what you look like? I mean besides a naked slut hanging by her feet with a big fucking ball in her mouth? You look like an average college girl out to be somebody. Maybe marry a doctor or lawyer. Have kids and a mini-van. Maybe a girl who gets really good grades and feels like she has to cheat just once to keep her 4.0. But I think I’m wrong about all that.” She smirked because she could tell she was rubbing salt into an evil wound. “Nope, all I see is a naked slut hanging by her feet with a big fucking ball in her mouth and begging for a whipping from a 10-year-old girl. Hell, I’ll bet you like 10 or 12-year-old boys, too.”

Taunted, Kimmy wanted to block out the words, but her hands were bound. That’s what I was… how does she know? Do I really look like a girl with a dream and a 4.0? Fuck, she’s been talking to Mike. I cheated once and this is what I got for it. All I am is that naked slut… yep, hanging by my feet… big fucking gag… no, no, not begging for a whipping! Not from a 10-year-old girl!! I do not like little boys doing what they do to me!!! “Mmmmmphhhffff.” Bitch!! “Gaahhdammih.” Got a reaction again. You happy? Where are you going? To get a whip? No, please… get me down, my head hurts.
Kimmy jumped as the flogger smacked across her bare ass. The 10-year-old rained blows on her captive’s helpless ass, watching it turn pink and then red as the sounds went from indignation to pain to desperation. “Did you curse at me?” asked Joanie when she had the older girl’s ass nice and red. “You have any idea how stupid that is?” She resumed flogging the bare ass cheeks, enjoying the way they quivered with each blow and the sound from their owner. “I want you to say you’re sorry.”

“Sorrreeee,” wailed Kimmy. Two more blows fell. “Sorrreee!” More emphatically. Again two more fell. “Sorrrreeee!!” With feeling. Oh fuck am I sorry? Yes, so sorry, you little bitch!
“What did you say?” Smack.

“Sorrreee!!” What is she doing?!
“What?” Smack. 

“Sorreee, sorreee, sorreee!!” Why is she doing this?!
“You sure?” Smack. 

“Mmmmphhffff! Yeh, sure, sorreee!” Are you fucking deaf, you bitch? Oh shit! Did I just… she did it again. I am toast. My ass is toast. The whipping stopped. Got what she wanted again. 
“And never once said sorry, mistress,” said Joanie. 
“Sorry, mifrif.”

“So I had this idea for an experiment,” said Joanie. “You know, a science experiment. It involves a stupid, naked slut hanging upside down by her ankles with a big fucking ball in her mouth and an ass so red that fire engines are jealous. Got one of those. Now all I need is the nipple clamps.”

Nice segue. Sorry, mifrif and we move on without a word. She is playing me like a violin. I will not lose it again! Don’t want to give her the satisfaction. Nipple clamps and me. Don’t suppose the stupid, naked slut hanging upside down by her ankles with a big fucking ball in her mouth and an ass so red that fire engines are jealous and won’t be able to sit for a week is going to enjoy this. Do not lose it!!

Joanie attached clamps to Kimmy’s little nipples. “Hardly bigger than mine. Nipples, I mean,” she said. “Tits are a little bigger. Not even as big as my 14-year-old sister.” Running a cord from the clamps through an eye on the wall, she pulled on it. Kimmy’s nipples stretched and her body moved toward the wall. 

She’s a fiend… a vicious fiend! That fucking hurts, you little bitch. Damn, pull my nipples off why don’t you… stupid, naked slut hanging upside down by her ankles with a big fucking ball in her mouth and an ass so red that fire engines are jealous and won’t be able to sit for a week and no nipples. “Aahhhh,” she gasped as they stretched and then, “Aaaeeeeeeee, gahhhh.” The clamps pulled off, tearing at the tender skin as they did. 

“Hmmm, thought it would take more before they pulled off. Maybe I should tighten them and try again?”

“Naahhh, naahhh, wha a you wan? Anyhing.”

“Hold your horses, I think we’re about there.” She paused to look over the sweaty, straining body and then reattached the tightened clamps. “The experiment is how much it will take to draw blood… maybe this time.” She pulled on the cord. 

“Gaaahhhhh, noooooo, anyhing, mifrif,” she watched helplessly as her nipples stretched farther and farther, her body moving from plumb toward the wall. “Gaaahhh, mmmfffphhh, bih, bih, bih!” The cord went slack. “Wuuck! Wha you doin a me?”

Joanie pressed a buzzing vibrator to Kimmy’s pussy. “Any idea how wet you are, slut? So busy calling me names that you have no idea what’s really going on.”

How wet I am? There? “Ohhhh, gawwwww. Yesss, leese a  soopih, nayka swut hanga uhhide…” 

“Shut up and cum,” said Joanie. 
The lithe slave’s body tensed and arched back. Joanie checked her watch. “Oh, gawww, noooo, ih… ih… oohhhhhhh.” Stars! I see stars! Every inch of me is cumming! I’d gonna die! Heart attack. Cumming, cumming, cumming. “Mifrif, sop!”
“Nope, not stopping ‘til you’re done. You said anything. Now cum like a slut… you have no idea why.”

“Nooo, mmmmphhhfff, sop ih, you unna kill me, mifrif.”

“Die happy, slut,” said Joanie. “Die happy.” She looked at her watch. “Fifteen seconds. Keep going. Now this is what I call anything. Don’t want to, but can’t help it.” She held the vibrator in place and watched the middle school body thrash. 

“Uhhnn, uhhnnn, uhn,” Kimmy panted out the last second of her extended orgasm and then went limp. 

“Twenty-three seconds,” said Joanie. She carefully ran the winch down until Kimmy’s head touched. “That’s not gonna work. Here, let me get this.” She uncuffed her captive’s wrists. “Guide yourself down,” she said as she continued lowering Kimmy slowly and gently. 

When did she get naked? Kimmy wondered as she ran her tongue through the sopping preteen slit. Her tongue was mainly just a witness as her mistress diddled off with her own fingers. Just for show. 

Abruptly Joanie was gone. The door slammed… where’d she go? The door opened and she heard Joanie’s excited voice. “Twenty bucks,” she said gleefully. “You owe me twenty bucks.”
Hello, Master. What are you doing here? Twenty bucks? “Hor wha, mifrif?” 

“I bet him twenty bucks I could make you wetter than a Louisiana bayou in a thunderstorm,” gloated Joanie, as she pulled the huge ball out from Kimmy’s mouth. 

“She wins, Master,” sighed Kimmy. Fuck, everybody said she was good. I wanna go home with her. 
“By making her mad?” said Mike incredulously. 

“I dunno,” shrugged Joanie. “I made her mad, but I think it was… I’ll tell you later. Better if she doesn’t know.”

*****

Used to being members of the club, most of the mistresses and masters finished with their first set of slaves after about an hour. It made it easier to trade around if they all were done at about the same time.  Fifteen minutes after Tom left him, Kiki found herself surrounded by the three amigos. “Hey, Kiki… hiya, buddy… sup, puppy girl?” Umm, my naughty boy part?
Kyle snapped a leash on Kiki’s collar. “Wanna go for a walk, girl?” he asked, using the same voice he’d use for his real dog. 

“Ruhh, ruhh,” barked Kiki as she wiggled her cute little puppy butt eagerly. Better than what I thought they were going to do… at least it postpones the blowjobs. Following Kyle, she managed to get up the stairs and out the door into a large exercise yard. The grassy area was surrounded by a ten foot high cement wall and, for even more privacy, had a roof like a greenhouse. Looking at the play area, Kiki remembered her thoughts of yesterday as she blew Jasper that first time. No dinner and no movie. But this is the doggy version. Play with the puppy and then she’ll be ready for whatever you want. 
“Go empty, Kiki,” said Kyle as he unhooked the leash. 

Wandering around for half a minute and sniffing the ground like she was looking for the right place, Kiki stopped and lifted her leg closest to her masters. As she peed, they had a clear view of her letting loose. Just in case they want to watch. As they laughed, she figured they did. She lumbered back awkwardly while trying to make it look like she was prancing proudly. “Good girl,” Kyle patted her head. “Now hold still.”
Hold still for what? Let go of my head so I can see. Oh, is that what I think it is? No… no way. Don’t put a cage on my boy part. “Uhnn, uhnnn,” she whined in protest, her big puppy dog eyes pleading for them to change their minds. Then her soft boy part was curled up inside a small space and Kyle let go of her head.  

“Wanna play fetch?” asked Jack. He threw the chew toy without waiting for an answer. 

Duh! Do I wanna play fetch? Do I wanna stumble around on my elbows and knees for two of my friends and a high school boy?  Do I wanna run back and forth like a freaking puppy? No… well, yeah… maybe. Kiki did her best to run after the toy. When she reached it, she looked at it and figured out how to fetch it. It was a shaped like a little barbell, a soft foam center rod with a foam ball at either end. She nosed it to get it to stand on end and then she forced one of the balls into the mouth of her doggy snout. With it secure, she brought it back to Jack. 
“Damn, he did it,” said Jack. Kyle poked him and he corrected himself. “She did it.” He threw the toy again. 

As Kiki turned and ran after it, she heard Jack say, “Damn, is she sexy or what? I mean, how can a guy look that hot?” She didn’t hear an answer. Maybe nobody answered. It’s a good question… we’re all guys… none of us are queer. Why do they want me to suck them? Why do I want to do it?

Returning the toy, Kiki noticed that Jack’s cock was erect. Cute cock. Cute master. Mmmm, yummy cock. I got him all turned on. He wants me… wants to put his cock in my mouth… a guy’s mouth… his friend’s mouth. 

Kyle threw the toy the next time. When she brought it back, Luke said, “Sit, Kiki!”

The puppy girl sat back on her haunches. Their eyes ran over her bare chest, tummy, and caged cock. So far she’d been able to will her boy part to stay soft. Fetching was hard work. As she sat pretty, Luke teased her. “Who’s gonna suck cock? Who’s gonna suck cock? Is Kiki gonna suck cock? Is Kiki gonna get all excited and suck a bunch of cocks? Is Kiki gonna have fun with her friends?” He nodded toward Kyle and Jack. “Is Kiki gonna be a naughty puppy girl and swallow boy cum?” Luke stopped when pain registered in Kiki’s eyes. 

Who’s gonna suck cock? Me. Yeah, Kiki’s gonna do it. Check out their cocks. Jack is hard. Kyle is rising. Luke is half erect. Talking to me like I was really a puppy. Yeah, Kiki will get excited… oh, fuck… he’s making my boy part be naughty… he’s doing it on purpose. Fun with my friends? For God’s sake, yes, yes… Kiki’s gonna suck off two guys I’ve known for years… stuck in a damn bitch suit… I’m gonna suck them and swallow. She whined and squirmed as her boy part bent double inside the confined space. This is really gonna suck if they want to hurt me at the same time.
Kyle leashed her again and the three amigos took her back down. “She’s a puppy slut,” said Luke as they went back inside. “Got all excited just thinking about sucking us off.” And you all got excited thinking about me.
“Paul says she sucks like a whore,” said Kyle. 

“Yeah, can’t wait to find out,” said Jack. 

Walking behind Kyle, Kiki could look to the side and see Jack. Yeah, you better go first, buddy. Looks like you’re ready to cum right now.

They took her to the meeting room so they’d have an audience. Kiki held still as Luke removed her mask and ring gag. “Who’s first, Masters?” she asked. 

“Jasper, blowjob,” said Kyle. 

Oh God, this is what they want to see? Kiki shuddered as the little dog prostrated himself in front of her. My boy part just got soft and now… Jesus, it hurts. Better hurry up. She took a couple of seconds to look at the excited faces of her friends and then licked Jasper’s balls.
“Holy shit,” said Jack, his voice full of awe. “Do it, Kevin. Lick his balls. Hey!” he responded when Kyle poked him again. “I don’t care. It’s Kevin Cooper… naked, helpless, and doing what we want. You guys can call him Kiki, but I’m watching a guy blow a dog and then he’s gonna blow me.” He turned his attention back to the puppy boy. “Go down on your doggy boyfriend. Lick it all over. Not just sucking doggy cock, but gotta make his cock hard first. Work for it.” 

Just me and my mouth working for it. So hot to do it in front of him. Jack Chance and Kyle Klinger making me suck off a dog. Thought I’d be an summer camp, but here I am doing the worst thing I could imagine because they want to see it… because it turns them on… because I let Joanie and Paul put me in the bitch suit again. My little sister and my best friend! Making me do this for anyone who wants to watch and dammit… my cock hurts so much!! He teased the dog’s cock into the open and then looked up at Jack and Kyle again as if to say, you getting all this? Having fun? Then he sucked the slimy cock into his mouth and blew his doggy boyfriend. 
Thrilled at the absolute humiliation, Kevin sucked eagerly until he felt the dog push his knot against his lips and squirt out warm doggy cum. Coming up with a mouthful, he showed it to the three amigos. Mmm, I’ve been busy, but it’s worth it when I’ve got three hard cocks waiting for me. He swallowed the cum and looked at Jack. Your turn. 
“You want me, Kevin?” asked his friend. “You want to suck my cock?”
“No, Master,” said Kevin, happy to be asked a question that gave him a chance to express himself. “I do not like sucking cocks. Dogs or other guys. I’m a slave… naked, helpless, and doing what you want. What I like doesn’t matter. What would you like, Master?”

“A blowjob from Kevin Cooper,” said Jack. He lay down where Jasper had just been.

“Yes, Master,” said Kevin. “If I have to do one, then this naughty puppy wants it to be yours.” And that’s the truth. The master simply sighed as Kevin licked his cock and balls and then sucked his cock. 

To Kevin’s relief, Luke removed the cage on his cock and his hard on sprang free. “Sure does look like you like sucking cocks,” said the older boy.

The puppy boy almost stopped to clear up the matter. However, in mid blowjob, he kept going. I do not like sucking cocks… even this cute, tasty one… I would not do this if I wasn’t forced… but, I do like sucking cocks because I don’t like sucking cocks. Hell, it makes sense to me, but how would I explain?

With his cock free, Kevin was no longer in a hurry. He took his time with Jack’s cock, savoring it with slow, deep strokes and pausing to lick it. Jack just watched in horny amazement as the two locked eyes and shared the dom-sub relationship like it was a living thing. Kevin relished the teasing from the other two, but it was the look in Jack’s eyes as he slowly laved the erect member. For a moment, he was in control. Jack needed him. He was in charge of Jack’s cock and orgasm. Jack would cum when he decided, not his master.
“Fuck, Kevin, finish it,” said Jack, breaking the mood. 

Obediently Kevin sucked for all he was worth and came up with a mouthful of boy cum. He showed it off as usual and then swallowed. “Mmmm,” he rumbled. He tastes wonderful. Dammit, what am I thinking? 
As Jack moved away, Kevin looked at Luke’s cock, Kyle’s cock, and then Kyle’s face. It was clear what he expected, even if he wouldn’t admit what he wanted. “Go ahead,” Luke said. “She wants you next. And don’t tell me you don’t like sucking cocks, Kiki.”

So ordered, Kiki didn’t tell him she didn’t like sucking cocks. Back to being a puppy girl, Kiki sucked off Kyle and then Luke. Now she expected that Jasper would fuck her, but she wasn’t about to do anything that made the masters think of that. Her boy part had been hard for a while and without the chance of cumming, she lay down, hoping it would shrink. 

“I have a really wicked idea,” said Kyle. “Be right back.”

Wicked idea did not sound good to Kiki, but there she was naked, helpless, and doing anything they wanted. Just what did Kyle want now? They all watched as Kyle crossed the room to talk to Joanie. The little mistress shook her head. Kyle talked some more. Joanie looked over at Kiki and thought for a few seconds. Then she nodded. 

Hurrying back, Kyle asked, “Would Kiki like to cum?”

“Yes, Master,” said the puppy girl cautiously. It had been clear that she wasn’t allowed all day. What had changed?

Kyle put Kiki’s mask back on to complete the puppy look and asked again, “Would Kiki like to cum?” This time Kiki could only nod. “If she’d like to cum, then she has to howl.”

Considering her options, Kiki decided that it wouldn’t hurt to howl. Last time she’d embarrassed herself with a howl of desire and been denied. They were up to something. Just what did my mistress agree to? What’s my little sister going to do to me this time? It made her boy part throb just to think about what she’d do. Whatever it was, she would hate it and therefore get harder than ever. She threw back her head and howled, “Ooooo, oooooo, wooooo.”

“What’s going on?” asked Luke. 

“Check it out,” said Kyle. He walked a few feet away and took Shannon from the crate she was kept in so the three male dogs wouldn’t be constantly humping her. “Kevin, the puppy boy, is gonna mate with his bitch.”

Kevin? The puppy boy? Mate with… holy fuck… this is how I get to cum? They want me to fuck a dog now? He looked at the grin on Joanie’s face and whined. Are you serious? How bad do I want to cum? Bad. How much trouble will I be in if I refuse? Lots. Look at her. She wants this… and my cock is so fucking hard for her right now. Look at them? The guys want to see it, too. Damn you, Kyle, this was your idea. He looked at Shannon. Kyle held her so her butt faced him. Cute little butt the way her tail curls up. Fuck, do I really think Shannon is hot?
I should say no. I gotta say no. But then what? No orgasm. Punishment. The two Rottweilers had lifted their heads when Shannon came out. Jasper stood in the background as if waiting his turn. Crap, what if they let Jasper do her right in front of me. That would suck. What?! I’m jealous? 
Kevin moved forward to loom over the pretty little bitch. His cock slid between her legs, but he couldn’t get in her. “He’s gonna,” laughed Kyle. 

He felt Joanie’s hand around his cock. “Big brother’s gonna fuck a doggy for little sister,” she said. “Got himself all dressed up in a doggy suit and now he’s gonna be the happy doggy this time.” She rubbed the head of Kevin’s cock against the moist doggy pussy. Looking around, she called out, “Paul, you need to see this, too.”

Nearby, Hammer had gotten excited and moved to Barb Evans. She knew better than to resist the big dog when he was aroused. He would nip her severely until she gave in, so she rolled to her elbows and knees and let the big dog take her. Doing it on command for her son was bad, but being on call for whenever the dog wanted her was even worse. 

Jesus, big brother at little sister’s mercy. Don’t rub it in too much, I’ll cum in your hot little hand. Paul? He’s here? Yes, do it for Master Paul, too. Leave them behind… hell, no… do not let them follow… well, don’t wave them closer… crap, the Kimbe girls are gonna watch, too… anybody else? Underneath him he heard Shannon whine. Yeah, even she wants me.
With Kyle holding Shannon in place, Joanie said, “Need some help, big brother. You need little sister to put your cock in the puppy pussy?” When he whined in desperation, she said, “Want it so bad, but you still need help. She fed Kevin’s cock into the hot little bitch. His cock curved upwards into her. Man, is she tight. Check it out, Jasper, I’m getting her. “Unnhhhh,” he grunted as Joanie’s hand moved away and he shoved his cock into the little dog to the hilt. He pulled out and pushed in. His mate planted her feet wide for stability, but it still took Kyle holding her in place to keep her from moving. With laughter filling the room, he set up an easy rhythm. 
“What a pervert I’ve got for a brother,” teased Joanie. Yeah, doing a dog. “Now you can say you fucked a 2-year-old girl.” Two-year-old? That’s 14 in doggy years, but damn, I’m doing a 2-year-old! “Big brother fucking a dog for little sister and all his friends. You’ll doing anything for me, won’t you? Having a good time with your bitch?” She’s tight. Yeah, feels good… I am having a good time. Probably look like two dogs out on the lawn. Watch me, everybody. Taking this hot little number. Hard and deep. Yeah, she loves it. I can feel my balls slapping against her pussy. For Christ’s sake, she’s grinding her hips against me. I’m making a doggy happy. 
“Hell, I gotta see this,” said Luke. For a second, Kevin wondered what more Luke had to see and then the older boy removed his mask. “Wanna see his face.”
“Oh, yeah,” added Jack. “Not just a puppy boy. Kevin Cooper fucking a dog and loving it. Do it for us. You have to.” 

Too far gone now… too close… can’t stop… too hot… this is too good. “Watch me,” he grunted. “Fucking a hot little piece of ass. Cute little thing. Sexy little 2-year-old.” Yeah, that shut them up. “Making me cum inside her.” Can’t hide behind the mask anymore. Big brother… Kevin Cooper… nailing a bitch in heat. Fucking sex toy. Hope I get to suck every cock in the room again. You all hard for me? Here it comes… fucking a dog with the nigger girls watching… my friends… little sister… this is gonna be a good one… just for you, Shannon baby… hot stuff. “Yeah, all for you, baby,” he yelled as his cock spurted inside his doggy girlfriend. He kept thrusting as the tight pussy milked the cum from his cock in hopes of having puppies. 
Kevin collapsed as Kyle put the sexy puppy girl back in her crate. Looking around at a sea of hard cock, he felt warm and wonderful. Luke was forcing the gag back in his mouth and that meant no cocksucking. He caught Joanie’s eye and said, “Wick a puh-ee.” Let me lick your pussy. I wanna show them all what I’ll do for you.

“Are you kidding?” asked Joanie in surprise. He didn’t understand her surprise until she said, “Get Shannon back out. He wants to lick her pussy.”

“Uh uh, ur puh-ee.”

“Her pussy,” nodded Joanie, confirming what she heard. “Want your own cum?”

“Uh uh,” Kevin shook his head. Kyle undid the latch of Shannon’s crate. Luke removed his mask and gag again. “Your pussy. Little sister’s pussy,” said the beleaguered boy. 
“Oh, my pussy,” said Joanie. “Damn, I thought you said her pussy. I got a couple of slaves waiting for me who can take care of me. I think your first idea was better. Clean your cum out of that sexy little 2-year-old.”

That’s not what I said! Did I just give her the idea? I’m doing this because I “asked” for it? Kyle rolled Shannon onto her back and Kevin stared at the messy pussy. Joanie patted him on the head. “I just let you cum after I said you couldn’t. Don’t make me regret it.”

Ducking his head, Kevin pushed his tongue into the tight little pussy and almost gagged. His cum was there, but so were her pheromones, strong enough to arouse a Rottweiler. Obediently, he dug his cum out of Shannon. Feeling something warm and wet on his cock, he looked between his legs where Leena was sucking his half hard cock. Just great! Make me eat out a dog and make me feel good while I do it. 
Amidst their laughter, they made him lick Shannon until he came in Leena’s talented mouth. Luckily, he was so turned on by the humiliation that it wasn’t very long. He was disappointed that he didn’t get to suck the many masters’ cocks because by then it was time for them to trade him in for another slave. 
*****

Mary waited in the slave’s holding area through the first round of pairings. She would have been happy to wait the whole day, but when the second round started, her worst fear came true. “I like big tits,” said the 10-year-old Tom as he stood in front of her. “Let’s go some place private where you can show me what you think of little boys.”
To her further dismay, he hooked a leash to a ring in her pussy and towed the former teacher away to a room with way too many toys. Putting leather cuffs on her wrists, he attached them to ropes and pulled until her arms were stretched up as far as they’d go with her still standing flatfooted. He didn’t have the weight to pull her up higher and, though she’d cooperate if ordered, he wanted to take care of it all himself. Looping a rope around her waist, he pulled it between her legs and tucked it into her pussy slit. This rope he ran through a hook on the wall behind her and pulled as hard as he could. As planned, Mary’s hips moved back and her legs with them while her wrists stayed behind. When he was finished, the big titted slave was stretched up, standing on her toes, and thrusting her ass out. 
When he was finished, he walked around in front of her with a hard on. “So, tell me what you think of little boys. And tell the truth. If you lie… well, let’s just say your ass is mine.”

Unlike Maggie, Mary knew better than to try to talk the boy out of using her. She had to wonder what his plan was. If I actually tell him what I think of little boys in this context, then will he be insulted? If I lie, will he know it? How much of a lie could I get away with? Oh what the hell, just tell him the truth. “Master, I think little boys your age…” Uh oh, shouldn’t have added ‘your age’… overkill. “… shouldn’t know anything about sex, let alone be about to engage in it with a woman… my age.”
“Think I’m cute?”

“Yes, Master, you are.”

“Think I’m sexy?’

“No, Master, I don’t. I’d rather you were wearing clothes and me, too.”

“Like it when little boys take charge?’

“No, Master.”

“You think what… that a little boy should be seen and not heard?”

“Yes, Master. That’s a little simple, but you should be… more polite.” She could tell he was amused, not insulted. 

“Ma’am,” he said mocking her suggestion of politeness, “you like being naked and tied and about to play naughty with a 10-year-old.”
“No, Master.”

“Ma’am, you want to suck my cock?”

“No, Master.”

“Ma’am, you know you’re gonna suck it?’

“Yes, Master.”

“Mrs. Clark,” he said, finally remembering her last name and pleased with the look on her face when he did. “Am I being naughty?”
“No, Master.”

“Don’t lie. You really don’t think I’m being naughty?”

“Master, I’m a slave and you’re a master. You can’t be naughty.”

“Hmmm,” he nodded in understanding. “If I was a regular ol’ 10-year-old boy gawking at a naked teacher, would that be naughty?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Would you spank that 10-year-old boy?”

“No, Master. I’d tell his mother, but then your mother is…” She stopped when he made a cutting motion under his chin. 

“Not to mention that you stood still while I tied you in place so I could gawk at a naughty, naked teacher, Mrs. Clark.”

“Yes, Master.”

“So, Mrs. Clark, who’s naughtier?”

“I am, Master.”

“And who’s gonna get spanked?”

“I am, Master.”

“And you don’t fucking expect me to be fucking polite, do you, bitch?”

“No, Master.” Game’s over, I guess. 

Picking up a leather strap, he stepped behind the spankable slave. The heavy 10-inch long, 2-inch wide strap was set into a wooden handle. 

Holy shit! That’s the worst paddle in the room. That’s gonna hurt like hell and he could really harm me… make me bleed… bruise me. “Master, have you used that paddle before?” she asked cautiously. I’m in no position to argue, but he needs to know what he has in his hand. 

“No, but it looks really cool,” smirked Tom behind her back. He’d been shown how to use it, warned about its power, and used it on his mom and sister. He knew the limits, but she didn’t need to know that. 
“Master, it’s not really cool. You should ask an adult.” 

“Did you just fucking tell me to ask my mommy if I could use this or not?” snapped Tom. He pulled back and hit the broad ass as hard as he could. 

“Eeeeeeeaaaaaaa,” screamed Mary. Tears came to her eyes. The strap burned like nothing else she’d ever felt aside from the times an adult master or mistress had used it on her. A two-inch wide stripe of scarlet ran across her white ass. 

“Damn, that is cool,” said Tom. “Now, shut up. You don’t want to piss me off, right?”

Mary shook her head. Don’t want to piss off a 10-year-old with a wicked, wicked paddle in his hand. 

“Damn right,” said Tom. “Now if you want another one, just hold still for me and I’ll let you have one.” She squirmed but her ass stayed out. He pulled back and delivered a second swat. 

“Ohhhhh, gawwwwddd, noooo, Master!” screamed the bound woman. “Please, no more.”

“Quiet,” he snapped. “Nice of you to remember to call me master and say please, but I’m in charge, so shut up and let me play rough with your ass.” He walked in front of her and watched the tears roll down her cheeks. “This is a really cool paddle.” After a minute, he returned to his spanking position and delivered a third scorching hot swat to the helpless ass and was rewarded with a bloodcurdling scream from the owner of the helpless ass. 

By now he had a 6-inch wide stripe on her bottom and no room left for another one. He walked in front of her, grinning at her tears. It took her a minute to calm down and then he said, “Now say thank you, Master.”

“Thank… hunh… thank you… hunh… Master,” she sobbed. 

“You’re thanking me for knowing how to use it and not giving you what an insolent slave deserves.” He set the paddle on the counter top lined with shelves below it. “It sounds so good when you scream that loud.”
Still sobbing, Mary felt grateful to the little master. He lied. He tricked me. Scared the fuck out of me, but he only did three. “Thank you, Master,” she said again. For not making me scream that loud again. 
“Ready to suck my cock?” he asked brightly. 

“Yes, Master. I’ve always been ready to suck that big, beautiful cock. You didn’t need to spank me first,” she pointed out. 

“Yeah, but it’s more fun this way. Big and beautiful, you say? I should punish you for lying.”
“No, Master,” she said. “It is beautiful and it’s the biggest cock I’ve ever seen on a 10-year-old boy.”

“Really?” said Tom, puffing out his chest. He didn’t catch on that he was the only 10-year-old cock she’d seen fully erect and beckoning for her lips. Stepping in front of her, he cupped her tits. “So, maybe I should reward my good slave.” His hands caressed her soft mounds. 

“If you’d like, Master.” Yes, I’d like that, but I’m not asking for a reward. 

“You’d like a reward?”

Well, if he puts it that way. “Yes, Master.”

He grinned. “I like that. I’m standing here with a naked teacher’s tits in my hands and she’s asking a 10-year-old boy to reward her. Maybe this is your reward. Just getting fondled gently. Maybe I’m your reward. I hear you secretly do like little boys. Should I go find out?” His hands continued their gentle caresses as he teased her. 
“No, Master, you don’t need to check,” said Mary. I’m wet. I hate it that I get like this. I want his cock and I want his hands on me and I want him to let me cum just when I look in his sweet face. “I do secretly like little boys. I can’t help myself.”

“You like being my naked and tied sex toy?”

Mary hadn’t heard him extract the same words from Maggie. Now with her ass on fire and her tits being caressed and her pussy wet and tingly, she said, “Yes, Master, I like being your naked and tied sex toy.” Her tummy fluttered with butterflies as she said the words. “I like it when you play rough. Right now my reward is sticking up between your legs. May I please have it?”

He didn’t have to check, but he still walked around her and saw the slick juices on her thighs. I’m not ready for her to suck my cock yet. I wanted to spend more time, but she caved so quickly. Such a good slave. Well, she did say she likes it when I play rough. Likes it when a little boy takes charge and makes her do stuff. Like Lisa said, the younger the master or mistress, the more this slut likes it. He rested his hands on her hot bottom. Her cheeks felt like fire. Can’t spank her anymore. What else can I do? 
Untying the rope that held her ass in position, he let her walk forward to stand flatfooted again and removed the rope from around her waist. He picked up a thinner cord and tied it to a ring in her tongue. Then the 5th grader learned about leverage as he pulled on the cord. Her tongue came out and she walked forward up onto her toes and it took no effort at all. 

“Guess I just enjoy having a naked and tied toy too much,” he said. “We’re gonna play a little bit more. Play rough. See just how wet you can get at the mercy of a little boy with evil thoughts.” He laughed sinisterly. “Got me a full grown woman. Don’t have to throw this one back. We’ll just play.”

Damn, I thought I was going to get his cock. Now what? This is harder… standing on my toes… tongue hanging out… and reaching back to hold myself up. What’s he up to. Can’t even turn my head to look. She felt a poke on her thigh and then a shock! “Eeekkkk,” she squealed at the abrupt pain. Electricity! Damn it, I nearly pulled the ring out of my tongue.
“Uh uh, mather. Gonna pull my wing ow.” She felt his presence in front of her. 

“Damn,” said the soprano voice. He untied her tongue. “I don’t care how rough you like it, I’m not pulling that out. I do like to keep my property in good shape.” Leaving the cord dangling from her tongue, he untied her arms, lowered them, and clipped her wrists together behind her back. Then he stood on a ladder to hook the cord on the ceiling and pulled her up on her toes using just the leverage on her tongue. “Now that looks like it just sucks, but not gonna pull that ring out.”
“Hank you, mather,” said Mary. So considerate. Yes, let’s find a way to string up the naked sex toy so we can shock her. She felt the prod against her thigh. “Yeeeeeaaa,” she squealed. She found she could actually rise up to her very tip toes and ease the strain on her tongue, even getting the ring back in her mouth, but not the very tip of her tongue. 

Remember when you were a respected teacher? Or just when your mistress was a high school senior. Lisa was 18 then. I hated it, but it seems better than this. “Eeaaaah,” she yelped as he shocked her thighs, tummy, tits, hands, and feet. Jesus H. Christ, I’m a play toy for a 5th grader… helpless and naked for him… damn, that makes me so excited… dance for my master… jiggle my big tits for him… “Eeaaa.” … oh yeah, and don’t forget to scream once in a while. Use me, master. Are you hard yet? Ready for a teacher’s… “Eeaaaa.” … mouth? 

“Wick ur cock,” she said after she lost count of the shocks. “Wike being ur nake-a an tie hex toy, buh wan ur cock.” Dancing on her toes, she felt the prod on her tits. The suspense is killing me. Do it! “Wanna huck a hif grayer cock. Hen-year-ol’ cock.”
Tom was having the time of his life as the helpless woman danced for him. Half trying to keep her balance and half trying to avoid the prod, she looked incredibly erotic. When she started to beg, he almost laughed at what he heard. He got the line that she liked being his naked and tied sex toy and that she wanted his cock, but there was blather in between and then she clearly, nearly clearly, said 10-year-old cock and then he realized she’d asked for a 5th grader cock right before that. What was most amusing was that about the only word she could say clearly was cock. 

“Does my naked and tied sex toy want to suck 5th grader cock?” he teased. 
“Uh huh, yeth, mather,” she said, managing to nod her head slightly. 

“You said that you’d do it with no spanking at all, just if I told you to. But now, do you really want my cock?”

“Yeth. mather.”

“Guess I’m just about ready,” he said. “Two more things.” He grabbed her tits and played with them for a minute. “Bet you’d like these beauties to be inside a bra and a shirt, not dangling out for a 10-year-old to play with.” Not really. Not right now, thought the former teacher. His hands are so small and they’re all over me. You could invite friends over if you want. Bounce them a little more if you want. Damn, he’s used my ass and now my tits. What else can he do?
“And then there’s this,” he said. 

She heard the hum of the vibrator and then he pressed it against her clit. My ass. My tits. And now my pussy. I’m gonna cum for a little boy. Naked, tied, hanging by my tongue and dancing on my toes. Abused by a 5th grader. I’m gonna cum, but even this feels like I’m being used. Her body shuddered in a wonderful orgasm.

The young master lowered his shaking slave and she eagerly sucked on his cute little cock. As she swallowed his cum, she thought, now my secret is out. I’m a natural slut, but even sluttier and hornier for little boys and little girls. 
When he was done, Tom took Mary back to the meeting room so everyone could see her red ass and know it was his doing. He gave her a final kiss, enjoying how she squirmed but let him push his tongue in her mouth despite her reluctance. 

*****

While Kevin became a bi-sexual puppy and Mary performed for the youngest master, Theresa let Jenny play out her wicked plan with Art and Tanya. Husband and wife stood side by side with their hands on the heads as Theresa, wearing just an oversized shirt that fell to mid-thigh, explained that Jenny was going to play mistress for the next hour or so. “And you’ll call her Ms. McBride,” finished the real mistress. 

“Yes, Mistress,” the two slaves responded. Then Art said, “How may I serve you, Ms. McBride.” It galled him to be place in the service of another slave, especially the pretty, young student teacher. He’d noticed her as soon as she’d come to the high school for her semester long student teaching assignment. Though he was a pedophile, he had an eye for any girl younger than him. Then, to his dismay, she was initiated into the club as a slave… another man’s toy. He could gaze at her nude body, but he couldn’t have her. 
“How may I serve you, Ms. McBride,” echoed Tanya belatedly. 

Unaware she was being tested as a real mistress, Jenny had been surprised when Mistress Theresa told her in no uncertain terms that she was to play out the very scenario she’d just described. She’d never imagined anything like this world of doms and subs, but now that she was in it, she had fantasized about one thing that she’d never seen done to any of the slaves. To think about it was one thing and to do it an entirely different matter.  And in her fantasy where she was a mistress, she was not supervised. 
As nervous as the first time she’d gotten in front of a class of students, she took a deep breath. I have to do this for Mistress Theresa. I’m a mistress. Be a mistress. Act like a mistress. Be in control. She gained a little sense of superiority since Theresa had given her a skimpy bra and panties to wear while the two slaves were naked. “Are you both right-handed?”

“Yes, Ms. McBride,” Art answered the odd question for both of them. 

“So, if I told you to jerk off, you’d use your right hand?”

“Yes, Ms. McBride.”

“And you’d finger yourself with your right hand?”

“Yes, Ms. McBride,” answered Tanya. 

“Kiss my feet, Tanya,” ordered Jenny. 

When the woman knelt and kissed her feet, Jenny called Art over to stand beside her. With her right hand, she stroked the man’s cock. “Isn’t that a sexy sight?” she said. “Your wife kissing my feet… her ass up in the air… makes your cock hard.”

“Yes, Ms. McBride,” he agreed with the growing hardness of his cock. The married couple both knew that he got excited watching her being used, so he didn’t mind agreeing. It was a sexy sight and his mistress’ grip was firm and well-trained. 

“I’ll bet you’d like to fuck me while she kisses my feet… right there and knowing you’re fucking me.”

“Ms. McBride, I would not presume to want or like to do anything.”

Dammit, of course he has to say that. Now think like a mistress. “Yeah, I think your cock is saying something else. Come here. Stand in front of me.” She positioned him facing her and straddling his wife. “Now I want your cock inside me.” 

Art squatted a little and then rose up as she aimed his cock to slide up inside her. “I think it’s fucking hot to have you fuck me while she grovels at my feet. She’s down there worshiping my feet and you’re up here having fun. And maybe you’d like it better if your cock was in her, but you don’t get that anymore.” 
There technically wasn’t any fucking going on because she had her hands on his hips to keep him from thrusting. All she wanted to do was tease him before springing her real plan. “Now back out and you can kiss my feet. Tanya, you’re being such a good slave, but now I want you to stand up.” 

The two traded places and Jenny drew Tanya’s attention to her kneeling husband. “Pretty sexy to have a naked guy kissing my feet, too.” She pulled Tanya to her and fondled the woman’s tits. I’d have never done anything like this… never even considered another woman sexy… but now I practically can’t resist. This is how it feels to be a mistress. Making her kiss me when she doesn’t want to… remember how I feel when I have to do this? … disgusted… used… owned… submissive. Now she feels like that for me. Wrapping her arms around Tanya, Jenny kissed the slave hard. “Mmmm, yeah, you kiss good,” she said in a sultry voice. “What’s it take to get your motor running, Tanya? Making out with me while hubby kisses my feet? That do it for you? Maybe he’d like to watch two girls making out, but all he gets is my feet.” 

She turned Tanya around and reached in front of the slave to fondle her tits. “Wish I could have been there the first time you did another woman.” Yeah, remember my first time… disgusting… kissing a woman… playing with her tits… going down on her… shoe’s on the other foot… bad as it was for me, I’d enjoy doing it to her. “Would have been cool to watch you seduce a 12-year-old girl the first time.” Yeah, that got her. “Eating underage pussy.”
Fondling Tanya’s tits with one hand and playing with her pussy with the other, Jenny could feel the woman getting aroused. “That’s a good girl. You get all wet and ready while hubby grovels at my feet.”

The feeling of power was intoxicating and now she was ready for the real fun. Done teasing the pair, Jenny had Art stand and face her. She tied Tanya’s hands behind her back and then ran a rope from the ceiling to her slave’s wrists. Pulling Tanya’s wrists up, she forced her victim to bend at the waist. “Perfect for a spanking, don’t you think?” she said teasingly. 

“Yes, Ms. McBride,” said Art. He had to admit his wife’s pretty, heart-shaped ass was available and unprotected. Is she going to make me spank her? 

Oh, shit, she’s gonna spank me, thought Tanya. Bend me over and spank me and tease me… he’ll get hard just watching and then she’ll tease us. 
“I have a better idea though,” said Jenny. She raised his left hand in front of him. “I want you to stick this hand all the way up her ass.” She circled his wrist with her thumb and forefinger. “All the way to here.”

Art looked at his hand and then at the tight asshole peeking from between Tanya’s cheeks. “Ms. McBride…” 

“No, Ms. McBride… please don’t do that,” wailed Tanya. His whole hand!! She spun around so her head pointed toward them as she protested. It was hard to look up, but she managed to tilt her head back and meet Jenny’s eyes. “It’s too big. He can’t. It won’t fit.”

“Now that’s why slaves don’t get a choice,” said Jenny reprovingly. “Always saying it can’t be done. We’re just gonna have to try anyway.”

Art made a fist to show just how big his hand was. “It really won’t fit, Ms. McBride,” he said with a glance at Theresa. 

“Did you just look at her for approval? Like is it OK, mistress, if slave Jenny makes me do that? Did you forget I’m the mistress now?” snapped Jenny.
“No, Ms. McBride.” Art ducked his head, unable to meet her gaze. 

“Shall we just release some pictures of her with her head buried in a hairless, preteen pussy while you watch?”

“No, Ms. McBride.”

“Well then,” her voice softened. “You’ll just put your fingertips together and your hand will be just like one of those big conical butt plugs and you’ll have it up her ass in no time at all. Probably won’t hurt all that much.”

“Please, Ms. McBride, spank me instead… something else… it’s huge,” argued Tanya. 

“Yeah, like I’m gonna change my mind just because a slave doesn’t think it will be fun,” said Jenny. She got out a spreader bar and used it to spread Tanya’s ankles 3 feet apart. Then she tied a cord between her nipple rings and the wall. Inspecting her work, she said, “Now we don’t really need your cooperation and afterwards, you’ll get some of this.” She rubbed her crotch in Tanya’s face. Her pussy was already wet from the feeling of power. 

Jenny spread lube on Art’s left hand and said, “Now do it.”

Starting with one finger, Art opened up his wife’s ass. One finger was easy and then one finger gave way to two. At three fingers, Tanya felt like he was feeding a baseball bat up her ass. How much more can I take? He’s really going to do all of it. She’s got me all tied up so I can’t do anything at all. And it’s embarrassing to have fingers up my ass with three people watching… opening me up… this is so not sexy… God, it hurts! “Ms. McBride, please…” she ventured. 

Enthralled at the power to make a husband assault his wife’s ass, Jenny watched with growing excitement. Tanya’s plea drew her attention. Getting face to face with the bound woman, she said, “You’ve got a choice. Either shut up or I’ll gag you. Moaning, groaning, screaming… that’s all OK, but don’t try to talk your way out of this. I’m having too much fun. How’s that feel to have his hand halfway up your ass? A little big? Oh yeah, I like that look. Yeah, fight him. Maybe you can keep his hand out. Or maybe not. He’s gonna open you up wide enough for a Mack truck. Oh God, did that hurt? Mmm, yeah, make that face… fuck that looks like you’re not having as much fun as I am… or Art is.”
Right in my face… “Uhhh.” Like that look? The wow that was a surprise fuck that hurt please stop look? Not having fun… you bitch… it fucking hurts… “Uhhnnnnn… God… ohhhh.” Never been this fucked before… like I’m shitting backwards… biggest turd ever... “Ahhhhhh! Jesus Christ!! Stop it!!” There was no sign that they even heard her. How much more?!!
“By the way, did I mention that by majority vote the three amigos voted me the sexiest slave?” she said, adding insult to injury. Not how I remember it, thought Theresa. It was a split vote – Jenny, Amy, and Debbie. 

Returning to Art’s end of the bound slave, Jenny discovered he was up to four fingers nearly to the last knuckle. “Wow, that’s a fucking big asshole on your wife,” she said. It was about as wide as he needed. His thumb tucked into his palm and scarcely added anything to the diameter of his hand. “Fuck, that looks hot,” she breathed. “It’s almost all the way in. Stroke it a little. Loosen her up. Fist fuck her ass. Jeez, Tanya, you wouldn’t believe how big your asshole is right now. I think we could get something even bigger than his fist in there.”

After he slid his hand past the last knuckle, it didn’t get any wider. It was just a matter of pushing the last few inches in and then his hand was in and her asshole closed around his wrist. “Uhhhnnnn,” she gasped in relief. “Aahhh, fuck me,” she added as she realized that even that little relief left her wide open and in pain. 
“A little squishy in there?” teased the temporary mistress. “Playing with your wife’s shit? Now… you’re allowed to pull it out after you’ve cum. That’s right, jerk off with your hand up her ass. No reason both of you should suffer.” With his free hand, her slave took his cock in hand and stroked it to hardness. She tingled at the sight of him jerking off while his wife groaned in pain. 
Theresa watched her protégé play with the two slaves. Her start was a little shaky, but she’s definitely in charge now. Got a cruel streak in her. Sexiest slave and the dirtiest. A little cocky. Hey, if she becomes a mistress, then she’ll be the sexiest mistress, not me. Guess that’s not a big deal. I could be fat and ugly and I’d still have pretty girls, boys, women, and men at my beck and call. Damn that looks more erotic than I imagined… his hand is right up inside her.

“Looks like you got your hubby all hot to trot,” Jenny teased Tanya. “Fisting your ass and jerking off. He’s gonna cum pretty soon while you just hang there for us.” She reached into her bikini bottoms and played with her own pussy. A quick glance at Theresa told her the mistress was enjoying herself, too, with her shirt raised and hand in her pussy. She gave her mentor a quick wink. Got her excited, too. That’s a plus. Gotta keep the mistress happy.
The two mistresses came while Art was still stroking himself. He found it not so easy to jerk off with his hand where it was. It wasn’t a turn on for him at all. Instead, he watched the bikini clad temporary mistress as she fingered herself. Now that was hot. Not knowing that she was being tested to be a mistress, he assumed she was just digging a hole for herself. From proud dom back to sub would be a big fall for her. And if I ever get a chance to get even with her… oh how I’ll make her pay. Thinking of revenge, he shot his load aimed at Tanya’s ass and hip. If I have to lick it up, then I don’t want it on the floor. 
Jenny didn’t even think about Art’s cum once he was finished. She idly licked her fingers unaware of what she was doing. Theresa noticed the slavish reaction and approached Jenny with her fingers extended. “If you like that, you can do mine, too.”
Suddenly aware of what she was doing, Jenny jerked her hand away from her mouth and blushed. “Oh, God no, I don’t like it… God, I wasn’t even thinking.” 
“Didn’t think so,” said Theresa. But you are still a slave and just turned down a taste of your mistress. Don’t get too cocky yet.
Not catching Theresa’s brief annoyance, Jenny said, “You can take your hand out now and remember what she does when she removes her plug. I expect her to do that now.”

“Gently,” squeaked Tanya. “Take it easy, honey.”

Reminded that his hand was bigger than his wrist, he carefully extracted his hand. Her asshole closed most of the way, but still looked cavernous after being stretched so wide. As expected, he offered his hand to his wife and she dutifully cleaned it with her tongue. 

When the former butt plug was cleaned to her satisfaction, Jenny untied Tanya’s tits, ankles, and arms. The sexy slave stretched high to work out the kinks while Jenny tied Art’s hands behind his back. Oh shit, thought Art as Jenny pulled his arms up and bent him at the waist into the same position Tanya had just been in. My turn now?
Tanya cast nervous glances at Theresa, Jenny, and her husband’s available and helpless ass and reached the same conclusion. The spreader bar confirmed her suspicions and then his nipple rings were tied to the wall. 

Holding up a tube of gel, Jenny said, “Left hand, wifey-poo. Let’s see how hubby likes it.”

While her mistress lubed her hand, Tanya realized, this is why she asked if I’m right-handed and which hand I’d use to diddle myself off. Hand up his ass and I can’t pull it out until I cum. “Put your fist up hubby’s ass,” said Jenny. Duh! Where else would I put it? Up yours?
Though he knew as soon as Jenny bent him over, Art didn’t bother to protest or beg. It had gotten Tanya nothing and he knew he wouldn’t get a reprieve. He stiffened as he felt a finger probe his asshole. Like he’d done with her, his wife slowly opened up the tight orifice. Art was required to keep his entire body hairless which he did with an endless supply of depilatory cream. Aside from his cock, now hidden by Tanya’s hand and his bent position, he could pass for a woman with very slender hips. It was just as appealing as the sight of his wife’s ass being violated. 
“Sweet revenge, Tanya?” teased Jenny when the slave had three fingers in his ass. “Get it all the way in there.” Disappointed that her victim only grunted, she drew attention to the only sign of Art’s pain. “Oh, does that feel good?” she said after a forceful grunt. “You like her hand where it is? Oh, another one. Keep going, slut, I like it when he makes that noise.”
Like she did for Tanya, Jenny got right in Art’s face. “You like it as much as I do? Looks just as good going in your sexy ass as it does in hers. That ass is getting pretty big now. Not like I can ass fuck you personally, but I can arrange it. Did you think you were gonna get it while you did her? Are you enjoying it as much as you did then?” He grunted and grimaced. “Yeah, I like that look. And her hand is smaller than yours.”

She returned to Tanya in time to see the woman’s knuckles pass into her husband’s ass. “Stroke it in and out a little. It helps loosen him up.” Tanya stroked her hand in and out a few times, each stroke getting deeper until her hand slid out of sight. On command, she masturbated to win her hand back. After a couple of minutes, Jenny pulled her top off. “This help get you excited? Check out the tits on the sexiest slave. They got hubby hot and bothered. He came by now. Got the three amigos hot. Even got Mistress Theresa hot.”
Oh, did it now? The mistress was surprise to have words put into her mouth. And here I thought it was the cute little screams from the cattle prod. I thought it was your tight ass. I thought it was having you tied up into a hot little hard body. You are too damn cocky. I’m not sure I want to be second place in the sexiest mistress contest. And I’m not sure I want to miss out on tying up your hot little hard body again. Ooo, wicked thoughts Theresa. How sweet would it be to have them fist fuck Jenny’s ass. How fun it would be to take the puffery out of the hot little tart. Especially fun to have a girl with the personality to be a mistress, but keep her as a slave. 
It didn’t help Tanya a bit to see another woman’s tits, no matter how sexy she was. Instead, she thought about cocks and getting fucked. It was easiest to recall her most recent cock and so she diddled herself to a pleasant orgasm with thoughts of Paul’s cock. 

After Tanya removed her hand and Art cleaned the erstwhile butt plug, Jenny was still excited. “That was so much fun,” she said enthusiastically. “How about you come lick my pussy, Tanya. I want your tongue in my pussy.”

Jenny’s fate was already decided, but having her pussy licked went beyond what Mistress Theresa had given her permission to do and she hadn’t bothered to thank her mistress for all the fun. That sealed it. Tanya knelt and lapped at the wet pussy and Theresa came up behind Jenny. She brought the slave’s arms behind her only to have Jenny try to pull away. The mistress kept a firm grip and the slave relented, plummeting back to the reality of her true position. When Tanya stopped, Theresa said, “Keep going, slut. Eat cunt.” She knew Tanya didn’t want to, which made it more appealing, and she wanted to tease Jenny. 
“Let’s get her better access,” said Theresa as she brought the spreader bar to Jenny’s ankles. Spreading Jenny’s legs, she attached each end to the slave. Annoyed that she was being taken back to mere slave after lording it over the other two slaves, Jenny still didn’t defy her mistress’ authority or suspect what was coming next.  
The student teacher was close to a climax when the principal’s secretary said, “That’s enough, Tanya.” 
The mistress positioned Jenny in the center of the room and only then did she realize what was going on. “Mistress?” her voice faltered. “Please don’t do this… not in front of them at least.”
“They’re just slaves. Nothing but toys like you,” said Theresa. “What they see and do and think doesn’t matter.” She tied the rope to Jenny’s wrists. “I don’t think of it as doing it in front of them. More like using them to have my fun.”

“Did I do something wrong, Mistress?” asked the contrite captive. “I thought that’s what you wanted.”

Pulling Jenny’s wrists up in the air, Theresa said, “That’s exactly what I wanted and but I have to say it was better than I expected.” With the slave bent 90 degrees at the waist, Theresa tied off the rope and moved in front of Jenny. She lifted Jenny’s head by her hair, tilting it back so the helpless girl looked into her eyes without the need for her to squat down. “I talked to your master right before this, when you were tied up in the holding area. I think you’d be a better mistress than slave. In fact, I talked to him about turning you into a mistress. But I changed my mind… for two reasons really.”
Patting the stunned girl on the cheek, she said, “First, if you became a mistress, then I wouldn’t be the sexiest mistress anymore.” She smiled as Jenny’s jaw dropped in disbelief. “Second, I just have to say that having someone with the temperament of a mistress be a slave is just too good to pass up. This has got to be killing you, especially knowing now that you almost made it as a mistress. Art!” She stood and snapped her male slave’s name. “Your hand up that sexy ass.” She lubed his hand as she added, “She just learned she’s totally fucked so do take it easy on the dear thing. You may think it’s sweet revenge, but don’t take advantage of her.”
Art tugged at the bows on her hips and removed her last vestige of decency. “Mistress, you are so cruel!” yelled Jenny even though she expected retribution for her outburst. “You didn’t have to tell me that and… and… you’d still be the sexiest mistress because you’re sexier than me!”

“Flattery will get you nowhere,” said Theresa. “Cruelest… sexiest… I just know what I want and I want you as a slave with a hand up your ass.” Taking Tanya’s left hand, she lubricated it as well. “Maybe two.” 

Jenny looked up in shock and saw what Theresa was preparing. “Nooooo!” she wailed in fright. “It’ll kill me!”
“Yes, yes, I thought of that,” said Theresa. “Master Peter would be upset if I sent you back dead.” She made it sound like a mere inconvenience. “So, I figured I’d just have her put it in your pussy. Tanya, would you be a dear and see if you and your hubby can both give this little slut a hand?”

As Jenny cried in anguish just at the thought, Theresa felt herself get tingly from that and from the looks on the faces of the other two slaves. Reverence? Respect? Awe? Fear? Or just plain old don’t fuck with Mistress Theresa? Doesn’t matter, she mentally shrugged. Just feels so good… so right… wait’ll this word spreads among the slaves.
The sexy slave felt Art’s lone finger sliding easily in and out of her ass and then he added a second finger. Tanya got underneath her and reached up to insert two fingers in her pussy. What an odd feeling to have fingers in both holes… I’ve had cocks in both, but this is different… husband and wife fisting me for the bitch Theresa. It should be me making slaves do this, but it’s not. It’s me being a slave. She gave me a taste of power and I want that, but look at me now. She thought about what Master Peter made her do. About the three amigos and the blowjobs she owed them. About the three Kimbe girls and what she’d fantasized about with them as her slaves. About her most recent fantasy with the vice principal serving her. But as three fingers pushed into her ass and another three into her pussy, her attention was suddenly back on her own predicament. 
As if reading her mind, Theresa taunted Jenny. She knew that the idea of fist fucking Art and Tanya’s ass hadn’t just popped into the mistress-wanna-be’s mind in an instant. “How long have you thought about getting a piece of these two slaves? I wonder what other slaves you fancy. If you were a mistress, who would you be playing with right now and what would you being doing? But instead you’re a toy. You owe the three amigos blowjobs. After that, somebody else will play with you. Always doing what somebody else wants and never what you want.” 
Like Jenny had before, Theresa read the advance of the fists on the bound slave’s face. Chuckling at a particularly emphatic moan and grimace, she looked back at Art’s hand. “Four fingers. Almost there,” she said. She peeked under Jenny and said, “Almost all the way in your cunt, too. You remember how Tanya’s ass looked? Pretty hot, huh? Well, that’s how your ass looks now. A tight little ass with a big fucking hole in the middle.” 
It wasn’t much longer before Jenny gave a final grunt and then a sigh of relief. Art’s fist was all the way in and Tanya’s followed a few seconds later. “Think of them like a couple of big cocks. A big cock fucking your ass and one fucking your pussy.” A big cock with a knob at the end and a person’s arm attached, thought Jenny. It hurts like a son of a bitch and it’s humiliating to the core. That’s what made it so much fun to do to Art and Tanya. My turn now. I’m the freaking toy all tied up and being played with. I’m the entertainment.
“Tanya, I want you to fuck her just like your hand was a cock. In and out. Fuck the little slut with the biggest damn cock she’s ever had. Jenny, Art will take his hand out after you cum.”
After I cum? I can’t cum like this. I am not turned on at all. “Mistress, it hurts too much. I can’t cum.”

“Then it’s gonna be a long afternoon, slut. His hand doesn’t come out until you cum,” she looked under the bent form again to watch Tanya’s hand slowing stroking in and out. The slick hand appeared and then sank back in, over and over. “That is so hot, Jenny. Bet you never thought something that size would fit in your pussy. Tanya, move over a little bit and suck on her tits while you fuck her.” Tilting Jenny’s head back, the mistress pushed her pussy into the slave’s face. “Eat me while you enjoy a good fuck. I want to watch your pretty little proud tongue while you imagine what it’s like to be in charge.” She sighed in satisfaction as Jenny lapped at her juicy slit. 
Jenny may have been mistress material, but she managed the most submissive look as she took Theresa to several orgasms. I should be the mistress making Tanya do this to me… all I am is a sexy little slut making Mistress cum… at least I like the taste… just the idea of… that look in her eyes as she makes me do this… so frustrating. My ass hurts… my arms hurt… my pussy hurts… my neck hurts… and if I don’t do this good then I’ll hurt even more… fuck you, bitch! No, fuck me… yeah, that’s me… I am so fucked. All those perverted masters and mistresses waiting to take turns with me… I owe three boys… two middle school and one high school… just boys… kids… blowjobs… and whatever else they want. Boys… girls… men… women… and I serve them all. 
Never admitted my own dark fantasies… since I was 12… tying up my friends… no, they were too twisted for me… I was a good girl… saved myself for the right man. Master Peter… not the right man… just a man who had something I needed… oh, yes, Mistress, you gonna cum now… mmm, bury my face in there… tongue her clit… taste those juices… look in her eyes… gawd! Eating pussy… never ever wanted to do this to another girl. Think of her as my lover. I want to do this. I want to make my beautiful lover cum with my tongue… look at her tits… taste her pussy… cum for me, lover. Lick… lick… lick… stay on her clit… yes, so beautiful to watch you cum, lover… fuck, who am I kidding… I hated that. She had a good time getting off on my tongue and I couldn’t do anything about it. Ever since Master Peter tricked me… I thought I was using him to get a job… but he was using me. 
With her hand in Jenny’s pussy, Tanya was the first to notice that her fellow slave was getting wet. Sucking the sweet nipples on the pert dangling tits of her erstwhile mistress, she enjoyed the hard bullets. Her hand, a massive phallus, stroked in and out easily after a couple of minutes and the smell of Jenny’s arousal was obvious. 

Just after Theresa’s second orgasm, Jenny realized what Tanya already knew. I’m getting wet and tingly? What the fuck? I do not want to be turned on. I do not want to cum. I want the hands out of me, but I don’t like the cost. Naked, tied, eating pussy, hand in my ass, fist fucked, and another girl sucking on my tits… don’t want any of this and most certainly don’t want to cum and make it look like I’m enjoying myself. Holy fuck, that hits the spot. Imagine I’m making Tanya suck my tits… but I’m not. Imagine I’m making her fist fuck me… but I’m not. Imagine I made Art stick his hand in somebody else’s ass… but it’s mine and Mistress Theresa made him. Imagine it’s somebody else slurping in this tasty pussy… looking up at those eyes… being a tongue toy for a mistress… but it’s me. Imagine the three amigos are watching… dammit, don’t imagine that… boys watching the teacher get it in the ass… no, don’t think about that… boys who know how much I hate being used like this… can’t get it out of my head… boys… my whole class… I’m naked in front of them and making one of them fist my ass… girls… Cheryl… hot little freshman naked and fisting me… Serena… naked with her pussy in my face. 
As Jenny teased herself with fantasies, Theresa noticed the change in the talented pussy licker. The slut was good at it because she had to be, but suddenly there was more enthusiasm. The submissive look faded to be replaced by lust. Then Jenny couldn’t hide it any longer and let out a moan of pleasure followed by a guilty blush. 
She hadn’t been consciously hiding her lust, but when she let out the moan, Jenny realized she’d told them all about her body’s betrayal. A slight smile crossed Theresa’s face and she blushed at the implication. Mistress knows I’m about to cum… she’s winning… making me cum against my will. “Mmmmm.” Feels so good… yes, do it faster like that, Tanya… now I’m almost there. Watch me, Mistress. Gawd, that’s so hot to have her leer at me… like I’d do if I was the mistress. 
“That’s a good little slut,” said Theresa. “Getting all hot from being double fisted and eating pussy. Sweet, I can tell you don’t want to, but you can’t help it.” Gawd, don’t say those things, Mistress. I’m not hot because I’m being fisted and eating pussy. “Slow down, Tanya. Don’t let her cum yet. I want to cum one more time.” No, don’t make me wait! “Won’t be hard since it turns me on so much to break in a slave. Get busy, slut.” 

Jenny whined in frustration. So close. I’m an amateur compared to her. Mistress Theresa knows how to treat a slave. Teasing… taunting… making me wait… damn, I want it so bad. Cum for me, Mistress. She’s so wet… tastes so good… so powerful… I want to make her cum! She felt a flood of satisfaction and pleasure as Theresa came a third time. 
“Now, I want you to tell Tanya just what you want,” said Theresa as she stepped back. 

Dropping her head, Jenny looked under herself at Tanya. She wanted to watch the spectacle, but the pretty slave was still sucking her tits and blocked her view of her stretched and dripping pussy. “Oh, God, oh God, Tanya, move so I can watch, too.” When the other slave moved, Jenny couldn’t  believe the erotic sight of a hand in a pussy. Her hand… my pussy… who cares, it’s just hot. 
Before she could tell Tanya she wanted it harder and faster, she heard her mistress give Art a command. “I want you to start fucking her ass. In and out. Pull it out past your knuckles and then back in. Nice and easy.” 

What? Fuck my ass, too? No way… gawd, no, Art, don’t pull it… “Aaahhhhhh, oh fuck, that hurts. Slow… easy… slower! Ahhhhhh.” Jesus Christ! That felt nasty… good… oh, gawd, going back in… “Aahhhhh, ohhhhhh.” So fucking big… got me all stretched out… what are you smiling at, Tanya? “Ohhhh, fuck me,” she moaned in disbelief as he pulled out again. I do like it when Master Peter fucks my ass… not orgasm material, but feels good in an odd way… but this is so big! “Oh, gawd,” she felt the hand push back in. Faster… no, not yet… not ever… don’t let them know. 

“Tanya, do me hard and fast. Fuck me with your big hard cock.” Jesus Christ, look at that. Fucking me with her hand and it feels good! “Yesss, Tanya, it… it feels incred… hah…ible. Just like that… ohhh… fuck the slut! Unnhhh… hunh… hunh…” She’s smiling… enjoying yourself, Tanya? I’ll bet Mistress Theresa and Art are smiling, too. “Unnhhh… hunh… hunh…” Putting on a real show for everybody. “Jesus, baby… fuh… fuck the slut… watch me.” I want to be a mistress, but look at me. Pretty damn good slave, too. 
Fucked in front and rear, Jenny came in a huge orgasm. All thought was banished to be replaced by sheer animalistic pleasure. The next thing she knew, she was cleaning the nasty butt plug and then the hand that had been in her pussy. At least I get to do the good tasting one last. Now what the fuck just happened? That was so hot! Damn her for doing that to me. Told me I was a mistress, but then showed me what a slave I am. I hate myself for losing control. But really, what the fuck was that all about? I just like the mistress-slave game, but I don’t care which one I am?
As Mistress Theresa untied her, Jenny decided she’d have to think about it more later. Right now it would be trouble if she didn’t pay full attention to her mistress. It was a relief to stand up straight and she had a few moments to relish her freedom before Theresa started playing dress up with her. 

With a mixture of curiosity and dread, Jenny put on long red and white striped stocking. Reaching up past mid-thigh, they made her legs look long and sexy and they neatly framed her pussy. The effect of the brightly colored stocking and shaved pussy made her look like a little girl. Theresa put her in six-inch heels and locked them in place. Then the mistress added a six-inch chain between her ankles to hobble her. 

Standing up, Theresa put a single sleeve glove on the nervous slave. Zipped up, the glove pinned Jenny’s arms behind her with her elbows touching. Rolling back her shoulders so it was less uncomfortable, the humiliated slave thrust her tits out. Theresa added a ring gag with a penis plug that locked in place. On a ring at center of the base of the penis, she hung a little sign. 

Jenny fumed as she submitted to the indignation of the sexy costume. Or lack of costume. I thought we were finished, but she’s just getting started with something new. I look silly like this... and I look available. She watched as her mistress put clamps on her nipples with bells so she’d jingle as she walked. Theresa ran a chain between her nipples with a sign on it. What’s on the signs? Fuck, I probably don’t want to know, do I?
“Don’t you look darling,” said Theresa. “Walk around in a circle.” She watched with amusement as Jenny took little steps and the bells tinkled as if calling for everyone to look at her. As the finished touch, she showed her slave a double dildo. Two separate penises were connected at the base with a thin strip of metal that acted as a spring. When Theresa pulled the heads apart and let go, they sprang back together, nearly touching.  
Theresa pushed one penis with a special extension into Jenny’s pussy and the other into her ass. The two vibrators fit inside her, the clear extension pressed against her clit, and the tension on the nearly invisible metal strip held the entire assembly in place. Jenny knew they were there, but there was no obvious sign of their presence to anyone else. “Stand here and wait for me,” said Theresa just as she turned on the vibrators. 

The mistress took Art and Tanya to the holding area and chained them to opposite walls. Then she went to check on the three amigos. Finished with Kevin, they were relaxing and watching Tom finish with Mary. They were discussing their next choice of slaves and when Theresa told them she had Jenny all fixed up for them, they readily agreed the student teacher would be their next play toy. 
Left alone, Jenny considered how helpless she was. My arms are bound… my hands are completely useless… even if I could reach a doorknob, I couldn’t turn it. I can’t walk in these shoes and I’m hobbled. Might as well not have arms or legs except that I look fucking sexy as hell with all the naughty parts on display. I jingle when I walk and what do these damn signs say? Fuck me I’m a stupid bitch? I want to be a mistress, but it’s so much better to be your slave? Come and get me? And on top of all that, I’m plugged in all three holes and I’m gonna cum… like I could possibly enjoy this. Even if I stood in the corner, I’d practically be saying, hey, come watch me cum again. She’s gonna take me to the three amigos and I’m gonna act like a fucking slut. Oh shit, that does feel good. Right on my clit… just the right speed… standing here and thinking about what she’s gonna do with me and I’m gonna cum. She’s a real bitch… knows exactly how to fuck with me… oh God, here it comes… can’t hold off…“Mmmm! Haahhhh! Ohhhhh!” Jesus, I’m cumming and jingling and moaning and tensing and shivering and humping… fuck, I’m humping the air… I couldn’t possibly disguise an orgasm. 
When she returned, Theresa could tell Jenny had already cum at least once and was working on another one. “Follow me,” she told the embarrassed slave. They stepped from the private room and Theresa stopped and turned. She flicked the sign on Jenny’s gag and said, “This one says cocks go in here. The other one says I love playing with little boys.”

Oh shit! Guess I’m gonna go pay a visit to the three amigos. When her mistress turned and walked away, Jenny followed behind with quick little steps virtually on her toes with long sexy legs all the way up to her ass. They stopped in front of the three boys, blocking their view of Tom giving Mary a kiss with lots of tongue. Their eyes shifted hungrily to the bound student teacher. “She’s ready for some fun,” said Theresa. Fuck, I’m a walking advertisement. Come and get me boys and… I’m going to cum. 
*****

After the first round with Amy, Josh sat out the next round. Sitting in the meeting room he just watched the few masters and mistresses that chose to play in public. He watched Amy practically pick Mark Evans as she made sure she caught his eye. Forty-five minutes later, Amy pranced into the room alone. The incredible fuck stood in front of Bubba and told him that her daddy wanted her to show what she could do now. 

Amy had a special relationship with her master. For one thing, she called him daddy instead of master. They both liked that. For another thing, he rewarded her frequently. As a willing slave, she knew how to earn a reward and today she earned one for every master or mistress that she pleasured the way she’d been taught. She had three rewards. Sometimes she got to pick and sometimes daddy picked, but she liked them all, so she didn’t mind either way. First, she liked it when daddy bathed her. She bathed him every day and she bathed herself unless daddy wanted to pamper her. She just loved the feel of his hands everywhere so gently enjoying her body as much as she enjoyed his hands. 

Second, she loved to sleep with daddy. Her bed was a cage in his room, so she relished any chance to sleep in his bed. Of course she was tied, but it was still divine. He’d fall asleep with his arms around her, move away during the night, and returned to hold her. Third was a reward that she’d never have imagined. It took her months to realize how much she adored being an ornament for him. Tied in helpless, revealing, and uncomfortable, even painful positions, it thrilled her to the core to have him stare at her like that. Sometimes he’d stay in the room and try to read a book or watch a movie, but she’d catch him looking at her. Other times he’d even leave the room, but couldn’t stay away for very long. 

Amy felt like she’d been raised for the sole purpose of being daddy’s slave and today she was earning more rewards than she’d ever had before. He’d let her claim one every day until they were all gone. Moreover, daddy was giving her a special reward. Mommy would come with them and be her slave. 

Luke watched as Mr. Simon took Valeria and Grace and Mrs. Simon took Patti and Wendy off out of sight. Getting a blowjob from Helen, Bill made use of Luke as an audience and Felicia got to say hello to Bubba’s huge cock. Horrified to be a black man’s toy, the 10-year-old made most of his cock disappear down her throat. In private rooms, Mike exacted revenge from the vice principal; Lisa played with Linda, Susie, and Debbie; and Steve used Lori. Peter often got to use Cindy when she came to school to see her mistress or for a meeting, but he never tired of her. The principal fucked the President of the Board of Education doggy style in the main room, taunting her about the audience as he used her.

Rounding out his show, Luke was treated to the sight of Paul with the Kimbe girls and Joanie with Dale and Beth Kemper. After tying up the three nigger girls, Paul alternated between making them suck his cock and eat each other. Like many nice boys his age in suburbia, he cursed in front of his friends with words like damn, hell, and fuck, words he’d never use in front of his mom, but he’d never used the word nigger. It was so forbidden that using it on the girls was enough to arouse him. It felt more like he had slaves when he ordered the chocolate treats around. He tortured Leena’s tits, whipped Keesha, and then came on Falina’s face and chest and made her sisters lick her clean. This was how he imagined the 12-year-old son of the plantation owner would spend an afternoon. The niggers had no recourse. 

Not far away, Joanie brought out a little saddle. Theresa had shown it to her earlier in the morning and now she had a chance to try it out. It was specifically made for a lightweight mistress. Laying Dale on his back on a long, narrow table, she tied his feet to one end and tied his arms down and under the table. When he was secure she put the saddle over his face and strapped it onto his head. The design of the saddle left a hole where only Dale’s mouth and nose were visible. Trying to imagine what he looked like, Dale felt her attach a scrotum stretcher. With his balls sticking out like twin lollipops, she attached reins to the metal testicular prison. Then she threw a leg over and mounted up, her bare preteen pussy right over the helpless man’s mouth. With stiff sides the saddle bore most of her weight. Still, he felt the pressure of her pussy against his mouth as she said, “Giddy up, Dreamer.”

“Hell, yeah, ride his face, Mistress,” said Beth as she watched the little girl rock back and forth. She couldn’t see her husband’s tongue, but from the reaction of the rider she knew it was busy. Right up inside the little baby pussy… getting a taste of 10-year-old pussy… about as low as he can go. That looks so demeaning. Hell, he can’t even see her… can’t enjoy the view… just a tongue for her. That’s what you get, asshole. Ride ‘em, cowgirl. 

As his mistress shifted her weight back a little, Dale reached up into her slit and found her clit with the tip of his tongue. The smell of leather and pussy filled his nostrils. Like all the adult slaves, it was especially humiliating for him to belong to a 10-year-old girl. And she’s riding my face… literally and figuratively. Licking her pussy and she didn’t even have to tell me to. “Giddy up,” she said again. He felt a tug on his balls followed by the snap of the reins on his stomach. “Aahhhhh,” he responded. Fuck, she’s got me by the balls. His tongue sought out her treasure with more enthusiasm. 

“Oh, yeah,” breathed Beth, excited at how the little girl took control of her husband. All the masters and mistresses enjoyed how she taunted her own man, but Joanie shot her a wicked glance that said, just wait ‘til your turn, and shut her up. 

With a tongue working in her pussy, Joanie snapped the reins a couple of times. His cock swelled to a full erection as she tormented him. “Damn, I do like it when a man gets all hot for me,” she said. Looking at Beth, she asked, “Does he do that for you anymore?”

Yes, he does, thought the woman. He gets hard for me when somebody uses me. He likes to watch. That is definitely not how I want to make him hard. 

“You getting excited over there?” Joanie asked Beth. 

“Yes, Mistress,” admitted Beth. Oh, the things that make me excited these days. Watching a 5th grader ride my husband’s face and yanking on his balls. Performing for another man while he watches. Damn, even thinking about performing for Mistress Joanie while he watches. Is she gonna ride my face, too?
Teasing, taunting, yanking, and riding, Joanie had two orgasms before she stopped and dismounted. A few minutes later, Dale was standing and watching as Beth lay on the table, saddled up and ready to ride with the reins attached to her nipples. As the little mistress mounted her, Beth got to know firsthand just how it felt to be ridden literally and figuratively. 

Riding Beth, Joanie decided the woman’s tongue was better. With the shorter reins, she tugged on Beth’s big nipples without slapping leather across her stomach. It was fun, but she wasn’t riding this slave for an orgasm. She just wanted Beth to think that and then after a couple of minutes, she sat still and said, “Dammit, now I gotta pee. Your lucky day, bitch. I’m just gonna sit here and pee.” She laughed as the helpless body under her stiffened. “And I’m gonna beat the shit out of you if you spill any.” She laughed again as she looked at Dale. “And hubby is hard as a rock watching you.”

After a few seconds to give her pony a chance to consider her options, Joanie peed. Her slave’s wide open mouth told her the pony had made the right choice. Still, not spilling a drop required the help of the mistress, help that she gave her mommy, big sister, and big brother. Filling the mouth to the brim, she stopped peeing and let Beth swallow the warm, salty brew. Then she started again before Beth was ready. Though she recovered nicely, Beth felt the trail of warmth run down her cheeks. As Joanie finished and dismounted, Beth thought, I was doing so well. Now I’ve got a belly full of her piss and if she looks close, I’m gonna get the shit beat out of me anyway. 

Indeed, Joanie removed the saddle, knowing what she’d find. There was a little puddle of pee on either side of Beth’s upturned face. “Look at that. Now I’m gonna have to punish my bad pony.” Pulling the reins taut, she told Beth to lift her head and then put the reins in the slave’s mouth. “Bite down,” she said. “Lay your head back and keep it back.” Looking at the ceiling, Beth stretched her own nipples. 

Using a slender rod, Joanie whipped Beth’s tits right below her nipples. From there, she worked down, trying to leave a red stripe every inch all the way down. If she was accurate, then it was four feet, four inches from the screaming slave’s tits to the soles of her feet. When she was done, Joanie removed the reins from Beth’s mouth and asked, “How does it feel to have a 10-year-old punish you for spilling a few drops of her pee?”

“Terrible, Mistress,” sobbed Beth. 

“Sweet,” said Joanie. “That’s pretty much what I was going for.”

*****

Presented to the three amigos, Jenny didn’t even get a five second break. Whether they were planning to collect their blowjobs right now or not, they took one look at her and the tantalizing signs and sprang to their feet. Fuck, I’m going to cum. Even Tom read the signs and as Theresa left her with them, he said, “Do you really like to play with boys?”

Under inspection by a 10-year-old, Jenny didn’t know what to say. Tell the truth and deny it or should I agree with Mistress Theresa’s words? Which would be better? Hoping that maybe they’d have mercy on her if she didn’t like it, she said, “Uh uh, massuh.” 
“Sweet,” said Tom with a grin. His eyes devoured her. “Can I play with her, too, you guys?” Not him, too. He’s just 10 and I’m going to cum and he’ll think it’s because of him. 
The automatic answer was no, we don’t want Kyle’s little brother tagging along, but the look on Jenny’s face won out. “Yeah, sure. There’s enough of her to share,” said Kyle. Holy shit! I’m going to suck that little cock.
“Kewl, thanks, Kyle,” said Tom. He made Jenny’s bells tinkle. “I love naked and tied toys and you’re already fixed up for me.” Fuck, I’m on display for a little boy. Get me out of here, Mistress. Please, take me back. Shit, she’s gone. Left me with them. I’m so close to cumming with a 10-year-old’s hands on my tits. Don’t make them jingle. She looked on in disbelief at the little hands feeling her up. I never felt more like a slave than I do now. 
“Yeah, I’m sure she’ll change her mind. Bet you can get her to admit she likes being your naked and tied big girl toy,” agreed Luke, well aware of what the youngest master liked to hear from his slaves. 
Oh hell… can’t hold it… cumming! Every part of her body betrayed her as she launched into a wonderful orgasm… jingling, moaning, tensing, shivering, and humping in front of the astounded boys. “Mmmmnnnhhh, mmnnnnhhh, mmmnnnhhhh,” screeched the humiliated woman, her voice rising at the end of each syllable that sounded like a cross between a horse neighing and an elephant trumpeting. Shaking her head as if to deny what was happening, she sent her long blond hair flying.
“Holy cow!” said Tom in a moment of wide-eyed innocence at the reaction from the naked woman. Fuck, I’m totally out of control. “She’s wild!” My second orgasm with the vibrators… right in front of them like a wild woman! They can’t see the vibrators. They don’t know why I’m cumming. Looks like it just because his hands are on my tits and they’re talking about me. Hold still… Jesus, I’m shaking my tits and humping… can’t hold still… gawd, the spectacle I’m making… I’m a hot piece of ass begging them to take me. I just gave a 10-year-old a hard on… not to mention the three amigos. 
Amused, the three older boys let Tom have some fun. As her orgasm passed, the preteen pulled Jenny down by the hair so quickly that Luke and Jack had to steady her. Aware he’d almost toppled the woman, Tom didn’t acknowledge his misstep in front of her. Instead, he held her hair with both hands, looked in her blue eyes, and said, “I love my naked and tied toy. You do like playing with little boys, don’t you?”
“Uh uh, Massuh,” whined Jenny. Like the other slaves, she felt the humiliation of belonging to a boy less than half her age. I’m a grown woman… a teacher… I work with kids… and I’m supposed to be a mistress or at least normal… I would be if I hadn’t screwed up… Master Peter made me dump my boyfriend… now I’m gonna spend the rest of my life being a slave to little boys… and I’ll never learn to like it. 
Standing her back up straight, Tom said, “I’ll have to teach you to like it.” He put his hand on her pussy and felt the vibrator. He excitedly informed the other boys of his discovery and went behind her. “Plugged back here, too,” he said. She squirmed as he caressed her ass cheeks. “She looks hot from back here, too.” He peered around her at the older boys. Not wanting to hog her all to himself, he looked at his brother, “What now?”

“Go ahead,” smiled Kyle. He looked at the other two boys. With their tacit approval, he said, “Make her blow you or whatever. You have fun. I know she just loves to play with little boys and she likes to do for an audience.” The three amigos sat back down and watched as Tom played with Jenny’s tits, rang her bells, played with her tits, and rang her bells again. He liked tits and he was fascinated by the bells. 

“You gonna cum again?” he asked as Jenny gave a low moan. “Sweet.” He sat down on the couch next to his brother giving Jenny a view of four boys with hard cocks waiting for her. “Do it,” said Tom. Do what? Cum? “Just stand there and cum.” 
Oh, gawd, just stand here and wait for another orgasm? Stand in front of four horny boys… tease them with my body… then show them the most humiliating thing I can imagine… tease them and then invite them… dammit, I’m gonna cum… nothing I can do about… hold still, Jen… damn bells tinkling already… hold still… act like nothing is happening… eyes all over me… wet pussy… tingly all over… tinkle, tinkle… “Ohhhhhhh.” Damn, it feels so good… I’m so fucking sexy… I’m so fucked… naked and tied toy for a 10-year-old… Jesus, his cock is so hard… cocks go in here… I like to play with little boys… nothing I can do except entertain them… “Aahhhhhh.” Here it goes! “Mmmmnnnhhh, mmnnnnhhh, mmmnnnhhhh.” Fuck me! They just watched and waited and… I’m showing off… last thing I want to do is cum for them… but they don’t know that… look at what the fuck I’m doing! She humped at the air until the orgasm passed. 
So turned on… not by them… if I was a mistress, I’d make Tanya do this or Grace or Lori… that would be hot… that’s what turns me on… imagining somebody else doing this… but it’s ME! Theresa dressed me up and made ME do it… oh God, please no… I’m not turned on by being forced to do this, am I? Imagine Keesha or Helen or Felecia tied and naked as their toy… cumming over and over… that’s hot… Jesus, I’m thinking about a little girl doing this… ohmigod, that’s what I feel like… a little girl stripped by a bunch of boys… helpless… and enjoying it! 
Kyle nudged Tom and the youngest master stood up. “Sure does look like you like being my toy. You sure you don’t?”

“Uh uh, Massuh.”

He picked up a paddle and swatted her ass. “You sure?” he asked with each swat and she answered, “Uh uh, Massuh.” After the seventh swat, she swallowed her pride and nodded her agreement, “Uh huh, Massuh.”

“Yeah, I thought so,” Tom grinned. “Now get down on your knees.” Bound as she was, she needed help from Kyle and Luke and then she knelt at eye level to Tom’s chest. He took out the gag, “Oh, you had a cock in your mouth,” he said, surprised at what he found. “Blow me, now I want you to blow me.”

Yes, Master. It took just half a second for that thought to form in her head. He just made me say I like being a little boy’s sex toy… I can’t say no now… I am going to suck that and three other cocks… and… for God’s sake, I’m going to cum with that little cock in my mouth. “Yes, Master.” She had to stretch down nuzzle at his hips and get his cock in his mouth and then she felt his hands gripping her hair. That’s better… helps me stay balanced… youngest cock I’ve ever seen… been this close to… coming closer… and… in my mouth. “Sweet,” said the soprano voice above her. I want to just die… 5th grader’s cock in my mouth… three boys watching… waiting their turn… better if I was making Tanya… Lori… Felicia… do this… but it’s ME! And… and… oh, fuck me all to hell and back… and me want his cock! “Mmmmnnnhhh, mmnnnnhhh, mmmnnnhhhh,” she whinnied/ trumpeted with her mouth full of a real cock instead of mere plastic. Her head bobbed up and down on the precious, tasty morsel as she squirmed, wiggled, and shivered through her fourth vibrator induced orgasm. Wonderful… simply wonderful… incredible… not Tanya… not Lori… not Felicia… I’m the victim… the slave… the cocksucker… the little boy’s fucking cocksucking toy! Oh… my… God… he owns… ME! His eyes… their eyes… his cock… those cocks… I have to do little boys… so unfair… so freaking exciting!
That orgasm passed and she was left with a cock in her mouth and eyes that demanded more. “Mmmm, mmmm, mmmm,” she moaned in time with each thrust. He’s fucking my mouth… I’m sucking his cock… who’s moving more? Who wants this more? I’m Felicia… little 10-year-old girl sucking 10-year-old cock with a line of older boys waiting... I’m Lori sucking off a younger boy… I’m Tanya and Jenny is making me… I’m ME… JENNY… sucking cock! Cum for me, beautiful… such a nice cock… perfect… beautiful… tasty… hard… so very, very little… “Ohhhh, mmmmm,” she moaned as he thrust hard and spurted cum in her mouth. His hips pressed against her face as if they were two dogs tied and he pumped his cum into her waiting mouth. 

As Tom stepped back and sat down hard on the couch, Jenny fell to the side. Her hip, side, and shoulder cushioned the fall and her head didn’t hit the floor. Just seconds after her fourth orgasm, she rocketed through a fifth. She felt the vibrators slip from her pussy and ass at the same time. “No, please,” she moaned. Opening her eyes, she saw Jack with her exquisite pleasure/terrible torment in his hand. Put them back… no, don’t… just… just stop… let me stop… no more cumming… yes, set it down… thank you, Master… hello little boy cock… mmmm… I’m Felicia with an older boy’s cock in my mouth… tasty Jack… tasty Kyle… tasty Luke… mmm, do I really like little boys?
With a belly full of boy cum half an hour later, she lay on the floor and looked up at the three amigos and their 10-year-old sidekick. They all had soft cocks and, for a few seconds, she was sad. When she realized what she’d just done, how much she’d lost control, and what she was sad about, she recoiled in shock and disgust. I want my life back… I want Tom… my life back… Jack… life back… Kyle… life back… Luke… dammit, I want to make Tanya do that!
*****

“Hello, sweetheart,” said Bill Clark as he approached his wife. “I’ve heard so much about you the past year. Sounds like you had fun with everybody while I was gone. Did you miss me?”
“Yes, Master,” said Mary. She’d tasted bitter betrayal when he took Amy and left her alone to serve whichever master or mistress wanted her. Over the months, she’d gotten over it, only to have it renewed when he appeared today and ignored her until now. Despite that, he was the man she married and for no other reason than she felt comfortable with him, her heart soared as he finally acknowledged her presence. “I missed you and Amy.”

“Well, in that case, I have good news and I have bad news. The good news is I’m going back to Saudi for another year and this time I’m taking you along. I’ve decided that I want you and Amy with me. The bad news is you’ll belong to Amy. She’s been such a good girl for daddy that I’m rewarding her with her very own slave. You’ll do whatever she wants and, of course, whatever I want.”
As he shared the good news, Mary was delighted. No more pass around slave. No more playing with little boys and girls. Still a slave, but to my husband. Sharing him with Amy, but that’s better than nothing. Then she heard the bad news. No! Don’t give me to my own daughter. What does that mean? What will she do with me? Nothing good, I’m sure.  “Master, she’s my daughter,” she protested. In the club, there were many mothers who belonged to their children, but that didn’t make it right. She didn’t want to be one of those. 
“Perhaps you’d rather stay here for another year,” he said, “but I’m not even giving you that choice. I don’t think of you as my wife anymore. You’re a slave now… nothing like a wife. So, don’t think of Amy as your daughter. She’s a perfect slave and now she’ll be your mistress.”

Stunned, it took her a couple of heartbeats before she said, “Yes, Master.” Slave to a slave. I’m not sharing our master with her… I’m serving her… doing God knows what.
“Now follow me,” said her master. He turned and she followed him for a couple of step as he looked over his shoulder at her. “No, no,” he stopped and scolded her. “Up on your toes. When you walk anywhere, you do it on your toes. I have special rules and Amy will teach you.” He turned and walked with her following on her toes like she’d noticed Amy doing. 

In a private room, he ordered her to kneel and then adjusted her position to his liking. It was an embarrassing position facing the door with her knees as wide as she could get them, her hands crossed behind her back, and her tits thrust out. For the next half hour she practiced rising and kneeling, over and over until she got it right. Then she sucked him off and he left her kneeling and facing the door, waiting for Amy. 
*****

On her third round, Amy presented herself to Bubba with the same offer to the big black man that she’d made to the two other masters. Since Bill had already told him that Amy had something special to show him, Bubba readily agreed. As with the others, Amy left him forty-five minutes later, sleeping off the best orgasm he’d ever had. 

The 14-year-old was quite proud that daddy let her show off her skills. Not that she enjoyed pleasing other men, but she was doing it for daddy and she’d do anything for him. Being daddy’s sex slave was her life’s calling and she reveled in it. Despite that, she still detested what her mother had done to her. Mary had stood by while her daughter was drawn into the sordid world of sex slavery. She’d even participated though it was against her will. Amy had no intention of being a kind mistress to her new slave. 
Finished with Bubba, Amy returned to daddy and he showed her to the room where her property awaited. Stepping in, she looked at the sloppy position Mary had slipped into while she waited. “Is that how daddy told you to kneel? Straighten your back. Push out your tits. Spread your legs wider. Either be proud to show daddy and me or do it out of fear, but don’t let me catch you being sloppy, bitch.”

“Y-yes, Mistress,” said Mary, assuming the proper position again. 

Opening the drawer where daddy said the equipment was, Amy pulled out the electric hair clippers and handed them to her slave. “Shave your head, pet.”

“What, Mistress?” said the surprised woman. 

“Is there anything about me that looks like I want to repeat myself?” demanded Amy. With a slender whip she lashed Mary once. The thin leather struck Mary in the left tit and curled around to snap across her bare back. “Daddy asked Tom to turn my miserable pet’s ass fire engine red, so I know that my pet doesn’t want another spanking. Just keep being difficult and I’ll understand that my stupid pet does want a spanking.”

 The whip struck so fast that Mary had no time to react. Kneeling with the sting of the whip burning, Mary digested the fact that she was Amy’s pet. They were alone, but she didn’t have the will to fight her new mistress. Bill had given her to Amy and she didn’t want to face the wrath of either of them. She stared at her daughter for a few seconds before she realized that Amy was not going to repeat the command. As horrible as the command was, she reluctantly turned on the clippers and raised them to her head. Pausing briefly, she received no indication that she was wrong in what she heard. With a sob, she put the clippers to the side of her head and ran them up. She’d kept her hair short all year, but it still felt like a huge mat of hair fell on her shoulder. 
For God’s sake, I’m going to look like a freak with all my hair gone. Why is she making me do this? The clippers buzzed in her hand as she cut swatch after swatch from her head. All the while, Amy smiled in satisfaction. It was over remarkably quick. Amy took the clippers and trimmed a couple of spots. When the vindictive new mistress set them aside, Mary ran her hand over her head. Nothing but stubble. I don’t even want to see myself in a mirror. 

To her shock, Amy handed Mary a can of shaving get and a safety razor. “Shave your head all the way, pet.” Horrified, Mary lathered up her head and shaved it by feel. When she was done, Amy again took the implements and took care of the few spots that Mary missed. “Bald as a cue ball, pet,” smiled Amy. “When daddy looks at you, I want him to pity you. I’m the pretty one and you’re just odd looking.”

That’s what this is about? She wants to be the pretty one? Doesn’t want daddy looking at me and wanting me? She almost refused to look when Amy held out a mirror, but she didn’t want to anger her mistress. God! I do look like a freak. 
“From now on, you will shave every inch of your body as often as you need to so that there is never a hair showing anywhere, pet. I want my pet to be smooth and shiny all over. Does my pet understand?”

“Yes, mistress,” said Mary, trembling at her new image. 

“Now let’s get this on,” said Amy. She pulled a leather hood over Mary’s bald head, aligned it so Mary’s eyes and mouth showed, and then zipped it down the back and locked it with a padlock. “Pretty much the same look,” observed Amy. “Just now it’s shiny and black.” 

It was obvious Amy had learned more than just how to be the perfect slave as she expertly tied Mary’s hands behind her back and her elbows together. Holding up a pear shaped gag, she said, “Say, I love you, mistress.”

“I love you, Mistress.” With those words, Mary opened her mouth and let Amy stuff the gag in. It was a big gag that filled her mouth and pressed her tongue against the floor of her mouth. The end of it was a Velcro patch that Amy pressed in place to cover the mouth hole completely. 
“Those are the last words I ever want to hear from you, pet,” said Amy. “That gag is to remind you not to speak. You will not speak anything ever again. You will not say yes, mistress, no, mistress, or even uh uh or uh huh. Pet, I don’t even want you to nod your head yes or shake your head no. You will not write anything. You will not communicate in any fashion. When I tell you to do something, you’ll either do it or get punished. Your gag will come out to eat and drink, suck cock, and eat pussy.”

My God! Nothing ever again? I just follow orders and won’t even get to beg for whatever I need? Gagged for life!? Please, make this be a terrible dream. Now what? Mary’s eyes pleaded for a reprieve as Amy raised a blindfold to her eyes and pressed that into place. “This is how you’ll spend most of your time, pet. Naked and available, but blind and gagged.” Blindfolded for life!? 
Hooking the ring on the top of Mary’s hood to the wall behind her, Amy said, “I wonder how long it will be before you look forward to hearing my voice.” The cruel mistress left her slave standing, shutting the door firmly so her slave knew she was gone. It took Mary ten seconds to figure out that she was going to stand there naked, bound, gagged, and blind until her mistress came back. And I want to hear your voice already, Mistress.
*****
Steve Evans collected up the Kimbe girls and sat in front of a TV with them. He’d already cum a couple of times and needed a little something extra to get him hard a third time in a row. With Keesha and Faline nestled in his lap and Leena at his feet, he turned on a movie that he knew would embarrass the girls. It even had a title – Raping Kimbes. 
As the movie started, mommy came in with the three girls. For no apparent reason, mommy allowed the girls to tie her spread eagle on the thick carpet of the living room, strung clothed between hooks in the wall and the legs of the couch. The girls sat on the couch and the camera panned over them. “Now what’s my surprise?” asked mommy. 

“Just wait,” said Leena. At the sound of the doorbell, Leena got up and let six white boys ranging from 13 to 16 in the house.

Though it was staged, mommy screeched at the sight of the boys. “What are they doing here?” she demanded, squirming in her bonds. 

“We did like you asked,” said Leena to the oldest of the boys. “Now what?”
“Now your mommy can’t save you,” said the boy. “Hell, she can’t even protect herself. Thanks to you for tying her up, we’re gonna strip her and make her do all sorts of stuff she doesn’t want to do and we’re gonna make her do it while you watch.”
“Yeah, she doesn’t want to do it,” said another boy, “and she sure as hell doesn’t want to do it with you watching. Look at her trying to get free.” He laughed. “All tied up by your daughters and ready to be a hot nigger fuck toy.”

“Want to know the best part?” asked the first boy. “We’re gonna strip you and do the same things to you while she watches. We’re gonna teach three nigger girls how to be naked play toys for white boy.”
“What are you going to do?” whined Keesha.

“Just leave us alone,” insisted mommy. 

“We want your clothes off,” the boy sneered at the 12-year-old. 

“No way!” Keesha turned to leave, but the boys had surrounded them. 

While three boys corralled the other two, the remaining three boys grabbed the oldest sister. Leena put up a good fight, but they managed to shred her shirt, pull down her shorts, and strip off her bra and panties. “Eeee, mommy help me,” she squealed in despair as the boys prepared her for their fun. 
“Prime 14-year-old chocolate treat,” said the ringleader. They tossed the naked girl on the couch and leered at her, the camera taking a few seconds to show off Leena’s growing breasts and bare pussy. 
“Leave us alone,” pleaded Jan. “Why did I let you girls tie me up? My God, I can’t do anything but watch as they strip and rape you. Please, boys, come do me. Leave my babies alone and come rip my clothes off and rape me. I’m so stupid for letting myself be tied. Now we’re all just victims and I’m gonna do shit with a bunch of little white boys. Just me, OK, boys? I’ll do anything you want. I like white boys. I like young white boys. Anything you want.” 
While mommy wailed plaintively, one boy stood guard over Leena and three of them seized Keesha. “No, not her,” yelled Jan. “She’s only 12.” 

“Don’t hurt me,” Keesha pleaded as they bared her nubile young body. She covered herself, but they pulled her hands away and slapped her when she tried to cover herself again. “God, mommy, they can see everything and I’m gonna be a little nigger play toy for white boys.” The camera could see everything too and panned over her preteen body while hands cupped her little tits to accentuate the small mounds. “No, no, don’t touch me. Eeee, nooo! Go get Falina, too.” Defeated, she sat on the couch by her older sister as she offered up her younger one to appease the boys. 
“I’m just 10,” piped up Falina as the boys turned their attention on her. “Mommy, they’re coming to get me.” 
“Yes, you are just 10, my dear,” said Steve as he caressed the flat chest and bald pussy of the girl in his lap. “But you still want it, don’t you?”

“Got a cute mouth,” said one of the boys. “Yeah, and a cute ass,” added another. 

While those two boys held her, a third ripped her T-shirt down the front and exposed her flat chest. “If you’re good, maybe I’ll bring over my little brother,” he said. “You’d rather play with little boys?” The 13-year-old boy pulled off Falina’s skirt and then made a show of slowly pulling down her panties with a look of wanton desire for the preteen. 
“Ohhh, I’m naked, mommy. What are they gonna do with my mouth and ass, mommy? I don’t want to learn what boys do to girls. Don’t make me do it. Not with my mommy watching.”

“Yeah, you’re gonna get a lesson in what girls are for,” sneered the boy. 

“Thanks for tying up mommy,” said a 16-year-old boy, pulling out a knife. “Let’s see what you got, bitch.” He cut each button off mommy’s blouse and then ripped it off and snipped her bra into pieces to get at the big chocolate mounds. Using his knife, he easily slit the thin fabric of her shorts and then the straps of her thong. They all stepped back to admire the naked woman as she struggled vainly.

“Please don’t,” she begged. “Don’t rape me!”

“Let’s do them instead,” said one of the boys, nodding toward the three girls. 

“No, don’t do them, either,” pleaded Jan. “Just let us go!” While the horrified mommy watched, the boys pulled the girls to their knees and stripped, three of them shoving cocks at the girls’ faces. 
“No, no, do me,” whined mommy, changing her tune as the girls were threatened. “Come fuck me. I’ll do all of you. Come and get me. Rape me. Oh God, why did I let you tie me up? I’m gonna watch my little girls pull a train. Come and get me, boys. You want to play with the big nigger, don’t you? Come ride their mommy while they watch. Come do a full grown woman. You got me naked. Show me what a bunch of boys want to do with a woman.” She strained at the ropes. “Oh, God, I’m gonna watch what a bunch of boys want to do with my girls.”
“What’s that, mommy?” asked Falina, staring wide-eyed at the cock in her face.

“It’s his cock,” said Keesha. “We’re gonna do blowjobs. Mommy’s gonna watch us suck cocks.” 
“I’m only 10,” repeated Falina. “What’s a blowjob?”

“Like this,” said Leena. She looked disgusted as she leaned forward and took the oldest boy’s cock in her mouth. One by one the three girls reluctantly took a cock in their mouth while mommy wailed in the background. Even the 13-year-old’s cock looked big when it went in Falina’s mouth. Nobody seemed to notice that the girls were deep throating within seconds. 
The three remaining boys started taking turns with mommy. “Turn around and suck my cock,” said Steve, making Keesha turn and kneel in front of him. The movie was doing its job of getting him hard. He stroked the little 10-year-old body perched next to him as her sister sucked his cock. 
“No, no, don’t fuck me in the ass,” begged Leena. The boy took his cock from her mouth, pushed her to her hands and knees, and shoved his cock up her tight tunnel. “Eeee, don’t fuck me with mommy watching. Ohhh, it’s all the way up my ass. It’s too big. Ohhh, it hurts, it hurts.”

“Mommy’s getting her share,” said the boy fucking Jan. “Always wanted to have a college professor tied up and doing anything we want. Letting us have her and her girls.” Jan had a cock in her mouth and one in her pussy. While Leena was getting fucked, Keesha and Falina were each sucking off a boy. The slaves were trained to perform, but with the fast pace and lack of control, they all looked like the rapes were very real.  
Having seen this before, Steve fast forwarded it to the best part. He liked watching them get stripped and get started with the cocks, but it was less fun now that they were sucking like sluts. When he slowed it to normal speed, the room had turned into a free for all. Jan was blowing a boy, getting fucked, and moaning in pleasure from the debauchery. As she swallowed his load, the woman said, “God, I love little boys. Ride the helpless slut. I love white cock. Do my girls! Keep them happy, girls.”

Leena was going down on Keesha and Falina was on her hands and knees taking a cock in the ass. “Ooo, yeah, they’re taking turns with my bottom,” moaned the 10-year-old, “feels good up my tight ass. Show mommy what I like. Give me another cock to suck.” One of the boys happily obliged Falina, so she was getting it from both ends and not looking happy about it. Watching that for a few minutes, Steve erupted into the expert cocksucker’s mouth. 
Leaving the movie running, Steve let the three girls finish reliving the humiliation and torment of making a kiddy porn movie with mommy as the only adult. He had the three of them in the flesh and enjoyed the feel of their bodies until the movie ended. 
*****

“Hey, Deb,” said Joanie casually as she approached the 10-year-old slave. They were in the same grade, but weren’t close friends since they didn’t have the same teacher this year. “I hear you’re quite the sexy little babe.” She ran her eyes up and down the nude slave. Joanie had taken the time to put on a boy’s long sleeve button front shirt that fell to mid-thigh. Though it modestly covered all the naughty bits, the look turned heads of many of the masters. It had the aura of I just fucked the owner of this shirt and threw this on to fix him breakfast.  It also gave her an advantage over her nude victim. 
“Mistress… umm… if you say so,” stammered Debbie, uncertain whether to agree or not. 

“Not that I say so. Bubba, Jack, Kyle, Luke, so many of the masters say you’re a hot little piece. You’re gonna show me.” She led Debbie to a private room and gave clothes to the surprised slave. “Put these on,” she ordered. While Debbie dressed, Joanie set up a camcorder on a tripod. “I want a personal copy to look at any time I want,” she teased the slave. 

Oh, that’s what the clothes are for… get dressed so I can take it off. Just like I’m earning needles from Bubba. Joanie surprised her again by interviewing her from off camera. “Which do you like better, cocks or pussies in your mouth?”

Debbie blushed prettily. As a good little girl, she knew she should say neither, but as a slave she knew she’d been given a choice and had to make a selection. The reason she blushed was because she didn’t just like cocks better than pussies; she liked cocks. “Mistress, I like cocks better than pussies.”

“Your brother’s cock best?”

“Yes, Mistress, I like my brother’s cock the best,” she blushed deeper. She’s recording this. I thought I’d just be stripping and eating her pussy, but this is more embarrassing. 

“Do you like cocks better in your mouth or your ass?”
The slave bit her lip as the question got even more intimate. She’d been taught to answer questions with a complete sentence, so a simple yes, mistress or cocks was not acceptable. She had to say it all. “I like cocks better in my mouth, Mistress.”

“What’s the biggest cock you’ve ever sucked?”

“Mistress, the biggest cock I ever sucked was Bubba’s. It’s like about… a foot long and big around and he made me get it all in my mouth at once.”

“Wow, that’s a big cock,” smiled Joanie. “And you like them best in your mouth. You’re a deep throat slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress, I’m a deep throat slut, but I like Jack’s best. It’s a nice size.”

Joanie interviewed the poor girl for several minutes, extracting embarrassing admissions on things she’d done with her mommy and sister, other boys and girls, and men and women. The picture Debbie painted of herself was of an elementary school slut, not a slave. She did what she did because she wanted to, not because she had to. That’s was the truth. At least in the beginning, she thought she’d had a choice. Now she just did it without question. 
Stopping the recording, Joanie gave the slave specific instructions and then started it again. “Strip,” she ordered. 

As instructed, Debbie stripped slow and sexy down to her see through bra and panties. In that scanty attire, she danced for several minutes, displaying herself from every angle. Then she finished the job and again danced for the camera for several minutes. Anticipating the next step, she was wet by the time she was halfway through the second dance. 

Handing Debbie a Jack sized dildo, Joanie said, “Suck on this. Pretend it’s Jack. Suck him off while you play with yourself.” There on camera, Debbie blew the fake cock and came in a rush of panting and squirming. 

Finished recording, Joanie played the whole thing back. When they got to the part where Debbie started stripping, Joanie lay down and made Debbie eat pussy. 

*****

The orgy of masters and mistresses with their slaves continued until it was close to dinner time. Multi-orgasmic mistresses seemed to play continuously. The more limited masters went in cycles, ranging from two to four sessions and as many orgasms. Then, Linda, Patti, Valerie, Susie, Wendy, and Grace were sent off to the kitchen to prepare dinner and the rest of the club convened in the meeting room for some shared fun. Several of the owners had entered their slaves into an ornament contest.  
Joanie and Paul showed off Helen and Felicia. The two 10-year-olds knelt facing each other on pedestals six feet apart. Their calves were secured to the pedestals and their arms were tied behind their backs and a slack rope ran from their wrists to the ceiling. “These are the ‘Spoils of War’,” said Joanie. They’d practiced this, so the two bound girls knew what to expect. Joanie leaned Helen forward and Paul leaned Felicia forward. As the ropes tied to their wrists pulled taut, the girls were suspended by their arms pulled back and up at a 45 degree angle to the ceiling. Their shoulders and arms strained as they supported most of their weight. Their faces were almost touching. “Kiss,” said Joanie and the two stretched the last two inches to touch tongues and then press their lips together in a deep keep that brought a pink blush to their cheeks. Breaking the kiss, Joanie put a double ball gag in their mouths so they were lip to lip, suspended painfully and erotically in midair. 

While Paul caressed Felicia, Joanie toyed with Helen’s budding breasts. “They’re the spoils of war because I imagine I’d conquered their kingdom and took them home as war trophies to show to everyone. I’d put them on display so anyone could come up and touch them. Aren’t they perfect like this?” Helen had her own opinion of that. We were once best friends and now we’re trophies. We’ve been conquered. I’d have never done this to Joanie. She was always bossy but she took it too far. All these strangers staring at me. 
Several of the owners did touch the two little girls who could only moan in humiliation as hands roamed their naked bodies at will. Mike Simon suggested, “Or maybe they could be rivals for your throne that you defeated and now you show everyone what becomes of any who challenge you. Proud princesses stripped of rank, privilege, and everything else for your subjects to come admire.” Felicia thought that was more accurate. Rivals when it came to boys and I’m on display only because she betrayed me. She certainly came out on top. 

“Hell,” said Luke Spahr, “they’re just a couple of hard body ornaments however you look at it. That’s gotta hurt and nothing they can do about it. Now that’s hot.”

Helen and Felicia could only stare into each other’s eyes and bask in the humiliation of being so very vulnerable. Everybody’s looking, thought Felicia as she squirmed the little bit she could. Dirty old men, women, boys, and girls… all of them staring at my pussy and ass and tits…they’ve already used me and they’re not finished… they know it hurts and they don’t mind… they even like it better that way. 

The group clustered around Bill, Amy, and Mary next. Mary had waited in the room for 45 minutes in the dark and silence. Then she’d heard the door open and shut. For a few seconds there wasn’t a sound. From right in front of her, she heard Amy’s voice. “Only time I’m going to remind you… don’t speak or nod or anything… even when I ask a question. Were you looking forward to hearing my voice, pet?”

It took every bit of willpower and concentration to not nod her head, but Mary stayed completely still. Yes, your voice and more. Will she take off my blindfold now? The gag? The hood? Will she play with me? Anything so I’m not just standing here.

Amy merely undid her pet’s hood from the hook on the wall and then clipped a leash to her collar. “Follow me,” she said. 

On a leash and blind, Mary followed tentatively. After several steps and a couple of corners, she decided that Amy was doing a good job of avoiding obstacles. They could be going anywhere and in just a couple of minutes of anxious walking, she heard the hubbub of voices that meant she was among a large crowd. Back in the meeting room with everyone. Have they all come to see me? See the slave of a slave? 
The former wife, mother, and teacher felt herself backed up against a wall and the hook on her hood was reattached to this wall. Again she stood naked with no way to unhook herself from the wall; she’d stand there until Amy freed her. Just moved from one storage place to another. She heard the announcements about the six pointed star and wondered what that was. After the war trophies were described, she understood there were other slaves on display. We’re all getting shown off… me by my daughter.  
“This is Amy’s idea,” said Bill, giving the floor to his daughter. 

Careful to be respectful of the owners, Amy curtsied even though she was naked. “Masters and mistresses, I just call this ‘Lonely Mommy’.” She stepped aside and admired her pet who obviously knew she was the center of attention now.

“Tell them what that means, Amy,” said her daddy.

“Yes, daddy. It means she’s going to wear this hood forever. I’ll let her take it off once a day to wash and shave her head. I’ll take out her gag to give her food and water or so she can suck a cock or eat a pussy or brush her teeth. When daddy takes us back with him, she’ll stand like this all day long waiting for someone to come play with her. At night, I’ll let her lie down, but she’ll still be in the hood.”

Mary didn’t even hear the comments from the audience. She was too astounded. Nooo! I’ll go crazy like that! Standing blind, tied, naked, and gagged all the time? Nothing to do but wait for attention? I’ll go crazy. My God, I’ll want attention so bad that I’ll do anything. Anything will be a relief. Just an hour or two in it already and I want her to do something to me. 

“Of course, you’re free to sample her throughout the evening and tomorrow,” said Bill, giving all the slaves in earshot their first indication that they’d be playthings for the entire club all weekend. “However, with so many to choose from, I hoped, with your indulgence, that Mary get the first taste of what that means today. I’d like her to stay just like this, standing right here, for the next 12 hours. Then we’ll see how she’s doing.”

The next 12 hours?! … all night long? … bound, gagged, blind… nothing to do… I’m not even allowed to protest or beg or anything. Can I hold out for 12 hours? What will it be like? They’re walking away… leaving me like this… “Uuhhhhh,” she moaned, hoping she was at least allowed to sound like nothing more than an animal. There was no response. 
Mary was still reeling from the full impact of what that meant when she heard Mr. Simon say, “I call this ‘Slave-to-Go’.” Bounce and Tumble lay on their stomachs with their arms tied across their backs and wearing odd looking hoods. The black leather hoods covered the kids’ heads leaving their faces exposed from mouth to eyebrows. On the crown of their head, the hoods had leather shoes attached by their soles. Here we go again, thought the little slave. Master never made us do this in front of people before. Hope it’s not as long as last time… all day on his desk like this… I like to play with Master, but not this game. The cruel master pulled Bounce’s feet up behind him, curling the flexible boy into a ball and fit the boy’s feet into the size 7 shoes, lacing them and tying them tight. Bounce’s head was pulled back to stare at the ceiling and his feet rested on the crown of his head with his body forming a circle. Right beside him, Tumble was quickly turned into a circle as well. 
The twins looked like interesting desk ornaments and then Mr. Simon grabbed a handle on the top of their hoods and picked them up. He carried them around like oversized bowling ball bags for a minute and then set them back down on the table on their stomachs. “Quite portable and handy,” he chuckled. 

“And pretty light,” said Peter as he hefted one of the circular slaves. Holding her in front of him, he lined Tumble’s mouth up with his cock and she opened wide. Yes, please, let me do something, the helpless girl thought. Big, yummy cock… anything to keep from sitting on the princess’ bed while they play dress up all afternoon. After feeding his cock halfway in her mouth, he chuckled. “And still usable.” To her disappointment, the distraction was brief and the high school principal set the 7-year-old bundle of cooperative cock sucker back down. 
After Bounce and Tumble were returned to the table, Paul turned them so they faced away from him. From that angle, he checked out the matching 7-year-old pussy and cock that were very prominent in that position. Yes, play with me, thought Bounce. He, too, was disappointed when Paul only poked at his cock and rubbed his sister’s pussy for a few seconds, tantalizing and embarrassing the twins without easing their torment. 
Joanie chuckled to herself at the sight of Paul touching the preteens. She’d been thinking about seeing if Tumble could suck Bounce’s cock in that position and then Paul looked like he was about to do it himself. 

“I just call this, ‘Every High School Boy’s Dream’,” said Bubba, showing off the vice principal. Maggie shivered at the suggestion. Been with more high school boys… middle school boys… now even grade school boys than I want… now I’m just a walking invitation for more. She wore a business suit that in some ways looked like something a vice principal would wear at work. It was obviously much shorter and lower cut than she’d wear, but the other modifications weren’t obvious. With her hands tied to the ceiling and her feet tied to the wall behind her, she was on her toes and bent slightly forward at the waist. “What boy wouldn’t want to have this piece of ass hanging in his room? If he was shy, he could just peek down her front.” He pulled the loose fitting suit open and peered in at her breasts. “Oops, Ms. Owens! Not wearing a bra today?” Dammit, I haven’t been allowed a bra in months. Lucky I haven’t been caught for real. He snuck behind her as if getting away with something. “Or, pull up her skirt and peek. Oh my, no panties either, Ms. Owens.” Those, too, best I can hope for is a thong these days and usually not even that. Grinning at the group, he finished, “Or, if he wasn’t shy a bit, neither is she.” He unzipped the back of the business suit and the zipper ran all the way to the bottom so the dress just fell off fully exposing her nude form. “Hello, boys, come and get me,” he teased. 
Looking around, Maggie saw the desire on every male’s face. Yeah, come and get me. I’ll be here all evening and all day tomorrow. Fuck me, that’s enough time to suck every cock in this room and eat every pussy. Look at them eat me up… like they’re marking me down in their calendar… everything that used to be private is up for grabs… come and get me, boys… over and over. 

To add to her humiliation, Bubba had written on her in permanent marker. On her upper chest was an arrow pointing at her mouth that said, “Freshmen register here,” and a second arrow that added, “All girls report for a tongue lashing.” Unlike the other slaves, she hadn’t practiced this moment and was appalled as he read the words aloud. As if being naked and tied isn’t enough… I need instructions on me? Arrows adorned her pussy that suggested, “Special tour for sophomores and juniors” and “Interested girls apply within.” On her ass was printed. “Seniors’ final exam. How much cock fits in a vice principal?” and “Spank before entry.” The latter was a mock on the sign on her door that said knock before entry. Finally, between her tits was written, “Sign the visitor’s log.” Below that Bubba had signed his name. While the group wandered over to the next display, Bubba put the business suit back on his slave, lifted the short skirt, slapped her ass, and then joined the others. Yeah, I’ll be right here… waiting for everybody.
“This is called ‘Sweet Revenge’,” Steve introduced Dale and Beth. Dale stood in front of Beth who was wearing a huge dildo. Steve lined the dildo up with Dale’s ass and pushed Beth forward, sinking the cock into her husband in one thrust. Then Steve tied Beth’s hands together in front of Dale and Dale’s hands together behind Beth so they couldn’t pull apart and couldn’t get the dildo free. With the two bound together, Steve used a remote control to turn on the fun. “She’s squeezing a switch inside her pussy and he’s squeezing one inside his ass. As long as they stay tensed up, they’re fine. If they relax, they give each other a shock. They can only hold out for so long and then they have to relax. I think she gives in quicker than she has to just because she’s so pissed about being a slave because of him. The real fun is once it gets started, it’s hard to stop.”
When Steve reached around Beth and grabbed her tits, she sighed in dismay at how familiar her master was with his hands. Check it out, Dale. This is what your wife is now. These tits belong to everybody except you. “Tell us what you think about it, baby,” said Steve. “Tell him how much you like being a sex slave.”

Beth glared at the watchers for a few seconds, regretting her decision long ago to be a slave to protect her husband’s reputation and embarrassed at what that meant now. “What the hell,” she said, speaking her mind to her husband instead of her master. “Look at the two of us, you cross dressing freak. I’m shoving an electric cock up your ass while they all stand around and watch. They’re waiting to see how long it takes. We’re damn fuck toys for their entertainment, even the boys and girls. Maybe you like every indignity they heap on us, but you had to fuck me, too. How do you feel knowing that Mistress Joanie is gonna get a kick out of watching you squeal?”

Dale didn’t usually respond. There was nothing he could say. He hated their position just as much as his wife, but she’d made her choice just like him. He at least accepted his choice. As Beth mentioned the 10-year-old mistress, he caught the girl’s eye and saw the amusement. Galled into a response, he said, “We both decided this was the right way. You know what? It feels pretty hot to know she’s watching. I think it’s pretty hot knowing Master Tom and Jack and Kyle and Paul and Luke are watching you. We’re both gonna squeal for all of them.”

Caught by surprise, Beth looked at the boys and blushed. He’d turned the tables on her for a change. Like he said, the two of them were going to writhe in pain for the amusement of girls and boys. Linked together, she’d get a shock in her pussy if he relaxed and he’d get a shock deep in his bowels if she relaxed. It was only a matter of time. 

“You think it’s hot?” asked Joanie. She stepped in front of the naked man. “You’re looking forward to squealing for me?” She reached up and ran her hands lightly down his ribs. “You ticklish?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Dale admitted, watching her hands in fear. He never bothered to beg anymore. She either tickled him or she didn’t. With just a few light touches she could reduce him to a giggling fool and then he’d probably shock his wife. 

As Joanie stepped back, he sighed in relief. “No need to rush it,” she said. “I think Master Steve wants us to see how long it takes.” 

“They’ll give in soon enough,” agreed Steve and the tour of decorations continued to the next one. 

Jenny McBride sat in a straight backed wooden chair. Her wrists were tied to the back legs so her arms were straight down. Aside from that, she was unrestrained. She’d had to wait while the finished touches were put on the other decorations. All the while she had to wonder, what the hell is he going to do to me? Fuck, Helen and Felicia look like that hurts. Bounce and Tumble are really screwed. Dale and Beth are OK for now. How am I going to decorate the room? As the owners surrounded her, Peter slid her ass forward to the edge of the chair and grabbed her ankles and pulled them up behind her head. While the pretty student teacher blushed at how that exposed her pussy and ass, Theresa helped Peter by tying Jenny’s ankles together behind her head. “I call this one ‘Take Me’,” said Peter once they were finished turning Jenny into a human pretzel. 
Bent in half, Jenny’s pussy and ass were perched on the edge of the chair ready to be taken, her tits peeked between her spread knees, and her ankles shoved her head forward and down so she was staring at her own wide open pussy. Her master slipped in the two headed vibrator that she’d worn for the three amigos and turned it on. As the vibrator hummed to life, she thought, for God’s sake, he’s going to make me cum like this… inches from my pussy, I’m gonna watch myself cum… putting on a show for them… losing control again… wide open… so exposed… nothing touching me except the vibrator. 
The group moved away and one small set of feet remained in front of her. She raised her eyes enough to see Tom’s hard cock and his firm, hairless chest. “You’re fun,” he said and then went with the others. 

The next ornament was the two princesses. Aurora and Jasmine were in a single latex garment that had taken Mrs. Simon and Lisa half an hour to put on the pair. The girls were in a 69 position, little more than a blob of latex with two petite forms inside. The only visible features were their faces and their pert little rumps. They each had a dildo extending from their mouth that was inserted in the other’s asshole. 

Inside the tight suit, neither girl could move a muscle. Their faces were firmly plastered to their complement’s ass to the degree that their lips touched the tight brown pucker they violated. “This is ‘Latex Lolitas’,” announced Mrs. Simon. “They make a nice paperweight.”  

“I call this the six pointed star,” said Lisa as the tour came to the last ornament. She had the three Kimbe girls face down on the floor with their hands tied behind their backs. Facing into the center, they each had a ball gag in their mouth attached to a shared center hub. Their ankles were attached to a series of spreader bars, there was a three foot bar between each girl’s legs and a six foot one between adjacent girls. On the floor, the bars formed a hexagon roughly ten feet across with the girls’ heads in the center and their legs forming the six pointed star. Oh shit, thought Leena as the attention fell on them. Bad enough to be like this on the floor, but here we go up in the air. Keesha and Falina look like I feel. Scared as hell.
Then, Mike Simon, Steve Evans, and Mark Evans all pulled on a separate rope and raised the star into the air. Each pull a rope than ran through a pulley on the ceiling and then to the center of a spreader bar between two of the girls. As the spreader bars (and the girls feet) went into the air,  Lisa pulled on a rope that raised the center hub attached to the gags. The effect was to suspend the three black girls between their ankles and mouths in a symmetrical star of straining, moaning, helpless little girl flesh. 

The collective group applauded and complimented Lisa on the beautiful, erotic decoration while the three girls stared in disbelief into each other’s eyes. It hurt to hang horizontally hanging by their teeth and ankles and the whole point was just for the owners’ viewing pleasure. Fuck, my pussy is spread and open, thought Leena. All those guys staring at it. One of these days, somebody’s going to fuck it and I’ll bet it’s when I’m all tied up and helpless. Then, the group moved on, leaving the girls pointlessly on display with no one watching. Hey, come back here. At least you could look.
Getting the owners’ attention, Bubba said, “Now that you’ve seen all the entries, we’ll have dinner. Feel free to wander around and admire them during dinner. We’ll vote after dessert.” 

After dessert!! The entire cast of decorations had the same thought. That’s a long time! It seemed even longer to Jenny as Tom came back to stand right in front of her as she was fighting down her first orgasm. “Come on, do it for me,” said the boy. He squatted down close to her pussy and she could see his face for the first time since she’d been tied up like this. Is it that obvious? Damn right it is. I’m squirming and moaning and dammit, I’m working hard not to cum. He reached out and put his hands on her tits. “Be a good little toy and cum.” To his amusement, she had a rousing orgasm that was both vocal and motile. He swiped a finger through her pussy and put it to her lips. 
“No cumming on the ornaments, Tom,” Lisa called over to him. “Maybe later.”

“Call me when you’re ready for another one,” winked Tom and he ran off to dinner. Be a good little toy… Jesus, I came right when he wanted me to… yeah, run along… dammit, I need to be quiet or it will be just like I’m calling him next time. I’m supposed to be a mistress, not a slave with her legs spread and putting on a show of forced orgasms. I’m a mistress!
Lisa hadn’t been exactly on target when she told Jenny she was mistress material. Jenny loved being a slave, though she’d never admit that to herself or anyone. It turned her on to command other slaves to perform demeaning acts, but that was only because she imagined herself in their place. It was a way of experimenting with new ideas, like fisting, so she could imagine it being done to her. She didn’t consider it as such, but it was her way of suggesting new ideas to her master or mistress to push her to new limits. 
The only thing that turned her on more than commanding a slave was being commanded. Man, woman, boy, girl – it didn’t matter, though Tom was her favorite. Being a 10-year-old boy’s sex toy was the ultimate. She denied it to herself and even started out reluctant and rebellious at first, reveling in the pleasure of being forced to perform. Thinking of herself as a mistress was galling to the point of exquisite torment. Imagining herself meting out the abuse only made it more intensely satisfying when she was being abused. Her conscious thoughts fed her subconscious desire.  It’s so wrong to make me do this. The others are slaves, but not me. Jesus, I hate being a sex toy. She felt another orgasm approaching. Making me cum against my will! Oh fuck me, I’m noisy again and here comes Master Tom to watch. I should be a mistress, picking slaves instead of being picked… a grown woman putting on a show for a 5th grader… spread so he can see everything… pussy, ass, and tits… so he can watch me lose control and cum. 
“Oh, Jen-jen,” said Tom condescendingly. “I love it when you fight it. Who’s gonna cum for me? You? That’s right. Don’t want to cum for me, but you’re gonna.” I should just ignore her, but it’s so cool to watch her lose control… ignore her because it turns her on so much when I watch… it’s like rewarding her. Hell, I think she deserves a reward. She has no idea how much this turns her on, so she thinks it’s punishment. “Fight it, Jen-jen. Have some pride. Don’t cum for the 10-year-old boy even if he wants to watch you embarrass yourself.” 
Jenny locked eyes with the young master. Fuck no, I’m gonna cum. Yeah, fight it. Have some pride. Jesus, don’t make do it. Hold off so I don’t give him what he wants. So fucking humiliating to be his toy. Mistress… grown woman… entertaining Tom. He rested his hands on her tits just as she squealed into her gag and came in a wonderful orgasm, bucking, squirming, and moaning for 30 seconds. Then he walked away. I hate this… being forced… performing for him… and, dammit, I did it big time. Did it for him while he groped me. What’s become of me?
Dinner was a buffet, giving the owners plenty of time to eat and wander amongst the ornaments with plates and drinks in their hands. Barb and Kiki were still in their bitch suits and got some attention, just not much with all the other sights to see. Midway through dinner, Mark set a dog dish in front of his mom and Joanie set one down for her big brother. With their masks removed, the two ate the bite size meat, potatoes, and broccoli straight from the bowls. Though she was distraught at the demeaning treatment, Kiki was hungry and ate every bit. 
The six-pointed star was three spread pairs of slender brown legs with three pussies and three taut asses at the base of the V. The owners of those exposed body parts heard voices around them, talking about their beauty, sexuality, pain, and helplessness. Right in the center of the star, three pairs of eyes stared into each other’s faces, taking in their sisters’ lips spread around ball gags and eyes that spoke of their shared misery. Occasionally someone breached the outer edge of the star, moving under them or ducking under the spreader bar to stand between their legs. Hands groped their asses, pussies, and tits. 
Who but Momma Lisa could think of such torment? Leena fumed as yet another set of hands cupped her young tits. That’s a grown man fondling me right now. Can’t tell which one by his voice… playing with little girl tits… nigger girl tits… gawd, get your hands off me! Look at Keesha’s eyes… she knows what’s going on… we’re just toys… decorations… dammit, I hate it when they call us chocolate… we’re girls, not chocolate treats… fuck me, my jaw hurts… my neck hurts… my legs hurt.
The man and his hands left and then Leena heard the same voice behind Keesha and a look of humiliation crossed the 12-year-old’s face. Now he’s fondling her… those cute little baby girl tits… jeez, that’s gotta be embarrassing… baby girl tits… they are small… just starting… so cute and soft and suckable… I ought to know, I’ve played with them and sucked them myself for Momma Lisa… now he’s playing with those baby chocolate treats… bet his cock is big and hard… love to get my lips around it… doesn’t matter who it is… I like cock and it’s getting me hot just thinking about him excited by Keesha’s naked body. Remember the orgies? Cocks for my mouth and Falina’s ass and pussies for Keesha… dammit, get your mind off that… hurts too much to get excited.

Again the unknown master moved, this time to Falina. Standing between her legs, he reached under her as he had the others. Even if he was silent, Leena could tell Falina was being fondled. Her eyes are so expressive… he’s touching her… she wants him to get away from her… she doesn’t like it… little nigger girl with a flat chest… no tits… ohmigod, he’s pulling on her nipples… yeah, she hurts already and now even more… oh, baby, I’d kiss it and make it better if I could… kiss and lick those cute little nipples… fuck, I’ll bet his cock is really hard now… and she’s about the right height for him to fuck her ass… she’d like that… she looks so hot with a cock in her ass… riding a cock so hard… don’t think about those things now.
With her back to a wall, Mary cursed at the devilishly simply, but effective bondage. Besides the hood that securely hid her face and shaved head, only her arms were tied. With her arms tied, she couldn’t have taken off the hood even if it wasn’t locked in place. By attaching the ring on the top of her hood to the wall, she was immobilized in a standing position. At first she tried counting to keep track of time, but sounds from around her distracted her and she found that when she did tick off three minutes, it seemed impossibly long. She resigned herself to daydreaming to pass the time. 
With no pleasant memories from the past year, she tried to reach farther back. A vacation to Disneyworld when Amy was 10. She had so much fun the Magic Kingdom and the water park… made it fun for all of us… she was so cute then… so happy about the two piece suit… that was sexy… cute little ass like Mistress Joanie has… tight little top with no tits to hide… so sweet… and then at the party when she was 13 and I was the naked waitress… such a tease she was… tasted so good, too… watching her suck a cock the next day… never expected to see mommy like that… I never expected to see her like that… sweet… sorry, Amy, but mommy’s naughty… mommy liked eating you… watching you… touching you… sharing you with daddy. No, I didn’t like it then, but I do now… that’s what I’ve become. 
She heard footsteps and felt a presence. Someone right in front of me… looking… touch me… touch my tits… say something… anything… let me know you’re there… who are you? Looking at the ornament, but not touching… how long has it been? They’re still eating dinner. Not as long as it seems… half an hour… I’m going to be here for 12 hours… my God… it’s inhuman… I want to see the other ornaments… know who’s looking at me… feel their hands. I’ve spent hours in a box, but never 12 at once… or more… days… how long will Amy keep me like this? \

God, baby, mommy is sorry… you were so innocent. Now you’re the perfect slave. You’re so beautiful… so sexy… so desirable… even I want you. Damn, a beautiful and terrible mistress. I want her and she’s going to make me beg for her… make me wait for her… make me dream of her… make every second with her be special. Every time I come out of the box, it’s refreshing… I want to be touched and used and abused… anything for attention… just after an hour or two… what about after half a day or a day or more? My God, I’ll die for the sound of her voice… the touch of her hand… or her paddle. That’s what she wants. 
After having given Josh, Mark, and Bubba more pleasure than they ever had in one single sexual encounter, Amy was given some latitude during dinner. Daddy made sure she got plenty of food and the freedom to eat. She did everything for him and he pampered her in return. It would have been her pleasure to decorate this room as daddy’s entry into the contest, but it was even more special to have her own entry and sit demurely and submissively at daddy’s side. 

Between dinner and dessert, daddy gave her permission to visit the ornaments. To the sweating and straining Leena, Keesha, Falina, Helen, and Felicia, she honestly told them she envied them. They thought she was being cruel and sarcastic when she said, “Doesn’t it feel wonderful to be admired as nothing more than a sex object?” It does to me when they treat me like that. “To have them look at you the way they do?” Wish it was me. “To hurt for them?” Makes it so extra special when I have to work that hard for it. “Do know they’re going to ravish you soon?” Just think about how hot it is to be tied up and used. 
The brazen half-slave, half-mistress told Maggie how much fun it would be to be tied like that in the boys’ locker room, Jenny that forced orgasms were a special treat, and Dale and Beth that they were trying too hard to keep from shocking each other. She admired the flexible duos of Bounce and Tumble and Aurora, and Jasmine with envy, remarking that she wished she had started that young. 

The trio of Kimbe girls were pressed cheek to cheek with no chance to see out of that tight little circle of faces. Helen and Felicia, face to face, could turn their eyes to the side and see who stopped to admire their locked lips or fondled their counterpart’s tits, ass, or pussy. They could also look in each other’s eyes and share their torment. Can you believe this, Felicia? Sure we’ve done this for Mistress Joanie in her basement, but now there’s so many of them. I thought we’d be sitting around a campfire singing songs and here we are buck ass naked in my least favorite ornament position. She made us kiss and even now I can feel your hot breath on my face. We’re drooling so much it’s practically like we’re swapping spit. 
Looking to the side, Helen saw Master Bill approaching. “Such a great ornament,” said the man. “Two preteens all stretched out for me. Hmmm, that’s such a great ass, Helen,” he caressed the tight buns that he’d penetrated already this afternoon. “You’re both getting all sweaty and shiny. Makes it look like you’re really working hard. I love the way your little bodies strain like that. Fucking hurts, doesn’t it? Two sexy little cock teases turned into cock slaves. Your only crime is that you’re so damn sexy and that you have a best friend who likes you as war trophies. Wish I could take one of you home with me. I love preteens. I’ll make sure to fuck your faces a few times before I go home.”
Don’t talk like that, thought Felicia. We are working hard and fuck you for liking how we look. Turns you on that we hurt? Crap, yeah, check out his cock… big and hard for us… so damn sexy… fuck me! … yeah, we have a best friend who wanted slaves… never saw it coming until it was too late… oh God, touching my nipples… touching me everywhere… you pervert… you like preteens? … you like little girls… grade school girls… 10-year-old girls… uh uh, don’t rub my pussy… oh, jeez, that feels good… touching me and not Helen… likes sexy little girls… oh, wow… likes my ass, too… get me down and fuck my face… not gonna happen ‘til after dessert… just gonna hang here and hurt… there he goes off to another ornament and leaving us here for the next master or mistress.

“Don’t think you’re gonna win any awards,” said Lisa as she approached the straining pair. “You’re hot, but there’s only two of you. I’ve got three in my decoration and they’re hurting even more than you. Kind of wasting your time hanging here.” She tweaked Helen’s nipples. “You’re cute and sexy, but I’ve got three little nigger girls hotter than you. They’re chocolate and you’re plain vanilla.” Despite her put downs, Lisa made sure she enjoyed the two young bodies fully before she moved on. 
The Kempers held out for 10 minutes before she relaxed and sent a burst of electricity into her husband’s bowels. “Yaahhhhh,” he yelped, the pain making him tense and then relax. “Eaaahh,” she screamed as his reaction shocked her pussy. “Aahhhhh,” he yelped again. Heads turned and watched in amusement as the husband and wife traded half a dozen shocks each before he managed to get himself under control. The laughter died down and then she started another cascade of shocks a couple of minutes later. Throughout dinner the pair put on the same show. It was always Beth that started it and always Dale that ended it by not retaliating. The length of time they held out gradually shortened until they were active as much as they were quiescent. 
As rolled up table ornaments, Bounce and Tumble rested on their tummies and had a view of the ceiling most of the time. Whenever an owner was kind enough to identify himself or herself, a face appeared over them. However, it wasn’t uncommon for a hand to touch their genitals or bottoms with no one in their line of sight. Bounce didn’t mind the position much. It took no effort at all since the hood and the shoes did all the work and all he had to do was relax. What he did mind was that his greatest pleasure in his life as a slave was serving with his sister. He liked to watch her, naked or not, as she performed for their master. And he liked when she watched him. In this position, he couldn’t see her being used and she couldn’t see him. 
She’s right next to me. That much he knew. Not all bad knowing she’s right there, but what are they doing to her? A master is with her… Master Luke… talking about her… touching her… where? Fuck, he’s taking her… carrying her away… to where? It wasn’t long, but it was enough for him to worry. OK, now he’s bringing her back… just carrying her around for fun… oops, now he’s touching my cock… playing with it… making it hard… and laughing. What’s so funny? Yeah, I got a hard on for you… feels good when you play with it… what now? Picking me up... is he gonna carry me around? … Ohhh, is that Tumble’s mouth on my cock? “Mmmm.” Holding me over her face… Sweet!

Like her twin, Tumble was deeply attached to Bounce. One of the advantages of being daddy’s slaves was that she was always with her brother. She didn’t need to see him. Just knowing he was nearby was enough. The voices around them told her that Bounce was right by her. Even when they were moved around together or singly, they were always together when the master or mistress was done with them. Comfortable knowing he was close, she was delighted when his small form and his hard cock appeared over her. Nothing was said, but it was obvious what she was supposed to do. She sucked his perfect little member into her mouth. My brother’s cock… not big like the others… someday it will be… doesn’t matter… it’s his… why do they like to make me suck it so much? Insex… whatever that is… I like doing my brother and they like making me do things with him… insex. Her mind hadn’t quite grasped the concept of incest (or the pronunciation). There was nothing wrong in her mind with having sex with him. All she knew was that everyone else thought there was something especially exciting about it. Between being the youngest slaves… yeah, they like that… and being brother and sister… daddy and his friends really like playing with us. They like making Leena, Keesha, and Falina play together… and with their mommy and daddy. They like making Lori and Kevin/Kiki play together. But, it’s not naughty because Master Kyle and Tom play with their mommy and sister… and Mistress Joanie and Master Luke and Jack play with family… and Bounce is my favorite cock… doesn’t even shoot white stuff in my mouth. 
Disappointed, she had to relinquish Bounce’s cock when Master Luke took him away and set him back down. Then they were alone again. Touching… my hip is touching Bounce’s hip… mmm, thank you, Master Luke… set us down so close… wriggle a little and… turn just a bit… there… arms and hips touching… sweet.
All the other decorations had at least a small range of motion. They could flex and relax muscles and shift their weight, some more than others. Only Aurora and Jasmine were locked in position by their tight latex bondage. Toes and fingers can wiggle… I can blink my eyes. Princess Aurora stared at the dark skinned ass cheeks of Princess Jasmine.  I can see her asshole… well, almost… definitely feel it with my lips… can see her ass… yeah, her ass and the table under us… feel her mouth cock inside my ass… a shadow… somebody looking at us? … somebody close enough to block the light? I don’t get it… sounds like all the other ornaments have stuff showing… cock and pussies and all… but we’re all hidden… just my mouth cock and her asshole… my chin covers her pussy… nothing to see… what’s the big deal?
How the fuck did I get on the bottom? Jasmine had to wonder. My turn? Almost always my turn. Not so bad when I’m on the top. Now I got her weight on me… all I can see is the ceiling… and her lily white ass. I’m bigger so I’m on the bottom? Not fair. Supporting her weight… not much longer before I cramp… can’t move a muscle… “Owwww,” she whined when she felt her right calf cramp. It hurt like hell, but she couldn’t do anything about it. My back aches… wish I could move… stretch… do something.
Jasmine heard her cruel mistress’ voice as Mrs. Simon explained the excruciating position to Mistress Theresa. “This is when it gets really good,” said their owner. “You know when you can’t move for a long time how you start to get pressure points, aches, and cramps. My two princesses start to hurt after almost an hour.” Slaves in earshot took note of the first reference to time they’d heard since dinner began. “I have to admit, I get so turned on by knowing how much they hurt and knowing I can stop it or not. They can’t do anything about it, not even beg. I can just sit here and listen.”

Yes, we hurt for mommy, thought Jasmine. We earn the right to belong to her… to live in America… then she makes it all better. Hurt now and later she’ll let us go… feels so good when the pain stops… we make her feel good and she lets us feel good. That’s fair… just not fair being on the bottom so much. “Oh, good,” said mommy. “Time for dessert.” Time for dessert!! Yes!! The slaves mentally rejoiced as the end to their torment drew closer. 

After dessert, the owners voted on the best decorations. Bubba tallied the votes and then announced, “Only one award per decoration, except for the grand prize. So even if one decoration is the best is all categories, I’ll decide which award it gets.” He peered at a note card as he made that final decision based on the votes. “First, for the cruelest decoration, the top vote getters are… Lonely Mommy… that’s pretty cruel to keep her like that for days, weeks, or months. We’ll see this time next year when Bill brings her back just what her mind is like after all that isolation. Slaves To-Go… such a handy way to store two little slaves and keeps them from getting in trouble. And, Latex Lolitas… another interesting way to store slaves. And the hands down winner is… Lonely Mommy.” Mary shuddered at the words. Oh God, just what they didn’t need… encouragement… gonna be bad enough without everyone voting that this is a good way to treat a slave. 
The room filled with applause and congratulations to Bill, who passed on the congratulations to Amy. “It was all her idea.” The affection between daddy and slave was obvious. While most of the masters and mistresses would have treated the 14-year-old slave more strictly, they couldn’t disagree with the level of Amy’s obedience. Whatever he did, they knew it worked. By now the word had spread about how good she was in bed and masters and mistresses alike were eager to spend time with her, ready to let her show them what she could do. 

 “Of course, I think we all based our vote on Amy’s promise,” said Bubba. “Not so cruel yet, but if mommy stays like that for weeks and months as promised, then that’s why I voted for the cruelest. Now, for the most painful. The candidates are Sweet Revenge… pretty painful and quite ingenious to have them shock each other… Latex Lolitas… not only a nice way to store them, but listen to them whine and moan. And, the Six-Pointed Star… three girls all hanging by their teeth and ankles… that’s gotta hurt. And the winner is… Latex Lolitas. That would make any master worth his salt hard as a rock, knowing they’ll suffer until we’re ready to let them go.” It’s not just Mistress that thinks this is painful and exciting. They all want to see me suffer, thought Jasmine. She whined even louder since it sounded like the pain wasn’t going to end soon. 

After the applause died, he continued. “Now for the most erotic. I think this is a tough choice. Depends on whether you prefer girls or women, but we do have three top picks. War Trophies… what a beautiful sight of two preteens on display. Take Me… the name says it all. Pretty little student teacher spread wide open and waiting for cocks and pussies… cumming like crazy every few minutes. She’s pretty hard to ignore. And, Every High School Boy’s Dream… she’s got invitation written all over her… literally,” he laughed. “And the winner is… Take Me. I think we all ought to take her.” He leered down at her as the vibrators coincidentally timed an orgasm seconds after her win was announced. “That’s it, slut, show us how much you’re looking forward to being taken.” 
Don’t say that. “Not looking forward to it, Master,” said Jenny. 
“Ah, but you’ll be there to be taken whether you like it or not,” said Bubba. “Can you say fuck, suck, lick, spank? And can you keep from cumming while you do all those?”

“No, Master,” said Jenny in resignation. Even cumming when I get spanked. Forced orgasms just for fun. 

“For most artistic, we have Every High School Boy’s Dream… all those pretty arrows and words make her a work of art. War Trophies… two fine, straining bodies on display… artistic and an engineering delight spanning six feet of open space. Six-Pointed Star… the symmetry of three girls spread, straining, and begging for attention. And the winner is… Six Pointed Star.” Who’s begging for attention, thought Leena. Gawd, we’re a work of art, thought Keesha. I hurt all over, thought Falina. How come we’re not the most painful?
“Now the final award is the grand prize. We all have different tastes in slaves, but it was nearly unanimous that the winner is Six-Pointed Star. We’ll done, Lisa,” Bubba started the applause. When it was quiet again, he said, “For those entries that didn’t win an award, you may take them down and put them away for someone to use. The winners will hang on display for another hour so we can all admire them.” He swatted the bare bottoms of the Latex Lolitas. “Even the most painful,” he chuckled as the two preteens whined in agony and imagined another hour like that. 

“You may use any slave not on display and you may use Take Me as long as you can do it without disturbing the display. Lisa, you wanted to show us something more about your decoration,” said Bubba. 

“Yes, Bubba. If everyone will gather ‘round. It’s just a little change, but I think it changes the whole look of the decoration.” She freed the end of the rope that held the center hub up and pulled on it, raising the center and pulling the girls’ heads up higher. Tying that off, she said, “Looks like they’re almost flying like this. Reaching for the heavens. It puts more weight on their teeth and it shows off their tits better. Leena looks so proud thrusting them out like that, doesn’t she?” The group circled the Six-Pointed Star in this new configuration, agreeing that it did change the look of the decoration. 
“On the other hand,” said the college freshman as she again untied the rope that controlled the look of her three adopted daughters, the progeny of her two Ph.D. slaves, “if I lower the center almost to the floor, they look like their diving down and it really shows off their pussies. Falina is naturally hairless and Keesha nearly so, but Leena was so proud of her big girl pussy hair that she really hates shaving it so it looks just like her little sisters. Hanging mostly by their ankles is the most comfortable position for them. Unfortunately, this position may be too inviting to all you guys. I’m keeping their virginity, so up they go again. Don’t get any ideas about poking their pussies yet.”
To the girls’ dismay, their mistress pulled the hub back up high so they were reaching for the heavens, displaying their young chests, and hanging more by their teeth, the most uncomfortable of the positions. Lisa winked at her peers as she said, “Makes their asses so spankable like this. Please feel free to spank them or to fuck their tight asses.” 

Leena couldn’t believe her ears. Hanging like this!  Anybody can do anything! The look in her sisters’ eyes said they shared the same helpless horror. We’re a decoration and you don’t spank or fuck decorations, do you? Hand on my ass… what are they doing? … squeezing my ass… two hands on my ass… pulling me open… “Aaahhh, uh uh,” she grunted as a cock pressed to her asshole. As the cock worked deep into her ass, she felt hands on her hips to steady her. Feeling abused and used, the sound of a paddle on bare flesh and Keesha’s wide eyed grunt told her it could be worse. To the sound of two paddles, the cock in her ass sank to the hilt. Keesha and Falina both grunted in time to the stereo swats. Hands reached around her and cupped her tits as the cock loosened her up and picked up the pace. 
The sound of the swats ended and then Keesha’s eyes went wide again and Leena knew what had just happened. Is that how I looked when that big damn cock went up my ass? She searched Falina’s face for the same sign and a few seconds later, the same look of surprise crossed the 10-year-old’s face. Then Falina sighed and the corners of her gagged mouth turned up slightly in a smile of contentment. Joined at the mouth, the Six Pointed Star rocked in time to the three pronged assault. 
For the Kimbe girls and two other slaves, the post dinner activities were even more demanding than the afternoon. On display for another hour as the Take Me decoration, Jenny was taken several times. It started with Tom, who’d been eagerly waiting for the go ahead to use her. He stood on the chair straddling her bent form. With his cock in her face, Jenny simply surrendered and took him in her mouth. Suffering through (and enjoying) multiple orgasms, her mind had little reason left and what little she had told her to suck or else. Not so bad, she thought as she sucked. He’s been waiting so long… so many for me. Imagine it’s me making Tanya do it… but it’s me… Maggie on display and cumming for my boys. What? My boys? That’s right, it’s me with my legs spread and mouth available… cumming constantly. Now it’s Master Tom’s turn… sweet little cock… and I’m gonna cum with it in my mouth… so much fun to force somebody do this and so much fun to be forced to do it. He wants me so bad and he’s having so much fun… with ME… he’s not much trouble… so easy to take care of… a little suck now and then and he’s happy… Beth or Jan or Cindy like a pretzel and sucking every cock… but it’s ME…naughty ME sucking a little boy… oooo, here it comes… just for him… gonna cum just for him. There was no point in trying to deny the orgasm and she had another good one as her tongue swirled around the little member. Mmmm, yeah, makes a cock taste so good when that happens… naughty me getting so turned on blowing a 10-year-old. In the constant grip of nearly ready to cum, cumming, or just came, there just seemed to be no right or wrong. 
After Jenny swallowed Tom’s contribution, Paul stood on the chair and fed his cock into her mouth while she rocked through forced orgasms even as she was mouth raped. Josh and Bill removed the vibrators, fucked her to mutual orgasms, and put the vibrators back in place. Joanie and Theresa allowed her to eat pussy while she enjoyed her forced orgasms. Peter and Mike used her ass, a disappointing break in an uncountable number of orgasms as she decorated the room. 

Though she hadn’t won any awards, Bubba left Maggie on display. She’d already served five owners before becoming a decoration and during the hour after dinner, she had the opportunity to do another seven, leaving only four yet to do as part of her initiation. Some of the owners used her in the position Bubba left her in, standing with her ass pushed out and offering her ass and pussy. Others lowered her to her knees so her mouth was available. The humiliated woman had to suck off Luke, the only current student who was a master. He was such a well-behaved boy at school, yet he was making her blow him and enjoying it immensely. “Now when I see you at school, I’ll think of your mouth on my cock and then next time I’ll get to see you naked, tied, and fuckable.” Now when I see you at school, I’ll think of your cock. 
Aside from the three assaulted decorations, the pace slowed down as owners leisurely admired the winning decorations. Lisa started playing some movies of the slaves performing demeaning acts and a few owners watched those as they relaxed after dinner. Half the slaves, including Kevin and Barb freed from their bitch suits, were hogtied and left on their stomachs while Mr. and Mrs. Simon fed them by throwing bits of food on the floor. To the delight of the owners, the hungry slaves squirmed around to get to their dinner. After the decorations were taken down, Peter and Theresa fed the other half of the slaves.
By the time the decorations were freed, Latex Lolitas was a continuous whine of pain and despair. Their bodies ached from lack of movement, muscles cramped with no relief, and they had to pee. All that was taken care of after their mistress freed them and they shared her pussy in a submissive mixture of fear and gratitude. 

Amy propositioned the three amigos and an hour and a quarter later, she had them out cold with big smiles on their faces. With memories of what she could do with her mind and body, the three boys unanimously voted her the sexiest slave when they’d recovered from her sensual and sexual demonstration. After them, Amy took Mr. and Mrs. Simon to heavenly orgasms. By then she’d done half the owners and daddy said, “Time for bed, baby.” For the eight owners who’d felt the pleasure of Amy’s full attention, it was awe inspiring to see the smile on her face as she scampered to her daddy. She’d made them all feel like they were the center of her universe when she was with them, but it was clear that nothing was more important or pleasurable to the little slave than having daddy’s attention. 
After letting Amy use the toilet, shower, and brush her teeth, Bill tied her hand and foot. Even when he picked her up and told her she couldn’t use any of her rewards until they got back home, she smiled in satisfaction. That meant she’d sleep on the floor at the foot of his bed and if that’s what he wanted, then she was content. That made it all the more special when he set her on his bed, lay down next to her, and pulled the covers over both of them. It’s not using one of my rewards… this is a freebie! With tears of joy in her eyes, the perfect slave snuggled with the center of her universe. 

In the waning hours of the evening, Helen and Felicia paid their respects to the remainder of the adult owners, leaving only the three amigos and Tom for the next day. Unlike the pre-dinner activities, this was a faster pace as they were passed from one owner to another with no ceremony. The two preteens couldn’t believe the nightmare of cock after cock in their mouth or ass with an occasional pussy thrown in for good measure. 
No sooner was she freed from her decorative bondage than Maggie found herself in the service of Joanie, the youngest mistress. The little girl delighted in slapping the slave’s tits until the outside of both was red. Then she lowered herself onto Maggie’s face, positioning her ass right over the vice principal’s mouth. “Lick my ass, fuck toy,” she told the woman. “Do it good… the best you ever did… or I’ll punish you. I want penetration.” 
With a tight asshole hovering over her and explicit instructions on what to do with it, Maggie rimmed the tight pucker. Her mistress leaned forward to peer to look into her eyes as she serviced the tight ass. Blushing, she found it impossible not to meet Joanie’s eyes with a submissive look. She pried the orifice open and pushed her tongue in to taste the pungent treat. My God, look at me now… my tongue in a 10-year-old’s ass… her watching me… daring me to disobey… knowing I can’t… listen to her moan… tongue fucking her ass… fuck, I’m two inches in… how disgusting, but I’m making her feel good. God damn, I belong to a 5th grade girl. I think this is worse than a 5th grade boy. 
“Now my pussy, fuck toy,” said Joanie after a couple of minutes. She shifted so Maggie’s tongue could find the new target. 

Oh, God, this is better. Her pussy tastes good compared to her ass… hell, her pussy just plain tastes good… tongue fucking her pussy… find her clit and get it over with. “Fuck, bitch,” said Joanie in a mocking tone. “You should see the look on your face. Like you want to thank me or something. You like this? You like a little girl’s pussy? You like being my fuck toy?” Yes, better than most things I have to do. Maggie gave a slight nod as she tongued the hard button in Joanie’s slit. Fucking licking her pussy and enjoying it… pretty little girl… sweet pussy… little tits just starting… so wrong to do this. I want to scream, but all I can do is lick… do what I’m told. Is that a camera? Master Bubba taking pictures… Ms. Owens… vice principal… having a naughty good time with a little girl. Jesus Christ, if I wasn’t in over my head before, I am now. Have to do everything Master wants now… everything… even if he tells me to suck off one of those Rotties… I’d do it… with everyone watching… anything he wants. Hell yeah, wearing no panties or no bra to school was nothing… sucking his cock in my office, nothing… and I was worried about getting caught by the principal or his secretary… now I’ve sucked him and eaten her. I’ll bet I’ll do that more often now… even Luke right in my office… what about other slaves? Would they bring Art, Jenny, Susie, Grace, or Wendy to my office for an orgy? Will I start going to other houses… other owners? 
With her tongue in Joanie’s pussy, her eyes locked with her little mistress, and depraved thoughts running through her mind, she ate the little girl. Very aware that she no longer had any limits, she submissively took Joanie to an exciting climax. “Would my fuck toy like to cum?” asked Joanie. 
“Yes, Mistress,” said Maggie. Fuck me, I’m getting permission to cum from a 5th grader. 

Joanie put a little index finger to Maggie’s swollen clit and made slow circles, then faster, and then slow again. “How bad?” she asked. 
How bad?! What does she want me to say? I’ve fucked and sucked and licked everything. I’ve been horny for hours despite the treatment or is it because of it? She couldn’t decide, but she did know two things. First, the treatment definitely did not inhibit her horniness. Second, she wanted to cum pretty bad. She hated herself for wanting to cum with the little girl’s finger rubbing her. She hated looking into those otherwise innocent eyes and knowing there wasn’t even a debate going on in her head. “Very bad, Mistress,” she said. Like it would be that easy. “Please, Mistress, rub your finger on your fuck toy’s clit and make her cum.”
“You liked my ass, huh?”

“Yes, Mistress, your fuck toy got penetration just for you.”

“You really liked my pussy, huh?”

“Yes, Mistress, your pussy was delicious. Please, I ate your sweet pussy and it made me ache to cum.” The former was true, but the latter was debatable. It’s the atmosphere. So much going on. Bubba has made me this way. Not really Mistress Joanie. Not just Mistress Joanie… but… but what? … but I want to cum and she’s doing it so good. She’s my Mistress… my trigger to an incredible orgasm. I want her to do it. Hell, I just want to be a fuck toy.  “Please rub my clit and… and make me squeal. God, Mistress Joanie, play with your fuck toy. I want to be yours.” Damn, I want to be used. She knew one more thing now. Third, she was horny because of Bubba, three amigos, Luke, Joanie, and so many more. 
For a few seconds she looked into the powerful eyes and then she dropped her gaze to watch the tantalizing finger as it circled her clit, but did no more. “Please, Mistress, your fuck toy would like… needs it faster and harder. Would you? Please, Mistress?”
“So nice,” said Joanie, amazed at how the woman begged. “Know what I want first?” Her finger sped up and then slow again. 

“Uh huh,” whined Maggie. I think I do. I’m afraid I do. She watched the finger rotate slowly and then decided Joanie wasn’t going to tell her. Raising her voice so the entire room would hear her, she said, “Mistress Joanie, I’m a fuck toy for you to play with. I love being a fuck toy for a 10-year-old girl in front of everybody. Your fuck toy begs you to rub her clit and make her cum. Please make me squeal.” The room went silent and then she heard chuckles. 
“You came a lot for all the boys. A cock in your pussy makes you happy. That’s why you’re a fuck toy.” Joanie didn’t waver as she passed judgment. “You want to be a tongue toy? An ass licking toy? A beg to cum toy?” She pulled her finger away and rolled Maggie to her stomach. As Maggie pleaded, Joanie tied her arms behind her and then tied her ankles wide. Then the little mistress shoved a dildo into her slave’s pussy. Three strokes of the fake cock and she said, “I asked you three questions, bitch. Answer them.”

Three questions? Maggie tried to think through the haze of desire. “Just rub my clit, please?” she whined. “I don’t remember the questions.” Joanie pulled the dildo out and turned away. “Mistress, help me. Please?” begged Maggie.

“Do you want to be a tongue toy?” snapped Joanie. 

Oh! Those questions! “Yes, Mistress, I want to be a tongue toy… your tongue toy. Yes, Mistress, I want to be an… your ass licking toy. Yes, Mistress, I want to beg to cum for you. Please shove that dildo in my pussy and fuck the hell out of me. I want to be your fuck toy, too.” As the dildo sank into her pussy again, she gasped in relief. The desire was so great and the humiliation so pure that she came in less than a minute of having the 10-year-old pump the cock into her pussy. 

The evening wound down with the youngest masters, mistresses, and slaves exhausted and going to bed first. Slaves were put away or tied and tucked in with an owner… Maggie hogtied, gagged, and bedded with Joanie… Helen with Josh… Felicia with Mark… Beth, Tanya, and Lori with the three amigos. 
Lisa slipped away and went back to college. When she returned the next morning, she had three friends with her. Barbara Collins was one of Harold Kimbe’s conquests before Lisa had reined him in. A blond freshman just like Harold preferred, she’d shared her experience of coerced sex a few weeks later with her roommate, Melinda Loran, only to find out that the professor had nailed Melinda, too. Before going to the authorities, the two of them shared with Barbara’s older sister, Erin. Then they made the mistake of talking to Lisa, known as the Kimbe’s live in babysitter, to see what she knew. Admitting that she’d fallen prey to his promises of better grades in exchange for sex, Lisa got them to wait until the semester was over and their grades would no longer be in jeopardy. Now she picked them up under the pretense of a final strategy session and brought them to the lair of her fellow owners. This was a secret that couldn’t be let out. 
“Where are we, Lisa?” asked Erin as they got out of her car. She looked around the barn Lisa had pulled into. 

“A quiet place,” said Lisa. “We can take care of our business here.”

“Quiet, indeed,” agreed Barbara. “Secluded. We talk here?”

“No, more privacy downstairs.” She led them down the steps into the basement. 

“Fancy place,” said Erin as she looked around the white tiled entry room. The door shut and locked electronically and she didn’t even realize she and the other two were trapped. 

“A safe place,” said Lisa. “A place where anything can happen. I want to show you something. The fact is Professor Kimbe hasn’t messed with a girl since he did me. I’ve already put a stop to his predatory ways. That’s really what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, that’s part of it,” said Barbara. “Lose his job, go to jail.”

“What did you do?” asked Melinda. 

Lisa pushed open the next door and led them in. Harold was on his hands and knees with his head through a metal collar that was attached to a metal pole rising out of the floor. Naked and immobilized, he waited for whatever was in store for him. He couldn’t even look up as the door opened. 

“Holy shit!” said Melinda. “Is that Professor Kimbe? What are you doing to him?” The three girls came in and stood around him, not noticing the sheet thrown over Jan or the three small, covered figures hanging behind them. 

“Teaching him a lesson,” said Lisa. 

“That’s not what I had in mind,” said Barbara. 

“Is sorta fitting,” said Erin. 

Lisa smiled. “Harold, you remember Barbara, Melinda, and Erin. Please say you do. It would be so impolite to fuck them and then not remember their names.”

“Yes, Mistress, I remember them,” said the slave. 

“Mistress?” Erin laughed. “You freaking blackmailed him?”

“Yeah, that’s pretty much how it was,” said Lisa. “The problem is that I’m having fun with him and you want to go to the police.”

“Duh, yeah,” said Barbara. “I don’t want him teaching anymore and I want him in jail.”

“Well, me and my friends don’t want that to happen. We can’t afford the publicity,” said Lisa. 
The other owners took their time with breakfast and using a slave or two. When Lisa returned, several of them went to help Lisa. This would be a first. All the other slaves had been blackmailed into the gradual decline of slavery. They had no leverage on these three girls to blackmail them. It had to be done the hard way with no help from the new slaves. The three girls started at the sound of the door behind them. Six men and two women filed into the room. 

“Who are they?” asked Melinda. 

“What’s going on?” demanded Barbara. 

Bubba, Steve, and Mike seized Barbara and Theresa stuck a needle in the struggling blonde’s arm as the three girls screamed in fear and outrage. Erin tried to intervene, but Mr. and Mrs. Simon grabbed her. Bill and Mark thwarted Melinda’s attempt to get to the door. After Barbara went limp, Erin felt the needle and then Melinda. 
With the three laid out on the floor, Lisa explained to them, “The drug we just gave you keeps you conscious, very aware of your surroundings, but unable to move. Sweet little ‘ol nigger Harold is our slave. He and a lot of others. We can’t afford to have you blow the whistle on him and then have him blow the whistle on us. So, welcome to the rest of your lives, slaves. You belong to us.”

The horrified trio could only watch as their hands were tied together in front of them. Then, they were hauled into the air by their wrists. “You can’t stand on your own, so we’ll help you up,” said Lisa. Hands turned the limp heads toward the covered shape. “We didn’t just do Harold, but his wife, too.” Lisa pulled the cover off Jan, who was tied in a forced kneeling position facing the new slaves. Her hands were tied behind her back, she had a ball gag in her mouth, and she had weights dangling from her nipples. “You’re a happy slave, aren’t you, Jan slut.”

Jan bobbed her head up and down and the weights tugged on her nipples. 

“You even gave us your little girls, right?”

Again Jan nodded. The hands turned the puppets’ heads toward the three slender, dangling figures and Lisa revealed them – Leena, Keesha, and Falina – hanging by their wrists, naked and gagged. Erin, Barbara, and Melinda reeled at the sight of such young girls as slaves. “Just our way of letting you know how fucked you are,” said Lisa. “Now, who wants to go first?” Of course there was no answer. “Can’t decide? How about we start with you,” she walked up to Barbara. Start with me? How? Look what they’ve done to Professor Kimbe and even his little girls! That can’t happen to me. Damn her. If I could just talk, I could talk my way out of this. They’d let me go. 
“I know Barbara is in there. Wonder what you’re thinking. How could Lisa do this? These kinds of things don’t happen to a good girl like me? Those little nigger girls look hot? Boy oh boy, I want to be a naked cocksucker for the rest of my life? Hurry up and get my clothes off? I wanna show some skin? Whatever you’re thinking, I’ll bet you it pales compared to what will really happen.” Lisa walked away and opened the door. She’s trying for shock value and she’s getting it. This was never about helping us. It was always about kidnapping us. “We drew straws and Master Luke was lucky number one.” 
As the young master walked into the room, Lisa said, “Yes, we have boys as masters and 15-year-old Master Luke is going to strip you.” Her new slave couldn’t move, but she could show fear in her eyes. Fuck, no!!! He’s a kid. Going to strip me… in a room full of men!! Then what? Rape? What do they do with girls here? Damn it, are they going to kill me?  “I like Luke because he’s horny non-stop and you’re gonna be his toy.”  Toy? What does that mean? A toy for a boy? What’s he gonna do with me? 
Using a pair of scissors, Luke started at the bottom hem of his victim’s T-shirt and sliced it up the front. Just as he snipped the neck of her shirt, he said, “Strip you first and then I’ll be the first cock in your mouth, slut.” He cut the arms of the shirt and then pulled the shreds away. Barbara mentally shuddered at the idea of his cock in her mouth and the way he said it so casually. But, the worst part was still the idea of being unable to move… to protect herself… to stop this boy from cutting her clothes off. She felt the scissors at her right shoulder as they slipped under the bra strap. Can’t even look. Is he going to… She heard the sound of material being cut. Please, God, this can’t be happening to me. A cut at her other shoulder and then she felt the cold metal between her breasts. 
Luke pulled the bra free and then walked in front of the other two girls waving his prize. “Yep, she’s topless now. Nice tits. Barbara’s having as much fun as a slave can have. You’ll be next.”

Holy shit! They’re not kidding, thought Melinda. He’s really stripping her. 

For God’s sake, how can we stop them? wondered Erin. They’ve taken everything away from us. Her mind raced as she tried to think of things to do, but the terrible truth was that she had no options. Can’t move and even if I could, I’m tied in a room full of sickos. Christ, Barb is topless already. 

Walking back to his victim, Luke grabbed her tits and squeezed. “Booga-booga-booga,” he said as he bounced them. Fuck, no, they’re not toys! Barbara was horrified. To her left, the other two new slaves could only guess what had just happened. Not needing the scissors for this, Luke removed her shoes and socks and unsnapped Barbara’s jeans. “Unzipping,” he said just for effect. The zipper was loud enough that everyone knew anyway. “Nice legs,” he said as he bared them and pulled her jeans all the way off. “Nothing but panties and you know what? That’s more than I like on my slaves. Last time you’ll wear those.” With that, he took off Barbara’s last article of clothing.  
Again Luke paraded in front of the girls so they could see Barbara’s panties. “First one naked and who’s next?” He stopped in front of Melinda. “You, and for your unveiling, my buddy, Jack. You’ll love getting naked for him. He’s 13.”
Entering the room, Jack rubbed his hands together with glee. “Gonna unwrap a present,” he said. “Wow.” He detoured to stand in front of Barbara for a few seconds “Having fun, bitch? They tell you the rule yet? We don’t care if you’re having fun, what you think, or what you want. You’re a nice piece of ass and we’ll all take a turn with you.” He turned back to Melinda. “Now, you looking forward to this as much as I am?” Holy shit! My turn! This is so wrong. It’s illegal! I have rights, you know. He started by taking off her shoes and socks and then took off her jeans. “I’m gonna take off your panties now, OK? Just say no if you have a problem with that.” He waited a couple of seconds while she tried to will words out of her useless mouth. You little bastard! You know I don’t want them off. If I could get my hands on you… Oh God… get your hands off my panties. He slid her panties down. “Gonna get my cock in there soon. You looking forward to your master’s cock? I love fucking big girls.” No fucking way! I do not want you touching me! Eek, get your finger out of there!

The other two girls saw the confirmation that Melinda was bottomless. Then Jack grabbed her shirt front and yanked it open, scattering her buttons audibly across the tile floor. In short order, she was completely naked with the feel of Jack’s hands cupping her tits. “Nice tits. Thanks for sharing them with me. Hell, everybody’s gonna get a feel, but I’m first.”

With two naked girls, Jack introduced the third owner to the waiting Erin. “Your turn, hottie. Time for you to meet the mistress who’s going to make you all naked and ready to play. Mistress Joanie is going to do the honors and you’ll really like the fact that she’s just 10.”
The little mistress bounced into the room and stopped in front of Erin. Jesus Christ, they have little girls as mistresses! Not any better than a little boy stripping me. She looks so eager. Freaking lesbian 10-year-old? Nightmare city. “You lick pussy good? Doesn’t matter, you’ll learn or else. And you,” she poked Melinda in the stomach. “And you,” she poked Barbara. “You all good friends, because I’m gonna get you to lick each other. I hear you’re sisters. Bet you never thought you’d get that close. You ready to show it all, slave?”

“Uh,” said Erin. 

“Ooo,” grinned Joanie. “You gonna get talkative? I like talkative. Let’s get something straight though. My name is Mistress. You’ll use it often. Yes, Mistress. No, Mistress. Not much else better come out of your mouth.”

“Uh,” repeated Erin, moving her jaw a little. 

“And not a word from you two,” Joanie snapped at the two naked slaves. “Just hang there. Anything else is just trouble for a slave. Now, let’s get started, unless you have an objection.”

“Uh uh,” said Erin. 

“I heard Jack tell you that I don’t give a shit what you think so it’s a big fucking joke when I ask if you have an objection. Your answer is no, mistress, I don’t have an objection. I don’t like clothes anyway.” Joanie cut up the front of Erin’s T-shirt. 

The drug was wearing off and it no longer looked like the older girl was in rigor mortis. She dropped her chin and she could see the scissors coming up between her breasts and all the way to her collar. “Oh no,” she moaned. Rolling her head to the side, she looked at her two fellow slaves. My God, they really are naked. Completely. Arms up in the air. Is that how I look? “Puh-lees, don’t,” she moaned as the scissors reached the neck of her shirt. Another snip and she could see the strip of her skin that ran from navel to neck. The cruel little girl pulled her shirt wide so her bra was in plain view. “Gawd, no.”

“All right, slut,” said Joanie. “I’ve had enough. I like it when you’re talkative. It’s fun to hear you pathetically beg as you learn what it means to be a slave. It’s fun to ignore the big girl who’s used to being in control. Fun to have you so helpless as I strip you. But you keep forgetting to say mistress. Like, please, don’t, Mistress or gawd, no, Mistress.” She cut up one arm of Erin’s shirt. “You really think it’s a good idea to piss me off when you can’t do a damn thing? Now, let me get your shirt all the way off and then we’ll have a discussion about who’s the slave and who’s the mistress and how a slave addresses her mistress.” She cut up the other arm and pulled the shirt all the way off. 

What the hell is she going to do? The threat was clear. I’ve pissed her off. We’re not gonna have a discussion. This is so unfair. She’s a little girl who doesn’t know her place. She does not get to fuck with me. Nobody gets to treat somebody like this, let alone a 5th grader. Hanging by her hands, she tried to move her legs to have some control. “Getting some motion back,” said a man behind her. “She better not try kicking. Didn’t want to get rough with her so soon.” Get rough with me? Worse than this? Is that a warning?
Her eyes followed Joanie as the little mistress got a wooden paddle and came back. The 5th grader stopped in front of her and said, “Two choices, bitch. Either say  I live to serve you, Mistress or we’ll start having our discussion to try to convince you say I live to serve you, Mistress.” Erin swiveled her head and took in the faces around her. They were watching intently, eager to see the ‘discussion.’ Nobody looked like they would stop Joanie. 

“Please, let us go,” she pleaded. “You can’t do this.”

“Tsk, tsk, tsk, such bad English for a college girl,” chided Joanie. “I can do it. Maybe you meant I shouldn’t. Little girl shouldn’t spank the big girl? That what you meant? Maybe in your world it’s OK to tell little girls what to do, but in my world… your new world… mistresses do what they want to their slaves.” With that, Joanie stepped behind the hanging college junior and swatted the available bottom hard.

“Ahhhh,” gasped Erin at the force of the blow. It stung right through her jeans. She tried to dance away, but her mistress had no trouble swatting her again and again until she was sobbing and screaming in pain. 

“Are we done discussing your submission to me?” asked Joanie. “Or did you want some more of that. OK with me if you want more. I mean, it’s fucking fun to make you scream while you’re all tied up. Hurt like hell? Pissed off? Frustrated? Embarrassed? Getting the message?”

Yes, all of that and more. Scared witless. She can do this until the sun goes down and I can’t stop her. “Please, it hurts bad. Don’t do anymore and I’ll let you strip me. Please, somebody, anybody, help me.”

 Laughing Joanie said, “Of course it hurts. Don’t you get it? I’m punishing you for being disrespectful. I’ll do it as much as I want and I don’t need your permission or your help to strip you. And nobody’s going to stop me. I’m a wild girl with a paddle and a sassy slave.” She glared at Erin for a few seconds and then said in a condescending, consoling voice, “Maybe you didn’t hear me all that well. Let me help you.”
By now Barbara and Melinda had enough control to watch as Erin learned her true position. They’d appraised themselves, horrified and frustrated at being nude in a roomful of strangers. Now Joanie took off Erin’s shoes, socks, and pants. “I like the look of a girl in her underwear. Almost as good as being naked. Let’s get it over with, OK?” There was no response from Erin. She was still trying to figure out what Joanie meant about helping her to hear better. 

The little mistress snipped Erin’s bra straps and then unhooked her bra and whisked it away. “Nice fucking tits, babe,” said Joanie as she admired the full, round globes. “I like ‘em big. Better targets.” She slapped Erin’s tits a few times to demonstrate what she meant by targets. Stop that! It hurts! How could this happen to me? Then she pulled down the bigger girl’s panties. “Sweet pussy. Got room in there for a bunch of cocks? One at a time, of course.” 

With her ass sore, Erin held her tongue. Talking back is obviously pointless, and worse, the little bitch appears excited by the back talk and it’s only getting me in trouble. She can’t keep this up forever. To her dismay, the little girl disappeared behind her. “Nice ass, too. A little red… actually pretty damn red already. So, I figure nothing wins a discussion like a bare bottom spanking.”
“Eeeek, no, please, not that,” begged Erin. God Almighty, not more. Not on the bare. Holy fuck, I can’t stop her. 
“Pulled your panties down in front of everyone and now I’m going to give you the bare bottom spanking you deserve, you naughty girl. Naughty and stupid. I mean, you couldn’t at least say no, please, not that, Mistress? Now listen to my side of the discussion again.” She smacked the bare, red bottom as hard as she could. She was good with the wooden paddle, bringing it back to the same red stripe over and over for maximum effect. Erin couldn’t tell that the blows softened to avoid bruising. By now even a moderate swat felt like fire. 
Screaming louder and louder with each swat, Erin couldn’t believe all this was because she wouldn’t say mistress. What happens when I do? It’s like acknowledging I’m a slave. I just can’t. “Know what’s fun about this?” Joanie asked in between swats. What? What?! What could possibly be fun about this?! Nothing for me.  Joanie delivered two more shots and said, “I don’t care how much it hurts you and you can’t stop it. Hurts like hell, but I’ve got no sympathy for the slave.” Doesn’t care! She’s a damn sadist! Two more screaming swats and Joanie asked, “You remember what you’re supposed to say?” She stopped to let Erin catch her breath. Mistress. I’m supposed to say Mistress. No, there was more. What was it?
Walking around front of her victim, Joanie asked Erin’s compatriots, “You two watching her get it? Her tits bounce nice when she gets spanked? You getting as turned on as me? I mean, my panties are wet from making this stupid bitch scream. Oh, I got it. You’re not turned on because you’re wondering when it’s your turn. A boy pulled your panties down and now you’re wondering when he’s gonna give you a bare bottom spanking.” She cast a glance back at Erin. As wicked as she acted, she was concerned about harming the slave. She looked at Theresa and got a nod. 
“Mistress, please,” whined Erin. “I forgot what to say.”

“Oh, big tits, bouncy, bouncy big tits, that’s a good start,” said Joanie. “Now you say how may I serve you, Mistress.”

This is so fucked up. Making me say this. “How… how may I serve you, M-Mistress?” She looked around at the smiling faces, both encouraging and rewarding Mistress Joanie’s domination. They could do this instead. They picked her on purpose. Would it be less embarrassing if it was an adult I just gave in to? 
“Sweet,” said Joanie. “Number one lesson for a slave to learn is to obey without question. I say jump and you jump. I say lick my pussy and you lick it until I tell you to stop. If you don’t lick my pussy, then we start another discussion and you lick my pussy anyway, just with a really sore ass. I win every discussion.” Joanie nodded at Luke and Jack. 

“Your turn,” said Jack as he stepped up to Barbara. “Say how may I serve you, Master.” When she hesitated and looked at Erin, weighing her options, Jack said, “Or don’t say it. I’d love to discuss it with you.”

“How may I serve you, Master?” blushed Barbara. How may I serve a 15-year-old boy! Naked and tied… he’s got plenty of ideas and I’m not going to enjoy any of them. 
“Suck my cock,” said Luke. “Suck it now and get really good at it because I want it sucked often. I love blowjobs. Suck it and swallow my cum.” And that’s what happens, thought Erin. Give in and they ask for more. 
“How about you?” said Jack to Melinda.  

Yeah, sure, how may I serve you and I already know the answer. Raped by a 13-year-old. And then all the rest of them. She looked left at Erin. She took a hell of a lot of pain and then she caved. She looked at Barbara. She gave in right away. That was the lesson. I’m gonna say it now or later. “How may I serve you, Master?”

“Spread your legs and say, fuck me, Master,” said Jack. “Be my fuck toy.” 
Fuck toy! Is that what I’m about to become? The slave took him literally and spread her legs slightly – anymore and she’d be unable to reach the floor. “Fuck me, Master.” He’ll be all over me. 
“My turn,” said Joanie to Erin. “You can serve me by licking my pussy until I cum. Shouldn’t be too hard. You made me wet and horny. With that red ass of yours, not a good idea to change your mind. You wanna serve me and pussy licking is the start.” 
Erin shuddered. I heard that. It’s only the start. 
Bubba took charge for a moment. “Slaves, I’m Bubba, the head of this club. You belong to all of us. You and several other slaves. Joanie just taught you lesson number one. The rules are pretty clear. Obey or else. Now, we’re going to untie you so you can serve your master or mistress. I hope I don’t have to point out that we have plenty of that drug, plenty of paddles, and plenty of us to control you. We also have plenty of time to train you.” As the other owners lowered the three slaves, he said, “Oh, and you’ll screw up sooner or later and then you’ll find out that there are things much worse than a paddle on your bare ass.”
Thoroughly intimidated, the three girls stood and waited as Luke, Jack, and Joanie stripped without embarrassment. Two hard cocks threatened two of them, but three sets of eyes watched the little girl as she showed everything to everyone. The pedophilia appalled them. We’re about to be part of that… used by kids. “Kneel down,” said Luke. “Get your mouth at the right level, bitch.” Her eyes flashed anger as she knelt. “Don’t like being called bitch? How about slut, slave, cocksucker, hoover, toy, pet. Any of those sound better? Just open your mouth, bitch. Suck cock.” He pushed his hard cock at her face and she opened her mouth. Oh hell, I don’t even get to do it in private. 
She reached up with a hand and Luke said, “No hands, bitch. Just those sweet lips around my cock.” He pushed his hips forward and she leaned back. “No, no, you hold still and take it. Damn it, have you ever done this before?”
Barbara nodded. Just never for an audience, never for a boy, and never without my hands. Ukkk, that was too deep. Holding my head… can I shake it off? Bet not and I don’t want to find out. Jesus, I’m blowing a boy. Making him happy. Look at the damn smile… like he’s daring me… taunting me. Last time I did this, we had a relationship. Now I’m just a thing. 

“Sucks cock pretty good,” announced Luke. “Nice view. Naked cocksucker. I like it being done from this angle. Nothing like a naked slave showing her obedience.” Fuck you! I’m doing what you want. Don’t taunt me about it. 
The cock slid in and out of her mouth, going too deep nearly every time and she was afraid to stop it. Horrified and humiliated, she kept sucking as his breathing quickened. It was coming any second now. He grunted and shoved his cock deep, flooding her mouth with his cum. Remembering what she was supposed to do with the mouthful, she spat it on the floor. You can’t make me swallow it. I have that much control. 

Meanwhile, Melinda lay on her back and spread her legs wide for her teen master. So many slaves had faced that same initial choice and realized what so many others had. There was no choice. “Sweet piece of ass,” said Jack as he knelt between her legs. He lined his cock up with her slit and forced his cock into her dry pussy. A few difficult thrusts and he wet his cock with the wetness deep inside her pussy. As he thrust, his hands rested right on her tits. “Bet you didn’t wake up this morning thinking you’d get nailed by a middle schooler. Yep, an 8th grader’s dream girl… an older woman with her legs spread.” When she looked away, he said, “Look at me, bitch. Don’t ever look away from your master. You don’t move very good. Don’t worry, you’ll learn how to fuck better.”
 Focused now on her master… or else, Melinda could hear Luke and Joanie taunting their slave. It wasn’t like she was singled out for abuse. They were all getting the same. A little cock inside me. He has no right, but that’s all gone, isn’t it. They’re serious and I’ve got no rights anymore. What’s going to happen to us? Mercifully, he came inside her in less than two minutes. “Enjoy that, babe? I sure did.”
The three young owners went at their slaves at the same time. Joanie started on her kneeling slave with a question. “Ever eat pussy before?” When Erin shook her head no, Joanie said, “That would be no, Mistress. Shaking your head doesn’t cut it.”

“No, Mistress,” said Erin. 

“Sweet. First time pussy licker. I get to christen this slave’s tongue.” Yeah, announce it. You’re trying to make me balk. Beat my ass so I can’t sit for a week and then dare me to take more. “You like little girls?”

“No, Mistress.” Erin bit her tongue to keep from saying how sick it was. A dozen adults were watching a 10-year-old have sex. It certainly was sick. And I’m going to do it anyway. 

“Wrong answer,” said Joanie. “Not holding it against you today, but the right answer is I love your pussy, Mistress. Be creative. Last thing you want is to insult me. My brother says I’m beautiful. Oh, did I forget to mention that my big brother is a slave, too? Now lick. Imagine you’re masturbating only doing it to me instead and you’re using your tongue. Now get in there and have some fun.”

She is cute, but that’s not what she meant when she asked if I like little girls. I’m supposed to lie to her to keep her happy. Probably have to do the same for them all. What? Her big brother? How old is he? Now that’s sick. Pedos and incest. She leaned forward and caught the scent of a wet pussy. She did get hot spanking me. Gross. Her tongue made contact and she barely kept from gagging. Her burning ass urged her on. 

“OK, so you never did it before,” said Joanie. “Reach around me and grab my ass with both hands. Give you leverage.” When Erin did as instructed, Joanie said, “Ooo, now that feels nice. Thought you didn’t like little girls. Squeeze it. Feel my ass. Pert little ass that you’re going to be very familiar with.” You bitch! I’m not enjoying this. “My clit’s a little higher. You know how to diddle yourself, now do me right.” 
 Disgusted at being forced into a lesbian act with a preteen girl, Erin forced herself to continue. She wasn’t sure she’d survive the day, but she knew that her only hope was obedience. Working her tongue up the pink slit, she knew she’d found Joanie’s clit when the mistress moaned softly. She had to admit that holding Joanie’s ass did give her better leverage. It was easier to press her face into the musky pussy and tongue the unveiled clit. Once she started doing it right, she was pleased that the little girl’s moans of pleasure and arousal increased rapidly. When she heard Joanie’s orgasm start, she finished the job and then sat back on her haunches. 
“Yeah, sweet tongue, you should smile now. You pleased your mistress very well.” I am not smiling! Damn her. 

Joanie and Jack finished in time to see and hear Barbara spit Luke’s cum out on the floor. “Kewl,” said Joanie. “Oh, man,” said Jack. “Is she stupid or what?”

Luke scowled at the naughty slave. “You knew what you’re supposed to do with the cum. What have we learned about obeying? Nothing?” He slapped her hard across the face. 
“You can’t make me swallow that, Master,” said Barbara. 

“She’s stupid.” Joanie answered Jack’s question. 

“Lick it up, bitch,” said Luke. 

“What?!” said the surprised blond. She looked at the cum on the floor. “I can’t do that… Master.” Hands seized her from behind and pulled her arms back. “Don’t! Get away from me,” said Barbara desperately. “You can’t, Master. I’m sorry. I forgot.” She tried to recoup, but there was no mercy and she struggled as her hands were tied behind her back. Oh my God, I’m in so much trouble. I’m so fucked. Then she gasped in pain as her elbows were tied together and she was forced to roll her shoulders back and thrust her chest out. 
“I like it when a slave pushes her tits right out like that. Begging for some attention,” said Luke. He waited while the men tied Barbara’s legs with her feet pressed against her ass. They set her down kneeling in front of her boy master. He reached down and played with her nipples until they were hard and then he grabbed them between his thumbs and forefingers and pulled up. Bound as she was, the stupid slave could only rise up a little before her body reached its limit. Unfortunately for her, Luke pulled much higher than that and she screamed for several seconds. 
“What are you supposed to do?” asked Luke as his slave caught her breath. 

“Lick… lick it up from the floor, Master,” she said, ashamed to have to say it out loud. Is it never going to be easy? 
“Don’t make me say it again.”

Very aware that everyone was watching her and that she had just seconds to decide, Barbara leaned forward. Fuck, he’ll do that or worse until I lick it up and swallow it. Just get it over with. She leaned to the point of almost falling forward on her face and then realized she couldn’t soften the fall. “I… I can’t get to it, Master,” she said pathetically. Please, oh please, don’t grab my nipples again. 

“Would you like some help, bitch?”

“Yes, Master. I… I need help to lean over and…”

“Need help to do what?”

“Lean over and reach the cum and lick it up, Master.”

“And then what will you do with it?”

“I’ll swallow it, Master.” Jesus Christ, he can make me swallow it. 
He tilted her forward until she rested on her forehead with the cum right in front of her mouth. She licked the tile floor and tasted the salty, metallic tang of her master’s cum. Three good licks and she figured it was clean. “A little to the left.” Oh God, he’s making me grovel and get it all. She shifted her target and tasted success. “Lower.” Shift and lick. “Now to the right.” Shift and lick. “Back to the left a little.” Shift and lick. “More.” One final time she shifted and licked and then he used her hair to stand her back up on her knees. “What’s the lesson here?”

That you’re an asshole. “That I should do what you say because you’ll make me do it anyway, Master.” She wanted to throw up as she said the words, but she knew they were true. 

With that, the three were carried to the common area and set in the kneeling position. Introductions were made and then the three serviced cocks and pussies until they lost count and then did some more. It was lunchtime when the stunned and defeated girls were allowed a moment of peace. They were spoon fed something tepid and unpleasant. They weren’t hungry, but none of them wanted to know what happened if they said no. When lunch was over, they were gagged. 
Several of the men put the three new slaves on a table facing into the room. Still tied, they were on display for the entire club, owners and slaves. As her eyes swept the room, Erin shivered in fear and disgust. He’s an owner. Those two are slaves. She’s an owner. Three slaves. I can tell who are the owners and who are slaves. The owners have an air about them… confidence… and the slaves have collars. They’d met most of the owners with 10-year-old Tom making the biggest impression. This was the first time seeing all the slaves. So many of them. Who would have known this kind of thing went on. Little kids and men and women. Not getting out of this one easy, am I? 
Cindy, Lori, Kevin, Helen, and Felicia were similarly tied and kneeling on the floor in front of the three new slaves. They had no idea what was going on, but there was the sense of judgment being passed. Against the side wall, Harold, Jan, Leena, Keesha, and Falina hung spread eagle. 

“We’ve had a few issues,” said Bubba, addressing the owners. “About two weeks ago, Mistress Theresa intercepted an email meant for slut Cindy.” Cindy wasn’t surprised. Theresa saw everything before she did. There was no privacy in her life. “An anonymous man sent a picture of Cindy sucking a cock and mentioned he knew she was the president of the Board of Education. He also mentioned blackmail, both money and sex. Theresa negotiated with him just to put him off until our grand opening. Our senior members have decided that Cindy, Lori, Kevin, Helen, and Felicia cannot go home. They’ll be permanent residents in this facility. They’ll be available to anyone who drops by. We’ve also talked to Mistress Theresa, Mistress Joanie, and Master Paul. They will become permanent residents as well… permanent owners to take care of the permanent slaves. That ties up those loose ends.”
Permanent residents? The idea shocked Cindy to the core. Locked in here forever? No going home? No president duties. No shopping. Not a single moment of freedom. Slave to my best friend, my daughter, and a boy, Kevin’s best friend. And the tile floor is sooo big. Her knees and her tits ached just at the thought of all that scrubbing. 

Oh fuck, thought Lori. Anybody could use me at anytime. No safe haven anywhere. What is Joanie going to make me do? 

Kevin’s first thought was about his new role. Did they know this when they made me do the dog? Just how much time am I gonna spend in the bitch suit for Jasper? Every day? And watching Paul and Joanie with mom and the girls while I have hard on. Anything they want anytime they want for as long as they want. 
I wanna go home to mommy, Helen wanted to scream out. She felt like her head was going to explode. I don’t wanna be here. What’d they do… feel funny… Her head slumped forward as she fainted. 
Felicia looked at Paul. Guess I better be a good girl. Be sexy. Suck cock good. Smile when he shoves it up my ass. He did me with mommy and daddy right outside. Now he doesn’t have to worry about them at all. I’m his forever. Gotta be everything he wants because he just became everything to me. As she resolved to be a good slave… like Amy… there was one thought that didn’t come to the surface. Instinctively she knew it could be worse. Her master was cute and treated her like she was special. 
“The second issue,” continued Bubba. “is Professors Kimbe and Kimbe and their lovely little nigger fuck bunnies… not to mention adding these three fine new blond bimbo cocksuckers to our holdings. They’re secret has been compromised and so they will also become permanent residents. Lisa will be a permanent resident at least for the summer. I, Steve, Mark, and Mike will be here for at least the next two weeks to help break in the new slaves and make sure the permanent resident slaves settle in correctly.”
Tom raised his hand and Bubba said, “If there are any questions, I’ll answer them in private.”

“I just want to know if I can be a permanent resident, too,” said Tom anyway. 

“I believe I already said any of the owners can drop by,” said Bubba. “Ask your mom and have her drive you over.” He chuckled at the idea of the master asking his slave for permission to drop by. “And stay as long as you want. Plenty of room for you and your slaves.”

The housewarming party was officially over and the masters and mistresses started to filter out, taking their slaves with them. A few lingered, using the well designed and appointed facility one or two more times. With only the permanent residents left in the main room, the owners had a brief private discussion and then returned to their slaves. 
Paul went to the Kimbes and started with Harry. “Would you like to suck my cock, nigger?” he asked. “I know you like little boys’ cocks. Suck it with your wife and daughters watching.” The man’s cock started to rise and Paul nonchalantly stroked it. Fuck yeah, I want to suck your cock… want to feel the humiliation… feed my arousal… make me so hot I can’t stand it. Get me down and let me wrap my lips around a little white cock. God, just the thought of it. Don’t stroke it too much, Master. You’ll get a handful. “Get all excited over being my slut. Bet you want the new slaves to watch too. You banged them all and now they get to see the real you.” He slipped a ring down to the base of the thick meat. “Just think about it for a while.” Check this out girls. Daddy’s all big and hard for you to look at. He looked over at the three new slaves. You too girls, check out the naughty professor’s cock. Yeah, Melinda looked.  
Moving to the three girls, Paul fondled each one… Leena’s nice sized tits and shaved pussy… Keesha’s small tits, bare pussy, and tight ass… and Falina’s flat chest and plump pussy. He didn’t check, but the point was for Erin, Melinda, and Barbara to watch. There was so much else going on that the new slaves only cast glances at the obscene sight. Then, he started spanking Jan, the sound of the paddle definitely catching the other slaves’ attention. She was on her toes and some of the swats made her lose her balance and scramble to get her toes back under her. Every swat made her tits bounce and her pussy wetter and wetter. Damn, that feels good. Light my ass on fire. Make me wet. Get me all wound up and then let me cum.
Joanie untied her big brother and then laid out the bitch suit. “Gonna have some fun with Jasper for me,” she said. “Let’s get you all fixed up for your doggie boyfriend. Bet you can’t wait to put on a show for the pretty new slaves.”
Kevin’s submissive eyes drank in his sister as she taunted him. For you. Yes, Joanie, I’ll do it for you. Make me do it again. Let me play with Jasper. Why do I feel like this? It’s so gross, but I want to please her. I’m not afraid of her… just want to show her how good I can be. I’ll do it with the new slaves watching, but I’m doing it for you, not them. He held still, even cooperated, as she put the tight latex suit on him and then the ring gag and mask. When she clipped a leash to his collar, he let her lead him around the room. It was for the benefit of the new slaves, but the real show was yet to come. 
At the same time, Theresa untied Felicia and the recovered Helen. She made a show of putting a butt plug in the tight preteen asses and then a penis gag in their mouths. Then she said, “Stand there. Legs spread and hands on your head. Show them how a well-behaved slave does what her mistress wants without even being tied.” The duo stood off to the side and out of the way as they faced the new slaves and demonstrated obedience. It was a relief to be set to the side where all they had to do was pose with their scrumptious little bodies on full display. 
Returning for Cindy and Lori, Theresa untied them and stood them face to face. She put a double ball gag in the mother and daughter’s mouths, clamped their nipples with connecting chains, and ran a rope through each pussy up to the ceiling. When the mistress pulled that taut, the two slaves were lip to lip with their asses stuck out and a chain tugging on their nipples. All the other slaves were concerned about their own predicament, but Cindy wondered, what’s with the big show for the new girls? What are they going to do to them? 
While all that was going on, Bubba, Steve, and Mark played with the three bound blonds. Soft caresses intermingled with rough tugs, pinches, and slaps kept the three girls focused on their tormentor. Occasionally, the men would point out what Paul was doing, how cooperative Kevin was, and how obedient the other four slaves were. Virtually on command, the girls looked at the sights around them. The men’s comments got more explicit. “See how hard the big nigger boy is? Master Paul’s having a good time with the 10-year-old, isn’t he? Poor Jan slut looks like she’s enjoying that spanking. Isn’t Kiki a good puppy girl walking on a leash? Notice how hard that little boy part is between her legs. She loves doing that for her little sister. Check out the naked little girls holding still so we can admire them. That’s mother and daughter… Joanie’s mommy and big sister… looking so good for us.” Of all the amazing, horrifying sights, the idea that Joanie had enslaved her mother and two older siblings stood out in their minds. 
When they’d seen enough, Bubba ungagged the three new slaves. “You each get to make two choices. Well, I suppose the last one doesn’t really get a choice, just what’s left. I’ll give Barbie bitch the first choice… do you want to be a pain toy, a puppy girl, or a pony girl?”

Looking around the room, Barbara guessed that Jan was a pain toy and Kiki was a puppy boy, but there was no pony girl. Jan screamed for her master, but now she looks wildly excited… like she enjoyed the pain. That sucks, but then so does everything. She actually looks happy. Could I really enjoy that? Would it be mortifying to want a spanking like that or would I really learn to like it and not care. Kiki looks uncomfortable all bent up like that… how humiliating to do that for his sister… her sister. Does she really enjoy it? And what’s a pony girl. Nothing here like that. I don’t wanna be that if I don’t know what it is. “Do I have to make a choice, Master?” I mean, I don’t want to be any of those, but… Met by a firm, silent stare, she decided she was lucky she hadn’t been punished for the question and said, “I’ll be a pain toy.”
“Holy shit,” said Bubba. “That’s the last thing I thought would get picked. So be it. Erin whore, do you want to be a puppy girl or a pony girl?”

Erin was still gaping at her sister. She wants to be a pain toy? Jesus, does she have any idea what she’s getting into? When she turned back at the sound of her name. Each of the girls had a different perspective on the choices. I’m glad pain toy isn’t on the table anymore. Poor Barb… we could have passed that to Melinda. The idea of wanting, even asking for, a spanking… ugh, so galling and mortifying. Puppy girl just looked like trouble. Shouldn’t even make a choice, but my ass is still sore. She answered, “Pony girl, Master.” Whatever that is, it can’t be worse than being dressed up like a dog. Looks so helpless… my ass, pussy, and tits would be available to everyone. 

“Guess that makes you the puppy girl, Melinda slut,” said Bubba. Stuck with no choice, Melinda rationalized. Mortifying to be so helpless, but the other two choices didn’t sound better. Probably won’t be so bad. Prancing around naked and looking like a cute puppy. Doesn’t seem too hard. Wonder how long he spends like that and how much it hurts. Bubba continued, “So, I’ll give you the first pick this time. So you don’t want to be a slave… tough luck. We can make it at least a little bit pleasant. What you think of sex today will be a lot different than what you think of sex in a few weeks. We’ll train you to enjoy pleasing us. The next choice is… do you want to enjoy a sucking cock and licking pussy, being fucked in the ass, or being fucked in your pussy?” 
Oral sex, anal sex, or regular sex. Taking it in the ass this morning… no way do I want that to be my fav. Could they really make me enjoy cocks and pussies in my mouth? No way. All of the choices suck, but at least I get to go first. Knowing she had to make a choice, Melinda said, “In my pussy, Master.” Erin picked in her mouth since ass sounded repugnant and painful. She blanched at the laughter that her choice brought on. “Pony girl who likes cocksucking,” chuckled Steve as he shook his head in amazement. 

And I’m a pain toy who’s gonna like it in the ass, thought Barbara. Guess that’s fitting. What irony… begging for a spanking and begging for it in the ass. Can they really make me like it?

“What’s a pony girl, Master?” whined Erin, unable to bear being the butt of a sinister joke among the depraved club. If they think it’s funny, then it’s got to be bad. 

 “You’ll find out,” said Bubba. “Don’t worry. By the time you’re trained, you’ll like it. You’ll want more. It’s when you stop and think about it that it gets to you. Holy shit, I did that? My God, I liked it? Why does my heart beat faster just to think about it? Did I really wish there were more people watching?”
The future pony girl shuddered at the implication. It’s something terrible… something I’ll regret… but at the same time, something that will thrill me… define me. Probably the same for all of us… doing terrible things that will thrill and humiliate us… impossible.
All the owners were excited at just how much fun it was to play with the slaves’ minds. Leading them slowly into the depths of their depraved lives was clearly agonizing for the college girls who just this morning had awakened to a bright, promising future. The sound of a paddle cracking on Jan’s exposed ass filled the room. Paul had removed her gag and now she could voice her feelings. “Yes, Master, fucking spank the black bitch. Do it hard! Make it hurt! Play with my hot ass and make the bitch feel good. Spank the naughty nigger. Whip me. Hurt me. Make me feel alive! Ten… twenty more. May I cum, Master? I love cumming for white boys. Let me go so I can diddle my wet cunt. Please, Master, I need to cum.” All the while Paul obliged her with constant paddling. After twenty, he freed one hand and it flew to her pussy. She pushed her ass back, reveling in the pain as she came in a wild orgasm. 
“That’s you in a few weeks,” Bubba told Barbie slut. “Just one problem. It hurts like hell with no pleasure at all for a couple of weeks. After you’re trained, you’ll love it, but training is hell.”

Then, it was Melinda’s turn to watch a demo of her future. Joanie released Jasper from his crate and the energetic little dog scampered around his “mate.” Casting a glance at Melinda, Joanie said, “Jasper, kisses.” As Jasper licked at Kiki’s snout, Joanie moved closer to Melinda. “So much fun making my big brother do this. Should’a seen her the first time. Now, she holds still for me to put her in the bitch suit even when she knows what that means. Kinda hard to tell, but she’s licking too… tongue kissing her doggy boyfriend. Hang on, I’ll show you.”
Returning to Kiki, Joanie removed the mask so it was obvious to all that Kiki was eagerly kissing Jasper and Jasper’s tongue was well inside Kiki’s mouth. “Got a little hard on. Puppy girl has a naughty boy part. Damn, does she like performing for her little sister?” She winked at Melinda and added, “Here’s the good part. Don’t be too jealous. You’ll get a chance later. Jasper, blow job.” 
“Oh, fuck me,” said Melinda softly as Jasper lay on his back and Kiki licked the dog’s balls and sheath. She was just a few feet from the stomach turning sight and could clearly see Jasper’s cock as it came into view. That’s what a puppy girl does! They expect me to do that!  I could never do that… can’t even believe a boy would do that… his… her? … own sister makes him do it… and she’s right, it looks like Kiki likes it. She betrayed her brother and now he likes what she makes him do! Look at his cock! She couldn’t imagine one day enjoying such a depraved act in front of her betrayer, Lisa. 
When Kiki started sucking Jasper’s cock, Melinda’s view was blocked but it was still clear what was going on. Kiki’s head bobbed up and down and Jasper humped his puppy lover’s face. Joanie moved back to Kiki and stroked her naughty boy part and Melinda understood how Joanie controlled her brother. Slurping and sucking noisily, Kiki drained Jasper’s cock and then she came explosively, her whines and grunts filling the room as she pumped a load of cum onto the floor. Mortified, Melinda gaped as Kiki showed off a mouthful of doggie cum and then swallowed. Then, to Melinda’s amazement, Kiki backed up and licked up her own cum without even being told to. 

As mortified as Melinda was, one of her compatriots was even more so. At first Erin watched the puppy performance with disgust and pity. The show was clearly for Melinda’s benefit and they all understood this was something Melinda would be forced to do. It wasn’t just the fact that the boy was blowing a dog, but his obvious pleasure left little doubt that it was possible to train a person to be a sex slave with no boundaries. As Jasper climaxed and Kiki showed her treasure, Erin realized, that’s what a puppy girl does… I’m going to be a pony girl… oh my God… and I’ll like cock in my mouth! It can’t be… I have to be wrong… a pony girl does something else. That’s what was so funny! I’m going to like sucking a horse cock! “Master! I don’t want to be a pony girl,” she blurted. 

Steve chuckled and said, “Guess she figured it out.”

“And I don’t give a damn what a slave wants or doesn’t want,” growled Bubba. “In a few weeks you’ll love it.”

What’s that all about? What just happened? Barbara hadn’t made the connection and then it all fell into place. Pony girls suck pony cocks. Holy shit! Erin’s going to learn to suck horse cock and enjoy it. Melinda’s gonna suck dog cock and enjoy it… no, she’s going to enjoy it in her pussy. Holy shit! She’s gonna like getting ridden by a dog. Impossible. Wow, looks to me like I made the right choice. Pain toy sucks but at least I won’t be doing animals. 

 Not for the first time and not for the last, Erin strained futilely at her bonds as her mind tried to wrap itself around her predicament. She couldn’t move a muscle and even if she could, there were so many owners; she wouldn’t make it two feet. They were going to make her do things beyond her wildest imagination and she couldn’t stop the perverts. Facing a terrible, hopeless future, she started crying. As tears ran down her cheeks, she sobbed, “Why are you… you doing… this? I… I wanna go home… oh God, somebody help me… I want my mom.” Her eyes fell on Lisa. “C’mon, Lisa, don’t do this… take us back… help me, Lisa.”

“Aww, she wants her mommy,” said Lisa as she approached Erin. “I’m enjoying this too much, pony girl. Fucking hot just to watch you squirm.” She licked the salty tears from Erin’s cheeks. “You know what’s gonna happen and you can’t do a fucking thing about it. Mmmm, horse cock… big, long, deep throat horse cock… so much cum you could drown in it. All that and you want to do it that hard way.” She slapped Erin across the face. “My name is not Lisa, you stupid cunt. It’s Mistress Lisa or just Mistress.”   
Tweaking Erin’s nipples, Lisa said, “This is what your life is now, pony girl. Push your tits out for us to look at and me to play with. Let me show you what helpless is all about.” With her victim’s nipples hard, Lisa picked up a set of nipples clamps. “I’m gonna give you something to cry about. Helpless is when you know I’m going to hurt those precious nipples and you can’t stop me.” She slowly opened a clamp and then put it on a swollen nipple. 
“Ahhh, please, Mis-Mistress Lisa, I th-thought you… you… you… were a friend,” Erin sobbed. It was incredibly frustrating as Lisa made her point. She looked down at her tits and watched Lisa clamp her other nipple. She wanted to scream, slap Lisa, run away, or at least make it harder for Lisa, but the hard nub on her silver dollar sized nipple just sat there waiting for the clamp. “Ahhh, it hurts, Mistress.” 

“Oh, hurts already?” teased Lisa. She added weights to the nipple clamps. “That any better?” Playing with the weights, she made them bounce and enjoyed the sobs and whines from Erin. “So many ways to punish a naughty slave,” smiled Lisa. “Keep being naughty and you’ll learn them all.” Then she pulled on the clamps, stretching Erin’s nipples until Erin screamed. “Who am I?”
“Mistress Lisa.”

“What are you going to be?”

Erin closed her eyes and shuddered. “A po-pony girl, Mistress.”

“That’s right. A good little pony girl eager to please any mistress or master. A happy pony girl who loves horse cock.” Lisa stepped back. “Just not my problem right now. Master Bubba likes training pony girls.”

The room was gradually emptying. While Kiki was putting on a show, Paul, Mark, and Mike untied the Kimbes and Paul took them off to store them. While Lisa was teaching Erin a lesson, Joanie removed Kiki’s bitch suit and gave her clothes to put on. With most everyone’s attention on Lisa and Erin, Kiki put on the Tinkerbell panties, training bra, and frilly dress. The very girly dress was so short it barely covered her crotch. Then she put on knee socks and pink tennis shoes. Having been a slave for a few months now, Kiki’s hair was long and Joanie braided it and tied on pink ribbons to add to the feminine look. With a little lipstick, by the time Kiki was finished, the three new slaves were amazed to see her transformed into a cute, preteen girl – a cute, preteen girl on leash who skipped off happily behind her domineering little sister. 
With the change to permanent residency, the owners’ responsibilities had changed as well. Joanie took possession of Cindy, Lori, Kevin, Helen, and Felicia. Paul took charge of the Kimbes. Theresa, Lisa, and Bubba would train Melinda, Barbara, and Erin, respectively. Steve, Mark, and Mike were there for extra muscle since the three new slaves couldn’t be trusted unfettered for even a second. Bill, Amy, and Mary would be there for the next week before they went to Saudi Arabia. Aside from them, only Kimmy remained. She was too dependent on Mike to be left alone for long. 
Since she wanted to watch Lisa train a pain toy, Joanie stored her five slaves away. She took the time to dress the four girls similar to Kiki sans panties. Then she tied Kiki’s hands behind her back and used a ceiling rope to pull Kiki’s arms up and force her big brother to bend at the waist, offering a nice view of her pantied ass. Positioning the four girls on their backs in a circle around Kiki with their legs pointing to the center of the circle, she tied each one. Starting with Cindy, the little mistress tied her mommy’s ankles to separate ceiling ropes and pulled mommy’s legs into the air. The result was a pair of wide spread legs and a short dress that fell down to give Kiki an unobstructed view of her mommy’s pussy. When Lori, Felicia, and Helen were similarly tied, Kiki was in the center of four exposed pussies. Holy cow! What a view! Mommy’s pussy right there and spread open… turn to the right and check out Felicia’s pussy… more to the right and there’s Helen’s little girl pussy… aww, isn’t that sweet; she’s blushing… another turn and there’s Lori’s pussy… and back to mommy’s. Sweet! Tease me, Joanie. Look, but no touch. And when I look at mommy’s pussy, Felicia has a great view of my ass… in tight, purple Tinkerbell panties. Bye, Mistress. Just gonna leave us here to enjoy the delectable, but untouchable view? Sweet torment.  
Taking the Kimbes to a large playroom, Paul first had Falina insert a butt plug in daddy’s ass and then he tied Harry spread eagle on the wall. The big black man’s arms were tied wide to attachment points in the wall and his ankles were tied with his legs spread. With Harry’s cock still soft, Paul held up a penis gag that resembled a white boy’s cock. “Show us how much you like boy cock,” he said. “What do you think, Leena?” He slid the cock into Harry’s open mouth and the slave started sucking on it. 
Daddy’s cock was already growing as he took in the boy cock in front of his family and then Leena answered, “Aw, daddy just loves to suck cock. Especially little white boys.” Harry’s cock inflated to its full length and she added, “And he loves to show off his cock to us. I think he likes doing it for Falina best.”
With his cock hard as it could be, Harry just loved the way his oldest daughter could embarrass him. She had a real knack for making daddy hard. I hate white boy cock, but God Almighty does it turn me on to have one stuck in my mouth. You got that, baby, check out daddy’s cock… hard for Falina? Damn right, but it’s hard for you, too, baby. 

Paul tied Jan back in a spread eagle position hanging from the ceiling so he had a great view of her body and easy access to her ass. Leena was tied to a chair, Keesha was hogtied, and Falina had each wrist tied to the ankle on the same side. On her stomach, Falina shoved her ass up in the air and on her back, the 10-year-old was spread for her master. 
With his slaves tied, Paul’s hands were drawn first to Leena’s chocolate mounds. They were soft and round and though she feigned pleasure, her eyes told a different story. “You like white boys as much as daddy does. Love having me play with your tits.” No, I don’t like white boys. Definitely don’t love having you play with my tits… taking advantage of me... but I have to make it sound good to keep him happy. She moaned with pleasure while her eyes flashed disgust. “I love nigger tits.” Fuck you, asshole. That is so not a nice thing to say and you do it just because it’s so wrong. When he sucked on her nipples, she hated that it felt good. 
Making his rounds, Paul fondled Keesha, Falina, and then Jan. Cupping the big tits, he said, “Your wife has great tits, Harry. Thanks for sharing. You enjoying them as much as me?” He sucked the nipples to hardness. “She likes it, too. So much fun playing with your wife and daughters with you tied up and watching. Wish this was you playing with these big tits?” Yes, I wish it was me. I wish you weren’t doing that in front of me. Teasing me… God, it makes me hard and I hate that… so humiliating to watch you… makes me hard and I hate that. As Harry’s cock grew, Paul said, “Or would you prefer playing with one of your daughters? Leena’s got a nice set.” God forgive me, yes! “What I really like though it playing with these… the tits that you thought were reserved for your eyes only. And I can see you like it, too.” Daddy’s big again. Just touch it and I’ll cum. Play with those damn tits and let me jack off.
When he moved behind Jan, he cupped her tits from behind. “Big nigger tits, just the way I like them.” He touched her all over. “Nice pussy just waiting for my cock. Fuck, everybody has used it except you. And a nice ass just waiting for a spanking. How about it, Jan slut? You ready for a spanking?”

“No, Master, please, not again,” pleaded Jan. She looked at her husband, seeking his understanding. It’s not my fault. I’ve been conditioned.  I don’t want to do it, but if he starts then I’ll lose control. Then she looked at her daughters. Mommy doesn’t like what she’s become. I hope you know he’s doing it in front of you on purpose. He wants you to see his power over me. I’m already getting excited. He just has to talk about it. Make me think about it. That paddle searing pleasure into my mind and body. I’m Mistress Lisa’s joke. Trained like an animal. It’ll feel so good.
Paul went to a cabinet and came back with a paddle and a blindfold. He put the blindfold on Harry and then stepped behind Jan. All he did was rub it on her ass and she pushed back invitingly. Spank me. No! Don’t spank me! Don’t start. Do it. Make up your mind. She felt him press against her and heard whispered instructions in her ear. And I’ll do it. When he gets me going, I’ll say just what he wants me to say. Sorry, Harry. Sorry, girls. Mommy hates it, but Mommy’s gonna have some fun.

At the first swat, she yelped. Damn it, my ass is already sore. Spanked me good already and now he’s doing it again. Ahhh, God, why even bother to fight it. Like electricity flowing through me. Turning me on. Nipples tingling and hard. Tummy doing flip-flops. Pussy getting wet and tingly. How many is that? Four now? Five? It’s a game. How long can I hold out? Jesus! Uh oh, did I say that out loud? No, don’t think so. Six. Seven. “Hah!” That was out loud. Made it to seven. “God Almighty, Master, spank… uhn… the black bitch. You know how… uhn… how to make me happy. Unh! Make it hurt. Do it… unh… harder.” She punctuated her begging with a grunt for each swat as he laid it on her. What am I supposed to say? “Tie me up and… uhn… and do it. Right in fruh… uhn… front of the girls. Mommy’s get… uhn… getting it good. Watch Mommy… uhn… how I play… uhn… what I love.” So sick making me beg… making me sound like I want them to see. “Spank… uhn… spank the nigger momma and show… uhn…  my girls how good it … uhn… it is.” Don’t forget Harry. “And… and… for … uhn… my husband… tied him up and… uhn… and he let you… now spank his wuh… uhn… woman. Spank me in… uhn… in front of them ah… uhn… all.”
Her young master swatted her rapidly with moderate, yet effective blows, thoroughly enjoying her begging, his throbbing cock, and the girls looks of astonishment. “Master… uhn… Master Paul may I… uhn… I cum. Got me so… uhn… hot! Gotta cum. Pleee… uhn… holy fuck, please. Fuck me! I wuh… uhn… want white cock in my… uhn… nigger pussy. Fuck me in… uhn… in front of my husband.” 

Paul stopped and lowered Jan’s arms so she could be an active participant in the upcoming rape. He was hard as a rock, very pleased with her performance. 

“Now, fuck me, Master,” said Jan. “Got me all turned on and I love white boy cock in my pussy. Love getting taken in front of my husband… love how a boy can satisfy me… love the feel of a real cock… powerful cock… Master’s cock.” He shoved his cock in her from behind. “God, yes, Harry, he’s raping me. Got his cock in my pussy. Harry, do something. Help me!” Making me tease him… gotta do it if I want to cum and God knows I want to cum… gotta fuck with him. 
In his own little world of darkness, Harry thrilled in exquisite torment. A young boy spanking my wife and what’s she doing? Telling me about it… how much she likes it… teasing me… can’t just ignore what’s going on… he’s driving her crazy like I never could… 7th grader… 12-year-old… making my wife so excited right in front of me… is she more excited because I’m here? Because he’s young? Because he’s white? All of it? Begging to cum. Heard that before when she gets like this… Jesus, my cock is gonna explode… spanking her and humiliating me… is this how she feels? So excited I’d cum if somebody just touched my cock. 

When Paul started fucking her, it was even more sublime. I want to see. Is it as good as it sounds? Right in front of me. God Almighty, I’ve got a bigger, harder cock, but she likes his… powerful… Master’s cock… rape her? What? Me do something? Me help her? He jerked at the ropes that pinned him to the wall. Supposed to protect my wife… so helpless… God, they’re teasing me… she knows I can’t. He started pumping his hips like he was fucking her. “Rape the bitch,” he yelled. The penis gag was small and he could clearly talk around it. “Fuck my wife… tie me up and do her… Jesus, Jan, I can’t help… nothing I can do. He’s fucking you because I can’t. Ride her, Master Paul. Give her what she needs. Holy fuck, Master, I want to cum. Use my own wife right in front of me… in front of the girls…”
Caught by surprise at her husband’s response, Jan found it more thrilling. She had a real cock in her, the cock of a Master, and her worthless husband wanted her to ride the powerful cock. He sounded so pathetic that it made Paul seem even more powerful and she came as Harry begged to cum. “I’m cumming, Harry,” she screamed, cutting him off. “Cumming for Master Paul. Oh, my God, nothing like a Master’s cock. So much better than you… got a real cock in me.” She turned to her daughters. “Watch how a real man fucks. Wish you weren’t virgins? Wish you could feel this? Fuck, I’d love to watch you get raped. It’s the best. Oh God, Master Paul, show them how to treat a woman!” She pumped her hips back at him as he thrust deep and hard. “Cumming again. For God’s sake, I never came twice for you, Harry.” As she launched into another spectacular orgasm, she felt Paul stab hard and deep and flood her with cum. “Yes, Master Paul, give me your cum. Feels so good.” Tears came to her eyes as she honestly said, “Feels so good to make my Master happy.” If things were as they said, she belonged to this boy now. No more of Mistress Lisa’s teasing and fucking little boys. Now I have a full-time Master with a real cock. 
Staggering back from a mind blowing orgasm, Paul leaned against the wall and slid to the floor. “Now let’s see if daddy’s hard on will go away. Big damn cock he’d like to shove in Leena’s mouth or Falina’s ass or his wife’s pussy. Too bad all those are reserved for me.” He sat for several minutes to catch his breath and watch Harry’s cock reluctantly fade unsated. Then he went in search of Lisa to tell her what just happened. 
Lisa started on Barbie by changing the slave’s bondage up with help from her brother, Mike. Leaving Barbie’s arms tied behind her, she freed her trainee’s legs and put a spreader bar on her ankles. Then she tied a rope around the slave’s waist, ran it through the dry pussy lips, and pulled Barbie up on her toes. Supported by her toes and a rope through her slit, Barbie immediately started to hurt. 

After gagging Barbie, Lisa applied some gel to the freshman’s clit and waited a few minutes for it to take effect. The X-T-C (ecstasy) gel was designed to enhance a woman’s orgasm. The mistress knew it would help get Barbie’s motor going. When Joanie showed up to watch, Lisa told her what was going on. Five minutes later, Lisa put clamps and weights on Barbie’s nipples. “How’s that, Barbie? Got a little burn going now?”

She’s doing that on purpose. She knows how much I hate being called Barbie. Yeah, a little burn. How long’s she gonna leave me like this? My legs hurt and that rope is digging in. The nipple clamps are more than a little burn… hurts like hell… can’t believe there are people who enjoy doing this to other people… can’t believe Lisa is one of them. Or did she mean the little burn-tingle in my clit. What did she put on it? She had been shifting her weight around to ease the burn in her legs, but this time she shifted and made the rope rub against her clit. Damn her, she’s making me tingle somehow.
Noticing the different motion, Lisa smiled and picked up a vibrator. “Looks like you like the rope where it is,” she said. “How about this.” She set the vibrator on low and pressed it against Barbie’s clit. 

“Ohhh,” gasped Barbie. Get that away from me! Fuck me, she’s smiling. She knows. Raped all morning and I never came. So demeaning that I never got excited. Just a place to put a cock. Now she’s gonna make me cum. She set her mind to resisting, but it was just a couple of minutes when she realized it was hopeless. Lisa put something there. I never knew they made something like that. Like hell do I want to cum strung up like this… on display… Mike and Lisa watching… cumming is so private… alone in my room or with a special guy. Christ, you’d think I couldn’t cum when it hurts this much. Oh, shit, that’s the whole idea. 
Barbie tried dancing away, but she was already at her limit with no place to go. “Mmmm, just about there, Barbie?” teased Lisa. “Gonna cum for me? Share the moment? It’s OK. All part of the training. Hurts just a little, but you’re gonna cum anyway. Did you know I trained Jan this way? Psychology prof who knew she was being trained and she couldn’t resist it. This is just the start. Getting all excited when it hurts a little. See, Joanie, it’s just gradual, but she’ll be a pain slut before she knows it.”

Christ, all part of the plan. Screw you, Lisa. No, I don’t want to share the moment and no, it’s not OK. Jesus, she trained Professor Kimbe’s wife? This is really gonna happen, isn’t it? I’m gonna be like that… oh, crap… stop, please… I can’t help it… it’s gonna happen… please, don’t make me. “Ohhh.” Her body tensed and the tingle shot through her body. Writhing, she ground her pussy against the vibrator. As she settled down, she blushed bright red. Couldn’t help myself… right in front of them… right on cue… feel so small, so helpless… just a puppet for her to train.
“Nice hard body,” said Mike, admiring how the girl’s body tensed in orgasm. He patted Barbie’s cheek. “Always fun to watch a slave’s first public orgasm. You should be proud that you made me hard. I’m gonna go find a pussy to take care of my problem.” He winked at her. 

She’d only needed Mike to help her control Barbie when she was untied. Lisa thought it added to the moment to have a guy watch Barbie have her first forced orgasm and now she didn’t mind him leaving. Removing the nipple clamps, Lisa let the blood flow back into the hard nubs and then let Joanie reattach them. After another five minutes, she showed Joanie how to take the slave to a second forced orgasm. 

Mortified at her performance, Barbie hated the two orgasms. Judging by Lisa’s look, there were more in store for her. I’m cumming because of the stuff she put on my clit. The orgasms are better than I’ve ever felt because of that stuff. It’s not because I’ve got a freaking sadist training me to like this. 

To keep Barbie guessing, Lisa changed her approach. After removing the slave’s nipple clamps again, she massaged Barbie’s tits. “Barbie, you know how long I’ve been checking out these tits and hoping I could have them hanging right in front of me? They’re nice ones. Bet the boys had fun with them this morning.” Yeah, Tom, Jack, Kyle, Luke, Paul, and the men and the women. Guys and lesbians. Everybody liked them. And you have no right. Christ, don’t suck on them… it’s not right… she’s got me all confused… it shouldn’t feel good. “You know how much I like how a girl’s body looks when it’s stretched and straining and in pain. Like Mike said, you should be proud you make me so horny. Back in a flash.” She waved and left the room. Come back here! Don’t leave me like this! What? She went to get a slave to make her cum? I hurt dammit! How long will she leave me like this? As Joanie stepped closer, Barbie wondered, now what?
“I like them, too,” said the little mistress as she rested her hands on the bound blond’s breasts. “So cool to play with a big girl. I like to play a game. Goes like this… what would Barbie least like me to do. Lots of things she doesn’t want, but what’s the worst? How’s this for a first guess.” She reached between the slave’s pussy lips and grabbed her vulnerable clit. Pulling it out, she made Barbie stretch to stay on her toes and then nearly lifted her off her toes to hang by her wrists and clit. She let go and said, “Man, I think that was pretty high on the list of bad things. I love the way you scream. Have to try again later.” She skipped off to play with her slaves.
After a satisfying orgasm from Kimmy’s tongue, Lisa returned to her task and forced Barbie to a third orgasm. In serious pain, Barbie had the small satisfaction that it wasn’t a good orgasm. After that, Lisa lowered the slave and laid her on her stomach. She tied Barbie’s wrists to the center of the spreader bar with a little arch to the slave’s back. 

Lisa was admiring her handiwork when Paul found her. At his insistence, she followed him to the video room. She’d planned to leave Barbie like that anyway, so she didn’t mind the break. After he showed her the tape of him raping Jan, she agreed with Paul’s observation. “Just make sure you record it all,” she said. “And just Falina today. Might as well break them in since they’re permanent.”  
Overjoyed, Paul returned to his bound slaves as horny as ever. “Everybody ready for round two? Got my cock ready for somebody. I’ve got pretty little nigger asses and mouths waiting. Love to blow me, Leena? Or, who wants to watch daddy blow me? So many choices, but mommy had a really good idea and Falina’s going to be the lucky girl.” 

As the family wondered just what idea he was talking about, he ran the tape of their previous session. There on the screen in the room, they saw Jan in the middle of being raped as she looked to her daughters and said, “Watch how a real man fucks. Wish you weren’t virgins? Wish you could feel this? Fuck, I’d love to watch you get raped. It’s the best. Oh God, Master Paul, show them how to treat a woman!”
“No, Master Paul,” gasped Jan. “I didn’t mean it. I didn’t know what I was saying. Mistress Lisa said she’d save them.”

“I just talked to Mistress Lisa and all she said was to make sure I recorded it. She wants to watch later.” Standing over Falina, he said, “Ready to be mommy’s fantasy girl?”

“What are you going to do, Master?” asked the grade schooler, trying to shrink away. 

“What mommy said, fuck, I’d love to watch you get raped. Got my cute little rape victim all tied up already. Guess Lisa thought it was as funny as me to do the 10-year-old first.” Lying on her back, Falina was spread and waiting. “Daddy can’t protect his little girl now. Got himself all tied up and let me tie you up.” He carried her to the center of the room where they could all see. 

“What do you think, daddy? You want to watch or just listen while I rape this hot little babe?”

Harold didn’t have much backbone anymore, but he objected to this. “Don’t do it, please, Master. I’ll suck you off. Make me do it with them watching.” 

“Not one of the choices, daddy.” He stood and removed Harry’s blindfold. “I think it goes best if you watch your precious little baby learn how to please a man. Mommy wants me to show her how to treat a woman. All of you can watch. Just be quiet and watch.” 
Kneeling over Falina, Paul had the little girl lick and suck his cock so it was slippery enough to fit in the tight, virgin hole. “Gonna rape a little nigger girl,” he said as she worked on his cock. “Mommy and daddy are gonna watch while I teach her what a girl is for. Big sisters are gonna watch. Wish it was you instead?” His hands roamed over the slender body, ending up with his finger on her clit. “You’ll all get your turn. I think we’ll get some bigger cocks for your first time though.”

When his cock was ready, he knelt between Falina’s spread legs and lined up with her pussy. The hole looked impossibly small and despite his taunts, he didn’t intend to injure her, so he backed off and used his finger to play with the hole and stretch it. Knowing what turned her on, he pushed his middle finger in her asshole and used his thumb on her love tunnel. In a couple of minutes, he was rewarded with a wet pussy on the excited girl. As he put his cock to her pussy again, he said, “Damn, fresh out of 4th grade. Gonna rape you with mommy and daddy watching. Teach you how to please a man.”
Working his cock in slowly, Paul thought of doing this to Felicia. That would be Joanie’s decision now, but if it was Felicia, he’d be as careful as he could. “Ow, it hurts,” whined Falina. 

“It does the first time, baby,” said Jan, trying to calm her daughter. I’ve already argued and I know it won’t do any good. She’s gonna get it… get raped right here and now… because of something I said. Can’t take those words back and can’t get her virginity back. He’s only 12. Does he have any idea what he’s doing to her? What if he tears her? Maybe he won’t… he is being very careful. 
The woman looked at her husband. His cock is hard. Is he turned on by watching her get raped? Humiliated that he can’t do anything? That has to be it. That’s what trips his trigger. “Nothing you can do, daddy, except watch him use her. Watch the lucky girl learn how a real cock feels.” Talk it up like it’s a special moment. Make Falina feel special. “How many parents get to watch their little girl’s first time?”
He’d told them to be quiet, but Paul ignored the first words as they assured his rape victim that it was OK. Her next words were erotic, so he ignored those, too. He had the head of his cock in her pussy and she’d stopped squirming, so he pushed in deeper feeling the tightness stretch to accept his entry. “How many girls are 10 for their first time?” he added to Jan’s words. “Sweet little nigger girl learning how a real cock feels.”

Am I lucky? Falina had to wonder. Master’s cock always feels good in my ass. Why not in my pussy? I’ve got a white boy sticking his cock in me. Mommy says she likes white boy cock. Hurts and then it’s OK. Just my first time. Even before my big sisters. Oww, he went in more… hurts a little and then… OK. Why’d he stop? 
Pausing, Paul prepared to tear through her cherry. “Gonna hurt a little more, my sweet bitch.” He shoved through her hymen and stopped as she yelped, bit her lip, and then relaxed. “There you go, mommy and daddy, she’s not a virgin anymore.” He looked pointedly at the two older girls. “Now she’s better than you. She’s a woman.” And a damn tight woman she was indeed. It felt like a velvet vise as he pushed a little deeper, then thrust in and out at the depth, and then pushed deeper when she had relaxed again. Only when he was in to the hilt did he start thrusting with vigor.

 “Rape the little thing,” said Jan. “That’s what mommy wants to see. My baby with Master’s cock deep inside her. Show her how good Master’s cock feels.” How horrible to watch him do this to her… so young… that’s what being a permanent slave means… use us however they want and no consequences. He’s claiming her as his property. I know it feels good, but she’s just too young. 
As the burning passed, Falina began to feel warm and tingly. So this is what it feels like to belong to Master Paul. This is what being a woman is all about. God, this feels nice… and getting better. I thought being raped was supposed to be bad… the girl’s not supposed to like it… he’s making me, but he’s not really. He’s kinda being nice… what the fuck for? Aside from a few complaints, she’d been silent so far. This wasn’t how he fucked mommy. Maybe if I said something… what turns a guy on… oh, I know. “Mommy, help me. He’s raping me. I can’t stop him.” Well, don’t stop, Master, and wipe that look off your face. Fuck me, dammit! “He can do anything he wants to me. For God’s sake, don’t rape me in front of mommy and daddy.” Yeah, that got him going. Rape me. That’s more like it. This is what he did to mommy. “Oh, oh, God, God, God. He’s doing me, mommy. Like I’m a nigger slave on his big white cock. Daddy, help me. Oh, God, Master Paul… please, I’m only te-hen-hen! Jesus Christ!” The powerful orgasm caught her by surprise and took her breath away. As she came down from the wild thrill, she yelled, “Fuck the nigger girl, Master Paul. Rape me. Take me hard. Make me squeal.” Oh yeah, I am. Watch me, Leena and Keesha. Watch the lucky girl go first. “Jesus, oh God, stop it or I’m gonna… yeeeeee.” She spasmed in a second orgasm. 
Paul couldn’t believe the little bundle of lust that squirmed under him. It hurt her and then she was begging to stop and then… wow! Beg for it, bitch. Master’s raping you anyway. Can’t stop me. Holy shit! She’s cumming. She’s enjoying it. Man, have I got the touch or what? Got the white cock they all want! Fuck the little bitch. I’m gonna fill her up… just a second… she’s cumming again! He felt his cum boiling out as he pounded into her pussy through an incredible mutual orgasm. 
After Paul pulled out and virtually collapsed beside her, Falina squirmed until her pussy faced her two sisters. Cum dripped from her bald slit. Look what I got! “Wish you weren’t virgins? Fuck, I’d love to watch you get raped. Wait ‘til Master Paul teaches you what a real cock feels like.” 
For God’s sake, I thought mom was pretending, thought Leena. Falina really liked it. She came… twice. Look at her now… showing off. Dammit, I’m going to go last, aren’t I?
Snuggling as best she could with Paul, Falina said, “Did I make you happy, Master? I know I did? I like making you happy. I mean, I don’t like being tied and raped, but if you liked it then I’m happy.” 

Little suck up, thought Keesha. It better be that good for me. 

*****

Meanwhile, Melinda was learning her new role. Still kneeling, she was placed on a cart by Theresa and Steve and then rolled off to a private room. Steve left to get a few things. Not knowing Mistress Theresa, as soon as they were alone, she said, “Mistress, you don’t have to do this. Let me go and I won’t tell anyone.”

“I don’t have to. I want to,” said the cruel mistress. “It’ll be so much fun… for me. I think about how it must feel for a girl to be forced to get nasty with a dog and it just makes me so hot; especially when it’s me forcing you.” She fed one of Melinda’s legs into the leg of the bitch suit. “I’ll get you all fixed up so you can’t do anything except stand there like a bitch in heat. Then I’ll bring in Hammer and you’ll practically shit yourself. When he gets going, you’ll be one seriously fucked bitch and I’ll be watching. Understand? You’re my entertainment. You’re doing this just because I like to watch girls with dogs… not girls who like doing it with dogs, but girls who don’t… a nice college coed wondering how she got in this position.” 

Theresa untied the ropes that held Melinda’s leg in place and then started on the other leg. Once she had both legs trapped in latex, Steve had returned and the two of them wrangled Melinda’s arms into the front legs of the suit and pulled it tight. By then her fate was sealed. She fought the ring gag but lost that battle and as her mask went on, she wondered what it looked like. The tan suit was different from Kiki’s only in the color and she thought the head would be the giveaway, but the mask lacked shape until it was on her and then she couldn’t tell. For all intents and purposes, Melinda was naked. Her tits were uncovered and the oval of her open belly extended to expose her pussy and asshole. As if the tight constraint of the suit wasn’t good enough, they made it so everything she wanted to hide was in full view. 
Going through the ritual of getting the puppy girl used to the suit, Theresa led the girl around on a leash and took her outside to pee. “Your name is Princess,” said Theresa. “You’ll respond to that and only that when you’re in the suit. I like obedient puppies and since you’re so easy to punish, you want to keep me happy.”

Finished outside, Theresa took Princess to a mirror and gave the puppy her first view of herself. She wanted to die when she saw she was a Rottweiler. Kiki looked like a whippet and sucked off a whippet. I’m a Rottweiler… a fucking, big damn Rottweiler. I’m gonna be a Rottweiler’s bitch. Looking mournfully at Theresa, she felt just how her cruel mistress wanted her to feel and her mistress smiled at her. I’m her entertainment. That’s what this is all about. Just pluck a girl off the street and use her as a toy.
There was one more modification that they wanted to try out. Rolling Princess onto her back, Theresa swabbed the puppy girl’s clit with X-T-C and then crimped a metal cover over it. With her clit trapped in a mushroom shaped metal cover, it would take a lot of effort to get the bitch to cum. Then Theresa inserted a device into Princess’ pussy and squeezed the handle to embed a metal ring deep inside against the slave’s cervix. The same tool was needed to remove the ring. A sturdy chain was attached to the ring and it ran the length of her tunnel to hang out the entrance. The final step was to attach the free end of the chain to Princess’ clit cover. 

Standing in the middle of the room, Princess was tied over a stand securely attached to the floor. Then she heard the door open and the sound of claws clicking on the floor. Two… not one, but two… Rottweilers padded toward her. She looked and confirmed both were males. Fuck, it’s so unfair. They haven’t even given me a chance. I can’t move fast and tied in place, I can’t move at all. Ass in the air and waiting… like a bitch in heat. “Hammer kisses,” said Theresa and suddenly Princess felt the dog’s long tongue in her open mouth. To her utter humiliation, she heard Theresa and Steve laughing at her futile attempts to evade the tongue. “Hold still and kiss back,” ordered Theresa. “Or do you want me to take off the mask and hold you so he can get that gorgeous tongue all the way in.”
Princess stopped bobbing and weaving and in her peripheral vision she could see Theresa watching closely. Galled to the core, she started meeting the long tongue halfway. That only meant the disgusting tongue ran the length of hers and into her mouth. There was no evading the insistent doggy kisses. 

“Hammer fuck,” said Theresa after a few minutes of debasing Princess with forced kisses. 

“Uh uh,” whined Princess, shaking her head. God dammit, I do not want to be the entertainment. Please, don’t let him. Do you have any idea how this feels? Tied and wrapped up, I’m practically inviting him. At least you could let me move. She heard the dog’s feet pad behind her and the chuckles of her mistress and master. It’s not fucking funny. 
“Here he comes,” said Theresa. Fuck no! I want a do over… never get out of bed this morning. Never come here. “Better move if you don’t want him in there. Oh yes, how’s it feel to know what’s coming… that you can’t do a fucking thing about it… that we think this is fun. Nothing but a bitch in heat.” 

Hammer’s paws slid around her waist and held her as she felt his bulk rise up. Looking straight ahead, she was shocked to see a TV screen and a live picture of her. She couldn’t make out much detail from the profile view, but she could tell the Rottweiler was mating with a Rottweiler look-alike. “Ohhh, gawww,” she moaned as his cock found her pussy. She wasn’t wet, but he was slimy and hard, sliding in before she could even steel for the shock. He’s in me! They’ve done it! I’m getting fucked by a dog! Big, fucking dog… with a big cock… bigger than anything I’ve felt… humping me like I was a puppy girl. I’ll kill them! If I ever get free, they’re dead. My God, they’re watching me with a dog. Raped by a dog… I’ll never be the same… never look at myself in the mirror. She could feel her tits bouncing in rhythm to the dog’s thrusts. 
After the initial shock, Princess felt the chain tugging on her clit cover. The dog’s long cock pushed against the ring inside her and tugged on the chain. Like it’s not bad enough to have a dog riding me, now they made it annoying, too. Yank on my clit, again, again… as long as he fucks me. Not painful, but irritating. Damn, I’m so full and he’s pounding hard… how long will he go? To her dismay, her body started to react to the thrusts as if she was with her boyfriend. The familiar tingle grew in her pussy and then she realized the constant tugging on her clit was like supercharged rubbing. No way! I refuse to let this happen. Do not get excited. Stop fucking me, you son of a bitch. Get that big cock out of me… stop rubbing my clit… oh, God, please stop rubbing it… what will they think? 
“Looks like she’s having a good time,” said Steve. “Bitch enjoys a big doggy cock. Hard to get ‘em going, but now that she’s had a dog cock, she’ll want more.” 

I do not. God, my clit’s on fire… tits bouncing like a wild woman… I’m helping… for God’s sake, I’m pushing back. For a moment she managed to stop her hips from their natural response, but then the insidious gel and the constant friction on her clit were too much. “Ohhhhhh,” she moaned as she came. For the dog… I’m getting fucked by a dog and I’m cumming… at least it was a little one… just barely… “Ohhhh, ohhhhhh, eeeeee,” she moaned as the orgasm intensified. God no, I’m cumming… cumming… feels incredible. Don’t laugh… you made me… so out of control… oh shit, he’s cumming… dog cum in me… “Aahhhh,” she gasped as his knot pushed into her, expanding her pussy and tying with her. More cum pumped into her as Hammer’s cock was lodged in her. 
A minute later, Hammer pulled out of her with a satisfied grunt and padded off to a corner. Princess made the only motion she could, hanging her head in shame. What the fuck just happened? 

“Wow, Princess, that was fun, huh?” said Theresa. The feeling of control was wonderful. She fingered herself to climax while the puppy girl caught her breath and dealt with the unthinkable. “Every time he fucks you it will be that good. Best of all, the way your clit is covered; only a dog cock will make you cum. You’ll never have an orgasm again unless it’s Hammer.” 

“Remember what your choices were,” said Steve. “You’re a puppy girl who likes cock in her pussy. I think training you will be easy.”

I’m going to be a mindless slut. That was the grossest, most disgusting, most horrible thing I could imagine and they made me cum. How long before I don’t care it’s a dog? How long before I want it to be a dog? How long before I prance up to my mistress and do the dog like Kiki did? My training will be easy. Damn them. The one thing the two owners knew that she didn’t was that the morning’s gang rape had lowered her sensitivity and self-esteem. That in turn lowered her resistance and something she wouldn’t ever dream of doing was suddenly within reach with a little coercion. 
“Now for some more fun,” said Theresa as she removed Princess’ mask and ring gag. 
“Huh?” said Princess, lifting her head to look at the woman. More fun? Oh yeah, there’s two dogs. 
“Sledge, blow job,” said Theresa. 

“Ohhhhhh,” whined Princess. “No, Mistress. For God’s sake, that’s disgusting.” Not a blow job. You can’t make me… can you? Fuck me… not can they, but how will they? The other Rottweiler lay down in front of her with his legs spread and an inch of his cock in sight. “No, I can’t. I just can’t,” she said. Go ahead and make me. I’m not doing just because you said so. 

“Sledge, be unhappy,” said Theresa. 

Princess just about shit as the huge dog growled ferociously and rolled to his feet. He stood in front of her, baring his teeth and growling. The hair on the back of her neck stood up and she wanted to turn and run. “Go away,” she whined. Frozen with fear, she felt the big dog’s jaws clamp around her neck and squeeze. His fangs dug into her skin for a few seconds and then he let go. His next move was to reach his head under her and nip at her breast. He was joined by Hammer, nipping at her other breast. Get them away from me! “Ow, ow, ow,” she yelped with each nip. For God’s sake, the dogs are punishing me. As the nips got more insistent and painful, she whined desperately. “Stop them.” There was no response and the nips continued. “I’ll do it,” she conceded to the pain. So that’s how they’ll make me do it.  
“Hammer, down. Sledge, down. You ready to suck that puppy, Princess?’

“No, Mistress,” Princess shook her head. Then she said, “But I will.” Just want you to know I’m not ready, but I will because I have to. Don’t think I’m happy about it.
“Sledge, blow job,” repeated Theresa. 
As the big dog lay down and spread his legs for her, Princess felt like throwing up just at the thought of what came next. Two inches of white cock marbled with red veins protruded from Sledge’s sheath and she knew there was much more still hidden. Only fear drove her on as the nightmare unfolded. Lowering her head, she caught the musky smell. Disgusted by what was expected, she used her chin and nose to rub the hairy sheath and tease another two inches into view. 
“Come on, Princess,” said Theresa. “You’re gonna suck on his cock, so do it right. Lick his balls. Lick his sheath. Show your doggie lover how good you are.” She leaned closer and, in a low, sinister voice that caught Princess’ attention more than her previous tone, said, “So helpless. Can’t stop us from doing anything. There are worse things than sucking off a dog.”

The words chilled Princess to the bone. Sucking a dog was worse than she could imagine and now she didn’t doubt that there were even worse things… things they would do to her… things she didn’t even want to know about. With a sob, she ran her tongue over Sledge’s balls, circling the musky orbs. “Suck on them,” said Steve. With a shudder, she slid her mouth around the dog’s balls and sucked. The taste wasn’t as bad as she’d imagined, but it was still a dog and she burned with humiliation and frustration. I have to. I have to. I have to. My God, I’m so screwed… so helpless that I have to or else. She forced herself to remember the impetus driving her on. Sledge, be unhappy… his teeth digging in… dogs tearing at my tits… how they spanked and spanked Erin… how helpless I am with my butt up… they could spank me like that… but, they don’t have to… just let the dogs punish me. She ran her tongue up Sledge’s sheath, feeling the rough hair and tasting his animal arousal. When she looked again, six inches of slimy cock were visible. 
I can’t do this. Damn, I sucked cock and licked balls this morning, but they can’t be serious now. I just can’t… “Do it, Princess. He’s ready. Lick it. Suck it.” Theresa’s words pushed Princess just enough and her hesitation passed. I have to. She gave the cock a quick lick and gagged. Tastes musky and salty… not bad except the slime is slimy. She wants me to lick it… lick the slime off… suck the slime off. With several quick licks, she cleaned the underside of Sledge’s cock, gagging a couple of times and then getting used to the feel of the dog’s natural lubrication. Soft, yet firm… soft skin and stiff enough to go in my pussy… but it’s going in my mouth… I have to… it’s not over until he cums… until I have dog cum in my mouth.
Princess knew what had to be done, but she wanted to be told again before she made the final step. Looking up at Theresa, she said, “Mistress, I want to stop.” 

As Theresa reached for her, Princess flinched and then her mistress’ hand stroked her blond hair softly. Her mistress’ voice was even soft as she said, “Of course you want to stop. The first time is always the hardest, puppy girl. After this it won’t be so bad. I know you’ve heard us say that we don’t care what you want or don’t want. It’s OK to want to stop. It’s not OK to stop. Now, I want to see my pretty puppy girl’s lips around her lover’s big cock.” Theresa’s voice hardened, “And you better care what I want or I’ll make you care.”
With her heart pounding, Princess locked eyes with her powerful mistress for two seconds. Of course I want to stop, but she doesn’t want that. Do I care what she wants? Just what would she do if I still said no? Sounds worse than having savage dogs tear my tits off. Crap, I’ve already cleaned off the slime and I’ve already sucked men’s cocks today. I have to do this and how much worse could it be than everything else. “Yes, Mistress,” she said and looked down at Sledge’s waiting cock. It’s a damn dog! 

Leaning down again, Princess licked the tip of the cock and tasted precum. It tasted stronger than a man’s cum and she shuddered at the brief thought that she wished she was sucking off one of the masters instead of a dog. There were levels of depravity and this was the lowest. Opening her mouth, she put her pretty puppy girl lips around the cock and took in an inch. Ugh! I only cleaned half the cock. She had two inches in before she realized, he won’t cum unless he penetrates completely… like Hammer did in my pussy. I know that’s impossible… no way can I get it all in my mouth… maybe his orgasm isn’t part of the deal. All I have to do is suck and then it’s over. 
As she slid her lips up and down the cock, she wondered how long they expected her to do it. Then Sledge moved, thrusting his hips to drive his cock deeper. She gagged as it entered her throat and tried to lift her head up and away and felt resistance. What’s that? A hand? On the back of my head… fuck, they’re holding me down… can’t move… can’t even lift my head. Christ, no… “Akkkk,” she choked as Sledge thrust even deeper. No, no, no… he’s too deep… fucking my mouth… Holy Mother of God, I’m at the root… it’s all in me… down my throat. With Steve holding Princess down, Sledge thrust his cock rapidly in and out of her throat. She had to match his rhythm with quick little breaths through her nose to keep from suffocating.  He is going to cum in my mouth. 
“That’s my good little puppy girl,” said Theresa. “So sweet of you to take it all. Sledge just loves a good blow job. You’re gonna get along well with your boyfriends. I just wonder…” she paused for effect, “… did you wake up this morning thinking about the taste of doggie cum?”

No! I didn’t! You bitch… just rubbing it in… having fun tormenting me. Damn, it’s so deep… choking me… so hard to breathe… just concentrate… it’ll be over soon… I hope. Making me… watching me… I’m the entertainment… turning them on… let me up!! 
“Incredible,” said Steve. “She wants to stop so bad. She’s fighting and I can feel it. I love the feel of her struggling.” His cock was pounding from the total control he had over her. Just a little weight on her head and Princess couldn’t pull free. The quick breaths, the tightness of her muscles, the resistance against his hand, and the sounds of her gagging all enhanced the thrill of controlling her. “Suck that cock, bitch. Doing the worst thing you ever imagined. Just for us. Let me feel you struggle. Damn, you don’t want to do this, but suck that doggie cock and make him cum. Fuck, I’ll never get tired of watching a girl do this. Right down your throat.”
Stop it! Both of you shut up! This sucks bad enough! How did this happen? He’s excited. She’s excited. Hell, even the dog is excited. But not me. No, I’m just a fucking slave… a puppy girl… making everybody happy. Dominated by a man, a woman, and a dog, Princess just shut down. The only things that registered were the feel of the cock thrusting and her fight for oxygen. When her mouth was flooded with the strong taste of cum, she felt relief, desperately swallowed, and gasped for air when it was over.  
I did it… they made me and I did it… I’m nothing anymore… puppy girl… same as nothing… dammit, haven’t I done enough… is that Hammer fucking me again? No, it’s Master Steve. Lucky me… made him so horny he’s taking a turn with the puppy girl. 

Hanging her head in shame, Princess looked up when her mistress called. “That’s a good girl, Princess. Now do me.” When Mistress Theresa lay down with her pussy right in her face, the puppy girl licked the sopping slit. Taken from both ends, the defeated slave performed submissively. 
When both of them came, Steve put Princess’ mask and gag back on and Theresa put the recording of the whole event on the screen. Forced to relive the humiliating event, Princess wanted to curl up and die. They recorded it… how cruel can they be to make me watch it. “Do you have a boyfriend, Princess?” asked Theresa. “I know you do. Lisa said his name is Brad. Does he fuck you? Do you blow him? I guess we’ll have to call him and tell him you’ve got two new boyfriends that you fuck and suck. Maybe we could send him the video.”  

Of course they wouldn’t share the video outside of the club, but Princess didn’t know that. She cringed at the idea of anyone seeing it. On the screen she was sharing kisses with Hammer and as a spectator she could recall the feel of his long, flexible tongue in her mouth. You can’t tell it’s me… only we know it’s me… but that’s enough… it’s me and I know it. “Anybody who sees this will think you’re enjoying it. Kissing your doggie boyfriend.” 

Theresa’s taunting continued and when Hammer mounted the puppy girl, she said, “You held still for him so nicely. Just like a horny bitch should. Damn, he’s got a big one, doesn’t he? All the way in at once. What did you talk about on the drive here? Did you talk about how great a dog’s cock feels? Were you thinking, hot damn, I’m gonna be a puppy girl raped by a Rottie? Did you argue over who got to be the puppy girl? I suppose not. I’d be disappointed if you did. Yep, what we wanted was an innocent coed getting her first doggie fuck and wondering, why me?” 
Watching was worse in one way. The mortified slave saw what she’d done and how it looked to a third party. Now with Hammer mounting her, there was no sign of the straps that held her in place. I look like I’m cooperating. Then her hips started moving. My God, did I do that? Not just cooperating, but helping… enjoying. 

“I do enjoy this part,” said Theresa. She’d been waiting for the first sign of Princess’ arousal. “Love that doggie cock. Feels so good, doesn’t it? Realizing for the first time that you really were born to be a puppy girl – a bitch in heat for her two boys.” Her voice teased as she put words in the puppy girl’s mouth. “Ooo, yes, Hammer, fuck me… I love it… why did I wait so long to let you fuck me? Mmm, yes, lover boy, can you get deeper?”
“Damn, I’m gonna get hard all over again,” said Steve. “Our puppy girl really does look like she’s enjoying it. Did you know you were making those sounds, Princess?” Yes… well, not this soon… shit, do I get noisier later? “So hot to watch a normal girl whose biggest worry was what to wear today doing a dog. Got you doing something you never even dreamed of… something so sickening… and you’re enjoying it. Release the passion, bitch. Show us the real you.” Don’t say that! It’s not true… is it? That’s not the real me… it’s… what I will be. You made me do it. Look at me. Humping so hard my tits are bouncing… I look so wild… moaning and helping… going crazy. 

“Yeah, show us the real you,” said Theresa. “Cum for him. Show him how much you love that cock.” 
Inside the mask, Princess felt her face turn bright red as she came for Hammer. It looked so depraved, but she could recall the pleasure. First it was a little orgasm and she remembered the relief she’d felt that it had been just a little one and then, there on the screen, she went wild as the full force of the orgasm hit her. Theresa was talking, taunting her no doubt, but Princess didn’t understand a word as her heart and head pounded. How could that possibly have felt so good? Release the passion… the real me… born to be a puppy girl… what are they doing to me?! Even after the noisy climax, it was embarrassing to watch over a minute of video with them tied like two dogs in need of a cold bucket of water. 

If there had been any chance of her not being connected to the video, it was erased as Steve removed her mask. There she was in all her blond glory, a real girl inside that suit. Mortified, the slave watched as she argued, the dogs attacked her, and she agreed to the blow job. It wasn’t that quick, was it? Seemed to take so long, but I really didn’t hold out more than a few seconds. Then I’m doing it. Licking the dog’s privates… it’s so gross to watch me do it. If that was anybody else… it’s me… I’m a slut… I’m a damn slave doing just what they want. Even her moment of defiance was over too quick. Theresa’s voice was soothing and then there was a brief warning. Oh, God, look at me… I fucking licked his cock like right away. 

Theresa chuckled. “You look so naïve right there, Princess. Just a little lick… just a little sucky-sucky… an inch or two… wait for it… wait for it… hoo, yeah, bam, what the fuck? When did I agree to eight inches of dog cock down my throat… akkkk… give it to me, Sledge.” She scratched Princess behind the ears. “Such a good girl.”

It hurt just to watch it again. She fought, but it was obvious it took Steve almost no effort to keep her head down. Her body tensed and strained as the dog raped her mouth. So clearly in distress and all she could do was swallow the huge cock again and again. Suddenly the puppy girl on the video relaxed, her hips moved in rhythm to the dog’s thrusts, and even her head moved back and forth. To her astonishment, Steve lifted his hand away and there she was… sucking the massive, disgusting cock all on her own. “Isn’t that enough to make you cum on the spot?” he said to Theresa. 

“She’s doing it herself.” Theresa’s voice on the recording was full of awe. “Totally into it. You go, girl.” 
No, no, it’s not how it looks. I wasn’t thinking… I didn’t know what I was doing. Jesus Christ, it looks like I want to do it… looks like I don’t mind… just a few seconds though… he’s gonna cum… gonna cum. She felt Theresa’s hand stroke her head. “Yep, some nice movies to send home to mommy,” said the woman, pouring salt into the puppy girl’s wounds. “Try and convince anybody this wasn’t the most fun you’ve ever had. Please, please, dress me up like a puppy. Please, don’t tell anyone what I like. Please, have him mount me. Please, I promise I’ll cum. Please, let me suck him off. I’ll pretend I don’t like it, but I really do want his cock. Yes, go ahead and make a video.” Princess’ stomach turned as her mistress taunted her. None of her mistress’ words could be disputed by the video. 
From the time she lost track of what she was doing until the dog came was longer than it felt. She kept expecting the dog to cum and herself to lift her head up, but it was over two minutes from the time she surrendered until the dog came. All the while, it wasn’t the dog fucking her face; it was her blowing the dog. Then her mistress stopped the recording and left her to think about what had just happened. 

*****

In a separate room, Bubba and Mark got Erin started on her training. The oldest of the three girls was certain she’d gotten the worst deal of them all. With her still in the kneeling position, Bubba put a bit gag in the pony girl’s mouth and fastened a leather head harness in place that was both functional and decorative. It held her gag in place and was a convenient place to attach her reins later. In addition, when she was dressed properly one of the last things would be plumes rising up out of the harness. With the bit gag pulling at the corners of her mouth, the pony girl tossed her head in a futile attempt to dislodge it. 
Being careful to keep her partially restrained at all times, the two masters put a body harness on her that consisted of leather straps criss-crossing her body and accentuated her bare breasts and flat tummy. They replaced the ropes on her arms with a leather single sleeve glove that pulled her elbows together and made her arms practically invisible. Finally, they laid her on her back, untied her legs, and put on her special shoes. The shoes were stiff latex that gripped her calves, stretched her foot as if she was locked in four inch heels, and ended in a hard flat surface under the balls of her feet. 
With a bit gag, harnesses, and shoes that looked like hooves, Erin could tell she was as close as a girl could be to a pony… pony girl. What’s more, she hated it. My arms are useless, with all these straps I’m still as naked as can be, I look silly in this harness, my shoes don’t look comfortable, and they could do anything to me. They put her on her feet and she perched on her toes like high heel shoes without the heel. There she teetered precariously with no arms for balance and forced to stand on her toes. So hard to balance… little steps… oh hell, my feet sound like hooves. Clip-clop, clip-clop, clip-clop. The sound was authentic and annoying. She hated it, but she had to keep moving her feet just to stay balanced. 

“She needs training wheels,” chuckled Mark, catching her around the waist when she almost fell.

For God’s sake, I can’t balance and if I fall, I can’t catch myself… and they think it’s funny. By their eyes, she could tell they also thought it was erotic to see her wearing nothing but a few leather straps. Might as well be wearing nothing at all, but I know guys find a partially dressed woman more erotic.  These guys think a partially dressed, restrained, and helpless girl is erotic. I’m a damn sex object for their amusement. She’d had guys stare at her in a skimpy bikini, felt them mentally undressing her, and often wore sexy things to catch a guy’s attention, but she’d never felt like nothing more than a thing. This is what it means to be a slave.
“Take her a few days to get used to it. Then she’ll prance pretty for us,” said Bubba. “She just needs practice.” There was something better than training wheels in the room. Bubba led her to a set of parallel bars level with her waist and about a foot and a half apart. He positioned her between the bars and attached each side of her harness to a bar. 

Supported on each side, Erin was able to balance herself in the awkward shoes. “Walk forward,” ordered Bubba. Not sure that she could, Erin glanced at the master. When she saw a long, slender whip in his hand, she knew she had to try. She took a little step and colored at the sound of her hoof on the floor. Two more steps and she wondered if being dressed like this and prancing was all that was expected of a pony girl. If this turns them on, then maybe that’s all there is to this. She covered the ten foot length of the parallel bars on shaky feet and then paused. Mark waited for her at the end. He unhooked her from the bars, turned her, and hooked her up facing the other way.  “Walk forward,” he said, giving her a little pat on her bare ass. 
After two round trips, Bubba gave her new instructions. “A pony girl knows how to balance. Now, I want you to prance. When you step, you will lift your knee high. I want your hoof at least six inches off the floor for each and every step.” 

Erin sighed in resignation. Of course they’d want more. Lift your knees. Prance. What’s next? What gets them off? Watching a naked girl prance like a pony? Making a naked girl prance? Knowing how embarrassing this is for me? If it weren’t for that damn whip… She took a step, carefully lifting her foot high and set it down with a sharp, clear clip-clop. I hate that sound. 
Halfway down the run, Bubba said, “Higher. That one wasn’t good enough.” With that, she felt the sting of the whip on her butt. Almost to the end, he whipped her again. “Higher.” On the next run, Bubba said, “You need a spring in your step, pony girl. Bend your knees a little. Makes it easier to kick up high when you bend your knee instead of a straight lift.” 

When she tried it, Erin discovered he was right. A spring in her step made it easier to lift, but it also added to her balance problem. She also looked much more like a pony prancing. Clip-clopping along, it galled her to know she was getting better at it. I’m doing exactly what they want. They’re training me. Not like dance class where I want to get better. I don’t want to be here, but I am and I’m just their puppet. Turn and go back. Turn and go back. She felt the whip two times from Mark and just once when Bubba sent her back again. 
“Makes a pony girl’s tits bounce better, too,” observed Mark as she pranced toward him. 

You asshole! You pervert! Is that what prancing is all about? You just want my tits to bounce more? Or was that just to embarrass me? Blushing, she pranced right up to the master and let him turn her. Why are they doing this? They think this is sexy? Erotic? “And her ass,” added Mark. Asshole! What do I look like to them?

She made an entire round trip without being whipped and Bubba turned her again. “Much better, pony girl. We’ve got a very smart pony girl, but a pony girl doesn’t get to talk. A pony girl whinnies.” Oh shit! You gotta be kidding me! “Whenever anybody speaks to you, you will whinny just to let us know you heard and understand. It’s how a pony girl says, yes, Master. Understand?”
Yeah, I got it and I don’t like it. Just how much more can I take? He swatted her already red ass with his big, rough hand. What was that for? Oh, crap, you mean like right now? She snorted and then gave a half-hearted whinny. 

“That wasn’t so hard, was it?” said Bubba. 
She gave another half-hearted whinny to acknowledge him. That was it? I got away with a little whinny? Erin felt a little pleasure from the defiant nature of her minimal effort. 

“And every time somebody whips or spanks you, I’ll expect a whinny,” he added. “Now go.” 

With a defiantly half-hearted whinny, Erin stepped out again on the ten foot run to Mark. Halfway there, she felt the sting of the whip worse than ever as it cracked across her bare bottom. “And do it like you fucking mean it, pony girl!”

Hearing the anger in her master’s voice, Erin trembled at her failed gambit. She did a better whinny and then for each step the whip drew a red line across her ass and thighs and her whinnies got better with each one. Don’t fuck with master. Don’t try to win. Don’t be stupid. 
For several runs, Erin did her best prancing and whinnying like she meant it. The only difference was that Bubba expected her to go faster. They didn’t even have to mention her bouncing tits as she performed for them. Her breasts were young and firm, so the bounce was just a gentle, but obvious jiggling. Still, she wore a sports bra when she jogged and this was the most her tits had ever bounced. After two dozen round trips, Erin’s legs and feet ached. Breathing heavily, she could feel the sweat running down her face.  She’d walked and pranced less than 500 feet, but it was a strenuous workout anyway. 
This time when she pranced up to Bubba, he didn’t turn her. His big hand gently brushed the sweat from her brow. Looking up at him, Erin had no idea what he might do. She felt like a little girl… helpless and uncertain with only limited knowledge of her new world. A little girl facing a powerful adult with absolute power. 

“I think my pony girl is learning,” Bubba said looking in her eyes, but he wasn’t talking to her. “Nothing like putting a pony girl through her paces, is there, Mark? A girl can be so sexy when she’s all oiled up, but I like knowing she’s shiny all over because she sweat for me.” His finger traced the X of the leather straps crossing between her tits. “I love little white girls and how they perform so obediently when they’re trained. I love having an uppity college girl who came here to fuck over her professor only to find out she’s the one that’s fucked. I love owning a girl as she realizes she was born to be a victim… a slave… a toy… a pony girl. I love knowing she had so many hopes and dreams and now all she’s hoping is that she prances good enough, whinnies at all the right times, and that we’re not gonna rape her.”
As Bubba explained her predicament in the cruelest, most explicit terms, Erin felt like she should be outraged. Yet, every time she set her feet, he dug them out from under her… every time she wanted to fight, he punched her in the gut… every time she hung on a word and thought of a reply, he heaped more scorn on her. I did perform obediently for him… little steps into pony girl hell with a whip to enforce them. I am the one that’s fucked… he turned the tables and I’m the one who’s fucked. I am a victim, slave, toy, pony girl… and my God, I am hoping I pranced good enough, I don’t forget to whinny, and they keep their hands off me. Less than a day and I’m doing what he wants. I’m so stupid and weak. 
“Never take candy from strangers. Don’t talk to strangers. Use the buddy system. Always so careful not to be a victim and then one day… surprise!” Bubba toyed with her nipples. “Special treats for a special guy. Always hiding these away like a tease and then they’re right on display for a whole bunch of strangers.” He grabbed her nipples and pinched. “Now they’re my tits. I own them. I’ll do what I want with them and show them to whomever I want. I’ll play with my new pussy and ass all I want. One day soon she’ll be happy when I do.” Though she couldn’t imagine ever being happy when he did, Erin was very afraid he was right. He knew what he was doing and every other slave looked like they had accepted their role as a slave and some had looked happy about it. 
Mark drifted into Erin’s peripheral vision. “She is sexy when she’s helpless,” he said. 

Bubba unhooked her from the parallel bars and Erin felt even more vulnerable. The bars had been a safe place and now that she was clear of them, she wondered what was next. “Go ahead,” said Bubba, pushing her to Mark. “You go first.” Him first and then Bubba second? Then who? 
Bubba left the room and Mark stepped away from her. As free as she’d ever been so far, the pony girl eyed the door. If I could just get through that door… run down the hall… which way? Then what? Which door leads out? Just how fast could I run in these shoes? I’d fall and then what? Hell, what am I thinking? I couldn’t even open the door. There’s got to be something I can do besides stand here and wait for what he has planned? The bitter, frustrating truth was that there was nothing else to do except wait like a lamb ready to be slaughtered. 

When Mark came back to her, he pushed a vibrator into her pussy, swabbed her clit with X-T-C, and ran a strap from the front of her harness, between her pussy lips, through her ass crack, and to the back of her harness to hold the vibrator in place. “He’s right, you know,” said Mark. “If I saw you on the street, I’d think you were a nice piece of ass. Maybe you’d be dressed sexy, but you’d be look, don’t touch. Yeah, having you prance around and work so hard to keep us happy is just… wow, it’s incredible… now you’re ‘look at me naked, touch me, and use me while you’re at it.’ Uppity college girl looking for Mr. Right and then here you are. For the next few minutes, I’ll be Mr. Right… the center of your universe. Then, when I’m done, Bubba will be Mr. Right and then somebody else and there’ll be Ms. Right, too… the center of your universe with a pussy.” As he talked, his eyes and hands demonstrated he could look at her naked and touch her all he wanted. 

When he was ready, Mark put Erin on her knees and removed her bit gag. I’ve been a pony girl… dammit, they trained me and I didn’t do anything to stop them. Now I’m going to be a pony girl who likes cock in her mouth… I don’t like cock, but they’re going to try to train me and I still can’t do anything to stop them. Her master turned on her vibrator and said, “Open up.”
Taking his cock in her mouth, Erin considered biting it. That would stop him, but after all they’d done to her for almost no reason at all, she knew punishment for that would be terrible indeed. Her first no hands blow job had been in the morning when an endless stream of owners had used her. Now the feel of a cock taking her deep was familiar, but not welcome. No way am I ever going to enjoy this. Not like cock tastes bad, but I only do this for my boyfriend… damn, I do it for Mr. Right. Is my master really always going to be Mr. Right?  And cum does taste bad… Rick never actually came in my mouth. 
Slowly stroking in and out, varying his depth from acceptable to gagging, Mark took his time as he looked for the signs that the gel and the vibrator were working. The X-T-C was something new to him. The pleasure of a slave was never important before. Now it was an important tool to training reluctant slaves. He’d used it a few times on other slaves and the effect was amazing. Alone it merely made a slave’s clit warm, but given a little stimulation the slave couldn’t resist his attentions and the slave’s orgasm would be ten times better than normal. 

It was just a couple of minutes before Erin’s mechanical sucking changed. First, she looked up at him in surprise and then right back down. He smiled inwardly at the obvious consternation on the pony girl’s face. Next, she wiggled her hips as if adjusting the fit of the strap through her crotch. Shortly after that, she moved her hips forward and back slowly and at the same time, her cocksucking became more deliberate. As her arousal grew, so did her enthusiasm for his cock. He stayed silent because he knew she wasn’t even aware of it and if he called her attention to it, she’d probably still have the dignity and control to dampen her enthusiasm. Finally, when she looked at him again and locked eyes with him, he knew she was past the point of no return. 
Unaware of the inevitability of her orgasm, Erin could feel the same progression. From her morning experience, she knew his orgasm didn’t require her assistance. Her mouth was just a warm, wet receptacle. What’s with the vibrator? Like I’m in the mood or something. More irritating than anything. Is he expecting me to do something? Is he just tormenting me with a long, slow blow job? Fine with me. This is the part I don’t mind… akkkk… unless he does that. No, really, what is going on with the vibrator? Something special about it? Did he do something else? That’s… sorta… nice… damn, this could be embarrassing… after all they’ve done to me, I can’t cum now… maybe if I can move it away… just a little… ohhh, that wasn’t it… what on earth? That’s like… nice… trouble… I cannot cum now… don’t tell me I’m turned on by this… born to be a victim… slave… toy… pony girl. Something they saw in me? Something I don’t know about myself? For God’s sake, I’m going to cum. Look at him. He knows it. Knows I’m going to cum. Knows I’m hot… hotter than I’ve ever… whooo, hotter than ever before… now he’s fucking my mouth… knows I’m going to cum… I’m… I’m blowing him… never did this for Rick… for God’s sake, I am born to be a slave… a pony girl… cocksucker… don’t need to train me… I’m there… Jesus, who’s gonna cum first? It’s meeee! He’s in my mouth, but it feels like he’s fucking me. Feels so good. Cumming for him… cumming! Take his cock… take it… fuck me deep… so good… now him… he’s gonna… mmmm, cum in my mouth… want it all… 
With a mouthful of cum, Erin pulled away. What the hell just happened? She swallowed and some dribbled down her chin. It’s cum… tastes disgusting… what did he do? What did I do? Ohmigod, not again… I… can’t… like… this… She came again with the fresh taste of cum in her mouth. I can’t like sucking cock. Damn, Bubba’s turn… so big… so black… I’ve never felt like this. She came three more times before Bubba filled her mouth. 
Afterwards, she lay on her side, gasping for air and gathering her thoughts. The pleasure passed while the taste of cum and memory of gagging depth lingered. It wasn’t the cocksucking that I enjoyed. It was that wonderful vibrator. Two different things. The vibrator was like magic… what a relief to know I don’t like blow jobs. Unfortunately for her, she didn’t realize, and couldn’t have stopped it if she did, that they weren’t two different things. Enough of those sessions and she’d associate that incredible pleasure with having a cock in her mouth even when there wasn’t a vibrator. Then she’d beg for an orgasm to complete her and she’d be allowed one just often enough that she would stay conditioned. 

*****
After Joanie left her five slaves, Kiki couldn’t keep her eyes off all the pussies spread for her. Even with her little mistress gone, it was sweet torment to eye what she couldn’t have just because she knew that was Joanie’s intent. It was just a few minutes before Lori couldn’t take it anymore, “Mom, are they serious? We’re permanent slaves?” There was no answer since Cindy was afraid talking wasn’t allowed. Lori waited half a minute and asked again, “Mom, are we here for good?” After she asked the same thing a third time, Lori decided her mom was probably doing the wise thing. 
“I wanna go home,” whined Helen. She’d been softly sniffling and now she started to cry outright. “I want my mommy.”

As the little girl continued to cry, Cindy finally spoke up in an attempt to soothe Helen. “It’ll be OK, Helen. I’ll take care of you like your mommy. I’ll love you like she did.”

“You’re not my mommy,” sobbed Helen. 

“You’re right. I’m not,” replied Cindy. “But I’m a mommy and I’ll take care of my children and I’ll take care of you and Felicia, too. We’ve all got the same mistress, so we won’t be separated.” God, I hope that’s true. “We’re like a family now and I’ll be here for you.” 
“I don’t want you. You’re a slave like me,” Helen’s words cut Cindy to the core. “I want my mommy. Nothing bad happens around her. You’re just another slave and I’ve seen what you do.”

“Stop sniveling, Helen,” said Felicia. “Don’t be a baby about it. You’re gonna get us all in trouble.” I like belonging to Joanie. She’s hardly ever mean. She’s just better than us… she’s stronger... and I like that. And I like belonging to Paul. Both of them make me feel like I’m special. 
“That’s not helping, Felicia,” said Cindy gently. “We’re all in this together.”

No, we’re not. We’re all slaves, but I’m special. I love my mistress and master. “Yeah, so, then she should shut up or we’ll all be in trouble.”

“Felicia!” Cindy raised her voice as Helen’s crying only intensified. 

Looking between her legs at her brother’s face, Lori snapped, “Kevin! Jeez, don’t stare.” 
“He’s Kiki,” said Felicia. “And she’s supposed to.” 

“Supposed to stare?” asked Lori skeptically. As astonishing as seemed, it sounded right. Kiki added her response by leaning just a little closer to Lori and extending her tongue as if licking her big sister’s slit from two feet away. 
While the others had been digesting their permanency, Felicia had taken that as a fact and started wondering how to come out on top. Now she thought she had it all figured out. “Duh, why are we like this? Give her a naughty boy part until she can’t stand it? Besides, I gotta good view from here.” 
“What?” sniffed Helen, lifting her tear stained face. She looked at Lori since that was what they were talking about and didn’t think the view was that great. “What are you… you… uh…  looking at?” At the mention of Felicia’s good view, Kiki turned to deny her that view and peered between her mommy’s legs. For the first time, Helen noticed the view of Kiki’s panties. “Oh, you’re looking at that.” She lay back again. “How can you think about that? How come you’re not worried?”

“Don’t you get it? … Helen?” said Felicia, biting off the impulse to call her crybaby or prick. “We’re supposed to look and what good does worrying do? You gonna worry yourself home to mommy?” She shut up abruptly as she choked out the last three words and tears came to her eyes. 

There was an awkward silence as all of them ignored Felicia’s tears for a moment. “I’m here for all of you,” said Cindy after a while. Not sure what I can do. Am I any different from them? Can I take care of them? 

Kiki turned to look at Felicia’s plump pussy. Recovered from her brief depression, the 10-year-old said, “I’ll bet Master Paul is the first one in there, big brother.”

Surprised at the sibling reference, Kiki ran her eyes up and down the slender vixen. If we’re all family, then I guess we’re brother and sister. And she’s the slave version of Joanie. Her legs are perfect and under that dress is a tight little body. I’ve got a little sister mistress and a little sister slave… two little sister slaves. She cast a glance at Helen. In quick succession, Kiki turned from little sister to little sister to big sister to mommy and then back to Felicia. One boy toy and four girl slaves. In fact, of all the permanent owners and slaves, there were only three cocks and ten pussies. Kiki figured she’d have to get some of those pussies 
The four girls were not tied very secure. Their only bondage was a rope around each ankle that pulled their ankles into the air. With their hands free, they might have been able to untie themselves, but they all knew that would be big trouble. As Kiki returned to Felicia, it reinforced the littlest slave sister’s belief that she was the sexiest. She came back to me. Lifting up, she caught the zipper of her dress and slid it down and then wriggled her dress up over her head so she was naked. With a sly smile, she watched the approval in big brother’s eyes. It felt so good to get her mind off her real mommy and back on how to be sexy. 
“Felicia, put it back on,” said Cindy. “Mistress put it on you and you don’t have permission to take it off.”

“Why didn’t she tie our hands?” asked Felicia. “How do you know we’re not supposed to tease Kiki? What if Mistress Joanie likes it?” 

“You’re gonna get it,” said Helen. 

“Maybe, maybe not. Maybe the one with the most clothes is gonna get it,” Felicia countered, not believing that at all. “You chicken?” 

“No,” said Helen. 

“Buk-buk-buk,” clucked Felicia, flapping her arms like a chicken. 
“I’m not chicken,” argued Helen. 

“Felicia, stop it,” said Cindy. 

“Just having some fun,” she said. “Do you think she’ll be back soon? You should do it. Me and Helen got nothing to show, but you and Lori got tits.”

“Felicia, as your mother, I’m telling you that Joanie will punish you if she catches you like that. Now put it back on, young lady.”

Grudgingly, Felicia surrendered to her new mother and put her dress back on. “Not like it covers anything and not like I’m a young lady anymore.” She wondered just what Joanie or Paul would think if she did the same for one of them without being told to. Would they think I’m sexy for stripping on my own or would they punish me for being disobedient? Do I want to try?  

The four girls continued to console, berate, and tease each other while Kiki admired them all. Then Felicia said, “Mistress didn’t say Kiki could turn, but she is. Why can’t I take my dress off?”
When Joanie left Barbie, she stopped outside the door of the room where her slaves were stored and ran the recording to see if they’d tried to escape. She could tell they were talking, but left it until later to listen to the conversation. Then, so her surprise, Felicia stripped briefly and she stopped to listen. After taking in the whole conversation, she opened the door and stepped in. The conversation stopped and the five slaves froze. “This room smells guilty,” said Joanie as she came closer. “What’s been going on in here?” She was pleased there had been no escape attempt. The door was locked from the outside anyway, but there were definitely five slaves so guilty that she could almost really smell it. 

Sniffing the air, she said, “You’ve been talking? Did someone say you could talk? And you!” She stopped over her mommy. “Why do you still have your dress on? Get it off now.” 

“Mistress, I…”

“Quiet,” snapped Joanie. “I don’t want an excuse.” She waited until mommy was naked and then moved on to Lori. “Get yours off, too, tit toy. I’m sure Kiki wants to see it all.” Again she waited while the confused slave wriggled out of her dress. 

Lori was stunned. We should have listened to Felicia. How were we supposed to know? Nobody said we could take them off. This doesn’t make sense. 

Joanie moved on. “Now you, prick. Show us those cute little tits. Not so big, but definitely tits.” It was true, Helen did have little ones and Joanie made a point of mentioning them since Felicia had made a point of saying Helen didn’t have any. When Helen was naked, she said, “That’s what Kiki likes. Naked girls.” 
Continuing around the outside of the circle, Joanie came to Felicia who reached under herself to unzip. “Not you! Did I say I want titless to be topless?” She leaned closer and sniffed. “Oh, this is where the guilt is coming from. Very strong here. Did you take this off without permission?”

“Um… um… umm,” stuttered the flustered Felicia. Does she know? Can I lie and get away with it? What’s she going to do if I say yes? Didn’t she say she wanted them off? 

“Did she?” Joanie turned on her mommy. 

“No, Mistress,” Cindy defended the girl. 

“Did she?” Joanie snapped at Lori. 

“N-no, Mistress,” said Lori, backing up her mom. 

“Did she?” Joanie asked Helen. 

“No, Mistress.”

“Did she?” the little mistress asked Kiki last. 

“No, Mistress,” Kiki followed suit. 

“Did you?” Joanie returned to Felicia. 

With a big gulp, Felicia said, “Yes, Mistress.” She knows I did. How does she know? Was she watching the whole time? That’s it. She’s been watching. 
Joanie caressed Felicia’s hair. Her voice was calm and soothing. “That’s right, baby. You think you’re so sexy and wanted to tease Kiki, but just forgot one little detail. But now, I’ve got four other slaves who lied for you. They’re going to get punished for lying. The least you could have done is lie with them instead of betraying them. But then… I’d punish you for lying, wouldn’t I? Which is best? Pleasing me or protecting the other slaves?”

“Puh-puh-pleasing you, Mistress,” said Felicia. Having Mistress Joanie talk so calmly about punishment and betrayal sounded really creepy. She wasn’t fooled a bit. This was not a nice conversation. I’m in deeeep shit!
“Good choice,” Joanie said and leaned down and kissed Felicia. “Now stick your tongue out.” She leaned to kiss the errant slave again, but caught Felicia’s tongue between her teeth and pulled on it. Protesting and in pain, Felicia fought the natural instinct to rebel and kept her hands to herself. When Joanie let go, she said, “I should bite that betraying tongue right out of your head, but then you wouldn’t be such a good pussy licker anymore.”

The little mistress hauled the other three girls’ legs up a little higher and then fetched a paddle. Approaching Cindy first, she gave her mommy a hard swat. “Being their mother is your second job. Being my slave is your first. Watch out for them all you want, but don’t ever protect them from me or any of the other owners.” Making the rounds, she swatted Lori, Helen, and Kiki twice for lying. 

Since Felicia was the lightest of the slaves, Joanie was able to pull her ankles up so high that she was hanging upside down with her head a foot above the floor. Then she tied off the rope. By the time she came back with a paddle, Felicia was squirming, crying, and begging for mercy. It was almost enough punishment in itself that it gave Joanie pause, but she knew what she had to do. Still being gentle, she caressed the very exposed bare bottom. “Your new name is Tease. Stop crying! Be quiet and listen. Your new name is Tease. You should like that name because it’s what you are. Calm down and listen. From now on, you have my permission to tease any of the other slaves, Master Paul, and me any chance you get. Not the other masters and mistresses, though. That doesn’t mean it was OK to tease Kiki before. You’re about to be spanked for disobeying me… well, really for doing something without permission. Do you understand, Tease?”
“Yeh-yeh-yes, M-m-mistress,” sniffed Felicia. 

“Do you agree you should be punished?”

What? Do I agree? Yeah, I should be I guess. “Yeh-yes, Mistress.”

“How about a swat for every second you had your clothes all the way off?”
“M-mistress, that…that was a… a long time.”

“How long? How many seconds?”

“Um… um… maybe two min… um… 120 seconds.”

“It was 48 seconds,” said Joanie. “So, 48 swats sound fair?” 

She was watching! “Um… umm… n-n-n… that’s a lot, Mistress. Yeh-yes, Mistress… if… if that’s what you… you want… it’s f-fair.”
“Good,” said Joanie and swatted the cute little bare bottom hard. She delivered five hard swats as Felicia screamed in pain. The little slave couldn’t believe she could even survive 48 of those and then Joanie stopped. “That’s what I think is fair,” said the mistress. 

“Mistress?”

“What?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Don’t be sorry, be obedient, Tease.”

“Mistress?”

“What is it, Tease?” Joanie said with a touch of exasperation. 
“I love you, Mistress.”

“That’s sweet, now be quiet if you want me to let you down.” She walked to the wall and untied the rope and lowered Tease gently. The mistress was quite happy with how things turned out. She’d finally learned what made Felicia tick. Returning to Tease, she lowered her pussy to the waiting mouth. Spanking a slave made her excited and in a couple of minutes, she felt the approach of a nice orgasm. 
“Mistress, you taste good and your pussy is the prettiest. I like licking you.”

“Dammit, Tease, I was almost there. Don’t stop.” 

Yeah, right, thought Tease. You said I could tease. She returned to lapping at her favorite pussy in the world. As it sounded like Joanie was close again, she said, “I really do love you, Mistress. Being your slave and all.”
“Tease! Dammit, that was gonna be a good one. I told you not to stop.”

OK, better not press it the first time, thought Tease. She nibbled on her mistress swollen clit and lapped at the juices, taking Joanie higher and higher. This time Joanie was squirming and moaning with desire, so she finished off her mistress. It sounded like a really good one, too. 

As Joanie leaned to the side to bask in the warm glow of a wonderful orgasm, she wondered how to punish a slave who’d stopped twice even after being told not to stop especially since it heightened her pleasure. No matter that a nice pleasant orgasm turned into a wonderful one, Tease had no right to disobey. “Tease, I just spanked you for being disobedient. What was with you stopping? Doesn’t matter that you made me cum, you have to be punished all over again.”
“No, Mistress Joanie,” said Cindy. She continued despite the glare from her powerful daughter. “Tease teased you. You said she could.”

“I didn’t mean…” She glared at Tease and caught just a hint of a sly smile, tentative as the slave hung between delight at her performance and fear of punishment. “I did, didn’t I?” She couldn’t help but smile as Tease’s smile broadened. Moving closer to Tease, she let her slave hold her. It just felt right as the afterglow of sex faded. She’s not just sucking up. She does love me. 
In a few minutes, Joanie shook off the brief tender moment. “Everybody get dressed. Getting close to dinner.” She untied her mom’s legs and said, “You untie everybody else and I’ll be back. Stay here until I come to get you.” She headed for the door and then stopped. “Tease, you can’t be teasing all the time. So, no teasing during meals. No teasing after I say good night. No leaving a room after I say stay here. I mean, you can’t come looking for me or Paul or other slaves just to tease somebody. And, I mean, no teasing after I say good night unless you’re in bed with me or Paul.” She opened the door and paused again. “I’ve created a monster,” she said shaking her head as she left. 
The five were all buoyed by the connection that Tease seemed to have forged with their mistress. They all knew their mistress as strict, often playful, and sometimes unpredictable. Punishments were quick and severe, but meted out fairly, rewards were given often, and they were just as likely to be pleasantly surprised by Joanie’s unpredictably as not.   

When Joanie returned, she said, “Mommy, go fix lunch for 12. That’s you five, the nigger slaves, me, and Paul. The others are playing with the new toys. I want a tuna sandwich. Paul wants ham and cheese. Fix ten peanut butter and jelly and cut them in bites. Lori, go help her. Plates for me and Paul. And chips. And Pepsi. Separate bowls on the table for each of you and water. One big bowl with five sandwiches in it on the floor for the Kimbes. And one big bowl of water.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Cindy and Lori. 

As they headed to the door, Joanie said, “Hang on a sec.” She eyed the clothes on the floor. “Yeah, just go like that. Kiki gets clothes, but not you.”
Finally, she untied Kiki. “You look so nice in your cute little outfit, Kiki. God damn, does it turn me on to dress my big brother up like a schoolgirl or any girl. You got a hard on under there? Happy to please me? Like being my dress up doll?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Kiki. It was all true. She could just melt under the powerful gaze of her mistress and leave nothing behind but a naughty boy part. There was a part of Kevin that screamed out how wrong this was. She’s my little sister and she makes me do the most disgusting stuff. I’m bigger. I could stop her. But, there was much more of a slave in Kevin and right now she was Kiki, sublimely humiliating herself and totally thrilled at the idea. It was simply spectacular when Joanie teased her about it. Big brother dressed like a schoolgirl for little sister. Makes me want to cum, but it’s not allowed. Oh yeah, big brother begging to little sister just to cum. Makes me want to cum even more. 
“Tease, do what you do best. Let’s see if you can get Kiki to cum without touching that naughty boy part. Tease my slutty brother until she can’t take it and she just explodes all over the place.” With a big smile, Tease approached her victim. “Kiki, you may cum if you can. No touching that cute little cock in your panties.”

Just thinking about what Tease might do made Kiki even more excited. “What you got under that skirt, big brother?” asked Tease. “Got a hard on for our mistress? Let me see.” She lifted the front of Kiki’s skirt. “Wow, who the hell gets that excited for her little sister?” Kiki blushed at the idea. Tease was only his sister since this afternoon. She was and she wasn’t. Mostly she was a hot little girl ready to play with him. 
Joanie sat in a chair and motioned Helen over. Pointing at her pussy, Joanie said, “Get busy, prick.” She watched Tease with occasional glances at the tongue in her pussy. Look at Kiki responding to the teasing… eating it up… better because it’s Tease? Does she like watching her more than watching Lori? She does, doesn’t she? Big brother has a thing for me… Tease looks like me… her body anyway. Gawd, she likes little girls. Hope she grows out of that… she will. I’ll always be her dream girl… her mistress. 
After her first orgasm, Joanie turned her attention on Helen, but only to try to figure out where Helen fit. She’s always been reluctant… not part of the group, like she’s just here without really fitting in… Theresa said she likes it in the ass… hmmm, I’ll have to try that. Maybe I’ll get her to show her true self and then I’ll change her name… something cuter than prick. 
With Kiki whining in desperation, Joanie had a second orgasm and then said, “Tease, go to the cabinet behind me and get a paper cup.” Taking the interruption in stride, Tease got a cup and waited for something more. “Jack her off into the cup.” That took about 10 seconds. 

“Tease, bring me the cup. I want all three of you kneeling in front of me,” Joanie instructed her slaves as she stood. With the cup of Kiki’s cum, she looked down at the three slaves. “Who wants to drink the cum?”

“Me, I do, Mistress,” said Tease instantly. I’ll bet it’s the one who says it last that gets it. Prick is gonna get it.
“Make me drink it, Mistress,” said Kiki. 

As her Mistress’ eyes fell on her, prick reluctantly said, “Yes, Mistress, I will, too.”

“Only one of you sounds like you want to,” Joanie looked at Tease. “One of you wants me to make her,” she added looking at Kiki. Then she looked at prick. “And one of you is gonna get it. Open up, prick. Stick your tongue out.”
“Yes, Mistress,” said prick dejectedly. When will I learn? I just can’t bring myself to sound happy about it. She stuck her tongue out and watched as Joanie held the cup six inches over her mouth where she could easily see it. The cup slowly tipped. It was pointed nearly straight down when she saw the first dollop of thick cum hanging on the rim of the cum. 

“Damn, I love the look on your face, prick,” said Joanie. “Here it comes.” The cum ran out as a strand from cup to tongue and Joanie moved the cup around to coat the 11-year-old’s tongue. It slowly rolled down her tongue into her waiting mouth. “Don’t swallow until I say so. Don’t even pull your tongue in.” Pouring out slowly, it seemed like there was more cum than there actually was. Joanie coated her slave’s tongue twice and then wiped her finger in the cup to pushed the last bit out. 

“What a lucky slave,” said Joanie with a smile. “Kiki and Tease did all the work and you get the best part. Waggle that tongue around. See how much she likes cum?” she said to the other two slaves. “Now you can swallow it.” After prick’s big swallow, Joanie put her finger in prick’s mouth to clean it off. 

“Follow me. Let’s go see about lunch.” She led the trio to the eating area. Paul and his slaves had been waiting a quarter of an hour. The Master was eating half of his ham and cheese sandwich and making his slaves wait. With all of them present, Joanie and Paul sat and Joanie had a couple of bites before she told her slaves to sit. A couple of bites later she told them she could eat. 

Once Joanie’s five slaves were eating, Paul said, “One bowl of food and one bowl of water. You niggers can eat now. No hands. And share. Everybody gets sixteen bites. You don’t have to eat all sixteen. If there’s any left, the others can split it. Eat.”

Wondering why the other slaves got to eat at the table, the humiliated Kimbes took turns at the food and water. They were ravenous and the single meal forced them to take their time rather than wolf it down. When their Master asked if they had enough to eat, Jan answered, “No, Master, may the girls have more? They’re growing girls.”
“You may all have more,” said Paul. He held up five playing cards. “Mistress Joanie and I have decided to set a pecking order.” Dealing the five cards out so each of the slaves at the table got one, he said, “Don’t look at them yet. This is how it will work. The cards are ace through five. Ace is low. Each of you will be given your own nigger slave to take care of and use. Whoever has the ace gets Falina. Two is Keesha. Three is Leena. Four is Jan and five is Harry.”

Joanie took over to explain further. “Taking care of a slave means making sure the slave gets enough food and water, is properly restrained, gets bathroom breaks but no more often than every six hours, is bathed and clean, and behaves properly. Using a slave means doing whatever you want to your slave, except that neither of you may cum. Obviously, Master Paul and I are in charge, so you’ll only take care of or use your slave when we’re not. The five of you now have permission to use the bathroom without asking, but no more often than every four hours.”
Slave to a slave, thought Jan. How much more miserable can they make this? What if I end up with one of those kids in charge of me? Just how will a slave use me?  

The young mistress and master had decided that taking care of ten slaves was too much for them. Just to humiliate the Kimbe’s, they were placed under the care of another slave while the other five slaves were given more latitude. “Anything I missed, Paul?” asked Joanie. 

“Just one thing, Joanie,” said Paul. “When Mistress Joanie said you will make sure your slave is properly restrained… you are not allowed to use ropes. You may use cuffs, stocks, gags, cages… anything that simply locks.”

Holy shit, 60% chance I end up belonging to a little white girl, thought Harry. Fuck, I think I’ll have an eternal hard on if that happens. I’ve got young masters and mistresses, but to belong to another slave? A little white girl? Jesus H. Christ… full-time, one-on-one attention… just turns me on to think about it. 

“Yeah, no ropes,” nodded Joanie. “Your slaves are still hungry. Here are some cheese and peanut butter crackers and water bottles. You will feed your slave until it’s full. Cindy slut, who do you have?” Hmm, I need a new name for her and for Lori, not just prick. 
Turning over her card, Cindy said, “Mistress, I have a three, so I have Leena.” She eyed the 14-year-old imagining being in charge for the first time in years. One by one, the top slaves turned over their cards. Harry belonged to prick, Jan to Kevin, Keesha to Lori, and Falina to Tease. Taking their responsibility seriously, the white slaves fed the nigger slaves one cracker at a time with frequent sips of water for the dry mouthfuls. 
Helen couldn’t ignore the huge erection on her slave. He’s the one that likes being made fun of… humiliated. Guess this turns him on. She amused herself by waving each cracker in front of him for a few seconds to show her newfound control and then letting him have it. I think this might just be fun.
“Harry, Leena, and Falina, come with me,” said Paul when the slaves had all had their fill. He led  away those three.

“Cindy slut, Tease, and prick, come with me,” said Joanie. 
That left Lori and Kiki free to do what they wanted with their two charges, which, of course, was what the two owners intended. Lori eyed the girl known for her pussy licking skills while Kiki considered what to do with her very own pain slut. Considering none of them were allowed orgasms, the two were at a loss. They hardly knew any other way to treat a slave other than for their own pleasure. 
“Master, you…” said Jan.

Kiki cut her off with a finger to her lips. “Don’t tell me what to do or not to do. I’ll probably end up doing just what you don’t want. And don’t call me master, call me… miss. Just miss or Miss Kiki.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jan. She had been about to suggest that they do nothing at all, but it was clear the two top slaves wanted to do something. 

Lori snorted in derision at her little brother’s choice of what to be called. “Miss Kiki?”

“Mistress left me dressed like this, so until she says otherwise…” she shrugged. Then she brightened, “A bath. Mistress said we should bathe and clean them. Let’s do that.”
“All four of us?” asked Lori.

“Well, I meant me and Jan and you and Keesha, but there are big tubs and we could all fit.”

“OK,” agreed Lori. “But you wash yours and I’ll wash mine, then we’ll wash. What do you think about that?” she asked the slaves. 

“That sounds very nice, miss,” said Jan. She wanted to explore the underground maze. There had to be a door out and had thoughts of escape. The legal consequences would be overwhelming for her and her family, but they’d just vanished off the face of the earth and she didn’t like that. However, she agreed to the bath since she didn’t want to run straight away to the door. She wanted the owners occupied and off guard. 
“Heckuva lot better than what I thought we were gonna do… I mean with Master Paul,” said Keesha. “I didn’t know what to expect with you, miss.”

Lunch for Barbara, Erin, and Melinda was a far cry from the breakfast they’d enjoyed, their last meal in freedom. Barbara simply had a glob of oatmeal dumped on the floor. Princess ate her oatmeal from a dog bowl. Erin had a feedbag strapped to her face, finding it nearly impossible to eat her oatmeal. Chained in a stall, she had to press the bag against the wall to push the bottom to her mouth so she could lip up her meal. Knowing she needed her strength, she was the only who didn’t balk at eating and so, she was the only one who wasn’t forced to eat.  
Out of pleas, Barbara was silent as she was prepared for her afternoon session. Naked, her arms were tied to the ceiling and a rope ran from around her waist through her pussy and then up to the ceiling, forcing her up on her toes with her ass out for a spanking. She thought a spanking was not in the cards though since her ass was almost touching the wall behind her. Lisa clamped and weighted the pain toy’s nipples. Then, the mistress inserted the same vibrator that had driven Jenny to multiple forced orgasms the day before. The twin pronged vibrator slid up her ass and in her pussy and pressed against her clit. 
“More pain toy training,” she told her friend. “After one of the slaves had this in her pussy for the evening, I think she’s hot for 10-year-old boys because she came over and over for him. For you, it’ll make you hot for pain, but it’ll take longer than just one afternoon. That hurt yet?”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said. Finally getting the nerve to argue though she knew it was pointless, she said, “Please, Mistress Lisa, let us go. I don’t want to like pain. At least tell me why you’re doing this. It can’t be just a whim. What did I do?”

“Yes, it can be just a whim,” said Lisa. “I saw the chance to get the three of you down here and knew my friends would love to have you stay and play. You didn’t do anything except get in the car with me today. Lured you down here knowing you’d stay forever. I suppose it doesn’t help knowing that you, Erin, and Melinda are all sexy as hell. I even get more of a charge out of it knowing I’m doing this to my friends.”

Fuck, no! Don’t say it’s a whim. For God’s sake, all I did was get in the car? How long has she been planning this? Jesus, I don’t want another girl telling me I’m sexy as hell when she means that turns her on. “Oh, God, no,” she whined at Lisa’s final words. Of all the things she’d heard and done today, those words told her she had no leverage to bargain, cajole, or beg her way out. Her “friend” enjoyed making her into a pain toy and the betrayal made it twice as bad. 
“I’ve trained six slaves now and I’m addicted to the thrill of being in control, so you’re really screwed. What I really like is training a new one. Then I’ll get tired of you and find a new one.” She turned on the twin vibrators. “You’ll love this.” Finally, Lisa turned on a machine attached to the wall behind the slave. Barbara hadn’t even paid attention to it until now. Situated right behind the coed, the device simply rotated so two soft leather pads smacked her ass, one for each cheek that struck on the down stroke. It wasn’t painful, just a soft tap, tap, tap as the pads brushed against her bare ass about once a second.
At first, Barbara tried to look over her shoulder at the light spanking. She could barely see the device out of the corner of her eye. It was too much of a strain, so she faced forward again. 

To the quizzical look on her friend’s face, Lisa said, “You’ll understand soon enough. Have fun,” she added as she left the room. 

Left alone, Barbara could only wonder how long before her Mistress came back. Her feet and legs strained in that position and she knew that would hurt before long. The rope dug into her pussy, already hurting if she relaxed down off her toes, and her nipples hurt. Then the tap, tap, tap on her ass got her attention. Light as the blows were, the repetitive spanking always in the same place was irritating. Then it was painful. She tried to move away or side to side, but the rope kept her gradually reddening ass lined up perfectly. When it went up to very painful, she whined at the door. “Please, Mistress Lisa, come back. It hurts like hell. Come back and turn it off please. For God’s sake, this is inhuman.”

A minute later, she noticed the tingle in her pussy as the vibrator hummed away front and rear. “Please! I don’t want to be a pain toy!”

The helpless girl would have been mortified to know that no one was even watching her. Her legs ached, her pussy and nipples hurt, and her ass was excruciating and in the middle of all that, she launched into the first of many forced orgasms. 

At the 30 minute point, Lisa came in to remove the nipple clamps. “For God’s sake, Mistress, don’t leave me again.” 

Lisa unclamped Barbara’s nipples. “How many so far?”

The new slave knew exactly what Lisa wanted to know. How many orgasms so far? “Five, Mistress. Five and it hurts too much.” As Lisa walked to the door, she shrieked, “No, don’t go! I’ll do anything!” The door shut and she was alone again. 

Another 30 minutes passed and Lisa came in and reattached the clamps. Barbara was hanging by her wrists, her toes had given out so she was essentially riding the rope between her legs. Hoarse from screaming, she said nothing. Lisa lowered her so she could stand flatfooted. She didn’t want to rub the pain toy raw and bleeding. She also lowered the spanking machine so it stayed on target. “How many?”

“I uhknow,” mumbled Barbara. “Lots.” At least 12, but not 20. 
“Give me another one,” said Lisa, patting Barbara’s cheek. “Do it for me.” About a minute later, the bound girl tensed and grunted. “Uh oh, not a very good one.” Lisa stopped the spanking machine and removed the vibrator. “Rest now,” she said and left again. 
Not far away, Erin had another session of prancing and whinnying. She was pissed at their insistence on perfection. Hard as she tried, it was such a strain that she wouldn’t lift her leg high enough, she’d wobble, or she’d whinny just a little less than enthusiastic. After two hours, she blew the two men, orgasming for each of them. She could already see that given the choice between prancing and sucking, she’d choose sucking as the lesser of two evils. Will there come a time when I like sucking? When I like prancing? How long before they make me do a horse? Or were they all kidding about that?
Three men fucked Princess and she didn’t cum once. Not that she wanted to, but she didn’t want the dogs to be the only thing that felt good. Gonna find out now, she thought as the two Rottweilers padded into the room on the heels of Steve Evans. “Hammer, kisses,” he said and sat down to watch. He and Theresa watched for a couple of minutes, making sure Princess gave some tongue back and then Theresa removed Princess’ mask. When the kisses didn’t stop, the puppy girl felt like she was deep throating the dog’s long, disgusting tongue. 
“Sit, Hammer,” said Steve. He put the mask back on Princess. “I like it better when you look like a real puppy for the big boy.” With that done, he said, “Sit up, Princess.” The master put her in position by tipping her back on her haunches where she looked like a dog begging for a treat and her soft underbelly of tits and pussy were exposed. “Stay, Princess,” he commanded in the same tone he’d used to tell Hammer to sit. “Sledge, lick-lick.”

Now the other big dog approached her and she stiffened. What now? What’s he going to lick? Oh, fuck no… my tits… slobbering all over my tits. “Ah, ah, ah,” she gave sharp little gasps as the licking turned to nipping. My God, it looks like he’s sucking on my nipples. 

Steve laughed first and then Theresa joined in. “Getting a little excited, Princess,” she taunted the puppy girl. “Your nipples are getting hard. Feel a special tingle for your big doggy boy?”
“Uh uh,” grunted the ring-gagged coed. My nipples are getting hard, but not because I’m excited. He’s just… doing it as good as any boy ever did… and that’s just wrong. The fondling and sucking did send her body the wrong message, but she wasn’t going to admit that it was stimulating. Then, to her horror, Sledge dropped down and licked her pussy. “Huh… awwww… hah ih.” She squirmed as she realized the dog was trained not just to lick her pussy, but her clit. 

Actually he was trained to lick the little metal nubbin that covered her clit. The insistent tongue would never be enough to make her cum, but after a couple of minutes, she couldn’t deny her body’s excited reaction. Watching her squirm, Theresa said, “Having fun now, Princess? You’ll love this movie. Ooo, ooo, yes, lick me, big boy. Ravish my body. You ready for a fun time with Hammer? Or do you want to start with your lover, Sledge, this time?”

Neither. Send them both away. Make this nightmare stop. Fuck me, it’s not which one, but which one first? I’m gonna blow one and get fucked by the other again. 

“Sledge, sit,” said Steve. The two of them position Princess over the stand and fixed her in place on her knees and elbows with her ass forced into the air. “I’m gonna tell him. One little command. As much as you don’t want to hear it, in a few days or weeks, you’ll want me to say it. Little puppy girl pussy just waiting for a doggy cock. It’s all wet and drippy this time, right? Sledge got you going? I’ll bet he did.”

“What are you thinking,” cut in Theresa. “Please, don’t do it again? Or maybe… it’s a fucking dog, I hate it, and I’m gonna hump like a bitch in heat anyway? Or would you like it to be someone else getting nailed by Hammer? Oh, I got it. You’re hoping we don’t laugh this time. Hoping we don’t get all excited and cum just watching you. Well, you just wiggle that cute little ass, puppy girl, because Hammer’s coming to town.”

“Hammer, fuck,” said Steve. For the second time that day, Princess felt the dog’s paws grip her waist, his weight rest on her, and his huge cock probe into her pussy and then sink to its full depth. “God Almighty, there is nothing like watching a helpless girl wishing to be anywhere but under Hammer as that cock slides home. Bam, fucked by a dog. Bet you’d do anything for me to get him to stop and there’s nothing I want except to watch our new puppy girl get it.”
Struggling mightily, Princess wanted to break free and rip them limb from limb. How sick are you? How can you enjoy watching this? How can you let a dog fuck me when you know how much I hate it? You have no right! I’ll get you for this if it’s the last thing I do. Fuck, I feel so horrible… so used… so helpless… so angry… so frustrated. This is just unfair! Oh hell, get him off me. Shit, I’m gonna cum, aren’t I? She wasn’t there yet, but she could feel the tingle in her body as her clit was stimulated by the dog powered clit cover. He pounded faster than any of her boyfriends. It was undeniably arousing no matter how much she wished otherwise. 
Looking at Theresa, she saw the smile on the woman’s face. I’m doing it again, aren’t I? Humping away with him and moaning. Gonna make a great movie. Such a big cock. If I found a man hung like this, I’d keep him. Such power and energy. She tore her eyes away from the mistress because she didn’t want to be looking in Theresa’s eyes as she came. “Ahhhhh, oohhhhhh,” she moaned as a huge orgasm filled her. “Huh, huh, huh, huh,” she panted in rhythm to the dog’s thrusts. Dammit, he did it. Made me cum. Can’t help it. 

What was worse, Hammer was still pounding her. He hadn’t cum yet and wouldn’t stop until he did. His body was hot and heavy and she could feel his sweat. The big cock felt so wonderful. With relief, she felt him tense and cum and then a second orgasm rocked her as he thrust, his hot cum filled her, and his knot buried in her. So full… so full… God, it’s too big. She bucked under him, trying to dislodge the knot, but looked like she was trying to encourage the dog to hump her all over again. 
Finally, the Rottweiler pulled out and walked off to lie down, panting heavily from the exertion. Theresa let Princess rest a few minutes and then said, “You want to argue over sucking Sledge or just get on with it?”

Fuck you, bitch. What’s the point in arguing if they’ll rip my tits off? Looking defiant, she stared down her Mistress as Theresa removed her mask and ring gag. Her Mistress asked again and the beaten girl looked down at the floor. “Just… just get on with it, Mistress.”
Theresa laughed at her. “Yeah, having a Rottweiler mad at you is pretty convincing. Never seen anyone say no the second time.”
From behind her, Princess heard Steve laugh. “No, but I’ve had one say no to this part of the second time.” What? What part? What more do you want? “The command is Sledge, blow job and I want you to give him the command. Say it firm so he knows you mean it.” She looked at him in disbelief. “Or, he can convince you.”
Suck the dog. Now they want me to ask for it? As if he knew what was coming, Sledge paced in front of her. She could see his cock peeking out of its sheath. There was simply no place to go and no option except issue the perverse command. “Sledge, blow job,” she said. 

“I’ll give you one more chance,” said Steve when the dog didn’t react to her tentative command. His voice was a low growl. “Say it like you mean it or he’ll convince you and you’ll say it like you mean it anyway.”

“Sledge, blow job,” snapped the helpless puppy girl. With a mixture of relief and dismay, she watched the dog lie down and roll to his back. She stared at the tip of the cock, the sheath, and the balls. 

“Waiting for an engraved invitation?” whispered Theresa, the sound grabbed Princess’ attention more than a normal voice. 
Waiting for somebody to say I really, really have to do it. Shit, I don’t want to do it all on my own. Nevertheless, she reached down and licked the dog’s hairy sheath and licked and sucked on his balls like she had the first time. For God’s sake, when did it come to this? I can’t protect myself. So helpless I don’t dare argue, so now I’m sucking a dog cock after only implied threats. It’s the most disgusting thing I’ve ever done and I’m doing it without complaint. Fuck, I’m doing it just to entertain them. Licking and mouthing the Rotty’s sheath and licking the red veined monster that slipped gradually out, she managed to get his cock all the way out. Don’t remember working that hard last time. 
Gagging, Princess licked the slime off Sledge’s cock and then took him in her mouth gingerly. Gonna make a dog happy. I’ve never even sucked a guy like I did Sledge this morning. Gonna get more of that. Oh God, I shouldn’t do it. But I have to. Look at me opening my mouth and sucking in a dog’s cock. What would anybody say if they saw this… mom and dad… old boyfriends… girlfriends… watching me blow a dog. Try as she might, she couldn’t keep an eye on Steve and work the cock a couple of inches into her mouth at the same time. It wouldn’t have mattered anyway. Forewarned by last time and with a wary eye out this time, she still felt the dog surge upward and her head wouldn’t move. A hand kept her head down. 

This time, though, it was Theresa’s voice who taunted her and so she assumed it was the mistress’ hand that pinned her head down as the cock went from comfortable to much too deep. She gagged, choked, and finally drew a deep breath as the cock retreated only to come plunging back down the tight tunnel of her throat. “Sweet,” said Theresa. “He really appreciates a good cocksucking bitch. This here cock has never been in a pussy, canine or otherwise. His only release for his instinctive animal urge is a puppy girl’s mouth. Your mouth today and for years to cum. Get that cock, bitch. Suck it for him. Looks like you’re really enjoying yourself.”

With the cock pistoning in and out of her throat, Princess did the only thing she could do… breathe when his cock was out. Aside from that, she was along for the ride. Then she felt a buzz at her clit and a tingle in her body as Steve put a specially designed vibrator to the metal cover over her clit. The result was the same as if Hammer was fucking her and, literally, pulling her chain. The sudden arousal shocked her and she lost it again. The cock was big and powerful and she came hard even before it unloaded in her mouth. After the dog’s cock spasmed and filled her with cum, she was in a daze and then, with the taste of his cum in her mouth, she came again. 

As she came to her senses, Steve was saying, “… natural reaction to the shock, but it sure looks like she’s enjoying it.” Enjoying what? Looks like I’m enjoying sucking dog cock? My God, I came twice. If that’s the measure of enjoyment, then I am such a puppy slut… puppy girl… fuck it, I’m a normal girl being fucked by sick sadists. I’m totally screwed. 
Forced to watch the movie afterwards, Princess was shocked to the core. Right after Steve said, “…there’s nothing I want except to watch our new puppy girl get it,” even she thought she looked like she was enjoying the fuck – rocking with the dog and moaning. It wasn’t that soon. It was later, wasn’t it? I was surprised by the orgasm, not helping. Then the blowjob was nothing short of traumatic. She couldn’t even hear the low voices of master and mistress, so it looked like she commanded Sledge on her own and then did the deed. I asked for it. I did it. Aside from Theresa’s hand behind her head, it looked like she was having the time of her life. And Mistress Theresa’s hand was there longer, wasn’t it?! “Oh, my God,” she gasped right at the end. “I came twice. I fucking came twice. Four times in all. I’m… I can’t believe… how could you… my God, I felt good… enjoyed it… came and came.” I’ve never cum four times so quickly… six times today with the dogs. 

Theresa chuckled. “Kiki only fought the second time, too. Next time you’ll love it. Princess,” she tousled the puppy’s hair. “Next time do the blowjob right… deep throat that doggie cock without somebody holding your head down or else.” 
Leading Harry, Keesha, and Falina into a training room, the first thing Paul did was to tie Harry securely. In short order, Harry had his legs bent in half and tied with his feet pressing against his ass and his arms tied behind him. “Want to show the girls how good you suck cock?” asked the young master as he stood nearly close enough for the bound man to do just that. 

“No, Master,” said Harry. Of course he’d do it and he’d get hard as a rock, too. But he didn’t want to do it and that’s precisely why he would get hard. 

“Maybe later,” said Paul. “Wait here.” 

Alone with the two girls, Paul gave them instructions. “Your sister, Leena, knows how to humiliate daddy. I hope you’ve paid attention to what she says and does to make him harder and harder. You’re going to learn to do the same thing, so that any of you can get a rise out of him. You have to tease him about being naked in front of you, being helpless, being such a wimp. Then you tease him about getting hard, about wanting to cum, about wanting you, about wanting to suck my cock.” He gave them a few specific examples and then took them back to daddy. 

“Jeez, daddy,” said Falina. “When I was little I never expected to see you naked and now I can check you out all I want. All tied up so I can see everything. Let a 12-year-old boy tie you up just for me.” What the fuck? Yeah, she can see it all. Daddy would never have let her see him naked, but now she gets to look any time she wants. Oh, God, does that turn me on. Yeah, baby, check out daddy. I can’t stop you. 
“And me,” said Keesha, noticing daddy’s cock was already on the rise. “I think you like being naked for little girls, especially your daughters. Like that? Naked for me? Jeez, I’m only 12 and Falina’s only 10, but you’re letting us look all we want. Not just letting us look, but showing us what a big fucking hard on looks like on our daddy.” God Almighty, I see what’s going on. They want to make me hard. No, I don’t like being naked for you. It’s wrong, but fuck, they can talk me right into hard on. Yeah, look at daddy’s big fucking hard on. Just for you. Naughty daddy has to show you my arousal. 
 “God, daddy, stop that,” said Falina. “Don’t let me see that big cock. Don’t get all excited and hard for us. You want to show us more? Show us how a man cums? Want to wrap your fist around it and jerk off for us. What’s that white stuff on the tip of your cock? Ooo, daddy, I think you’d like to put that in my pussy. Want to fuck a 10-year-old? Won’t be my first.” God, look at her all naked for me. Ten-years-old and she’s buck assed naked and sexy as anything. Yeah, daddy is big and hard for you. Just give me a free hand and you’ll see daddy cum. Fuck you? Yes, God Almighty, yes. Sweet little bald pussy. He whined at the thought. Did it right in front of me this morning. Throbbing. Need. Cum. For them. 
The two girls were his flesh and blood, his own daughters humiliating him. Yet, they were legally Lisa’s daughters now and there were different rules. He had no authority to tell them to stop. In fact, under Lisa’s rules, the two were being good girls. Taunted by the girls he and his wife had raised from birth, the humiliation was sublime. Unable to stop his daughters from teasing him, the frustration was a keen blade that cut to the core of his sexual arousal. There came a time when the rational man surrendered to his desire for abuse.   

 “Yeah, you want to cum,” Keesha picked up the teasing. “Want me to do it? Jack you off?” Harry nodded. “Would you really like to show us what a naughty daddy does? Know what I want to see? I don’t want to see you cum. I want to see Master Paul cum. And I want to see him do it in your mouth. You’d do that for us, wouldn’t you, daddy? Just for us would you beg for Master Paul’s cock?” Yes, grab it and jerk me off. Make naughty daddy spew. Dammit, watch me cum, not Master Paul. Not in my mouth. God, don’t make me suck cock in front of you again. For God’s sake, they want to watch me do that? So excited… so hot… want them so bad… yeah, I’ll beg for his cock.
Paul interrupted with his own taunt. “We gave your wife to a slave. What do you think about that? She’s got a 12-year-old white boy slave in charge of her. Wonder what he’s doing with her. Maybe she’s doing some of her own cocksucking. And I’ve got these two.” He reached around each girl to cup a tit. “I could do anything I want to them and just have you watch. What kind of daddy would let a boy use his daughters? What I’d like is to see you fuck your 10-year-old. She’s a good fuck. Want to fuck her? Want to be a naughty daddy? Want a piece of her now that she’s broken in? You’d do it if I told you to, but I want you to ask. Damn, I think that’s the biggest I’ve ever seen it. Just at the thought of poking the forbidden pussy.”

Fuck, I forgot about Jan. Slave to a slave. To another 12-year-old boy. What’s he doing to her? And my daughters. Make me watch while you abuse them. God, I’d cum in a second. Just touch me. Use them. I can’t stop you. Don’t want to watch, but I will. Fuck Falina? My baby? No, I don’t. Yes, I do. How thrilling would that be to nail her when I know how wrong it is. Forbidden. Taboo. Fuck that tight little pussy.

He paused to let Harry ask, but Falina cut in. “Daddy, do you really want to fuck me? Mommy’s off getting some, so how about you get some. I want daddy inside me.” Yeah, baby, I want you. God, they’ll get it on tape and watch it. I want them to own me so bad. I want everybody to watch me fuck my baby. God, my cock is so hard it hurts.
“Yes, Master,” said Harry. “May this slave fuck his daughter. Make me fuck her. Make me shove my cock in that tight pussy. Don’t tease me anymore. I’m begging you.” So humiliating I’m about to lose my mind. 

“Well, I don’t think a daddy should fuck his little girl,” said Paul. “However, just this once… I’ve got a compromise. You can fuck her.” This was exactly where he wanted to be with the three. He picked up the strap on dildo lying on the table. The slender realistic cock was the color and size of Paul’s erect cock, just right for Falina’s little pussy. One side was a four inch cock and the other end was a ball gag with a strap. He put the ball in Harry’s mouth and secured it in place with the strap and then laid the big man forward on his stomach. 
“On your back, Falina, with your legs spread for daddy,” said Paul. “Daddy, stick that face cock in that pretty little 10-year-old pussy and fuck it until she cums.”

Falina lay down with her legs spread and scooted up to where the cock pressed against her slit. “Oh, yeah, white boy cock, just what I like,” said Falina when the 5th grade finally saw the implication of the white cock sticking out of her daddy’s face. 
“You thought you were going to get to fuck her with your cock?” said Paul. “It’s too big for her and you’d probably enjoy that tight pussy too much. Now give her the only cock she’s gonna get for a while… white boy cock.”

God Almighty, yes, I did think for a second he was going to make me fuck her and I wanted to. Pump me up and then yank it out from under me. Fuck her with my face. Jesus, I can already smell her sweet perfume. Harry rubbed the head of the cock up and down Falina’s slit, making it slick with her juices. Then he put the head to the entrance to her womb and slowly worked it in until his nose was buried in the source of her arousing aroma. When he pulled back out, it was like spilling the perfume all over and he inhaled the heavenly scent. 

“Daddy?” said Keesha in all innocence. “Are you smelling her?”

In the midst of the sexually charged atmosphere focused on his deliberate humiliation, the surprise in Keesha’s voice was out of place. And it was more humiliating than anything. Caught sniffing my daughter’s pussy. Jesus, I was, wasn’t I? Smelling and enjoying. Caught by my 12-year-old. Why did she have to say anything? 
“He was,” said Falina, adding her own innocent wonder at what he’d done. 

Paul laughed at a moment that couldn’t possibly have been rehearsed. Then Keesha and Falina joined in. “Sniffing me,” laughed Falina. “Do I smell good down there, daddy?”

Burning with shame, Harry drove the cock back inside the little girl and shifted his weight to give his throbbing cock more room. For several strokes, he thrust in, pulled out, and inhaled deeply. Inches from her pussy, he could see nothing but the slick little pussy and its scent was so strong he could practically taste it as well. 

“Fuck her like Master Paul did,” said Keesha. “He’s gonna do me next… someday, I hope. Then you can have a turn sniffing me while you do just what Master Paul wants. You are such a good slave. Like you were just made to grovel and take orders and perform and all.” 

“Make her cum now,” said Paul. “Make your little girl cum with a front row seat.”
As Harry picked up the pace to drive Falina to ecstasy, the three continued to taunt him. It was hard work to fuck her with his face while tied and by the time she came several minutes later, he was soaked in sweat and exhausted. 

Paul gave the bound man a few minutes rest and in the midst of the break, an alarm went off. It beeped noisily throughout the underground complex. The boy knew what that meant, but his instructions if it went off were to ignore it since there were plenty of adults in the facility.  When it stopped a minute later, Paul rolled Harry onto his back. With the cock pointing straight up, Paul said, “Mount up, Keesha. He’s gonna fuck you in the ass now.” 

*****
“We’re gonna try a little experiment,” Joanie told Cindy, Tease, and prick. She’d already selected a new name for prick based on what Mistress Theresa told her and if all went well. “You know what this is, Tease?” She held up a strap on dildo.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Tease. 

“What is it?”

“A dildo. It goes on my face and then I can… well, I fucked prick’s butt with it once.”

“That’s partly right,” said Joanie. “It’s a dildo that straps on, but this one has longer straps and goes where a boy’s cock goes. Here, put it on. Mommy, help her.”
Turning to the other little slave, she said, “Now, prick, I hear you like it up the ass.”

Prick’s shoulders slumped as she assumed that was just what was going to happen. “Mistress, it felt good, but I didn’t really like it that much.”

“We’re going to find out,” said Joanie, picking up a length of rope. “Was Mistress Theresa lying when she said you liked it?”

“No, Mistress, but… but it felt good and she… I guess I looked like I liked it, but I don’t want to again.”

“Hands behind your back,” said Joanie. With prick’s hands behind her, Joanie looped the rope around her wrists and securely tied them. “Well, I want you to do it again so I can see if you just look like you like or if you really like it.” Finished tying, she took prick to a low table. “Bend over the table.” With prick leaning face down over the table, Joanie tied prick’s knees to the table legs, leaving her butt up and spread. 

“Mistress, I don’t want to like it,” whined prick. “It’s gross and it’s kinky and it’s embarrassing.”
“Yes, yes, and yes,” agreed Joanie, “but nobody’s making you like it. I’m just making you do it. Tease, stick it in… Mommy, you suck it first so it’s ready. Then stick it in her butt, Tease. Let’s see how excited you can make her.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said the aptly named slave as she eyed the helpless, tight ass thrust up from the low table. The twin white cheeks were the highest point on prick, making an enticing target. Remembering well how her fellow slave had reacted, she impatiently waited as Mommy licked and sucked the dildo. It had felt good to make prick cum like crazy and she wanted to do that again. So much so that she was unconcerned about her own orgasm. 
Bent over the table, prick awaited her fate with a mixture of loathing and desire. Like Tease, she could remember how good it had felt to have her fellow slave ream her ass. She couldn’t deny that she wanted that feeling again, but she hated that she wanted that fantastic feeling of pleasure, how she got it, and how much her mistress wanted her to get it that way. Fucked in the ass while my mistress watches and she knows what’s going to happen. She knows I can’t help it. 
Joanie swirled a K-Y covered fingertip around prick’s asshole and then told Tease to start. The little mistress went to the other side of the table, clasped prick’s hands so she was trapped, looked her in the eyes, and said, “This is going to be more special that you know.” What? Why is this special? Nothing I haven’t done before. 

The helpless girl felt the dildo press against her asshole. Paul had been there several times and now some of the masters had shoved their much larger cocks in the tight tunnel. This dildo was man-sized with the promise of pain and pleasure. Of all the cocks that had been up her ass, only the one wielded by Tease on the balance beam had given her that level of pleasure. The others were arousing ass fucks that made for satisfying orgasms. Already she was tingling and she was afraid she knew why. Just the thought of hard plastic shoved up her ass by another girl made her excited. Another girl! Tease! Taking me from behind. Beautiful, sexy Tease parting my cheeks, looking at my butthole, and then using it. I’m not into girls, am I? But Tease… and Joanie… and Lori… and Aurora and Jasmine… are sexy. 
For the first inch or two of penetration, prick fought the intruder and then she relaxed to the inevitable. It felt so much better that way. Bent over the table with everybody staring at my butt. Watching that cock go in more and more, deeper and deeper. Nobody trying to stop it. A cock where it doesn’t belong… between Tease’s legs. “Ohhhh,” she gasped as she felt Tease’s hips press against her ass. It was going to be good. Because it was Tease. Because of the picture in her mind of that slender girlish body with a big cock. Like the picture of a cock sticking out of Tease’s face. Because of the picture of her own ass taking inch after inch of hard plastic. This is going to be special because it’s Tease. 

Fucking prick’s ass like this was better for Tease. It had looked gross when she was inches from prick’s hole. She’d been unable to see anything else. Now she felt like a boy pleasuring a girl and she could see prick’s entire sexy body as it squirmed in front of her. She stroked in and out slowly to tease her fellow slave and gradually increased the pace. There was no need to stop or slow down to let prick’s desire fade. She knew that prick wouldn’t cum unless someone touched her clit. It was simply incredible to have the helpless girl on the edge for several minutes as she squirmed, whined, and begged for release while Joanie taunted her about her desperation. 
It started as a desire to cum and then built to a need. Prick didn’t even try to hide either, squirming and moaning as she went higher and higher. Fuck, it feels so fucking good. Please, let me cum. Just touch me. Touch my clit and I’ll cum. After a couple of minutes of suffering in her own world, she said, “Mistress, may I cum? Please, let me cum. I need it. I can’t stand it. Driving me nuts.”
“I’m not sure a slave really needs to cum,” replied Joanie. “I’m just enjoying how you squirm and whine… how that big cock keeps going in your hot little ass… how you’re getting sweaty. Don’t want that to end, but if you beg really, really good…”

The two traded begging and taunting for a couple of minutes and then Joanie started making prick say naughty things, which she did with apparent enthusiasm as she writhed on the edge of an orgasm. “I love being Joanie’s slave… I love my mistress… I love putting on sex shows… I’m a sex toy, please play with me… I’m a hot little 5th grader who begs for it in the ass…  I want all the boys at school to take a turn in my ass… I want all the girls at school to take a turn in my ass… I’m so hot, I want mommy to make me cum.”
“Get your fingers in there, Mommy, and play with that hot little slit. Make my ass slut cum. No teasing, just do it.” Getting in prick’s face, Joanie said, “Do it for me, you hot little ass slut. Show me how much you like it. Show Tease how much you like playing rough with girls.” She watched with delight as prick shuddered and squealed through a long orgasm. 
When prick was finished, Joanie said, “Come here, Mommy. Come and lick me.” She lay down with her legs spread where she could watch the pair of preteen slaves. “Prick, it’s time to thank Tease. First, suck that cock clean and then use your tongue to make her cum.” She had her first orgasm as prick deep throated the disgusting dildo and two more while Tease enjoyed her reward. 

Right after her third orgasm, an alarm went off but, like Paul, Joanie ignored it the best she could. “Don’t worry. It’s nothing,” she told the slaves. With a sigh, she told Mommy and Tease to stop. “Would you like to cum now, Mommy?”

“If Mistress would like,” said Cindy.

“Kneel on the table, spread your legs wide, and play with yourself. You do not have permission to cum… yet. I don’t want you to beg. What I want is… remember that first time you fucked Kevin in your bed and how you talked so naughty? Do that. Do it good and I’ll let you cum.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Cindy. After months of submission to her daughter, Cindy had lost all morals. That didn’t mean she liked taking orders from her youngest child or performing for the demanding mistress. It did mean she knelt on the table without question and started making slow circles around her clit. “Oh, baby, Mommy likes being naked for you. I love being naughty for you and your friends.”

Massaging her tits with her free hand, she said, “Yeah, Mommy likes being naked for little girls. Check out my tits. Feels so good to play with them while you watch. Big tits with hard nipples because I’m so turned on. I like it when you’re naked, too. Such a cute, sexy body. Your pussy tastes so good. I had fun licking your pretty pussy. I love how you taste and I love making you cum. Mommy would like to do it again. I’d lick your nipples, your pussy, your ass. God, baby, it’s so hot to play with myself while you watch. Anything you want, baby. Tie me. Spank me. Play with me. Mommy does it all for you.” 
 “If Master Paul was here, you’d suck his cock for me, wouldn’t you?” Joanie steered the slave toward a new topic. 
“Yes, oh, yes, baby. Master Paul, Kevin, Tom, or even Bounce. Luscious cocks and I’d suck them all for you. Makes me so excited just to think about playing with boys or girls. Most of all I get so excited when my little girl embarrasses Mommy. Playing with myself and knowing that I need your permission to cum. You could make me do this for hours, leaking all over myself. I’m your Mommy, but you’re in charge and I love it.” No, I don’t love it. I love how it feels. This is gonna be a good one. 
Tease and prick were astonished at the interplay. The rules had been suspended by tacit agreement. The slave was actually calling their mistress ‘baby’ and calling them ‘her friends’. Those were all true at one time and Cindy was saying it because it made Joanie more excited, but Joanie hadn’t actually given Mommy permission to say it. How did she know she could get away with it?

“I love being used. All those masters and mistresses. All those cocks and pussies. You gave me to them and you saw what I did, licking, sucking, fucking. I love it because you want me to do it all. Oh, Christ, baby, a mommy shouldn’t let her little girl watch her with men, women, boys, and girls, but your Mommy does it.” At the mercy of them all and I know Joanie watched some of it. Watched Mommy pulling a train. “Nothing but a sex toy and I love it because you make me do it. But, baby, there’s nothing better than diddling myself off for you, eating you, being naked for you, embarrassing myself for you.”
“You said you like it, but you said it’s embarrassing,” said Joanie. 

“Yes, baby, I like being your slave, but I shouldn’t like it. I shouldn’t do it, but I have to. I want to be a normal mommy with a normal family, but look at me. Naked, squirmy, juicy, hot. Playing with myself in front of you and your friends. I shouldn’t, but I get so excited. Mommy’s gonna cum so hard if you let her. I like how it feels when you embarrass me. I like being naked and performing for my little girl.”
“You want to cum?”

“Yes, Mistress, please, may I?”

“I’ll give you two minutes, Mommy. You may cum as many times as you want or you may stop anytime you want. So, show me and my friends… are you a normal mommy or are you a sex slave to your little girl? I’d like to see my Mommy cum for two minutes, but you don’t have to.”

Right on the edge, Cindy couldn’t hold off. Spurred on by the depravity of the moment, she had a tremendous orgasm that lasted 30 seconds. I should stop now. Have some control. Right here in front of her. Just rub it a little bit to calm down. She wants to see me do it again. My God, how she’s looking at me. Daring me… to stop or to go? Just one more. Just a little one. Her hand picked up speed as she locked eyes with her powerful mistress. Watch Mommy. I have control. Just one more. Because I want to. 
“God Almighty!” she yelled as a second powerful orgasm rocked her. “Mommy’s a fucking slut. Watch me, baby! One more for you, Mistress!” What the fuck? A little one… I said a little one. I do like being her slave and doing what she wants.
Joanie watched in silence as she enjoyed Mommy’s lack of control. It was intoxicating, but even more, she was happy to see Mommy getting such pleasure. It was downright fun to pleasure her slave. As the second orgasm wound down, she thought for a moment that Mommy would stop when Mommy took her tired right hand from her pussy, but then quickly replaced it with her left. She didn’t think Mommy was even aware of bringing her right hand to her mouth and sucking off the juices as her left hand got busy. 

Rising from the floor, Joanie stood in front of Mommy. “I love watching you have fun. Making yourself feel good. You said just one more, but you aren’t stopping. You can’t stop because you know I’d rather you didn’t. You know I like watching you be a total sexy hungry slut. Embarrassed? Yeah, I know how to do that to you. I know that you love it. I know that you crave it. Go ahead, cum again right in front of me. You want to stop? You should stop, but I’d be disappointed, wouldn’t I? So frig yourself like a wild woman.”
The mistress grabbed Mommy’s tits and fondled them as the woman came a third time. She’d lost track of time, but figured it had been at least two minutes. “You can’t help it. You like being mine. Try to stop. Go ahead. You can cum again if you want.” Mommy’s hand didn’t slow. “Yeah, you want to.” She leaned forward and pulled Mommy down to her and kissed her hard. “You didn’t love being owned by Mistress Theresa, but you love being mine. Now try not to cum. Go ahead, try. Mommy, I want to see you cum again. You want to embarrass yourself again?”

Mommy answered with her fourth orgasm and then traded hands. Joanie took her wrists and pulled them away from her body. “Way past two minutes, Mommy. I think you’d go forever.”
Shaking, Mommy couldn’t believe what she’d done. Bad enough that she hadn’t stopped after one or two, but she’d completely forgotten about the time limit and just kept going. She did indeed feel like she’d go forever. With that triumph, Joanie took the three slaves to the slave quarters and immobilized them there with ropes. The three slaves could only wonder why Jan was hanging in the corner in what looked like an extremely uncomfortable position until Joanie said, “That was what the alarm was for. She tried to escape. You don’t want to be her right now.”
*****
The foursome of unoccupied slaves took a leisurely bath. After soaking together, Kiki washed Jan, thoroughly enjoying the excuse to run his hands over every inch of her body. Lori washed Leena, relishing the feel of power that came from having the black girl hold still for her. The slaves then expected they’d wash their temporary master and mistress, but instead Kiki and Lori washed each other. To the brother and sister, there was no question that they’d wash each other. Lori’s favorite body was Kevin/Kiki’s and his favorite was Lori’s. 
After the bath, Jan told the other three she was going to find an exit. “You can’t,” said Kiki. “I’m in charge of you and I won’t let you.”
“You can’t get out,” said Lori. “Didn’t you pay attention on the way in?” She didn’t want to get out and she was sure Kiki didn’t either. Joanie had them under a spell that neither of them could have explained and, to top it off, they’d just been given their own slave. 
“We were blindfolded on the way in,” said Jan. “Why, what did you see?”

“Locks,” said Lori. “The kind where you have to push buttons… you know, 0 through 9 and you have to press them in the right order.”

“Solid doors,” asked Jan. 

“No windows in the doors,” said Lori. “And they looked heavy.”

“Somebody has to try,” said Jan. “I’m not letting this chance go by.” She looked at Kiki sternly. “You told me not to. If I get caught, that’s what I’ll tell them so you don’t get in trouble. All you have to do is not say anything, OK?”

“OK, but if it was that easy… well, I just know it’s not that easy,” said Kiki. 
“You two know where the exit is?” asked Jan. 

“I’m not helping,” said Kiki. 

Lori was less worried. Jan wasn’t going to get out, but she figured the woman would learn her lesson. “Go right out of this room all the way to the end. Go right at the T intersection. At the end of the hall there’s a door. I don’t know if it’s locked, but the next one is.”

Following Lori’s directions, Jan got her bearings relative to the common room and kitchen as she headed toward the T. Taking a right, she was already in territory she hadn’t seen before. She stopped at the end of the hall and examined the solid metal door. There was a sign on the door, ‘Slaves – Beware. Not a Way Out for You’. Not gonna break this down. Not a way out? Is that supposed to stop me from trying? I don’t see a lock. She turned the door knob and pushed it open. Beep… beep… beep. A keypad beeped at her. A timer counted down from 60 and was already at 55. 
Jan knew she had to type in a code to turn off the alarm and she didn’t know the code. With just 55 seconds before something bad happened, she hurried to the other end of the small entry way and examined that keypad. Both keypads were just like Lori had said and she didn’t even know how many numbers to key in, let alone what they were. Seeing letters like a telephone key pad with the numbers, she keyed in SLAVES. Nothing happened. MASTERS. OWNERS. SCREWED. The incessant beeping hadn’t stopped and she checked the timer. With five seconds left, she tugged on the door she’d come through and found it locked. Seconds later, an alarm went off that was loud enough to wake the dead. 

Bubba, Steve, and Lisa dropped what they were doing and rushed to the exit where Jan was trapped between two doors. Lisa opened the door and stepped aside to let the two men in. “I had to try, Master,” said Jan, cowering against the far door. 

“You most certainly did not have to try,” said Bubba. Grabbing one of her arms, he spun her around and cuffed her wrists behind her. “I knew it was a bad idea to let them have even a second of freedom.” The two men hustled her down the halls to the slave quarters. Using the # key as a space, Lisa tapped in the code to silence the alarm – ‘WE ARE UNDERGROUND’ – and followed. It was a long password, but they all had decided no slave would try more than six numbers altogether. 
During the long walk, Jan tried to say how sorry she was and that it wouldn’t happen again. The two men paid no attention to her, so by the time they had her in the slave quarters, she was certain she was in big trouble. 

Lisa attached ceiling ropes to Jan’s wrist cuffs and the three of them hoisted her up to stand on her toes with her arms spread wide more to the side than over her head. Bubba and Steve lifted her feet up four feet in the air and Lisa tied a rope to her ankle cuffs and then to the wall behind her.  There she hung like a giant letter T. 
“Stupid slave,” said Lisa. She slapped the helpless slave a few times and then pushed a ring gag into her mouth and blindfolded her. “You’ll hang here a while so the others can see what happens when you ignore a sign that says slaves beware.” To the men she said for Jan’s benefit, “Was it 24 or 48 hours that we decided on for an escape attempt?”

“Something like that,” said Bubba with a smile as the bound woman groaned. They’d let her wonder how long she’d be there. 
Bubba and Steve gathered up the other three slaves and brought them to the slave quarters. The two masters tied the three slaves near Mommy, Tease, and prick. Minutes later, Joanie returned with Paul, Harry, Keesha, and Falina. With all ten of their slaves together, they took the time to tie nine of them in forced kneeling positions with their hands behind their back in a neat row. As for Jan, her punishment couldn’t be interrupted, but she could still listen. 

“We’re going to officially give you all new names,” said Paul. “Never again will you be Cindy, Lori, Kevin, Helen, Felicia, Harry, Jan, Leena, Keesha, or Falina. Some of you already have your new names and those won’t change, but most of you need a new one. Mistress Joanie…”

Stepping in front of Mommy, the 10-year-old mistress said, “You are mommy to all four of my child slaves, so you’re name is Mommy with a capital M. Capital M means you’re special to me. You’ve pleased me and your reward is a capital M. The slaves will say it with respect and I’ll say it with pride.” Wow, it feels good to have her rename me to something special. She already started using it today. She said it with pride all afternoon. 
She moved in front of Lori. “My big sister… so many things come to mind when I think of you. So many good names. Your name is First, capital F. You’re First because you were the first of my family to be my slave and the first virgin pussy I took.  Be proud of your name. Who knows what other firsts you’ll earn because of it?” That makes butterflies in my tummy. What hasn’t she done yet and will I be the first? 
With her slaves lined up in age order, she came to Kevin next. “You are, of course, Kiki with a capital K. There is no more Kevin, though you still are my big brother.” She chuckled. “Everyone will use feminine pronouns for you and you’ll dress in girls’ clothes. There are more surprises for my pretty girl with a boy part.” 

She went to a cabinet and came back with a syringe. “Hold still and smile,” she said and jabbed it into Kiki’s ass. Depressing the plunger, she said, “You’ll get a shot a day until I’m satisfied. You’re going to get something I know you really want… tits. Yep, girl hormones will grow tits on you. You’ll grow your hair out and learn how to use makeup.” Fucking tits! She’s gonna make me look like a girl, a real girl. It’s what I think I want, but it sounds so permanent. What if I don’t like it once I’ve got them? Jeez, I hope that doesn’t happen because I’ll always want Mistress to be happy with me.  
“Thank you, Mistress,” said Kiki. 

“And prick,” said Joanie at the next to last slave. “You do understand that prick is a small p and I’m about to give you a new name with a capital B.” Bitch? She’s gonna name me Bitch? “I’ll cherish you as much as all my other slaves. Your new name is Butter.” She paused and grinned at the questioning look on Butter’s face. “It’s because you like it in the butt. Now, now, don’t be ashamed, Butter. It’s just who you are. You need to let go and accept that when Tease fucks you in the ass, you love it. Which, by the way, surprises me and almost earned you a different name. Who knew you liked girls and Tease in particular.”

“Mistress, I’d like it if you did it, too,” said Butter. Damn it, I just said I’d like it. Can’t take that back. Yeah, I do have to stop trying to tell myself I don’t like it. That was so fantastic today. If that’s what Mistress wants, then I’m lucky. 
“Last and certainly not least, Tease is said with a capital T, too. With respect from the slaves and pride from me. You little tease, Tease, you would have pumped Butter all afternoon and loved it, wouldn’t you?”
“Thank you, Mistress,” said Tease. “No, Mistress, I wouldn’t all afternoon. The tease isn’t so much fun unless she cums, too.” 

“How sweet,” said Joanie. I’ll have to remember that. Another slave’s orgasm is a reward for Tease when she teases. “Master Paul, your turn.”

“Mistress Lisa named you Professor Cock and Professor Cunt,” Paul said as he took in the two slaves. “I like that, but it doesn’t quite say what’s unique about you. Plenty of cocks and cunts in the stable of slaves. What’s special about you?” He walked over to the hanging slave and touched her nose so she knew he was talking to her. “Your name is Professor Pain and it sure looks like you’re earning it today.”

Turning to the group, he said, “Just so everyone knows, Professor Pain is being punished for trying to escape. How’d that go for you, Pain? Running free? Or just plain caught doing the absolute worst thing a slave can do? No need to answer, we can all see how it worked for you.”

Returning to the others, he continued. “You are now Professor Joke because you are such a joke. You love to be humiliated and Mistress Lisa is allowing me to fill you in on the big joke. She got an A from Professor Pain for conditioning you to get a big damn hard on from being humiliated. You’re Mistress Lisa’s final project.” Conditioned? Like a dog? I noticed that my wife was conditioned to like pain, but I never knew… damn it, I should have seen it happening. This is not me… it’s the new me. I can’t shake it now.
“As for my 14-year-old slave, your new name is Sucker with a capital S. Oh yeah, professors, your names are capitalized, too. I’m proud to own all you niggers. Anyway, Sucker, you just like to suck cocks, so it’s pretty obvious.” Sounds more like I’m a sucker who got trapped as a slave, but yeah, I do like cocks. 

“Of course, my 12-year-old slave likes pussy, so your name is Licker with a capital L.” Liquor? Oh, Licker. Yep, that’s me, I suppose. 

“Finally, what to name my little 10-year-old black beauty?” mused Paul. “You like it in the ass, too, but Butter is already taken. You’re the first virgin I took, but First is already taken. Hmm,” he paused and enjoyed the suspense. He had a name already picked out, but just wanted to take some time. “Your new name is Mine with a capital M. That’s Mine as in you belong to me. You’re Mine. That’s what you are. You’re Mine.” I’m special. Nobody else is his. Why did me pick me to be his? Who cares? I’m his. Then Paul wiped the look of smug satisfaction off her face. “Of course every owner in the club can look at you and say, ‘You’re Mine’ and you’ll be theirs for as long as they want.” Fuck, I’m not just his, I’m everybody’s.  
“Time to have a little fun,” said Joanie. The nine slaves wondered what that meant, but quickly learned it didn’t involve them. Joanie selected a long slender whip and faced Professor Pain and Paul selected some clamps. The little mistress knew how to use the whip. Pulling it back, she snapped it across the unsuspecting woman’s bare back. 
“Unhh,” grunted Pain at the surprise and shock of the blow. This was what she meant by a little fun. Damn her. My shoulders, arms, and legs all hurt and I don’t need this. She suffered through 12 blows and then it stopped. Thank God I didn’t start swinging. Can’t see when she’s gonna whip me. There’s something about being in pain and whipped for punishment. Not arousing at all. 
“Everybody is watching you,” said Paul almost in her ear. “Straining. So taut. Nice ass. I love how your shoulders look with muscles straining. Hurting so much. Now hold still.” 

What now? Hold still for what? “Aaakkk,” she squawked as Paul grabbed her tongue and pulled it out. “Eeeeee.” A clamp. Fuck, he clamped my tongue. She felt him add weights to the clamp to the point that it was most comfortable to just let her tongue hang out and down.

“Where else can I put weights?” teased Paul. 

“Uh uh,” Pain argued with a little shake of her head. The shake made her sway a little, so she stopped. She knew what other targets she had and just as she expected, he teased her nipples to hardness and clamped and weighted them. 

“Damn hot to have your big tits hanging down like that. Gravity does such good things to tits and the weights make it even better. All of you paying attention? This is what she gets for trying the door. You’ll never get out, so you might as well not even try. She’s an object lesson for all of you. Any of you want to hang like this while all the owners pay you a visit for the sole purpose of hurting you?” He stepped back a couple of feet. “She likes pain, but she doesn’t like this.”
Joanie snapped the whip across Pain’s bare back, working her way down quickly to the helpless ass and thighs for another dozen strokes. When those were done, Paul put a 12-inch long dildo to Pain’s wide open mouth. “She has no idea what’s about to happen,” he told the observers. “Think she’s ready for a surprise?” Taking about ten seconds, he slid the dildo to its full depth. 

Pain gagged and choked as the intruder took her mouth and throat so casually. As it reached its limit, she managed to relax and stopped gagging. Removing it, Paul said, “I wonder what’s worse… taking the whole thing… not being able to stop me… or having all of you watch. So helpless, isn’t she? Not a surprise this time. Here it comes, Professor Pain. Ready or not.” He again slid it slowly in. “Awww, didn’t even try to stop me.” 
The two preteen owners removed her clamps and put away the toys. “Just enjoy the view,” Joanie told the other nine slaves as they left them alone. 

Searching for Princess, they found her still in the bitch suit. Joanie leashed her and tugged, “C’mon, girl, let’s go play.” 
Galling as it was, Princess followed the 10-year-old and wondered just what was in store for her. Slave to a little girl and little boy. They look so innocent, but I know they’re not. Not embarrassed at all to be naked. As they led her into a room, she wanted to dig in her heels at the sight of Sledge and Hammer. Not again! Not for these kids!
“Sweet,” said Paul. “I was worried she’d be too eager. I like it better this way.”

“Me too,” said Joanie. “Lisa said she was a good puppy last time, but she sure doesn’t want to do it for us. Do you think it’s because I’m a 5th grader and you’re a 7th grader and she’s in college?”

“Yeah, probably embarrassed,” agreed Paul. “Doesn’t want to do a live doggy show for us.”

With false sympathy, Joanie knelt and stroked Princess’ hair. “Don’t want to suck a dog’s cock for me and him? Let’s see, do you think Sledge won’t be unhappy when I tell him to? Paul and I wouldn’t mind seeing a mad dog play with big bouncy boobs. Do you think because we’re kids that we don’t know how to treat a slave?”

“No, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress. I just… for God’s sake, don’t make me. Not you.”
“Not little kids?” said Joanie. “Don’t make you because you don’t want to get all hot and sweaty and messy for a 5th grader? You don’t want to chow down on doggy cum for a 5th grader? You don’t want to make Master Paul so hard that he wants a piece of your formerly personal, private pussy?”

“Yes, Mistress. No, Mistress, I don’t want to for kids.”

Joanie shook her head. “And yet here you are all fixed up and ready. You know the drill. Only choice you get is whether you do Sledge first or Hammer first. I want kisses. I want lick-lick. And I want blowjob and fuck.”

“And I won’t mind seeing either one chew on your tits for a while,” said Paul. 
“Yes, Mistress. Yes, Master,” groaned the puppy girl. 

“What are you, like 18?” taunted Joanie. “Old enough to vote. High school graduate. College freshman. And about to make me wet and him hard doing something so bad you’d never even believe somebody could convince you to do it. Do it for the kiddies.”
Jesus, I pissed her off. But what else was I supposed to do? They’re not even teens. Bad enough for Lisa, but I belong to them, too. “Kisses, Sledge,” she commanded and the big dog came over to share deep, sensuous  kisses with her.

“Oh yeah,” sighed Joanie. “Do it with your doggy boyfriend. Tell him you love him.”

“I love you, Sledge,” whimpered Princess between slobbery kisses. 

“Say I love doggy cock.”

“I love doggy cock.”

Paul chuckled, bringing a blush to Princess’ cheeks. “Say I love performing for a 5th grader.”

“I love performing for a 5th grader,” said Princess. Everything I hate. Idiot! Because you told them what you didn’t want to do. I thought they’d have sympathy or what? Not a bit.
Joanie started rubbing Princess’ clit, taking her right up to near an orgasm. After a couple of minutes, Paul helped Princess sit up to expose her belly. “Lick-lick, Sledge,” said Princess.

“See, that wasn’t so hard,” said Joanie. She had two fingers on Princess’ clit, rubbing it just enough to keep her on the edge while Sledge nipped at the slave’s sensitive nipples. When the dog moved lower, Joanie took her hand away and let Sledge taste the copious juices. 
“God, no,” whined Princess. “God, no, no, no.” The little mistress had kept her so close to cumming without letting her, but Sledge had no such control. His tongue assaulted her clit with wild doggy abandon. “Fuck me!” Princess had an orgasm so violent that Sledge growled softly as she made it hard for him to do what he’d been trained. 

“Sweet,” said Joanie. “Cum for the kiddies, puppy girl slut.”

Paul reached around from behind and fondled the coed’s tits. “Joanie, know what I like about big girls’ tits?”

“Yes, Paul,” said Joanie. “You like them when they’re big and helpless and the girl doesn’t want you feeling her up.” She chuckled. “She sure doesn’t want you all over her, Master Paul. Like we care what she wants. Have a good time.”

Half a minute later, Paul said, “Now make him a happy doggy.”

Princess opened her mouth to give the command, but Joanie interrupted. “Gosh, isn’t a dog cock really, really gross? And you’re gonna suck one anyway?”

Shaken, Princess looked at Joanie and saw the twinkle in her tormenter’s eyes. “Sledge, blow job,” she said and lowered herself to the sheathed cock to coax it out.
“It’s OK, Princess,” said Joanie. “I make my brother do it for me. He didn’t like it at first, but he’s like you. Eager to please. God, I love watching you suck on his balls and licking his sheath. Go on, get it out because the best part is when you suck the dog cock all the way in.” She was again rubbing Princess’ clit as the teen squirmed, half wanting to pull away and half wanting her mistress to continue. 

“We’ll send this movie off to your parents,” said Paul. “I love you, Sledge. I love doggy cock and doing it for 5th graders. Won’t they be impressed? Here it comes. Cock all the way out. Now suck it, bitch.”

It would almost be worth it to stop and tell them to go to hell, thought Princess. Then have my tits ripped off. Instead, she slid the top half of the dog’s cock between her lips. That’s all she was going to do for them, but suddenly her body was wracked with a tremendous orgasm again. Just the taste and feel of his cock (and Joanie’s insistent fingers) drove her over the edge and she had the whole cock in her mouth. Pulling up, she thought about doing half the job, but if word got back to Mistress Lisa… She took the whole cock in her mouth and down her throat while the preteens teased her mercilessly and then she came when Sledge did. 

Breathlessly, Princess looked around and found Hammer. “Hammer, fuck,” she said and Joanie had to scramble out of the way. “Jesus, God Almighty,” she wailed. “Fucking a dog!” She didn’t care that Joanie was barely half her age. She had three orgasms under her belt with a fourth on the way. 
“Look at her go,” said Joanie excitedly. “Doing it for us, Paul.” She quickly positioned herself in front of Princess with her legs spread. Pulling the girl’s face to her pussy, she said, “Fucking cum for your doggy lover, bitch, and taste me while you do.”
Too far gone to resist, Princess nevertheless felt a pang of despair at the submission. Of three sessions with the dogs so far, this was the best. It wasn’t because they were kids commanding her, but because Joanie had played with her clit nonstop. The young mistress knew exactly how to use pleasure to convince an unwilling slave. Now with her face buried in Joanie’s pussy, Princess had a fourth orgasm and Joanie joined in. Finally, Hammer came and Princess fell short of a fifth orgasm. 

Before anything else could happen, Lisa came in. She’d been watching the whole thing from the live feed. “The two of you,” she said, shaking her head in mock disapproval. “You’ll wear her out. You,” she pointed at Paul, “go use that on Sucker or somebody, not her. She’s dogs only.”

“Joanie, I want you,” said Paul. 

“Let’s go,” she said, taking his hand and leading him out. Lisa watched in surprise as the young lovers left. She had no idea that the pair’s only sex was him jerking off on her smooth pussy. Instead, she imagined her sucking him or that she wasn’t a virgin. The older mistress would chide the little girl in private later because Princess was also no pussy licking. Dogs only. It had happened too fast for her to stop Joanie. 
In a manner of speaking, Professor Pain did spend 24 hours in that position. Sometimes she was lowered to lie flat on the floor and sometimes she was suspended. For 24 hours she looked like a horizontal T and got no food or water. One thought kept coming back to haunt her for the whole duration. Why didn’t they tell us the door was locked and coded? I couldn’t have gotten out in a million years and now I’m getting punished for a futile effort. 
*****

“Mistress, may Kiki and I put on a lezzie show for you?” First asked their mistress. After two weeks shut in underground, requests like that had become routine. Joanie was inclined to allow the lezzie show. Two weeks of massive female hormones had already put small cones on Kiki’s chest, surpassing the small tits on Butter. With her hair in pigtails, Kiki looked very much like a 12-year-old girl with an extra part. The lezzie show always ended up with First discovering (sometimes with surprise and sometimes not) Kiki’s boy part and the new found cock was either sucked or fucked. The young mistress liked it because Kiki played such a wonderful girl and lesbian, because the attraction and passion between brother and sister was electric, and because she meted out orgasms randomly as the pair drove each other to the edge. 
Joanie’s second favorite game between slaves was the interplay between Butter and Tease when Butter got what she liked best. Of course there were other games including solo games in which Joanie tormented her victim to a sexual frenzy and then came. On occasion she’d let the slave cum as well. Her slaves seemed to perform even better when she was stingy with their orgasms.  
“No, not today,” said Joanie, an uncharacteristic dismissal of the request. “Everyone stays tied or caged today. You can study. We have something special to do.” They all understood that ‘we’ meant the owners. It usually meant a meeting to share telling information about the slaves. 

To fill their spare time, Joanie and Paul had assigned the seven child slaves a school subject. Kiki had math, First had science, Butter had history, Tease had English, Sucker had music (and played the violin and piano), Licker had art, and Mine had reading. All seven were tested weekly and punished for less than perfect scores. Naturally after that first week and the first test, they applied themselves much more diligently than when they started. Since one of their duties was to keep their schoolbooks nearby, they all started studying when Joanie left. 
While Joanie ruled her slaves with a seemingly aloof and tolerant fashion, she did so because they were well behaved. Get out of line with her and she was quick and savage with punishment. On the other hand, Paul ruled his slaves with no nonsense allowed. They wouldn’t dare request to put on a show or be presumptuous in any way. They obeyed him out of fear. 
Paul tied all his slaves the same as he prepared for the special owners only meeting. Joke was on his back with his feet tied to the wall behind him so his legs were over his head, his arms tied to the side, and his cock dangling a foot from his face. He was blindfolded and ring gagged. Plenty of water at breakfast ensured he’d pee before too long. His position and the ring gag ensured that at least some of his pee splash into his mouth.  Similarly, Pain, Licker, Sucker, and Mine were tied and ring gagged with a good view of their pussy and a growing need to pee. Pain’s view was obstructed by her blindfold, but the three girls were not and their hands weren’t tied so they could read their schoolbooks in the uncomfortable position. 

The position wasn’t punishment. It was just fun for Master Paul. They’d pee and get the taste of their own pee in their mouths because Paul wanted that. They’d do it because their cruel Master would check the videos to make sure they held still as they peed. Even though the three girls could protect their mouths with their free hands, they wouldn’t dare. 

The three coeds had come a long way in their training. Just as her training had taught her, Princess loved a cock in her pussy, especially Hammer’s cock. She also loved to suck cock, especially Sledge’s cock. As Lisa put it, “You like it from both ends. That’s an added benny.” While Princess objected in principle to being a slave and puppy girl, she did appreciate that she her new place in life had bennies. 

Pain toy Barbara still fought her training. She had to admit that orgasms were better when she was in pain, but she still didn’t like it. Moreover, she was not yet at the point where pain alone aroused her. Enhanced her orgasms? Yes. Aroused her? Not yet. Watching Professor Pain get wild from pain disgusted Barbara, especially when she knew she’d be like that someday. Taking it in the ass had gone from repulsive to arousing and she felt terrible that she had no control over that. 
Erin pranced proudly in her pony leathers that hid nothing important. It was false pride because she was doing it to avoid punishment, but she did prance well, kicking her knees up to put her thighs parallel to the floor at each step, and she did look proud. Bells on her nipples and head harness jangled gaily as she pranced. Blinders made sure she could only see straight ahead. Her legs and feet were clad in tight latex that forced her onto her toes inside realistic looking hooves. Her heels were merely bulges on the backs of her long, sleek legs – legs that didn’t bend from knee to the floor. She could prance on her toes like that for an hour before it ached too much to continue. Out of costume, it was nearly as hard to walk flat footed as it was to walk on her toes as her muscles and tendons adjusted to her new role. It was utterly humiliating to be trained as a pony girl, but the consequences of disobedience had multiplied until she had no choice. She’d become a talented cocksucker and, to her dismay, enjoyed the feel of a cock in her mouth and the spray of cum that she earned. 

Knowing she’d impressed her trainers, Erin had a sense of achievement. With Lisa leading her down a different hallway than usual, it felt like she’d graduated to something new. Clip-clopping and jingling along, she saw steps straight ahead that led up. She took the steps easily since she’d practiced even that difficult task. To her delight, the door at the top led to bright sunlight. It was a grassy meadow with 10 foot high fences, but it was at least outside. The bit in her mouth prevented her from calling out, but she’d been warned that there was no one within miles to hear her anyway. 
Lisa led her to the right and down a line of the owners, so she knew who was there to watch her perform. Damn them. They want to show off how well I prance now that I’m trained. She did indeed prance slowly down the line though the grass muffled her footsteps. For every two steps, she whinnied loudly. Mr. and Mrs. Simon. Mike. Steve. Bubba. Theresa. Peter. Mark. Josh. Three Amigos. Oh shit, I forgot which one is which! Joanie. Paul. Tom. Almost all the owners are here to watch. If I screw up now there’ll be hell to pay. 

Lisa turned her 180 degrees and by then she’d seen all the walled in area except the corner left of the door. The pony girl already had a vibrator in front and rear secured in place by the leather strap of her harness that ran between her legs. Now Lisa added a clamp to her clit. Not allowed to look down, she was pretty sure Lisa also attached wires to the clamp and to the nipple rings that held her bells. What more do I have to do? 
 As her mistress turned her to the right one more time to face the one place she hadn’t seen yet, her blood ran cold at the sight of a black stallion pawing at the turf. It was shocking to see the big animal so obvious now and realize that she’d walked most of the enclosed space and hadn’t seen the stallion before. Oh Christ, I’d forgotten about that. He was here the whole time and they all knew it… knew what was going to happen as I walked down the line. This is why they laughed when the pony girl was being trained to like cock in her mouth… my mouth. Just look at him. His cock looks big from here. 
“Listen close, pony girl,” Lisa whispered fiercely in her ear. Even if she hadn’t been trained to listen close, the tone caught her attention. Anticipating a threat, she heard just exactly that. “I’m going to lead you down to your big horsie boy and you’re gonna suck his cock and swallow as much of his horsie cum as you can. That’s a fact. There’s more than one way this can go down. First off, you can refuse and I get to convince you.”

“Eeeaaaaahhh,” squealed Erin despite the bit gag that pulled the corners of her mouth so severely that all she could do was bite down on the hard rubber. The words “… convince you” were accompanied by a painful shock to her clit and nipples. That’s how she’s going to convince me. Please, Lisa, don’t make me do that. We were friends, remember? Yet, even as she thought that, she knew that she was committed. Her “friend” wasn’t going to back down with all the owners present to watch her be debased and humiliated.

“Second,” continued Lisa when the wild eyes of the pony girl focused on her again. “I can free your hands and mouth and let you stroke, lick, and suck that gorgeous hunk of meat – make love to it or I can replace that bit with a ring gag, tie you down, and let him take your mouth. Your choice on how much convincing I have to do and whether you make love to him or get raped in the mouth. You’ll start with your hands and mouth free and if you refuse to suck him off, we’ll fix you up so you can’t stop it from happening.” Look like I want to or suffer the violence of a ton of horse ramming his cock down my throat. Not much of a choice there. 
“Something I’ve learned about slaves…” said Lisa, with a knowing look, “… is that this is not a thought exercise. We’re going to take a long 50 foot walk down to the big boy. What you think now, what you think halfway there, and what you think when that cock dangles in your face are all different things. Your reaction is gonna be emotional, visceral, and unpredictable. Got a big audience here all waiting to see you do the deed and all very, very excited at the idea of you blowing a horse. We have a bet going as to how much convincing it will take and how you’ll take the cock.  My bet is on the full five minutes of convincing I’m allowed to do and then you’ll be strapped in place with your mouth open in a big O as you look cross-eyed at the cock pushing between those pony girl lips.” 
No matter how humiliating it was, Erin had exactly the opposite plan. You’re gonna lose then, Mistress Lisa. No way am I being strapped in place. That just sounds dangerous and painful. And there’s no point in holding out at all if I know I’m going to eventually suck it. And knowing you’ll lose the bet is just icing on the cake. Slaves got few unpunishable opportunities to get back at a master or mistress and she was going to take this one. 

With a jerk on her reins, Erin pranced toward the disgusting blow job. By force of habit, she whinnied on every second step. Halfway there, the cock looked daunting as it loomed larger and larger. My God, I just can’t do it. It’s too big. Won’t be able to bring myself to open up for that. Even right up to the point where she was standing next to the stallion, she knew she wouldn’t do it willingly. The zipper to her single sleeve glove ran down and her arms were free. Lisa removed her big gag. 
“Kneel down and make love to his cock, pony girl,” said Lisa. 

Kneeling, Erin took the massive cock in both hands. This part is easy. Getting my mouth on it is another matter. I said I’d never be a pony girl and look at me. Never prance and whinny for them and look at me. Never let a cock feel good in my mouth and look at me. Every time I dug in my heels, I paid for it and ended up doing it anyway. This big damn cock is going in my mouth. It was the sheer size and weight of it that reminded her that she didn’t want the stallion to be in control. I have to suck it myself. Right now. They’ll make me anyway. 
Her hands stroked the cock and it lengthened to over a foot long. If he’s in control, then this whole thing is going down my throat. If I do it, then I decide how much I suck on. Think about how good a cock feels in my mouth. Imagine how much cum he’ll give me. I’m going to do it one way or another. 
“Need some convincing?” asked Lisa, ready to push the button that lit up her clit and nipples. 

Erin was totally fucked and she knew it. Shaking her head, she leaned forward and down and licked the bulbous tip of the huge cock. Both hands were wrapped around the length of the long, black cock and she stroked it as she licked around the head. 
“Dammit,” said Lisa under her breath. “But, she hasn’t actually sucked it yet.”

Feeling that little triumph of proving Lisa wrong, Erin opened her mouth wide and sucked two slimy inches of cock into her mouth. She saw feet on the other side of the horse. They’re all up close to watch. “Holy cow, she’s doing it,” said Tom from her left. With the blinders, she had to turn deliberately to see the 10-year-old watching intently. “Suck it, pony girl,” said the boy. 

She’d disappointed Lisa, but she hadn’t disappointed everyone else. Everybody watching. Even a 10-year-old. Giving Master Tom a real thrill now. Erin turned back and sucked on the cock again, letting four inches slide in and out of her mouth. Aside from the musky scent and the equine flavor, it isn’t much different than a man’s cock. Feels good. Damn them to hell for making me ever do this. It feels good and I hate that it feels good. I hate that I’m turning them on by being this disgusting. Jesus, my cunt is getting wet and tingly. 
With six inches of cock in her mouth, she heard the babble of voices pick up and laughter. With the blood pounding in her head, it was hard to tell what they were saying. All she knew was they were talking about her. By now one hand cupped the stallion’s massive balls, one hand stroked the base of his cock, and she was taking eight inches with each thrust. When the horse shifted, she shied away and then returned to lick the length of his cock all the way to the sheath and then licked the heavy black balls. 

Somebody said to hold him steady and she returned to cocksucking on a scale she’d thought impossible. The cock pounded in and out of her mouth even though the horse stood still. In was her own head that eagerly rocked back and forth to take almost all of what the stallion had to offer. When the stallion moved his feet again, Erin stayed in place. He’s getting close. I can’t stop until he cums. Gone this far, I might as well finish before I get tired. Look at me sucking horse cock for an audience. What a cock all the way down my throat. Will they let me cum? Will I get a reward? 
She felt his balls tighten and simply maintained the rhythm of sliding ten inches of cock in and out at a slow, steady pace. On the way out, she felt his cock pulse and took him back in her mouth. Cum shot into her mouth and came out her nose. Gagging and choking, she pulled back and swallowed while cum spewed out onto her face and chest. Her hand kept stroking, squeezing even more cum out and she slid her mouth down his cock right to the sheath and felt her tummy warm from the infusion of fresh horse cum. She pulled his cock all the way out and more came out onto her face. “Fuck me, baby,” she said and engulfed him one last time. 

Finally finished, she rocked back and then lay on her back with her legs spread. Coated with cum, she said, “Please, Mistress Lisa, may I cum?”

“Yes, you may,” said Lisa with a grin as Erin’s fingers flew to her pussy. The pony girl came in less than a minute, writhing, moaning, and trying to lick the cum off from around her mouth. 

Peter clapped his hands. As the others joined in, he said, “Bubba, Mark, and Lisa, that’s a wonderful job of training her. You should be proud of yourselves. I didn’t think she’d do it all by herself.”
“Who bet she’d do it without any convincing?” asked Bubba. 

“I did,” said Lisa with a smug smile as she accepted a wad of cash from the group’s leader. “I bet our pretty little pony girl would do anything for me.” Her eyes flashed wickedly as she saw the surprise in Erin’s eyes. “I knew she was dying for big horsie cock.” 

Fuck you, Lisa, you bitch! I was not! You made me… you talked me into it… threatened me. You said you bet it would take five minutes! Erin wanted to shout at the cruel mistress, but that would only be trouble. 

“Get up, pretty pony,” said Lisa. When Erin stood, Steve released the stallion and he thundered off to the far corner of the yard. Lisa put the bit gag back in place. “Fifteen minute break and then round two,” she said to the other owners, who hurried off. 

Moments later, the tied slaves in the underground facility could only wonder at the rush of aroused owners who sated themselves using the available mouths and pussies. 

Round two? Erin wondered with big eyes. Nobody said anything about round two. They want me to blow him again? She waited to find out what round two was while Lisa came twice using her own fingers. 

“Up on the table,” said Lisa, patting the very solid table that stood near to where the stallion had been. 

Why? What’s round two? Erin wanted to scream or cry or just vanish as she clambered up on the table. Lisa used the heavy leather straps across the hapless slave’s forearms and calves to pin Erin on her elbows and knees, her ass available for a spanking. Secured to the heavy table, Erin knew she’d be there if a hurricane blew through, but why?

Lisa removed her gag again and she thought she’d be doing another blowjob, this time without her hands. When the owners reassembled, Erin felt something sprayed on her pussy, but she never got to see the spray can to know she’d just had the scent of a mare in heat generously applied to the stallion’s next target. From the other end of the yard, the stallion snorted and called out to his mate with a whinny. He came trotting down as the owners made a circle around Erin’s sides and front, leaving plenty of room for the aroused stallion to mount his mare. 

Standing right in front of Erin, Lisa smiled. “This is gonna be such a surprise. Yee haw, pony girl.”

It was enough distraction that Erin wasn’t looking as the stallion closed on her from behind. His warm breath blew across the pony girl’s exposed pussy and ass and the next thing she knew, heavy hooves alit on the table, one on either side of her. “Huh?” she grunted and tried to turn to look. What the fuck was that? The blinders hindered her vision, so she couldn’t see the stallion’s front feet or the bulk of the horse looming over her. “Gaahhh,” she grunted and tried to lift off the table as she felt the stallion’s massive member push at her pussy. What? Is that the horse? This is sick. They can’t be serious. 
“Oh, yeah, so sweet,” said Lisa. “Here comes daddy. Just smile and say, I am so fucked.”

“Buhhhh,” gasped Erin as the cock spread her open and then rushed in to fill her completely, practically knocking the wind out of her in the process. For God’s sake, the horse is fucking me! It’s too big. Fuck all of you. Don’t let him do this. Please, Lisa, this is too much. Get me out of here. Her body rocked in time to the long, smooth thrusts, her tits bounced, and the bells on her tits and harness jangled wildly. It put a new meaning to helpless, abused, humiliated, and enslaved as her body was used to satisfy the stallion and the owners’ addiction to control. 
“Nothing she can do!” said one of the amigos. “Just a cum bucket for him. Take it all, pony girl. Show us what a slave is for.”

Lisa’s voice sounded like she was consoling Erin. “Yeah, I know you’d like to see. I’ll let you see the recording later. It’s pretty special. You remember watching the pain slut and Princess? Now you’ll have your own movie to share. Won’t your sister be impressed.”
Behind her, she heard a man say, “Go on, big boy, fuck that pussy. That’s it bitch, take that dick. Take that fucking horse cum for us!! That’s gotta hurt.”
Get him the fuck away from me, she wanted to scream, but all she could do was grunt each time the horse’s cock drove as deep as it could. Fuck, he’s not kidding. The horse drives his cock in my pussy so hard I can practically feel it in the back of my throat. He’s jumping and hunching behind me, pressing his balls into my calves as he climbs higher and plugs his cock in deeper. Hurts like a motherfuck. Stallion’s body is like a furnace, burning my back and dripping sweat down my sides. I don’t know how much more I can take. To her relief, she felt the stallion pulse in her pussy as he pumped what seemed like a quart of cum into her. Most of it leaked out around the cock despite how tightly it plugged her. 
As the horse dismounted from the table, Lisa and Mark freed Erin. One look at the table and she was surprised at how clean it was. There were small spots of cum, but she’d thought there would be a lot more. Then Bubba showed her the bowl of cum that he’d caught as it leaked out of her pussy. If not a quart, it was at least a pint. “We’re going to share it with some of the slaves. I think you’ve had more than your share,” he chuckled. 
Led back downstairs, Erin soon saw her sister in the flesh for the first time in two weeks. Barbara wore six inch heels, had her wrists bound behind her, sported several new piercings and a big red ball framed by her white teeth, and was completely naked. Her collar was leashed to the wall behind her. Erin appraised her sister’s nudity and decided that despite her leather harness, she was just as exposed. The sisters blushed at the sight of each other. Neither of them were the same person of two weeks ago and both were ashamed of what they’d become. Being a conditioned slave was bad enough, but to share it with their sister made them both more aware of how far they’d sunk. 
Lisa leashed Erin to the wall next to her sister and set a DVD down right next to the one already on the DVD player across the room from them. A few minutes later Theresa led Princess into the room. Following docilely and, to all appearances, eagerly, Princess stopped in the door at the sight of her friends. A look from her mistress and a yank on her leash got Princess into the room. She wore her entire bitch suit, complete with mask, though she assumed the other two knew who was inside the suit. If they didn’t, Theresa fixed that, “You remember Princess, don’t you, sluts? Used to be Melinda, but now she’s a real puppy girl.” 
Theresa positioned Princess on the other side of Barbara and had her sit up on her haunches, just as exposed as the other two slaves. Theresa set a third DVD by the other two. “Who goes first?” she asked Lisa and Mark. 

“One, two three,” said Lisa with a wicked grin as she pointed at Barbara, Princess, and then Erin. 

Steve did the honors of inserting his pain toy’s movie. “Camera,” he pointed at the obvious camera on the ceiling. “We’ll be watching. You watch the movie or else.”

When the DVD started, the three girls saw Barbara naked and bound to the point of being motionless except for the blink of her eyes. Oh shit, thought the pain toy, of course it had to be this one. She watched in dismay as she relived her new piercings. Without anesthesia (of course) her nipples were pierced, her tongue was pierced, and her septum was pierced in a wildly screaming display of pain. To her horror, the look on her own face showed no reluctance to the first three piercings. If anything, her tongue came out way too fast and eagerly when it was its turn. Her septum was another matter. That level of helpless pain was pure agony unaccompanied by pleasure. The movie finished with a return of her arousal as she begged to cum and then did so with wild abandon. 
The movie repeated, but only got as far as her nipple piercings before Theresa came in and put in Princess’ movie. Oh, my God, they’re gonna see what I’ve become. At least Barb managed to not look like she wanted any of that. It was, as she expected, this morning’s session with her two boys. She was just plain naked with no restraints as she called to the two Rottweilers, “C’mere, boys.” The two trotted to her and Sledge gave her kisses without even a command. She kissed back and cooed her delight, calling him her wonderful big boy. “Who wants more of me?” she teased as she sat up on her haunches. “Sledge, lick-lick,” she bubbled. 

You don’t understand, she thought when the other two slaves made noises of surprise. After two weeks… they’re incredible. I’m gonna cum like crazy. You’ll see. If I’d known they’d be watching, I’d’ve had a little more restraint, but I’m having too much fun and if not this one, then they have a dozen like it, I’m sure. 
Lick-lick turned to blowjob. Sledge lay down and exposed himself, his cock already out and ready since he knew what was coming. Princess devoured his cock, sounding like she had the tastiest treat in the world. The camera was in a close up when Sledge came and filled her mouth. No one saw Theresa’s hand in Princess’ pussy as the puppy girl matched Sledge’s orgasm. She showed open mouth to the camera and then downed the slimy load with a smile. 

With no hesitation, she commanded Hammer to fuck her and the two doggy lovers came in nearly simultaneous orgasms. The room had been silent since she started blowing Sledge. As the movie started over, she felt eyes on her and looked up at the other two slaves. Meeting their eyes, she shrugged the best she could. “Wuv eye hoggies,” she said. It was obvious that both of them understood her – Love my doggies.

Lisa returned to swap to the third DVD, but she had a different DVD and inserted that one – an edited version of the original. “You’re gonna love this,” she smirked to Princess and Barbara. “Now, don’t be envious. You have your own fun.”

Erin’s movie showed her entire ordeal from coming out the door and greeting the owners with high steps and whinnies right to being fucked by the stallion. As had been done for her, the horse remained off camera until she saw it, surprising both her friends. From there it was a nightmare. Erin blushed as she pranced to the stallion with no hesitation. The edits to the movie became apparent when she knelt by the stallion with her back to the camera and said, “Fuck, do I love cock.” I didn’t say that. I said it a couple of times for Bubba and Mark, but not then. But, it sure looks like I just said I wanted that cock. “I’m a cocksucking machine.” No! I did not say that then. Yet, she proceeded to suck the big cock without hesitation. 

When it came time to get fucked, she again said things that she hadn’t really said. “This is gonna be such a surprise. Yee haw, pony girl,” said Lisa and Erin replied, “Really? You mean it? All of it?” Then she gasped as the stallion took her, followed shortly thereafter with, “Fuck me, big boy. Fuck your pony girl.” Both times she was facing away from the camera. Both phrases were things she’d said just yesterday. At the time she’d done what she was told while wondering why she said those two phrases. 

At the end of her movie, it was Erin’s turn to face her friends’ surprised looks. So we each did something totally disgusting. I won’t talk about yours and you don’t talk about mine. She shrugged and said, “Wuv eye horhees.” No, I don’t love my horsies, but not only does the damn movie make it look like I do, it doesn’t look like that was my first time. Besides, with this damn bit gag, I couldn’t possibly explain what really happened. 
Next to her, Barbara actually laughed. It wasn’t a mean laugh, but a truly humorous laugh. Then the younger sister said, “Wuv eye hain.” Erin joined her sister for a short laugh because they understood each other. They didn’t love horses or pain, but they sure looked like it on their respective videos. On the other hand, Princess hadn’t been joking and had no idea what her friends thought was funny. 
*****

Many of the owners had started to make Friday night at the underground facility a regular habit. It was well appointed for the owners and had a wealth of toys to help them enjoy their slaves. This Friday was to be a special event. Another slave club was joining them. This club was more exclusive since the six owners shared a dozen slaves between the ages of five and fourteen. The leader of the club was Miles Hawkins, who just happened to be the chief of police, which meant neither club had problems with the law.  The two clubs occasionally shared a slave or two, but generally had their own tastes. Now that Bubba’s group had child slaves, Miles was more open to a larger get-together. 
All the owners showed up for the special meeting, Bubba’s group more eager to share the little slaves of Miles’ group than Miles’ group was to share the adults of their “sister” group. Miles had approached Bubba the day before with a question. “Four girls went missing from Oak Grove College,” he said. “One of them was my daughter, Melinda. Out of my jurisdiction, but I’m following the case. A couple of days into the investigation, I found out Lisa Simon was one of them. Your Lisa Simon.” He could see in Bubba’s eyes that he was on the right track. 

“I got my son involved in the club when he turned 14,” explained the police chief. “Melinda was never suited to be a mistress, so she has no idea about our club. Fact is, she’s better suited to be a slave, but I wasn’t about to do that to my own daughter. Now don’t get me wrong. I’m not going to give you any trouble. I just want to know she’s alive and in good hands. I’ve given Lisa two weeks to train her as a sign of my good faith. If Melinda’s the personality I think she is, I’ll bet she trained up real nice. It’s fate and I’m not gonna argue with it. Like I said though, I wasn’t going to do it myself.” 
Bubba knew Miles’ evidence wouldn’t stand up in court, but this wasn’t a court. Miles was right and knew it. “No point in trying to hide it,” said Bubba. “If I’d’ve known, I wouldn’t have…”
“Not the point,” interrupted Miles. “You didn’t know and so you did.”

“Yeah, we did. Her name is Princess now. You want to see her sometime or just take my word for it that she’s safe and sound? She’s even pretty damn happy.”

Miles chuckled. “I’ll want to see her tomorrow night, but not to check on her condition. I’ll take your word for that. Tomorrow night I want a turn with her. She’s a pretty girl with a great body and if somebody is banging her, then I want a piece of her, too.”

“You can have that, of course,” said Bubba with a chuckle. He hadn’t seen that coming. “We did a specialty job with her, so you’ll want to see her in action.”
“Specialty job?”

“Yeah, she does a doggie show.”

“She fucks a dog?” Miles was incredulous. “Fuck yeah, I wanna see that.” He couldn’t believe how hot it sounded to see his own daughter with a dog. It was even better than imagining her riding his cock.”
“Your son coming, too?” asked Bubba. 

“He’s coming. Fuck, he’ll blow his wad on the spot, seeing his little sister with a dog,” chuckled Miles. “And if he wasn’t coming before now I know how to talk him into it.” Miles thought of the many times Brad had tried to talk him into giving Melinda a taste of D/s. The boy wanted his sister bad. 

Miles’ club showed up all at the same time since it took three closed vans to get the 18 of them to the underground hideaway while maintaining its secrecy. The six owners, three men and three women, appraised their counterparts appreciatively. They’d never had a full meeting with both clubs and now they saw owners of all ages and slaves of all ages. They brought their eight girls and four boys into the room blindfolded. Most of the child slaves were sexily dressed and unfettered, all in girls’ clothes, but so the other owners could tell girl from boy, the boys were in pink and the girls were in any color except pink. The two newest slaves, a boy and a girl, were naked and tied. They hadn’t earned clothes yet. Still in training, they at least knew to keep their hands on their heads even though that meant everyone could see everything. The 8-year-old girl whimpered at the sound of even more voices around her and the 10-year-old boy shifted nervously. His hard cock had two black bands around it to keep it from shrinking. 
The only one missing was Princess and once everyone was settled, Lisa led the puppy girl in, wearing her full outfit. Princess only casually looked around, noting some new faces and two men wearing goalie masks. She wondered what the Jason look-alikes were up to, never guessing the masks were to keep her from recognizing her father and brother too soon. 

“The main entertainment,” said Lisa as she brought Princess to the center of the room. She patted Princess, “Who’s my good puppy girl? You gonna show us all what makes a puppy girl happy?”

Holy fuck, thought Princess at the sight of so many people and the announcement that she was the main entertainment. She nodded. Either show them or get punished in front of everyone. Fuck me, doing the dogs gets me off, but that doesn’t mean I want to show off. 
“Sit pretty, Princess,” said Lisa and the puppy girl sat back on her haunches to expose her tits, tummy, and pussy to the assembled crowd. Princess watched the two goalie masks, feeling creeped out over the fact that they never looked away. “This is Princess. We’ve had her for two weeks now and she’s good puppy girl. For those of you who haven’t seen her in action yet, I’m not going to spoil the surprise.”

Crouching down in front of the helpless girl, Lisa stroked her head. “I know my wittle puppy girl likes to play wif her boyfwiends. Bet she’s supwised to see so many people. But I know she’s a good puppy girl and will do just what I want, won’t she?”

Princess nodded. 

“Who’s an excited wittle puppy?” Princess wiggled her butt like she was wagging her tail. Yeah, I am excited. Gonna get it good from my two boys. Screw the audience. I’m gonna be a happy puppy. “Weawy, weawy excited?” She wiggled again, even more than the first time. “How excited?”

“Woof, woof, woof,” barked Princess through her ring gag. One of the goalie masks nudged the other and they laughed. Really getting off on this, aren’t they?
“OK, wet’s get this off her,” said Lisa as she removed Princess’ mask and gag. 

Free from the mask, Princess shook her hair out and looked straight at the two masked men. Hope they enjoy this. She looked around at the sound of her boys padding up to her. “Hammer, kiss,” she said and she practically sucked the dog’s long tongue. Several of the owners gasped or chuckled at the obscene sight. She heard the two masked men groan with desire and between kisses she noticed one of them rubbing his cock through his pants. 

After a couple of minutes, she said, “Hammer, down. Sledge, kisses.” She frenched the other Rottweiler with enthusiasm for a minute. “Sledge, lick-lick.” Sitting up, she again looked at the two men. It was thrilling to have their attention like this. Soon her tits were slick with dog drool and she was squirming from Sledge’s attention to her pussy. When it was time for the next step, she looked right at the masked men as she said, “Sledge, blowjob.” Hah, that got them. Didn’t expect that, did you? God Almighty, I’m putting on a show for them and enjoying it. This is sick… disgusting… humiliating… but it’s making me even more excited. She bent to her task, licking the dog’s hairy balls and sheath to coax out his cock. They’ve never seen a girl go down on a dog before. Watch me, guys. I’m a fucking slut trained to blow a dog. Normal girl right off the street and I do dogs.
Busy with drawing out Sledge’s cock, she wished she could look at the two men. Instead, all she could do was tease out the long, marbled cock and then suck it down her throat. Deep throating a dog for them. God, I wish I’d never been taken and trained. Wish I had my old life back. No choice. Now I’m a doggy show for complete strangers. Lisa’s fingers slipped to their usual place so the puppy girl would cum as Sledge did. Trained and fingered by my friend. Yes, make me cum, mistress. All you perverts enjoying this? 

When Sledge filled her mouth, she sucked it all in and rode Lisa’s fingers to a magnificent orgasm. Lifting her head, she opened her mouth to show the crowd and wasn’t surprised that the two masked men were right in front of her. She showed them and then swallowed, her body still quivering from her orgasm. “Hammer, fuck,” she commanded, unable to wait for the next part. “Yeah, there’s my big boy,” she sighed as his cock slid into her. “Fuck me good now, boy. Show everybody what a good puppy girl I am.” 

The big dog pounded into her cunt and she moaned with pleasure as his cock drove her higher and higher. This time she could watch the two men as they moved around her to get a good view of the dog’s cock sliding in and out of her pussy and then back in front of her. “Lookit her fucking tits,” said the younger of the two. It was a voice she’d heard many times. No, it can’t be Brad. He wouldn’t let this happen to me. Her tits were bouncing and swaying in rhythm to the dog’s thrusts and she wondered if Brad would want to see her tits. 
The older of the two squatted in front of her and slowly took off his mask. She was close to cumming. Nothing could stop her now. She gaped at the familiar face as daddy said, “Do it for daddy, Princess. Show me how daddy’s little girl turned out. Raped by a fucking dog.” 

No, no, no, it can’t be. Daddy, do something! Get me out of here. Oh, fuck, fuck, he knew. He knew it was me. He knew. He came here knowing what was going to happen. She watched with horror as the second face was exposed. Brad! For God’s sake, I’m doing a dog with daddy and Brad watching. Oh, God, oh, God, can’t stop now. I’m gonna cum… like gangbusters. They’re watching me and getting excited and they knew all the time! “Daddy!  Don’t… Jesus Christ! Brad! Oh, my God, Lisa! Right in front of them! I’m gonna fucking cum. Ride me, Hammer. Daddy, how could you!” She wailed as her orgasm took her. “Doggie cum… he’s cumming in me… can’t help it.”

“Hell, yeah, sis,” said Brad. “I’d’ve paid money to see that. Fucked a dog for me. Blew a dog like you enjoyed it. You did, didn’t you? Who’d’ve thought my sister could be so hot.”

Princess wanted to hang her head in shame, but she couldn’t bring herself to look away from the excited eyes. It was totally unbelievable that her father and brother had watched, done nothing to stop it, and gotten excited from it. She didn’t even bother to ask them to save her. They were part of this sick world and she wondered if they’d had a part in setting her up. “Yeah, Brad, I get off on doing my boys. Little sister is a slave, a slut, a puppy girl. You gonna ride me, too?”

“Damn straight,” said Brad. “Wanted to do that since you were 12. You’re a bit old for me now, but I’ll make an exception for you.” He looked under her. “He’s tied to you. Soon as he’s done, you’re mine.”

“Baby, I think you were destined for this,” said Miles. “You’ll make a good slave and when Brad’s done with you, I’m gonna take my little girl for a spin.” He nudged his son playfully. “Lost the coin toss or I’d be first.”

“Daddy! It sounds like you want me like this. Please, just leave me alone. You and Brad. Don’t do what they do.”

Miles slapped his daughter soundly. “I like it when you call me daddy, but you better damn well treat me like your master. I don’t mind a slave begging, but don’t you dare try to tell me what I can and cannot do.”

“Me either, slut,” said Brad. “Call me master. If you don’t want to… well, we’re gonna have a little attitude adjustment before I use you. Fuck, man, my own sister helpless and all for me and my paddle and my cock.  Try it on for size, bitch. Tell me you want to suck my cock.”
Knowing how helpless she was, Princess swallowed her pride. “Master, I want to suck your cock.” Hammer’s cock fell out and the dog padded off. Her brother snapped a leash to her collar and she followed him feeling despair and humiliation. 

*****

Ten-year-old Tom wanted to make sure he got his pick of the slaves, so he didn’t watch the end of the show. Instead, he got 5-year-old Jill and his favorite slave, Jenny, and took them to a private room. The little slave had long blond hair and wore a lacy pink top that was almost see-through and almost cut too low. He wore a frilly pink skirt with tiny, lacy panties that neatly contained his little boy cock and pink and white thigh high stockings. 
Jill’s owner stopped Tom before he got too far. “No spanking, sweetie,” she whispered. “He’s a good boy, but if he displeases you let me know. I’ll handle it.” She brushed Jill’s hair from his eyes. “Have fun, baby.” From her sitting position, she looked up at Jenny and in a normal voice, she said, “You have fun, too, baby.”

Tom intended to embarrass Jenny with the youngest boy of the lot. If he’d been intent on embarrassing Jill, he would have been disappointed. Jill had been snatched when he was two and raised with the sole purpose of becoming a slave. He always wore feminine clothes during the day and slept with his mistress, naked and bound. Since he’d turned three he’d been adept at pussy licking and virtually anything else his mistress requested. He knew no other life, no other way to express love, than to have sex. When he’d officially joined the club on his fifth birthday, he’d quickly learned to suck cock. Everything he did was simply a request of his mistress, never a command. His mistress only needed to punish him for being lazy or slow, a fault he still hadn’t fully overcome. 

For her part, Jenny assumed the one naked boy of the lot wasn’t the only boy, but she couldn’t tell boy from girl. With a name like Jill, she assumed she was about to lick a kindergartner’s pussy. As a woman and a teacher, her stomach turned at the idea of getting so close to the plump, bare lips of a girl so young. As a slave, she’d sampled pussies nearly as young and she knew she’d do this one when Tom told her to. She knew she was Tom’s favorite and she’d couldn’t admit that he was her favorite. It was shocking and humiliating to have him use her, but at least the little cock was the least intrusive of the masters. Not to mention he couldn’t spank her as hard as the others. Yet, the real reason she preferred him was that she only had to look at him to start getting wet and tingly. He was damn cute, so eager, way too young, and so very, very domineering. 
“I think slut Jenny likes what she sees,” said Tom as he closed the door for privacy. “I think slut Jenny might just want to taste our little morsel. All mine,” he said. Pulling Jill to him, he kissed the slave soundly. His hands roamed across the boy’s flat chest and panty clad bottom, all with the intent to make sure Jenny thought Jill was a girl. After a few minutes, he guided the boy to a chair. “You sit and watch. Jenny and I play a game. She likes it a lot.”
As he tied Jenny’s wrists behind her, he asked Jill, “Does your mistress tie you?”

“Yes, master, at bedtime. Sometimes for play, but not usually. Is that the game? I’ll play it, too, if you want.”

Tom smiled at the invitation. “No, this is just getting ready for the game.” He tied her elbows behind her and put her ankles on a three foot spreader bar. Finally, he tied a rope to her wrists and pulled her arms up toward the ceiling until she was bent forward roughly 90 degrees. 
“You gonna play spank the big bottom?” asked Jill once Jenny was in position. He knew the game as spank the little bottom, though it was played with the other slaves, not him.  

“What’s the game, Jenny?” Tom asked. 

“It’s called spank the bitch, Master,” said Jenny.

“Ohhh, I get it,” said Jill. 

“How’s that feel, Jen-Jen?” said Tom. “Playing spank the bitch with a five-year-old watching.”

“Master, she’s a slave. All that matters is I’m being spanked by you and I love playing the game.” Jill giggled at being called a she, but Jenny thought it was because she said she loved playing the game. It was a bit of an overstatement to say she loved the game, but of the choices of “games,” this was arousing. Playing with the 10-year-old was always arousing, but a spanking was just so embarrassing that it was a little more special than some. Still, he’d put the seed in her mind and she glanced at the 5-year-old who was watching intently. She was being spanked while the other slave got to just sit. 
Tom raised his paddle and smacked the big bottom hard. “One, thank you, Master, please spank the bitch again.”

Jill giggled. “We don’t play it like that. Nobody says anything when they get spanked.”
“I said she enjoys it,” said Tom. He swatted Jenny’s ample bottom again. “Two, thank you, Master, please spank the bitch again.”

“Sorry, master, I didn’t mean to argue,” said Jill. The way Tom said ‘I said she enjoys it’ had sounded like an admonishment. 
“You’re fine, baby,” said Tom. “Didn’t sound like arguing to me. Your mistress said you’re a good slave and you are. Now just be quiet and watch.” He spanked Jenny a dozen times all together and she thanked him and asked for another each time even though her bottom was very red when he was finished. 

“You want to see Jill naked?” he asked Jenny. 

Not really, thought the bound teacher. I know what comes after that. “Yes, Master,” she answered knowing that’s what he wanted to hear. 

“What would you like to see first?”
“Her feet, Master,” said Jenny. 

“No, she’s keeping the stockings on,” said Tom. “She’ll look darling wearing just her stockings.” He swatted her ass for picking the one thing Jill would keep. She should have known that and he figured she was just delaying the inevitable. 
Told to be quiet, Jill was dying to speak now that both the master and the slave had mistaken him for a girl. Tom put a finger to his lips and the cross-dressed slave immediately calmed. 
“Master, I’d like to see her chest,” said Jenny. “Her little titties.”
“Do it for her, Jill,” said Tom. “She’s a naughty teacher who likes to play with naked kids, the younger the better.

Rising from the chair, Jill didn’t just take off his top. He danced and preened for a minute before even fingering the tie that held his top in place. Sidling up to Jenny, he pulled open his top to show off his nipples. He giggled, my little titties. Master knows the truth, but slave Jenny doesn’t know I’m a boy. With that thought, he understood he was to tease her. He turned and wiggled his ass as he untied his top. Turning to face her again, he slowly let his top slide down, covering his exposed nipples with an arm for half a minute before finally showing her what she’d asked for. 
While Jill danced, Tom cupped and squeezed Jenny’s tits. He not only loved to play with tits, but he knew it embarrassed the woman. Her tits at the disposal of a little boy was worse than her pussy at his disposal, especially because he was so delighted to fondle them. He didn’t need to say anything this time; he’d already said enough times that he liked bouncing her tits. He liked it best when she wasn’t tied at all because even then she didn’t dare stop him and it looked like she was offering them.  Now it was like he was merely killing time as he hardened her nipples against her will. All the while she watched Jill, entranced by the tease. 
Jill’s suspicions were confirmed when Tom cornered him back in the chair and whispered. “Don’t show her your cock until I say so. When you take off your skirt, don’t even let her see the bulge of your cute little cock. Understand?”

Jill grinned and nodded. Never having had a young boy as his master and having no inhibitions whatsoever, he was looking forward to the novel experience of being naked and sucking the young master’s cock. Does it taste different than the other boys? What makes him a master and not a slave? Everyone under the age of 14 that he knew was a slave. Hope he makes loves to me. 

“Take off your skirt now, Jill,” commanded Tom. There wasn’t much choice to offer Jenny. 
As Jill did a repeat performance of dancing and preening for Jenny’s benefit, Tom put his hand between Jenny’s legs from behind. “Yeah, Jenny,” he said, “Somebody’s getting all excited. Youngest thing you’ve ever seen. Gonna be all naked for you soon. Gonna feel your lips and tongue in naughty places.” That’s not it, thought Jenny. Sure she’s cute and I’m gonna eat her out, but it’s not just because she’s so young. It’s because she’s so young and Master Tom is making me do it. God Almighty, I’m at the mercy of a little boy and he’s gonna make me do it with a 5-year-old. She wiggled her hips, inviting Tom to rub her clit, but he just fingered her wet hole. 
If Jenny could have seen herself, she might have had a different opinion of what turned her on. In front of her, Jill danced, slowly working down his skirt. She’s such a little tease… flashing her bare bottom… and now it’s hidden again… cute little bottom. The woman leaned forward, anxious to see more. One his panties were exposed, Jill slid his skirt down quickly and danced with his ass toward the bound slave. 
“Ready to see it all, Jen-Jen?” asked Tom. “Ready to see Jill naked? Wanna see what’s between those cute little legs? Kindergarten, Jen-Jen. Kindergartner and you’re dying to see and lick.” He rubbed her pussy again, accentuating her wetness and taking away any chance to deny his words. 

Dying to? I don’t think so. Wet? Yeah. Excited as hell? Yeah. Want to see and lick? Yeah. It’s because he’s making me, right? She watched the panty clad ass wiggle in front of her and wasn’t sure anymore. 
“Time to show her your bare bottom, Jill,” said Tom. “Take off your panties, but don’t turn around yet.” 

The little boy slave was having fun. She’s getting wet for me. Master is getting excited, too. Fingering her, but can’t keep his eyes off me. Hope he loves me. Hope she loves me. Of course, his concept of love meant having sex. At the command, he eagerly lowered his panties minus the dancing and preening from before. 
Leaving his position where he could stroke Jenny, he walked in front of Jill and smiled at the sight of a little hard on. He placed Jill’s hand over his cock. “You can turn around, but don’t let her see yet.” To Jenny he said, “Somebody else is getting excited, Jen-Jen. I think Jill really wants your mouth and tongue. You ready to see your present?”

“Yes, Master,” said Jenny without hesitation. I do. Dammit, I really do. Such a doll. Getting excited about being forced to eat a little girl. Bet she’s delicious. When nothing happened she said, “Please, Master, may I see… my present?”

“Tell me you want to lick every inch of that cute little body.”

“Yes, Master, I want to lick every inch of her.” 

“Let her see, Jill,” said Tom. 

The boy wiggled his hips a few times, making sure he had Jenny’s attention and letting her suffer just a few more seconds. Then he grinned and lifted his hand. 

Jenny stared at the out of place male member in surprise. “Oh, it’s a boy. Jill’s a boy?” She asked, sounding a little disappointed. Tom made a mental note to get the youngest girl next time. Jenny would taste a little girl before the night was over. “Oh my God,” she said, suddenly feeling a rush. This is even worse… better… a little cock… kindergarten cock… blowing a 5-year-old. She licked her lips.  

“I’m going to untie you, Jen-Jen,” said Tom, working on the knot that held her arms up to the ceiling. “When you’re free, I don’t want to have to tell you what to do. Just do it.”

Just like he’d never had a young master, Jill had never seen a grown-up slave. Only little girls had sucked his cock. That turnabout had less impact on the boy than having a young master. He wanted the older, more powerful boy… a boy who could command a woman. 

As her arms were freed of the ceiling, Jenny pulled toward Jill. “Hang on, Jen-Jen. I know you want him, but I mean all the way free. Just hold your horses, you naughty teacher.” Despite what he’d just said about not telling her what to do, while he tugged at the last set of knots, he said, “I know you want it, but don’t go straight for his cock. Kiss, cuddle, stroke, lick… work up to sucking that pretty little cock.”
The words made Jenny take a mental step back. All I saw was a little cock… an embarrassingly little cock… to suck. So much more there of him. Such a beautiful boy with that long hair… slender body… sleek hips and slender legs… oh, and remember his ass… when I thought he was a girl… cute ass on a boy or a girl. Slow down, Jenny. Do I want this? Why do I want it? Curse me, I want Tom to be my master. I want to do the most depraved thing ever for him. He’s made me wet and tingly, nearly ready to cum. Dammit, this is so wrong. I shouldn’t get excited like this… but I am. I’m going to make love to a 5-year-old because my master wants that.
Tom unwound the ropes from his slave’s arms. “Easy there, Jen-Jen. Don’t hurt him,” he chuckled as she tried to help shrug off the last of the ropes. “Mmmm, look at my naughty teacher. Gonna be very naughty for me.”

His words meant nothing to Jenny except to fuel her desire. She was indeed going to be very naughty for her master. And no matter what she thought about it, that excited her to the core. As the last rope was gone, she moved quickly to Jill and scooped him up in her arms. Weighs almost nothing. So little. Almost a baby. She kissed his chest and nipples. Just like a little girl only with something special between his legs. Cradling him in her arms, she kissed his lips lightly and he responded hungrily, drawing her into a kiss of surprising passion. After that, she laid him down and kissed and caressed every inch of him, saving his cock for last. She remembered little suggestions, mere hints, from her master and she did them all. Kiss his neck. Lick his titties. Suck his toes. Rim his ass. Deep. They fell on her like her own ideas. 
“Now suck him,” whispered Tom. “For me… suck 5-year-old cock… because you can. You can’t make him cum, so just suckle… for me… for him… for you.” 

Jenny suckled softly on the cock. It had softened as she roamed his body, but now it hardened again. A little morsel of boyness for her to enjoy. She thought she’d go mad from desire and then Tom put a vibrator to her clit. “You may cum, Jen-Jen,” he whispered. “Over and over and over.”

After her fourth orgasm, Tom pulled the vibrator away. “Now blow me, Jen-Jen. Suck me. You know you want to.” 
As Jenny sucked the larger cock into her mouth, Jill said, “I want to, too, master.”

“That’s sweet,” said Tom. “Next time.” He was already thrusting hard and filling his favorite slave’s mouth. Dropping into the chair, he sat with his legs spread. “Come and lick me, Jill.” 

After enjoying the boy’s talent tongue for five minutes, he said, “Now lick her pussy. Make her cum again.”

“She’s a slave, Master,” said Jill as if that meant something. 

“You never went down on a slave before?”

“Yes, Master, I have, but she’s already cum four times.” Without begging, too. It was unprecented to the boy for a slave to cum without begging and to cum four times… it was as impossibility in his mind. Now another one?

“I can count,” said Tom. “Now I think you’re arguing.”

“Yes, Master. No, Master,” stammered Jill. “Just that… yes, Master.” He scrambled between Jenny’s legs. “He loves you a lot, huh?” he said, just before he started expertly licking his fellow slave. Half a minute later, he said, “Thank you for loving me. You love me, but not as much as you love your master.” 

What is he talking about? Jenny wondered. Master Tom loves me a lot? Everybody loves everybody? I so do not love Master Tom. What does a 5-year-old know about love anyway? How does he measure love? By the number of orgasms? Yeah, Master Tom loves me a lot then. She looked over at Tom and saw him staring at her as he pondered the same question.  
Coming to the same conclusion as Jenny, Tom saw just one inconsistency with love measured by the number of orgasms. Jenny had lavished more attention on Jill than on him, so what was Jill’s measure of love that said Jenny loved him more than Jill. There was something else going on that he hadn’t picked up on. 
After Jenny’s fifth orgasm, Tom put the question to the 5-year-old. “She just does,” said Jill. “Her eyes, her body… how she stands, and how excited she gets for you. She was excited to love me, but even more because she did it for you.”

Jenny blushed as Jill exposed her inner self. How do I look at Master Tom? How do I stand? Excited has nothing to do with love, does it? I get more excited from him using me than any other master or mistress. I don’t love him. I just get excited. I’m a mistress trapped playing slave and I hate it. Dammit, I get excited for all the boys and more so for the youngest master of them all. I was looking forward to playing with him when he led me back here. Jesus, I was looking forward to tonight because I knew I’d see Master Tom. Gawd, I must look at him like I want him to pick me, take me, use me. I don’t cover myself when I stand naked before him, but I must go farther than that. Thrust my chest out? Spread my legs? Invite him to look? Submissive?
It’s so demeaning to be a slave, especially since Mistress Lisa said I should be a mistress. The men and women use me for their own satisfaction like I’m a piece of property. The boys and girls make me feel special… always delighted to play with me… little kids playing with their very own adult. She shuddered at the thought. I like being slave to the young masters and mistresses. 
“Jill, go find the youngest girl slave who’s not with a master or mistress,” said Tom. “Bring her to me. I think Jen-Jen wants to love a baby girl.”

Baby girl! Jenny was astonished at how that made her feel. After Jill was gone, she said, “Please, Master Tom, don’t make me do it with a baby girl.” The words alone fueled her desire. For Master Tom I’m going to go down on a bare little pussy.

Jill didn’t have to look too hard to find the youngest girl available. Five-year-old pussy was still where she’d been since the owners had claimed a slave and gone off by themselves. The owners in Bubba’s club had no interest in such a young girl and the owners in Miles’ club were there for a little variety and had all taken adults. He held out his hand. “C’mon, my Master wants you. He’s a fun Master.”
As pussy took Jill’s hand, he led the girl toward the room where Tom waited. “He’ll call you baby girl, I think, so just smile and let him.” He explained what had happened so far. 

Entering the room, Jill and pussy watched as Tom put Jenny into the same position she’d been in to play Spank the Bitch. “She’s perfect, Jill,” he said as he paused to admire the girl. “You’re perfect, baby girl,” he said to pussy. “Isn’t she, Jen-Jen?”

Wearing a yellow dress adorned with flowers of all colors, pussy was indeed perfect for what Tom wanted. Her long brown hair cascaded over her shoulders in curls and her wide and curious brown eyes looked too big for her face. Left alone to wait for her first session, her red lipstick was still intact on her pouty lips. Jill was small, but pussy was even smaller. She could pass for even younger than five. 

Tom pulled Jenny’s arms up behind her so she not only had to bend forward, but rose up on her toes. Then he dismissed Jill and sat down with pussy in his lap. “You know what I want,” he said to Jenny. Then he turned to the little girl and kissed her. As she responded in kind, Tom’s hands roamed her body. He stroked her thighs and rubbed her slit through her panties. “100% girl this time, Jen-Jen.”
Helpless and straining, Jenny assumed Tom knew what he was doing when he made her position even more severe than usual. She knew the game and she knew he was uncharacteristically impatient. She could start playing any time, but waiting enhanced her pleasure and she wasn’t eager to lick the baby girl’s pussy. So, she waited for the pain that would induce her to play better. Her Master’s hands took liberties with the little girl and it made her want the darling on her Master’s lap… slowly at first and building as the pain built. 
“Master, please, I don’t want to do this,” said Jenny when she couldn’t take it any longer. “Please, get me down and I’ll suck you or fuck you or anything.” Never works, but I’ll be damned if I’ll give him what he wants. I have my pride after all. Gonna be face first in that little pussy, but I’m gonna make him work for it. Never mind that it was her doing the work while her Master played with another slave. Making him wait was the same as making him work for it. 
Unfazed by the initial plea, Tom continued to caress pussy. He would have been disappointed if Jenny went straight for the girl. He relished the woman’s reluctance, knowing it would fade soon. Jenny continued to make meaningless pleas for another 30 seconds. She offered him anything he wanted even though she knew just what he wanted. It was tantamount to agreeing to use her tongue on the baby girl, but she had her pride intact by not saying it directly. 
“Master, I’ll do it,” she said, breaking her resolve for the first time as the pain intensified. “I can’t take it anymore. Get me down and I’ll do it.” Crap, he wants more. Always wants more. “Master, your helpless slave will lick the baby girl’s pussy. Get me down and I’ll lick her all over.”

Statements turned to questions as her begging improved. “Please, Master, may your helpless slave lick the baby girl? It hurts so bad. Jen-jen needs to get down. Please, will Master let me down so I can lick her?” The words aroused her and she knew it was having the same effect on Tom though his cock was hidden under the girl. In fact, Tom’s cock had been hard for a while as he played with such a young girl for the first time ever. 
When her pleas didn’t work, Jenny moved to the final, humiliating stage of the game. Her pleas changed in their sincerity as she was now truly willing to trade her current position for the one her Master wanted… between the slender thighs of the baby girl. “Please, may I lick that beautiful, forbidden, baby girl pussy? Please, will my wonderful, powerful Master let me taste that perfect pussy?”

It was the endgame strategy that always worked and only came out when she was at her limit. To her surprise, her Master said, “Jen-jen, getting ahead of yourself, aren’t you? Can’t lick it like this.”

“For God’s sake, Master, it hurts. Please, may I get down?” What does he want? I thought it was licking her, but what now? Can’t lick it like this… oh, my God… that’ll take too long. “Please, Master, may your naughty slave see the baby girl naked?”

When Tom looked askance at her, she rethought her approach. He wants to drag it out. “Please, Master, may the baby girl take off her dress for the naughty slave?”

“Ask her to dance for you and slowly take it off.”

“B-baby girl, will you please dance for me? And… and slowly take off your dress,” Jenny choked off a sob. I always timed it to the last minute and now I can’t take it if she does it slowly… but I have to… otherwise… She didn’t even want to think about delaying it further. 
Tom eased the 5-year-old off his lap and nodded at her. “Dance and strip slow. Just the dress for now.” As pussy danced, Tom moved behind Jenny and lowered her to stand flatfooted. He patted her ass and said, “Right back up on your toes if I think you don’t mean it.” He knew Jenny only gave in at the last minute, but he hadn’t thought about what happened if she asked for the wrong thing. He loved Jenny as his slave and had even offered a trade with Master Peter… a trade that was still on the table. The problem was his slaves, his mom and sister, also belonged to his older brother, Kyle, who wasn’t willing to give up his slaves without some of his own compensation. He wanted the sisters, Erin and Barbara Collins. Whether he eventually got her or not Tom didn’t want to damage Jenny. 

Relieved at the respite from pain, Jenny wasn’t about to lower the enthusiasm of her begging. In her mind, Master Tom had worked for her sincerity and didn’t have to work any harder. She was at least only in minor discomfort as she watched the little girl dance erotically. It didn’t even occur to her to not watch. After two minutes, she said, “Baby girl, please, not that slow. I really, really want to see you in just your panties.” When pussy turned her back, Jenny was rewarded with the sight and sound of the zipper on the yellow dress slowly gliding down the girl’s back to reveal flawless, alabaster skin. Now that she’d surrendered to her Master, she was excited by the little body as pussy’s dress fell to the floor and she danced in only her Tinkerbell bikini panties. 
“Baby girl, I want to see everything. Please, will you dance and slowly take off your panties? Tease a naughty slave with your pretty pussy.” Her voice was more restrained as she coaxed the girl, yet still showed her desire. 
For the next two minutes, Jenny was mesmerized by the dancing girl. Her slender legs ran all the way up to those tight panties. Her little brown nipples crinkled on her chest. From the front, Jenny admired the bulging pussy and from behind, she enjoyed the tight ass. She felt Tom’s hand in her pussy and he didn’t need to say anything for her to get the message that she’d been caught. Excited as ever and all because of baby girl.
With her back to the bound slave, pussy slowly lowered her panties down and back up, down and partly up, down to expose her delectable bottom and then slowly down her legs until she was completely nude. With twinkling, teasing eyes, pussy looked over her shoulder at Jenny, making Jenny wonder if she had to ask the girl to turn around. When she turned, pussy danced with her hand over her final treasure, taking another 30 seconds to expose it. 

“Oh God,” gasped Jenny as the bare slit came into view. Her Master was going to make her eat that plump morsel. She felt the familiar combination of humiliation of a forbidden act and lust at being driven to this point by her young master. After half a minute of drinking in the perfect pussy, Jenny said, “Master, your naughty slave wants nothing more than to serve you. May I lick her all over?”
“All over?” said Tom as he started undoing knots. “You may if you want. To please me, kiss her, make love to her titties, pussy, and asshole, and suck those pretty little toes. See if you can get her to cum.” He knew that Bounce couldn’t, but Tumble could cum, so he expected all girls, even a 5-year-old to be able to climax. “Baby girl, if your mistress requires you to have permission, you have my permission to cum as many times as you want.”

For a quarter of an hour, Jenny made love to various parts of the girl. As she moved to the enticing slit, Jenny hadn’t licked pussy all over, but she’d gotten all the naughty bits. Now she ran her tongue up the girl’s slit and tasted the forbidden fruit. The girl was on her back and Jenny was on her knees with her face in baby girl’s pussy and her ass in the air. As she found the tiny clit, she felt Tom slide his cock into her pussy from behind. 

Tom had watched the slaves from behind Jenny, enjoying the kindergarten strip show and Jenny’s intense excitement. As the little girl stripped at Jenny’s request, he savored the power and dominance of being able to make the grown woman beg for such depravity. His cock pounded as Jenny indecently licked the 5-year-old nearly all over as if licking her lover. When it was obvious she’d started on the girl’s orgasm, he started on orgasms for him and Jenny. Taking it slow, he relished the feel of Jenny’s pussy around his cock. Taking a full grown woman from behind without a sign of protest from her. His fingers found their way to Jenny’s clit and, as he slowly stroked, he took her to one orgasm for every orgasm Jenny gave the baby girl. 
After three orgasms for each slave, Tom pulled out of Jenny’s pussy and stood over pussy. “Suck it, baby girl,” he said. The little girl rose up on her knees and sucked the big boy’s cock into her mouth. She could deep throat a grown man and had no trouble taking Tom’s cock. 

“Did you enjoy her pussy, Jen-Jen?” he asked. 

“Yes, Master, very much,” said Jenny. “I enjoyed her orgasms and mine. I liked the taste of her pussy juices. I loved doing it for you.”
Tom felt the pleasure of submission from his slave. She loved doing it for me. For me. She’d never do it on her own, but she did it for me. “I’ve got a 5-year-old blowing me. Just watch. You think that’s hot?”

Jenny had to think about that for a few seconds. No, I do not think it’s hot for a girl her age to suck cock. I’d rather be doing it. What? Really? She looked Tom up and down. Yeah, really. I want his cock. I think that’s hot. Forced to suck his cock. Hmm, actually, it is hot to watch a 5-year-old forced to suck his cock. “Yes, Master,” she finally admitted. “I think it’s hot. I think you’re hot… when you make us do stuff.”

“Want to lick my asshole?” he asked. 

“No, Master,” Jenny shook her head. 

“Do it or I’ll have you back up on your toes until you beg to lick every ass in the place.”

Startled at the threat, Jenny knelt behind her Master, spread his cheeks, and licked his little brown pucker. After a few circles, she heard him chuckle. “Yeah, it is hot to make you do stuff. Now get some fucking penetration, Jen-Jen.” That proved to be impossible as he suddenly picked up the pace, thrusting fast and furious between the pouty lips… lips that were less red than when she’d started and left behind a red ring at the base of his cock. 
After he came in the baby girl’s mouth, he relaxed and let her display his cum while Jenny got penetration from behind. “Don’t swallow,” he told pussy just to make sure she held it until he was ready. With her mouth open, she played with his cum with her tongue rolling it around and around. She pushed it out so it almost ran down her chin and then sucked it back in. 

After nearly a minute, Tom said, “Spit it out on the floor.” When she’d deposited his load on the floor, he said, “Jen-Jen, lick it up and give it back to her.” He stepped to the side to watch Jenny lick the floor clean and then drool his cum into the tiny mouth. “Now give it back to Jen-Jen,” he instructed and the two reversed the process. Finally he said, “Kiss her and give her half the cum. Then both of you can swallow your reward.”

Having monopolized Jenny for most of the evening, Tom returned her to the main room and looked around for his next slave. 

*****

“Please… Master,” begged Princess. She hated calling her brother that, but it was clear there was no other acceptable was to address him. “This isn’t right. I don’t want… you can’t do this. I’m your sister.” 

“Oh, like I forgot, Princess?” snarled Brad. “Of course you’re my sister. I’ve wanted you for a long time, but dad made you off-limits. I’ve been part of this slave club for seven years now and you never knew it. Hell, dad’s been in it for longer than that. So hard to keep my hands off you and now here you are, a sex slave ready to fulfill my fantasy.” Now that they were alone he could see the submissiveness in her eyes. She hadn’t said stop, get away from me, or don’t you dare touch me. All she’d done was plead submissively with logic that meant nothing to him. It was music to his ears. 

When he freed her from the strict bondage, she backed away. “Get back here,” he demanded and she crept back. She didn’t want to be here, but couldn’t resist his domination. “Put your hands on your head.” She tentatively raised her arms and put her hands on the top of her head. Resting his hands on her tits, he sighed, “I’ll be damned. Copping a feel of my sister. Don’t move. Don’t lower your hands. You’re already getting punished for being too slow to put your hands there, so don’t go asking for more.” He chuckled. “I’ll be more than happy to give it to you.”
Her hands stayed in place. “Actually kind of disappointing,” he said as his hands groped tits he’d eyed for years. “Wish you had a little more spirit so I could punish you more, but I’m not surprised. You were born to be owned. I cheated at every game we played and you knew it, but couldn’t bring yourself to say anything. When I was 11, I knew my little sister would take her clothes off for me if I made her. Dad just fucking wouldn’t let me. Fed me little girls from the club for 3 years and then I was a full member. Now I like 8-years-olds because that’s how old you were when I first wanted you. Peel their clothes off and think about you. Now, you’re buck assed naked and about to be fucked in more ways than one and you’re standing there enabling me.”

That was too much for Princess. She grabbed his wrists and held his hands at bay. “I don’t like this,” she said firmly. “Go play with one of your little girls, you asshole.”

Brad only laughed at her. “So easy to manipulate. Jesus, Princess, I just said I wish I could punish you more and look at what you go and do. Put your hands at your side and shut up before you get in more trouble.”

Shit, he made me do that. Talked me right into it. How stupid am I? Easy to manipulate? I can’t stand up to him and even if I could, there’s a basement full of owners who’ll be all over me and then I’ll be in big trouble. “Master,  I… I… it’s just so hard… I never imagined… just let me go to someone else.” He stared at her until she added, “Master, that was wrong… to call you an asshole. Please don’t punish me more. I won’t do it again.”

“Aww, how could I resist such a sweet slave,” said Brad. He wrapped rope around her waist and then around a forearm, back around her waist, and around the other forearm. She wanted to run as he wound it around her several times, going high and higher with each loop around an arm, her waist, and the other arm. Running just wasn’t an option. He cinched it off and her arms were immobilized against her sides. Having successfully talked her way out of more punishment, she wasn’t about to make trouble again. 

By the time Brad was finished tying her, she lay on the floor with her upper arms and forearms tied to her sides, her knees and ankles tied together, and a ring gag that gave him easy access to her mouth. Then he just left. Princess had a few minutes to wonder what he was doing and then he returned with a large vat of water on a cart. Parking the cart in the corner of the room, he tied a rope to her ankles and pulled her up into the air to a centered on the ceiling. 
“Just look at you,” said Brad. “Please don’t do this. Please don’t punish me. This is wrong,” he mimicked her. “Now you’re ready for punishment and then playtime. Remember what you did wrong? You didn’t put your hands on your head fast enough. You removed your hands from your head. You called me an asshole. That about sums it up.”

No, I thought I wasn’t getting more. Just for the hands on my head. Dammit, he didn’t say no extra punishment. He asked how could he resist my pleas. Guess he can resist my begging and groveling without a problem. Gagged and helpless, she felt the incredible frustration of being helpless, facing punishment she couldn’t prevent, and being naked and helpless for her brother. 

“Let’s see,” said Brad. “Too slow with the hands.” He put her hair in a ponytail and then tied a rope around the ponytail that he used to pull her backwards toward the wall. Most of her weight was on her legs, but she felt the pull against her scalp as he attached her to the wall by her hair. “Didn’t want me to see these,” he said, cupping, squeezing, and pinching her tits as she virtually offered them to him. “Oh, those dang nipples,” he said as they hardened under his fingers. “They like being pinched. They like weights.” He clamped them and added weights as he spoke. 
“Didn’t want me to see this,” he said, to her pussy. Though her legs were tied together, he easily inserted a finger in her pussy. He played with her a couple of minutes and then pulled out her clit. “Now the clit isn’t too happy about pinching or weights, but fuck it, can you keep me from hurting that precious clit?” While Princess squirmed and babbled into her gag, her brother clamped her clit and hung a weight there. “Now it can’t hide from me,” he observed. 

Stretch backwards in an arch, Princess couldn’t see her nipples or clit. All she had to go on was it felt like gravity and the weights had those three sensitive spots stretched a couple of unnatural inches. They hurt and she couldn’t do anything about it. 

“Isn’t that a sight,” he said, backing away. “Little sister sex slave hanging naked from the ceiling for me to punish. Question is, what do I consider adequate punishment for slow hands?” He turned to some cabinets and searched for what he needed. “Love this place. So well equipped.” He turned back to her with a leather paddle in his hand. 

“Pink belly,” he announced just before he smacked her belly with an upward stroke. After ten swats, he’d gone beyond pink belly. She screamed as the last few blows landed on her sensitive stomach. “Love the way the weights bounce. Don’t you?” 

Fuck no, I don’t like it. The swats alone were too much, not even considering my legs ache, my head hurts, and the weights hurt like hell. This is a nightmare. I never knew any of this about him and dad. He was intimidating… larger than life and no nonsense. Yes, I let him cheat at Monopoly or checkers, but I wanted his attention. Would I have undressed for him? Dammit, I probably would have when I was 8, but not when I was 18. She felt his hands on her tits again. She couldn’t believe how much he was enjoying this. 
“Oh, Melinda,” said Brad, using her real name because it reminded him she was his sister and how much he wanted her. “I can do anything I want to a slave. You finally found your place in life. What to do for putting your hands back down and grabbing my wrists? Hmm, I think your punishment will be to show you how much you really wanted me playing with your tits. How much you like being my slave.”
“No, please, I don’t like it,” she said without conviction. 

“Bet that’s what you said to ol’ Hammer the first time he mounted you. And tonight I watched you ask for it and cum like gangbusters when he fucked you. So don’t tell me you don’t like it,” sneered Brad. 

She knew that was true and had no reply. All she could hope for was that this wasn’t the same. I have to have the backbone to stand up to my brother. Show him he’s wrong. 

“While I’m doing that, let’s take care of that asshole comment.” He fished in her open mouth and  pulled her tongue out and tied a cord around it. Then he took out the ring gag and slid it down the cord and off. 

Princess pulled her tongue back in as soon as she could and then watched as he put a weight on the cord. It was no problem keeping her mouth shut and her tongue in. He put more weight on the cord. When that didn’t pull her tongue out, he said, “You might want to just give in, Melinda. If you wait until you can’t hold it up anymore, when it does come out, I’ll get about four inches of tongue out of your head.”
Huh? What’s that mean? I can keep my mouth shut. He put another weight on the cord and she felt the tug against her head, pulling her down. Oh, fuck, he’s gonna keep this up until… enough weight and I won’t be able to hold it and if I can’t hold it with my head and mouth, then… four inches of tongue… pain… Slowly she opened her mouth and tried to let the cord out slowly, but once it started, the weights fell and her tongue was yanked out of her mouth never to return until he took the weights off. 

“Hmm,” Brad surveyed his sister. “Two and a half inches. Wait until that naughty tongue gets tired and we’ll see how far it stretches.” He chuckled at her. “This is how I teach my sister sex slave not to use naughty words.”

She couldn’t see her stretched nipples and clit, but Princess could see her tongue as it dangled helplessly out of her mouth. There was no way she could pull the weights up with her tongue alone. She could hear Brad at the cabinets again and realized she’d also lost the ability to turn her head to see what he was up to. Staring at the floor, she felt him slide a button vibrator into her wet pussy. 

The experienced master turned the vibrator on low and waited a couple of minutes. Then he spoke. “Such a sexy slave hanging from the ceiling. You are, Melinda. Sexy, beautiful slave. Property of a sex slave club. Just hanging there for me now. Only one person who can make those nipples feel better. Only one person can give you your clit back. Only one person who can help you with your naughty tongue problem. Only one person who knows just how wet you are and can help you with that. Only one person in the world who can give you what you need.”
He slowly paced around her as he spoke, from her shoulder down the length of her body, around her legs, and up to her other shoulder and then reversing. “I know what you need. It’s not an orgasm. It’s not a doggie cock. It’s not a spanking. It’s not anything you are even aware of. You’re getting it now, but you want more. It’s never enough. Yes, my little sister sex slave is having her deepest, darkest need met right now.”

What? What is it? He’s doing nothing right now. The vibrator? He said it’s not an orgasm. Pain? I don’t need that. Him? Don’t flatter yourself, Brad. Naked, tied, helpless, and teased? I can do without all those. 
“I wonder how quickly you trained up. Did you enjoy Hammer that first day? Did you let Sledge in your mouth without protest? No, probably not that fast. How about the second day? Definitely by the third day, but I’d bet on the second day. That fast. Second day you told Sledge you wanted to give him a blowjob. Second day you told Hammer to mount you. Second day you came for Hammer. Yeah, the doggie cock helped, but it wasn’t enough. You still needed more. You don’t even think about escape… rescue… freedom, do you?”

Sometimes. Not recently. When I saw your faces I thought about it, but I knew it wasn’t coming. What’s all this got to do with what I need? How could he know how fast I gave in to my training? It was the second time, the afternoon of the first day, but really it was the second day when I did it without a spoken threat.  

“Getting wetter down there, Melinda?” Brad paused and ran a finger through her slit. “Yeah, wetter because you’re getting what you need. You want that vibrator on medium? On high? You want my cock in your pussy? Hmm? Ride big brother’s cock to heaven? How about in your mouth? No, no, please, not that, Master. Wait until I get my mouth open at least. Mmm, tasty cock, but that’s not what you need.” He continued pacing. 

“Get with the program, Melinda. Reach down deep and think of what you need. Forget taboos and what society thinks is good and proper. Think like a sex slave because that’s what you are, you know. You won’t guess it. Too obvious and yet too hard to see. Blinders, sister sex slave. You have on society’s blinders.” 

He pulled on her nipples and she moaned. “Yeah, that trips a trigger.” He smacked her ass with the paddle and she moaned and squirmed. “Hmm, did it again. Bet this does it, too.” He ran his hand gently down her back in a soft caress that ended with his hand on her ass and was rewarded with a moan again… a moan of distinct pleasure. “Just knowing that your brother has you strung up on the ceiling and gets to look all he wants.” She moaned, half denial and half arousal. “Need, need, need. What does Melinda need? Want that vibrator up a notch?”
“Unnh,” she grunted and nodded her head slightly. “Uh huh.”

“Not gonna get it, know why? Because you want it. What my sister sex slave wants doesn’t matter. What she needs… now that’s a different matter. You’re getting it right now. Getting wetter and wetter. Do you believe you’ll ask for my cock soon?”

“Uh uh,” she shook her head. 

He laughed. “No, you may not. Maybe, but maybe not. You don’t want it. You need it.” He flicked the vibrator up to medium for a few seconds and then back to low. “Oh, God, you wanted that, didn’t you? Good if you get it when you ask. Better if you don’t get it when you ask. Best if you get it when you don’t ask. Figure it out yet, Melinda?” 

He stopped and removed the weights from her tongue and then removed the cord. “Reel that bad girl tongue back in your head. It was three inches. You needed that. Yes, you needed the punishment. Craved it. But there’s many, many, many ways to meet your need. You needed me to cheat at hearts.” One by one he freed her clit and her nipples. He rolled the vat of water under her and freed her hair from the wall. 

Hanging upside down, her hair dangled in the water and the words caught in her throat. Don’t dunk me in there. “Take a deep breath, Melinda. Think about what you need and this is part of it.” He lowered her down until her entire head was underwater. Counting off 30 seconds, he pulled her up. 
Melinda came up gasping for air. Thirty seconds was a long time to think about the incredulous idea that she needed to be dunked underwater while she was naked and helpless. After a couple of deep breaths, she said, “I need you to make me do exactly what I don’t want to do.”

Brad laughed. “Close enough. You need somebody to control you. You need to be owned.” He lowered her again as she tried to protest. He’d always thought she’d have been happy as a submissive housewife with a husband who made all the decisions. That was all she needed. Being a sex slave was the pinnacle of her destiny. Icing on the cake. Perfection. He thought dad was cruel to deny her that and now she’d found her own way to perfection. 

The master hauled his sister out of the water again, let her rest, and dunked her again. The third time he pulled her up, he moved the vat and got her down. “Suck me, sis,” he commanded and she took him in her mouth. He turned the vibrator on high and she came within thirty seconds. He took his time, making her work for his cum as she came a total of six times. When he came in her mouth and she’d swallowed his cum, he said, “You need to be owned. You should thank Mistress Lisa.”
Untying her, he took her out to the main room. “Stand here. Anyone asks you to come with them, just say you’re waiting for daddy because you are. They know you’re reserved for him, but they might forget. Politely remind them with these exact words. Master, this slave is waiting for daddy to show her a good time. Please don’t spank me. Or Mistress if it’s a mistress, of course.”

Princess grimaced at the instructions. She had no doubt that the words please don’t spank me would get her spanked by anyone she had to turn down. “Yes, Master,” she said to her big brother. 
*****

Mistress Candice was a 25-year-old middle school teacher. She had an eye for the little girls in her classes, but was wise enough to exclude them from her predatory ways. It helped her keep her hands off them to have two of her own slaves who were just right age and build to make her happy. Tonight she set her eyes on something her club didn’t have – a 12-year-old black girl. Before leaving the meeting room, she tied Licker’s arms behind her with ropes at her wrists and above and below her elbows. With her elbows touching, the young girl pushed her little chocolate kisses out on display. Then Candice took her slave to a private room. 

“Such a fine little piece of puss,” said the mistress once they were alone. “I teach middle school. Boys and girls just your age. Got a couple black girls in my classes. One of them is such a tease. I know she’s already fucking the boys. Snippy little tart who acts like the world owes her something. You’re actually better off than her.” She circled the bound girl as she let those words sink in. She could practically hear the thoughts in the slave’s head as she wondered how a slave could be better off that a free girl. 
“You see, Mona thinks she can get by on just her good looks and hot body, but she’s wrong. You, on the other hand, will get by for the rest of your life on just your good looks and hot body. You’re living her dream. I suppose you don’t see it that way, but I know I’d like to get Mona in my basement so she can live her dream or maybe it’s really my dream. Too bad I can’t. But, tonight you’re gonna be Mona for me. I’m going to do to you what I want to do to Mona. All tied up in my basement and wondering what Ms. Miller is going to do to her.”

The imaginative Licker had been in more than one movie directed by Lisa as just a frightened slave or role playing as an innocent girl or not so innocent one. She saw an opportunity and took it. Why did she tell me Mona’s name and her name? Why is she explaining this to me? She doesn’t have to say anything. Are we acting? Am I allowed to speak? Will this piss her off? Or is it really as good as I think? She shivered in mock fright and said, “Ms. Miller, get away from me and let me go!” Licker was rewarded with the flare of the mistress’ nostrils and a flash of desire, so she continued, “You have no right to touch me! I’m telling and then you’ll go to jail!” She emphasized the word ‘me’ hoping it came across as snippy and like she thought she was something special. 

Role playing was not Mistress Candice’s intention. She’d only laid out the scenario to humiliate her victim. She was going to take out her pent up frustrations over Mona on the slave and she wanted the slave to understand the arbitrariness of her situation. Yes, as soon as Mona talked back to her, she felt a surge of desire. She wanted to force Licker to pay for the sins of another black girl, but it was even better when the girl took on the role knowing what was coming. The little vixen was going to help her fulfill this fantasy. 

The girl was a slut, a slave, a piece of property and Candice had planned on treating her as an experienced slave, but now this was Mona and she fell into the teacher role. “Such a tart,” said the (naughty) teacher, rather than calling her a slut. “Playing with the boys. Teasing them and having sex with them and getting what you want with your body. Now I’ve got you in my basement and I’m going to teach you a lesson. And you know what?”

Playing Mona, Licker tried to imagine how a snippy girl would feel about being naked and tied and what she’d say. For one thing, she knew Mona wouldn’t be the least bit cooperative. “Get away from me, you… you…” She looked very, very carefully at her mistress as she intentionally stuttered to a very, very, very dangerous word. Convinced Mona, a girl she knew only by a brief description would say it, she took the risk, “… you… bitch! Where are my clothes? You let me go or else!” Fuck me! That shocked her. So what? What’s she gonna do about it? Punish me worse than she’d punish Mona? 

It took all of Mistress Candice’s restraint not to slap the slave. She stuck with her rule never to punish a slave in anger and in two seconds she went from anger to impressed. The slave was doing a better job of playing this out that she was. Collecting her wits, she continued in her best teacher voice, “Oh, my, is that any way to talk to your teacher? Or is that any way to talk to somebody who has you naked and tied and totally at her mercy. This is not the classroom, Mona, and that tone of voice will only get you in more trouble.”

Mona looked down at herself and did her best to try to blush as her teacher pointed out her nudity. Keesha was meek. Licker was less so, having lost her inhibitions, but Mona was brash. Licked wanted to tone down her arrogance, but she pushed on as Mona. “Ms. Miller, you are in so much trouble! You know you can’t do this to me. This is creepy and I’ll tell everybody you tied me naked and I’ll tell them how you looked at me. Untie me and give me back my clothes this instant!”
“Well, let’s see, Mona. Why can’t I do this to you? You were walking home alone and you know you’re not supposed to do that. You got in my car because you trust me, but nobody saw you get in. Nobody knows you’re here and here’s the real fun, nobody will ever know what happened to you if I just keep you forever.” 
As she understood her position, Mona backed away from her captor. At the threat of being kept forever, she sounded concerned for the first time. “No way! You can’t keep me here forever. You’re… you’re… a teacher. I… I… um… do trust you and so you can’t. Not you. Give me my clothes, OK?”
“I can’t let you go now, can I, Mona?” said Ms. Miller apologetically as if she’d been forced into this position. “I can’t trust you to keep a secret. No, no, not you. You talk too much. You talk about the boys you’ve been with. You’re just a tart who does what she wants and thinks she can get away with it. That stops here. I’ve had my eye on you all year. Nice little chocolate hard body who gives it away to all the boys with no idea what the teachers think.”

“I’ll… I’ll stop fuh-fuh… umm… playing with the boys like that,” bargained Mona. “Is that why you’re doing this? I mean, what did I do? How come you’re doing this to me? I’ll do my homework. Why are you doing this?”

The teacher chuckled. “Too late for that, Mona. You’ve played with a lot of boys and you can’t undo that. You’re so far behind in math that you’ll never cut it in school. In fact, I’m doing you a favor by grabbing you and keeping you as my personal little chocolate bunny. You don’t have to study anymore. You’re getting what you want. That pretty little body of yours is going to make you a very popular girl with me and my friends.”

“Friends?” Mona’s voice trembled. “You… you shouldn’t call me chocolate. That’s rude. I’m African-American. And there’s no law against doing stuff with boys.” Crap, I’m getting wet. I shouldn’t. She wouldn’t. Nope, Mona wouldn’t get excited about this, but wow … personal little chocolate bunny... so thrilling. Best thing anybody ever called me. Cute, sorta innocent, sexy, playful… special.
 “Doing stuff with boys? Is that what you call it? Or do you call it fucking? Say it, Mona,” said Ms. Miller. “Say there’s no law against fucking boys.”
“No, I don’t want you to say that. I’m being polite.”

The two had gradually moved across the room to where Mona was backed up against the wall and Ms. Miller was right in front of her, giving her student no place to go. “Say, I like to fuck boys,” said Ms. Miller. She raised her hands to cup the pert little breasts, but stopped short so it was just a threat for now. 

Eying the poised hands, Mona said, “I like to… fuck boys, all right?”

“Cute little pickaninny who likes fucking white boys.”

“Ms. Miller! That’s racist! You’re in even more trouble now!” Mona’s ire returned as if being a racist was worse than being a kidnapper. Even the meek Keesha had rebelled the first time Lisa had called her a nigger. It was so against her upbringing. 
“Cute little pickaninny,” repeated the teacher. “Cute little pickaninny who likes to suck cocks. Say it. Say, I like to suck white cock.”
“No!” When Ms. Miller’s hands reached out and cupped her growing mounds, she gasped. “Don’t touch me like that! I don’t want you touching me like that.”

Candice briefly wondered how long her chosen slave had been a slave. Surely she’d totally submitted to her master, but she had still kept her sense of right and wrong. It was amusing that Mona was more concerned about a racist remark than her body or her safety. It was thrilling that she had admitted to fucking boys and now was repulsed by the hands of a woman. “Lots of boys felt you up. What’s the matter? Didn’t think your teacher, a woman, would get turned on by such a pretty piece of puss?”

“Oh God, please don’t say that. Don’t touch me. I don’t want to… to… do anything… have sex with a girl… woman. Please?” she begged. 

“Say I like white boy cock.”

“I like white boy cock.” Mona sighed in relief as the offending hands pulled back. 

“Say, I’m a cute little pickaninny who likes white boy cock.”

“Ms. Miller, please.” She stared at the hands as they touched her again. “I’m a cute little… pick… pickaninny who likes white boy c-cock.”

“Bet you do,” said Ms. Miller. “Say I’m your personal chocolate bunny.”

Yes, please. I like that. Much as she wanted to be that because it sounded better than slave, nigger, or pickaninny, she still said it with reluctance. “I’m your personal little chocolate bunny.” 

“How many boys have you fucked?”

“Eight or… or nine. No, eight. Just eight.”

“How many cocks have you sucked?” 
Licker wondered how many a “regular” 12-year-old slut would have done. She was accurate about how many boys she figured she’d be fucking soon, but this was different. She’d sucked a lot of cocks, so she toned reality down. “Four. Are you gonna take your hands off?”
“Maybe,” said Ms. Miller. “Do you like it when boys feel you up?”

“Y-yes.”

“Say it. Say, I like it when white boys feel me up.”

“I like it when white boys feel me up.”

“I like being naked for white boys.”

“I like being naked for white boys. Please. I like it with black boys, too.”

“I don’t care when two pickaninny’s root around in the dirt,” said the normally polite teacher to Mona’s astonishment. “Now say, I’m going to play naughty with my favorite teacher.”

Mona gulped and said, “I’m… I’m going to p-play… please, don’t… I don’t want to.” Then she pointed out that Ms. Miller had lost the leverage of touching her breasts. “You’re feeling me up anyway.”

“Hmm, so what else do you not want me to do? Say it or I’ll kiss you. A real kiss like you kiss the boys.”

Mona’s shoulders slumped. “I’m going to play… umm… naughty with my favorite teacher.”

“Say, I like licking white girl pussy.”

“Oh God,” sighed Mona heavily. “I like licking white girl pussy.” She licked her lips subconsciously because Licker did indeed like that. 

“I think it’s time to teach you a lesson,” said Ms. Miller. She tweaked her student’s nipples and then sucked on them. 

“Ohhh, don’t do that, please? I like it when boys do it. They act like tits are so special and it feels good. I just had Bob doing it yesterday. Maybe you don’t know him. He’s a white boy and I like it when he does it. Please, stop.”

“Mmm, Bob Wilson, from my fourth period class?”

“Yeah, him,” said Mona as the two role played to a specific Bob. “He sucked my nipples and I sucked his cock.” 
The image of Mona and Bob clicked with the teacher. Mona with her legs spread and Bob’s vividly contrasting body between them humping away. Her as an eager slut and him taking advantage of an easy piece of puss. A little girl trying to earn popularity with her body. Such a young thing doing it willingly. Not like my slaves who were trained to do it. She appreciated the pleasure of training a girl with upstanding morals to be a sex puppet, but she also thrilled at the idea of taming Mona, a girl who wanted to give it away – just not this way. 
Licker saw the nipple clamps in her teacher’s hands, but figured Mona wouldn’t know what they were for. “What are those?” There was no answer until she felt her right nipple crushed in the tight clamp. “Owww, oh, God, oh, God, Ms. Miller. That hurts! Get it off.”

“Then I suppose you wouldn’t like this?” teased the woman as she opened the second clamp and moved it to Mona’s nipple. “Can’t stop me, can you?” She clamped the nipple with a laugh. 

“Owww, owww, stop, please. I… I… um… I’ll play naughty with you… a little.”

“A lot,” said Ms. Miller. “You’ll play naughty with me all I want once I get you trained, my personal little chocolate bunny.” She attached a rope to the clamps. 

“Trained?” gasped Mona. “What does that mean? What are you doing?” Of course the slave knew exactly what was going on, but she tried to remember the first time she’d been pulled up on her toes. Her mistress pulled on the rope that ran through the pulley on the ceiling and she went up on her toes. The rope also pulled her to the center of the room where her mistress could see her from all angles. 

Candice circled her captive, the first black girl she’d had at her mercy. The dark chocolate of her skin gave her an exotic look, but she still had the same smooth, flawless skin; pert, spankable ass; perfect tits with lovely, distended nipples; and look of helplessness. “Yes, trained,” she said. “You’re going to be my slave, my sex slave to be specific. You’ll lick my pussy whenever I want. You’ll enjoy it. You’ll be free to be yourself, a little pickaninny slut.”

“Ms. Miller! I thought you were nice,” whined the little pickaninny. “This hurts! Stop it! Please? You can’t have slaves. It’s illegal and… and… not a sex slave.” She danced on her toes, inwardly excited at the way the woman looked at her while trying to stay in character. If this goes on very long, I’d beg to lick pussy, but what would Mona do? “Ms. Miller, I learned my lesson now. I’ll be good. Let me down and I won’t say anything to anybody.”
“I’ll say you won’t tell anybody. Not locked in my basement for the rest of your life.” Preparing to insert a vibrator in her victim, she poked at the girl’s pussy. “Are you a virgin?” she asked in surprise. 
“Yes, Mistress,” said Licker. “My Master will take me soon, but not yet.”

The mistress had to pause and reconsider her plan. She was amazed that a slave this age was still a virgin. Girls in her club lost it when they were nine. I can’t take her virginity now. Her Master is saving it for something special. There’d be hell to pay if I went that far. Setting aside the six inch vibrator she’d brought with her, she replaced it with a button vibrator from a nearby drawer. At least it has a remote, too. This should still work. She put the tiny vibrator in place between Mona’s plump pussy lips below the bound girl’s clit so it wouldn’t stimulate her directly. 

She’d broken the spell of the role playing and to recover it, she said, “I decided I won’t put my vibrator where so many boys have been. I’ll use this one on my new sex slave instead.” 

“That’s a vibrator? What’s it for? You’re not gonna make me cum, are you, Ms. Miller? I don’t like this. You could… umm… you could do anything to me. What are you going to do?”

“For one thing, I’m not going to tell you what I’m going to do,” said the woman as she found the other toy she’d brought with her. It was a little ring with its own battery pack. Both her vibrator and the ring worked off the same remote so she could change settings at the same time. This time she’d just have to work two remotes simultaneously. She toyed with Mona’s clit while the girl whined in embarrassment and voiced pointless protests. When the pink button was swollen with arousal, she slid the ring over Mona’s clit, not unlike a cock ring. Then she ran a strip of tape over the girl’s hairless slit to seal the vibrator in place. 
“Much as I’m enjoying our little conversation, Mona, it’s time to shut you up.” Ms. Miller shoved a whiffle ball gag into Mona’s mouth and buckled it in place. “You see, my slave doesn’t get to talk. Not a word. If you speak, you get punished. And that starts right now. Part of your training, my little chocolate bunny.” 

Turning on the vibrator, she said, “You no longer have a name. You are simply a slave. A slave will obey me without question. A slave will hang from the ceiling until I decide otherwise. A slave will cum when I want her to and only when I want her to. A slave will refer to herself as this slave. A slave is free to resist and disobey all she wants, but she’ll be punished more and more severely until all she ever wants is to obey me. A slave will learn to do so many things she never ever wanted to do. Your mistress will enjoy every inch of a slave’s body, her sounds, her wiggles and jiggles, and her pain. Most of all, your mistress will enjoy a slave’s obedience. Once you learn to obey without question, then I’ll be happy and you’ll be happy. So, for your first order, I want you to cum for me. I want my little chocolate bunny to hump the air with wild abandon. I want my little pickaninny who likes fucking and sucking boys to embarrass herself by enjoying herself right in front of me.”
The little buzz in her slit was tantalizing and Licker assumed her mistress knew it wasn’t enough. I’ve been here before. She’s gonna use that remote. Low to medium and back to low. Low, medium, high and back to low. Tease. Tease. Tease. Up on my toes or rip off my nipples. Been here before. Hope I cum before it starts to really hurt… before my legs give out. She’s checking me out… up on my toes and stretching my legs… pussy… tummy… tits… gag. Looking at every inch of me. Feels so sexy. As one of many slaves to the owners, she’d never been singled out as this mistress had done. Never been admired like this. 
With her slave helpless and straining, Candice stripped off her clothes. As she stripped, her slave’s eyes got big and then the girl looked away, showing her disgust and disinterest. With all her clothes off, Candice pushed the button to turn up the vibrator and the button to turn on the ring. Her little bunny moved slightly for the first and jumped in surprise for the second. With a squeal into the gag, Mona’s eyes got big and it looked like she was trying to shake the ring free. 

Much as she wanted to look at her mistress, Licker kept her eyes averted. It was the only thing she could do to stay in character, though by now she wondered if that mattered at all. The vibrator went up a notch as she expected. The only surprise was the timing and she hardly reacted to that. Right on the heels of the vibrator, the ring came to life. It felt like it was vibrating but then… no! It’s electric. It’s shocking me. Fuck no! Right on my clit! Doesn’t hurt really, but it’s irritating… annoying… tingly. The low current was surprisingly tantalizing, a mixture of good and bad that her body couldn’t quite decipher.   

The helpless girl was outraged at this new twist in taking advantage of her vulnerability. The current right to her clit was worse in her mind than the clamps on her nipples or the gag in her mouth. The result was a Mona-like response that required no acting on her part. She struggled and squirmed and squealed with no result other than to excite her mistress. It was only a few seconds worth, but it seemed an eternity before the current turned off as the vibrator slowed again. Holy fuck me! I can’t cum on low and she’s gonna do that every time it goes to medium. And what’s high like? Does the electricity go up a notch, too?
“Yes,” hissed Candice as she turned off the ring. “Does my little chocolate bunny understand what it means to be a slave now?” She stepped to the bound girl and stroked her sides lightly. “Anything I want. How do those cute little nipples feel now? Maybe you’re ready to make me happy in ways a straight girl like you doesn’t want? Such nice soft skin. Maybe you’ve had somebody rub your tummy before, but never like this. Not by a naked girl who thinks you’re a sex toy. Never tied up so you can’t stop me. Never by a stranger who’s going to touch you in more places.” She slid her hands down and behind Mona to cup her ass. “Oh my, such a firm, sweet ass. You like it when I play with your ass. Hmm, the things I could do with this pretty little chocolate ass.”
She chuckled as the distracted girl squirmed in embarrassment while staring right at her tits. “Yes, check me out, bunny. You like my tits? You want to suck them? Mmm, hold still while I rub them against you. Makes my nipples all hard. Got me excited… hot little 7th grader naked… tied… helpless… on display… in pain. God, you wish you could stop me… do something, anything… get away.” 

Cocking her head, she tried to guess what the slave was thinking. “Want me to take off the clamps and let you down? Want me to take out the gag? Want me to take away the vibrator? A slave never gets choices. A slave doesn’t get what she wants. Never. Ever. A slave gets what her mistress wants.” She pushed the two buttons and stared into Mona’s eyes as desperation filled the girl again. “I want you looking at me, enjoying the sight of your mistress’ body, and cumming at the same time. Could you cum at this setting? Does it feel just totally fucked for me to pump electricity into your precious clit?” 

She turned down the two toys and set the remote to the side. “Someday soon, I’ll have you strung up like this for my friends. They’ll all want to see my new toy. Maybe I’ll even invite Bob Wilson to come watch. Wouldn’t that be fun? Hi, Bob, remember how we used to fuck? I do so much more now. Wanna watch? Wanna see what I do for my mistress?”

There were so many things that Licker did now and many of them were things her mistress talked about. It was nothing to be touched by a stranger, suck her mistress’ tits, or perform for an audience. Yet, when her mistress mentioned performing for Bob, she thought of a boy she knew from school. What would he think about me now? I was just a normal girl and I’ll bet he’d love to see me naked. Yeah, he’d love to see me hanging here so he could touch me. He’d love to see what I do now. She could feel Mona’s helplessness from the electricity in her clit and feel Mona’s embarrassment and frustration on a personal level. Toyed with like this in front of a boy I had a crush on… oh my God… I’d be mortified. 
To Licker’s surprise, her mistress released the nipple clamps and let her down off her toes. It was a relief when the woman massaged her tits and for a second she accepted it. “Uh uh!” she abruptly insisted, trying to back away from the woman who was feeling her up. This was why Ms. Miller freed my nipples – so she could play with my tits. Get away from me. She squirmed to no avail as her teacher moved behind her and reached around to play with her tits. 
“Such cute little ones,” cooed Ms. Miller. “Perfect little chocolate bunny tits. I love little girls and you’ve got the perfect little body. Lovely little tits with hard nipples. Oh my, yes, you wish they weren’t hard, but they are. Because they’re my nipples now. They get hard when I want. I love fondling a little girl, especially when she can’t stop me.”
After fondling Mona for a couple of minutes, Ms. Miller stepped away and picked up the remotes again. “Getting close? I suppose not. Let’s help that out.” She put the vibrator to medium when it sent tremors through Mona’s pussy, tremors that her clit felt as distant but encouraging tingles. This time when the electricity started, Mona thought it made her clit more sensitive and those distant tingles more effective. It was still mildly irritating, but she figured she could bear it. Then her tormentor put the vibrator on high and then electricity went… “Oooooo, aaahhhh,” gasped the trapped 7th grader. Her body trembled and her hips moved with a will of their own. It fucking hurts, but it feels like I’m going to cum. No longer tethered in position, she danced and thrust in a half circle. Helpless. Can’t stop humping. Can’t stand still. My pussy is on fire. Need. Out of control. Jerking. Thrusting. Need. Squirming. Squealing. Need. Tingling. Performing. Need. Need. 

The power dropped to medium and she stopped involuntarily thrusting her hips, yet still felt on the verge of cumming. On the edge, but not able to cum. The vibrator went to low and she still felt that desperate need to cum, but the vibrator was too faint and the need faded. The whole cycle from low to high and back again took just 20 seconds, only five of which were at high. For the first ten seconds, Ms. Miller delighted in the way Mona sought out an orgasm. The next five seconds were incredibly erotic as she played her sex toy like a puppet. She knew the girl couldn’t control herself. It was the ultimate feeling of power. She left the power at medium for another 5 seconds wondering if the slave would figure out that she couldn’t cum with the ring on her clit. It was combination cock ring that prevented the release she needed and pleasure control that literally paralyzed her clit. 

In fact, the mistress had tried it on herself, finding the feeling to be like an orgasm with neither release nor pleasure. A feeling she could testify to that had lasted for five minutes before she’d ended her personal experiment. One of her slaves, little pink bunny, could testify to ten minutes and her other slave, worthless, had no idea how long she’d spent in that world of helpless horror. Candice enjoyed the dichotomy of having a slave who was allowed pleasure and one who was never allowed an orgasm, only torment. Her little chocolate bunny was allowed to have pleasure. After a little torment.  
“That’s always fun,” smiled Ms. Miller. “A lot like fucking boys, huh? They never let you cum. They take what they want and never let you cum. Suck a cock and you feel accepted, but you’re just a slut to them. Buy their attention with your body and they hardly care about you except when’s the next time.”

Turning the vibrator to medium again, she cupped Licker’s tits and looked into her eyes. “How about it, Licker? You ready to cum? You want to cum for me. You want to show off that little chocolate bunny hard body. Go ahead. Cum for me. You have my permission. This is the right setting. I know it is. God, yes, you don’t care what kind of a show you put on.” She turned it back to low and removed the girl’s gag. Back on medium, she said, “Squirm and dance for me. Talk to me. Let me know when you’re ready to cum.” Playing with a slave was what she had planned, not a role play with a student. It was time to enjoy the slave. 

“God Almighty, mistress,” gasped Licker. “I’m gonna cum. You like this? Watch me. Watch me squirm and cum. Watch me dance. Watch a little chocolate bunny hop.” She danced and hopped of her own volition, knowing she was the object of this woman’s desire. It was thrilling and it would make her orgasm better. For a couple of minutes she claimed she was ready to cum and then she gasped, “I can’t. Mistress, please let me.”

Candice’s response was to turn the vibrator on high. Suddenly, Candice controlled her bunny through one little puppet string, her clit. That sensitive button was in near orgasm and Candice slowly fingered herself as that one string made her puppet jerk and thrust and hop out of control. “Oh, God, oh God, oh, God,” wailed Licker as the insidious duo drove her crazy. Fearing the girl would seriously hurt herself, the mistress picked up the squirming little girl and sat down with the chocolate mess in her lap. 

Cradled in her mistress’ lap, Licker knew she was only there because her mistress could feel every ounce of her need. She kept up her nearly continuous chant of, “Oh, God, oh, God, oh God,” broken only by an occasional, “I’m gonna cum.” She was barely aware of her mistress’ hands all over her as the woman taunted her about cumming or not cumming, can’t hold still, putting on a show, and need. After a minute and a half, Licker finally realized she was never going to cum. “Please, Mistress,” she wailed. “No more, no more, no more.”
That was what the mistress wanted to hear. She didn’t expect proper begging or polite, submissive behavior when she had a girl in this state. Not on her first experience at least. First, she kissed Licker, tasting the fire in her slave. Then she turned the vibrator to low and turned the ring off. As her slave panted with exertion, her body slick and shiny with sweat, Candice removed the ring from her slave’s swollen clit and then ran the vibrator back to high. 

In seconds, Licker convulsed in a tremendous orgasm. As pleasure washed over her, she had enough control to focus on her mistress’ reaction and added mental pleasure to the physical. Her mistress wasn’t leering or taunting her as she squirmed through a helpless forced orgasm. In fact, her mistress was silent with a look of admiration and pleasure. The little chocolate bunny was overwhelmed with how much the woman enjoyed her orgasm. Her mistress watched her with delight as if watching a favorite child open a special gift. 
Even when her climax ended, Licker felt excited, like she was ready for more. “Mistress, may… haah… may a slay… haah… slave lick… haah… pussy now… haah,” she forced the words out as she panted. 

“Hell yeah,” said Candice. She pulled the girl to her and planted the eager face in her sopping pussy. To her delight, her little chocolate bunny ate pussy better than her little pink bunny. She had enjoyed letting her slave cum. It was fun to watch a sexy little girl so out of control and thoroughly enjoying the moment. Now that same sexy little girl was completely in control and still thoroughly enjoying the moment. Enjoying giving as well as receiving. 

After four orgasms, Candice pulled Licker away, wondering if the slave would keep going with the same energy forever. Like the Energizer Bunny. Hot little thing loved cumming and eating pussy. “Oh, my, how I’d love to take you home with me,” she said. 
As one of a family of five slaves and one of over 30 slaves in the club, Licker had never felt that special. Like the six-pointed star, she was usually tormented with her sisters. She’d never felt as special as she felt right now. It wasn’t just the one-on-one session, but the way this mistress looked at her and treated her. She surprised Candice by saying, “Mistress, a slave would love to be taken home by you.”
“Would you now?” said Candice, her eyes roaming over the perfect body. It was ephemeral, changing even now from this perfection into a woman. If she took this slave home, it would be only for two years at best and then she’d pass a 14-year-old chocolate bunny on to another owner who liked girls of that age. She didn’t mind that. She did it all the time, but she knew that Licker wasn’t thinking about that when she volunteered to go. And she did mind that. She just didn’t know why. Besides, she couldn’t just waltz onto another club’s home turf and leave with one of their slaves. “Too bad that can’t happen,” she said to Licker’s disappointment. “You’re somebody’s property and I can’t steal property, can I?”
“No, Mistress,” said Licker, unable to meet the woman’s eyes. 

However, a week later, Candice did come for her little chocolate bunny. She’d talked to Bubba and Miles and got the nod to pursue a deal. With Bubba and Steve Evans present, she asked Paul what the price would be. Encouraged just by the fact that they were willing to discuss the matter, she didn’t have to wait long for an answer. 
Paul had time to think about the price and he said, “I want you as my slave for 24 hours.”

As a powerful mistress to slaves Paul’s age, she was shocked at the suggestion. “Me? As a slave? No, not gonna happen. I don’t want her that bad. How about we just exchange slaves? A one-for-one trade?” 

“You as my slave for two hours,” said Paul. “No cameras. No other masters or mistresses. No other slaves. Nobody knows what happens except you and me.”

“Until you tell them,” said Candice. The drastic cut in duration of her enslavement made her think about the offer this time. What could he do in two hours anyway? 

“And I promise not to tell anyone. I know you won’t. Just you and me alone for two hours and nobody knows what happened. In return, you get your little chocolate bunny.”

She hadn’t counted on Licker telling her master what she’d called the girl or how special she’d made Licker feel. It tipped her hand that she was willing to meet almost any price. She wanted to ask what he’d do with her… how he’d treat her… what would the real price be once she agreed to his terms. She knew the answer would be whatever he wanted. There was no way to bargain to being almost a slave or a slave with limits. “Very well. You can have me for two hours.”
“Follow me then,” said Paul. He turned and walked away. 

The confident mistress looked at Bubba and Steve and with a gulp, she followed her young master. He led her to a bedroom and shut the door. “Take off your clothes,” he ordered. She stripped for him, feeling the vulnerability of being a slave as she bared herself to a mere boy no different than the ones that sat in her class. 

When she was naked, he asked, “Are you strictly into girls or would you have sex with a boy? Does that repulse you?”

“Master, I’ve had sex with men and with boy slaves. I’m not repulsed by it,” she admitted. 

Paul smiled. “I don’t want you as a slave. I just wanted to see if you’d do it. All I wanted was for you to agree to be a slave. That means you must really want her. I think she’d be better off with you. I’ve heard you treat your pink bunny well and I assume you’ll treat your chocolate bunny the same way.”

“You don’t want me as a slave,” Candice repeated what she’d heard just to be sure. “I’m free to go then?” 

“You have to wait two hours,” said Paul. “Otherwise it looks like you skipped out on the deal.” As she reached for her clothes, he said, “What I’d like is to have sex with a beautiful mistress. You said you’ve done it before, so do it with me. Not because you have to, but because you want to. I mean, I am letting you off the hook, so I figured…”
“You figured I still owe you something.”

“I figured you’d be grateful,” said Paul. 

“Get your clothes off, Master Paul,” she said without a hint of submission. “We do have two hours to kill, don’t we?”

“Yes, we do, Mistress Candice,” he replied and shed his clothes. 

So Mistress Candice took her little chocolate bunny home and pampered her very obedient slave. When her favorite slave turned 14, she kept her. When her chocolate bunny turned 16, she freed the slave. Nothing changed. The former slave obeyed her lover of her own free will. Together, the two of them enjoyed many middle school aged girls, but never another chocolate one. 
*****
Princess only had to wait ten minutes before her daddy came to get her. During that time she wondered about daddy. He’s daddy. He’s always been there for me. Protecting me. He’s the chief of police. He’s suppose to be one of the good guys enforcing the law. After all these years, this is the real man. Head of a club that owns kids. Wonder what’s his favorite age. 

By the time he came, she’d received a total of seven swats for turning down owners. Even knowing what the man who raised her had on his mind, she couldn’t deny the feeling of relief as he took her away. Getting spanked was no fun, but it wasn’t the spankings that made her relieved. It was the end of the anticipation and the dread of being daddy’s sex toy. If Brad was right, then she was off to fulfill her destiny and since she felt an undeniable thrill when she thought of sucking off daddy, she knew Brad was right. 
Sequestered in a private room, Miles positioned his daughter in the center of the room with her feet shoulder width apart and her hands on her head. “I’m sorry, Princess,” he said to her surprise. “Sorry that I couldn’t bring myself to make you a slave long ago. I knew when you were just 8 that you were a submissive who wanted to be controlled.” He’s sorry because he didn’t abuse me when I was in 3rd grade? All those years he missed raping me? “And I did, didn’t I? I ran your life for you, but never turned you into a sex slave. Brad wanted you at 14, but I didn’t let him. Now you found your own way to being a dog’s sex toy, a slut who’ll do anything. I could have brought you to this ten years ago and I’m sorry I didn’t.” No, he’s sorry because he didn’t give me what I needed back then. I could have sucked his cock when I was 8. I could have been Brad’s toy. How would that have felt? 
“You have one fucking hot body, baby,” he told her. “I tried to keep boys away from you and now here I am with the keys to your body. I’ve got my own daughter waiting to be my hard body sex toy. I’m gonna stick my cock in every hole of my little girl. I’m gonna fondle every inch of my little girl. But first, I’m going to hurt my little girl. What do you think about that?”

“I’m scared, daddy,” said Princess. “I never wanted to be my daddy’s sex toy. I don’t want you to look at me like that and I don’t want to be your slave.” If I did, it wouldn’t be nearly as exciting. Dammit, remember how it felt to see them the first time? To know they’d been watching me? How hard I came for them?  
“Well, don’t be scared, baby,” said Miles. “We’re just gonna have some fun. Me torturing you and you getting excited about it.”

The words shocked her, but they rang true. As he said them, she was unfettered in the middle of the room and her position didn’t waver. His eyes all over my nude body… tits, pussy, and ass that daddy’s never seen before. Not since I was four or five anyway. And never, ever like how he’s looking at me now. What’s he going to do?
She was docile as she put her arms across her back, grabbing her elbows and thrusting out her tits, and letting him tie her arms across her back. With no idea how he was going to hurt her, she still couldn’t resist. Then she was helpless to protect herself. After forced a ball gag into her mouth, he made her kneel and then tied a three foot spreader bar to her ankles. Clamping her nipples, he tied a rope to each clamp and pulled them through her pussy lips and up behind her. He snagged her nose with a double prong hook, one bent hook in each nostril. An elastic cord ran from the hook up over her head and then he used the hook to pull her head back until she was staring at the ceiling. Then he tied the crotch ropes to the elastic cord with a slip knot. 

Princess immediately felt the hook hold her head back and with her nipples not stretched. Crap, I can hold this uncomfortable position and my nipples were OK or I can look down to relieve the strain on my neck and tug on my nipples. Something’s going to hurt either way. What?!! He tightened it? Pulled on a slip knot? Fuck me, now my head is back and my nipples are stretched.  It hurts… nose, neck, and nipples… can’t see anything but the ceiling. What’s daddy doing now? Immobilized… like a trophy on display… naked, stretched, straining… gonna hurt soon. So this is how he’s going to hurt me.  
Just when she’d accepted the position, she felt the sting of a slender whip across her belly. She groaned at the first slash. As the whipping continued, she tried to shift position, but it was only in her mind. She grunted and moaned in pain. Daddy’s whipping me… hard… nasty… hurts like hell… my belly, my tits, my thighs, and my pussy. Jesus Christ, I’m fucking naked for daddy and he’s whipping me… his slave… his sex toy… his daughter. Why am I getting so excited? It hurts. I’m not a pain toy. It’s just being helpless… being his… for God’s sake, my daddy wants to hurt me and I can’t stop him. Don’t want to stop him. Whip me, daddy. I’m a bad girl. I’m a slut. I let anybody, even the dogs, use me. Whip me, daddy, and then teach me a real lesson with your cock. Show me what daddy does to his bad girl.
Miles watched and listened with satisfaction as her excitement became obvious. So many submissives had thrilled him this way and now he had a very special submissive. She wants this. She wants to make her master happy… especially daddy. Look at how wet she is. My little slut wants cock. She wants daddy’s cock. 
Setting aside the whip, Miles untied the elastic cord and let Princess’ head loll forward. He removed the ball gag and simply thrust his cock through her waiting lips as she eagerly, hungrily accepted it. “Suck daddy’s cock,” he said three words that aroused them both. He couldn’t believe how erotic it was to see and feel his cock plunging between his daughter’s lips, that beautiful face alight with desire. She couldn’t believe how thrilling it was to suck daddy’s cock… to be able to look up at his face and feel his desire. “Bet this was the last cock you ever expected to suck. Did you suck Brad’s cock? My deep throat daughter. What a fucking slut.”
While he intended all three holes, Miles only planned for one orgasm. He backed away from the incredible blow job and freed her ankles. Putting her on her back, he shoved his cock into her dripping fuck hole. “Jesus, baby, you’re a damn good fuck. Feels so good to fuck you. Like a master does with his sex toy.” He took slow strokes, denying himself an orgasm for now. 

After a few minutes, he pulled out and rolled her onto her stomach and pulled her up on her knees. “Say it, baby. Say you want daddy in your ass.”
“Please, daddy, please put your big hard cock up my ass. Your little girl doesn’t like it in the ass, but I can’t stop you. I want you to rape my ass. I want daddy to fuck my ass and cum inside me.”

Thrusting carefully, he opened up her ass and then shoved his cock in all the way. “Pretty nice fucking ass, baby. Nice and tight. Take it, baby. Take daddy’s cock like all the little girls do. You want it because you want to be a sex toy.” She was so tight he had to be careful not to cum. 

Now that he’d sample all three hole, Miles pulled out of his daughter’s ass and set her back on her knees again. “Say you want daddy’s cum in your mouth, baby. Tell me you want to suck your shit right off it.”

“Oh, God, daddy. You’re gonna make me…” Suck your cock right after it’s been in my ass! I do not want to do that. Jesus, I know I’ll get so excited. I can make it more exciting by refusing. “No! Fuck daddy, I don’t want to suck my shit off your cock. I don’t want to suck your cock. You have to make me. Take your little girl’s mouth. Make your pumpkin swallow your cum.”
“Pumpkin,” Miles’ voice was husky and deep as he called her something he hadn’t called her in years. “Time to make daddy happy, Pumpkin. Open up that pretty mouth. It’s what my little girl is for.” He frowned when she didn’t open. He didn’t want to play the game that much. It was time to cum. “Open the fuck up, you little slut. Lick my cock like it’s a shit lollipop and enjoy it.”

Princess quickly ran her tongue up his foul tasting cock and rumbled, “Mmmmm.” Having daddy upset told her she’d pushed it too far. His cock did taste like shit, but she smiled and laved it thoroughly. Then she took his throbbing cock in her mouth and sucked like she sucked Sledge. It felt wonderful to be daddy’s slut. When he came, she showed him and played with it until he told her to swallow. 
As he led her back to the meeting room, he told her. “Mistress Lisa said she’d let me have some of the DVDs of your training. Now in your free time you can think about Brad and me watching them and jerking off. I especially want to see the shock and surprise on your face that very first day. I hear you were stripped and fucked by a 13-year-old. Daddy wants to see your whole first day before you discover yourself.”

After all she’d learned about her daddy, she was still shocked that he wanted to see her facing the shock of being stripped and raped. I wasn’t a slave then. I didn’t know how good it was. That was the worst experience of my life. I’d get excited and cum like crazy if it happened now, but then it was horrible. On the other hand, now that he’d mentioned it, she decided she’d get excited about sharing that horrible, very personal violation of her old identity as she was reshaped before his very eyes to become what he wanted her to be.

*****

 The adult slaves all shared the same opinion of the night. Aside from Jenny who knew she’d be taken by Tom, they all expected to be unused. Their owners would sample the child slaves from the other club and Miles’ club had no taste for adults and would sample the children in their club. Mommy was surprised and immediately nervous when a proudly naked Joanie pulled her off to play. The 10-year-old strutted in front of the owners from the other club, showing off what they couldn’t have. 
The fact was, Joanie had a very powerful recurring moment with Kiki. She could remember that first time the bitch had gone down on Jasper and every time since then was almost as strong. She’d had the same feeling about Lori dunking her face in the toilet for her. It sealed, in her mind, her older siblings place as her slaves. Their willingness to do anything for her was compelling. She’d had many great moments with Mommy, but nothing as powerful. During the afternoon the idea came to her and she didn’t have the patience to wait. She didn’t want to play with the other club’s child slaves since she had four of her own that were very special to her. 

Entering the room, Mommy immediately noticed something odd. Ropes hung from the ceiling as usual, but two of the ropes, about three feet apart, had wooden rings hanging from them. The rings were not unlike the still rings that male gymnasts competed on at the Olympics, but shoulder height instead. Surprised to be with her daughter and surprised by the change in the room, she wasn’t at all surprised when Joanie told her to grab the rings. She took one of the sturdy rings in each hand. 

Pulling on the ends of the rope, Joanie pulled Mommy up on her toes.  “Stay like that, Mommy,” she told her slave. “Just hold the rings until you can’t take it anymore and then hold them even longer.” She plopped in a chair and picked up a book to read. 
That’s it? Mommy was expecting something special, not a simple command to stay like this. For half hour, Mommy wondered what was going on. She’d decorated Theresa’s room before, but this was different. Posed for Mistress Joanie. Mommy posing for her. It doesn’t hurt yet, but it will. And she wants me to hold the rings. It’s so hard doing it when I’m tied hanging from the ceiling and now she wants me to do it on my own. All I have to do is hang like this until she ends it. I’ve been on my toes for hours before, so unless she intends to make this a very long session, it won’t be so hard. Just that she’s got me stretched up on my toes with a perfect view of my body… or actually, I’m stretching myself to give her a perfect view of my body. The least she could do is look at me. 

Just look at her. Almost angelic sitting there and reading. Yet, I know she’s a no nonsense mistress with a powerful will. Nothing like Mistress Theresa’s harsh approach to being a mistress. She tormented me and punished me if I screwed up. Mistress Joan torments me and rewards me when I don’t screw up. Haven’t been punished by her very much at all. That’s because I want to make her happy. When did it come to this? I’m her mother. I should be in control until she’s older, but instead, I’m waiting here for her next command. Naked because she likes me like this… because I obey her without question… because I’m weak and nothing excites me like being my daughter’s sex slave. Not even allowed clothes because that’s what she wants.
She struggled with her thoughts and the growing strain for several minutes. Does it hurt more because I’m doing it to myself? I’ve never been able to get down on my own. So frustrating to be posed like this and not be tied… to do this to myself. I don’t dare let go and I don’t want to. I want to make my powerful mistress happy. I want to be owned by her. It’s so arousing and I’m getting wet right now as she humiliates me. Her slave… her sex slave… feels so good to be naked and working so hard for her. I know she’s getting excited. I know I’m going to go down on her. Groveling face first in her pussy. How sick is that? How wet I’m getting just thinking about it. 
After half an hour of forcing herself to read despite the incredible distraction of her mommy standing on her tiptoes simply because she’d been ordered to, Joanie looked up. “Really, Mommy, how many 10-year-old girls know just how sexy their mommy is? Just me, I suppose. You are, you know. You’re very sexy. And this just makes you look even better. Decorating a room just for me. You and I both know that you could let go any time, except for one thing… I like you like this and therefore, you want to be like this. Straining up on your toes just because.” She went back to reading. 

When her mistress spoke to her briefly and went back to reading, it fueled her desire. My God! She thinks I’m sexy for real… sexy it a way that excites her… and me. Sexy enough to get used pretty soon. I’m a grown woman, her mother, but I’m thrilled to be a naked decoration for a 10-year-old. She’s right. I could let go. Hell, I’m not even gagged, so I could speak. But I am gagged in her mind. I am tied in her mind. She’s making me do this… making me torture myself. Making me wait for her next command. I could stop. Just let go, but I don’t want to be punished by her. I want to excite her. I want to be the object of her desire. I want to be naked and helpless. I want her to command me.  My God, I’m dripping wet. 
Joanie waited another 15 minutes and then looked up. “I like the way you look like that, Mommy. I think you’re a perfect slave for holding on for me. I know I gave you an order to stay like that, but you’d do it anyway just because I like the way you look.  It pleases me. Remember the time I wanted to go to Jodie’s party and you wouldn’t let me because we had other plans. Back then, you didn’t care about pleasing me, but now I own you. Now you do care about pleasing me. Just a slave who wants to please your mistress. I mean, face it, Mommy, I’m still just a 10-year-old girl, your daughter. But you’ll hang there because it pleases me.” She dropped her eyes back to her book. 

My God, she’s turned on by the same thing. She wants mommy performing for her and I want to perform for my daughter. Even better knowing Lori and Kiki… her brother and sister for God’s sake… are her slaves. All of us. Incest. I get so turned on sucking Kiki, eating First, or playing with my two new daughters, Tease and Butter… doing it all for Mistress Joanie. Rubbing it in… I’m her slave. I do every little arbitrary thing she wants. Now, it’s like she’s daring me to stop. She almost gave me permission to stop. If I stopped, I would only stop pleasing her. I don’t think I’d be in trouble. But, I don’t want to let go. I don’t want to disappoint my mistress. I want to please my mistress. Even if my mistress is Joanie. Especially because my mistress is Joanie. 
Look at her, sitting there naked. She’s so beautiful and sexy. A perfect little girl body that is so wrong for me to even look at like this. Bare little pussy… my favorite pussy. So young she doesn’t even have tits. I want to be all over her. I want her to command me to make her cum. Because of her, I want little girls and boys. 
Joanie let her slave stew for just five more minutes and then set her book aside. Rising from the chair, she paced the few feet to Mommy like she was a predator and her prey was hanging helplessly in front of her. “Does it hurt now, Mommy? You know how special I think that is. Hurt for me, Mommy.” She stifled the grin that came from mommy’s reaction to being called Mommy. “Just look at you. You’re sweating. You’re working so hard for me. I love it when a slave works hard for me.”

Squatting down, Joanie put her hands on Mommy’s right ankle and slowly brought them up the slave’s legs all the way until her left hand was resting against Mommy’s pussy. “It’s my leg… and it’s such a beautiful leg. A leg attached to my property and I like the leg. Because it’s beautiful and sexy and mine.” She squatted down and did the same to her slave’s left leg. “Another beautiful leg. Mommy’s got sexy legs.”

The young mistress’ hands went to Mommy’s tits. “And sexy tits. You must think so, too, because you show them off to everybody.” Joanie allowed herself a sly smile. Teasing Mommy was such fun. She took a deep breath because she was close to the moment she wanted to create. That special, powerful moment that she’d share with Mommy for a long time to come. They’d almost been to that point before, but she’d never really brought it to fruition.  
Squeezing the luscious globes with nipples erect and begging for attention, Joanie said, “Do you remember my first day of school? Going off to 1st grade? Do you remember the trip to Disney World when we rode the roller coaster together? Do you remember all the times you told me I was sweet? Beautiful? Perfect?” She could tell Mommy remembered all those and more. She cupped and fondled Mommy’s tits, enjoying the feel of the swollen nipples. Waiting a few seconds for the memory’s to fill them both, she said, “Did you ever imagine that sweet, beautiful, perfect little girl would have her very own mommy naked and standing on her toes and begging to be admired? Was it your one goal in life to please me like no mommy has ever pleased her 10-year-old daughter? I know it wasn’t, but I know you love it. So hurt for me, Mommy.”

Joanie dropped back in the chair. “Did you wake up this morning thinking how much you wanted to hurt for me? What I want right now is for you to stay on your toes another five minutes. I want you to let go of the rings and just stand on your toes. For me.” Mommy had already let go of the rings when she said, “If you do that for five minutes, you may lick the wettest, sweetest pussy in the world. If you don’t, then we’re done.”
She just told me I can stop, didn’t she? I could stop and we’d be done. She’d let me, but I won’t let myself. I won’t disappoint her. I will grovel in the wettest, sweetest pussy in the world… happily. Does she not understand me that much? Doesn’t she know that I wake up every morning thinking about serving her… how much I want to hurt for her… how much I want to worship her… how much I want her to use me?
After waiting three minutes, it was obvious to Joanie that Mommy wanted what she’d offered. She stood and circled Mommy. “Every angle. So sexy. So beautiful from every angle. And all mine. Showing off her tits for me. Bare ass naked and proud of it. Showing off her shaved pussy and her spankable ass.” But, then Joanie thought every ass was spankable, including Paul’s if she ever got the chance. “Hurting for me because she wants to make me cum with her tongue. God, Mommy, do you have any idea how much I want you down on your knees and swiping your tongue through my little girl slit? Yeah, you do and I’ll bet it’s not as much as you want to do it.”
This was the moment she wanted. “Got my big sister to put her face in a toilet bowl. Got my big brother so helpless I trained him to suck and fuck a dog. Now I’ve got Mommy hurting herself for me. That’s it, Mommy, beg with your pain just to taste my pussy.” Joanie backed up and sat in the chair with her legs spread. “My, my, Mommy, what naughty thoughts go through your pretty head. You don’t have to say anything. The way you look at me says it all. You’d strip and eat me right on the front lawn if I told you to. I own you. Your sweet little girl owns you and she knows just how to use a slut like you. Kneel down and feast, Mommy.”

Mommy wanted her mistress more than anything and Joanie’s words just fueled her devotion, desire, and lust. Yes, I am as low as Kiki when she does the dog or when Lori drinks from a toilet bowl. Yes, I do think naughty thoughts… just don’t remind me… makes me wild for you when you make it so clear. Yes, I would eat you on the front lawn. My God, does she ever know how to treat a slut like me. Thank you, Mistress. She dropped to her knees and planted her face in the wettest, sweetest pussy in the world, savoring the feel of the juices as she smeared them on her face and the taste and aroma of her reward. 
Kneel down and feast, Mommy. Yes, it is a wonderful feast. Pleasing her is sublime. It’s all I want in my life now. To thrill her with her own sense of power and thrill me with my absolute lack of it. To be a toy for my sweet, perfect little girl. To unleash this side of her so she’ll use me. 
Mistress Joanie came quickly and Mommy continued to feast through four more orgasms. With each one the girl seemed to get more and more energy. Finally, she said, “On your toes again, you sexy slut. Hang from those rings for me.” As Mommy got in position, Joanie produced a vibrator, turned it on high, and slid it up Mommy’s slippery hole. She pressed her palm to her slave’s pussy to keep the vibrator from falling out. “Don’t cum,” she growled. 
Don’t cum? I can’t control it. So excited. What’s she doing to me? I can’t help it and then she’ll punish me. So, so cruel. She tried to fight the inevitable, bearing down to keep from cumming. 

To Joanie, it looked like Mommy was going to explode. “Aww, baby, are you going to cum anyway? Can’t help it? Squirm for me. Fight it. Do not cum.” Caressing Mommy’s cheek like a concerned mother herself, Joanie was playing a risky game since she didn’t want to punish her slave for cumming, just torment her. Watching the signs carefully, she knew Mommy couldn’t hold it much longer. “Need to cum, baby? Do you think you deserve to cum? Holy cow, baby, I think you just have to, don’t you? Well, then, cum you little slut. Cum for your mistress!”
Exploding into a magnificent orgasm on command, Mommy squirmed and danced on her toes. “God Almighty, Mistress! I’m cumming for you! Play with me, use me. Just a toy for you to play with.”

“Shut up and cum,” snapped Joanie. “You’re not just a toy, you’re my Mommy toy, my sexy mommy toy. Got my Mommy cumming like a wild woman. Totally out of control. Putting on a show for your little girl. Sharing your most private moment with your little girl. And you don’t fucking care at all. Do it, Mommy, show me how you lose control. Show me what I own. Fuck, Mommy, how embarrassing is it to be at the beck and call of a 10-year-old? To cum just because I said so. Can’t control yourself. But I can. I can control you. Make you a mindless slut on her toes. Not a thought in that pretty head except how much you worship me because I can make you lose control.” 
As her mistress rattled off words clearly designed to heighten her humiliation and therefore, her orgasm, Mommy came just like her daughter said. Mistress drove me to this point. Can’t stop. Making a scene for her. Don’t even want to stop. Enjoy me, Joanie. Enjoy me, Mistress. Thank you for being my mistress… for letting me cum… for being the strong willed mistress that I need… for using me… for wanting me.

*****
A few weeks later when Joanie realized it was mid-August, she wondered just how long they’d be in the underground facility. She and her slaves got time outside in the walled in area to enjoy the sunshine and fresh air, but most of the time they were inside. Concerned about her lack of outside contact, she searched for Theresa and found the woman in one of the big showers with Erin and Barbara. The two sisters were quite well trained by now. Their 24x7 training had turned them into submissive slaves without a disobedient bone in their body. 
But they had disobedient thoughts. Told to wash her mistress, Barbara thought, I’m a slave. Can’t hardly believe it, but I am. Can’t argue. Can’t say no. Just do it. Wish I could get away. Wish I could refuse, but I need a master or mistress to hurt me. Last time I just hesitated, nobody whipped me for two days. Erin had similar thoughts. How did I get into this? Will it never end? Bad enough to be spanked or whipped for disobedience, but I won’t get to see my stallion if I’m bad. Neither of them cared that their main motivation was the depravity of pain and pleasure or demeaning bestial sex with a well hung stallion. 
“Theresa, may I come in?” asked the 10-year-old. Oh, for God’s sake, no, thought Barbara. I’m fucking washing Mistress Theresa the hard way and I don’t want an audience, too. 
“Of course, Joanie,” said Theresa. “Something on your mind?” It wasn’t unusual for the girl to want to talk though in the shower was a first. 

Joanie stripped and stepped into the shower. For a moment, she admired the two slaves. They both had a harness on their head that held a brush so it seemed to stick out of their forehead and a bar of soap clenched between their teeth. They had to hold the soap gently so as to not get too much of the taste. They could lather up their brush on each other’s soap so they could wash their mistress with their forehead. It was delightful to watch the proficient pair suffer through the indignity without questioning Theresa’s authority or right to make them do it. They were slaves and this was what slaves did. Fuck, here we go again, thought Erin in dismay. Mistress Joanie is so wicked. Just when I think it’s bad to scrub a woman with a little brush and a bar of soap in my mouth, it gets worse. 
After a quarter of a minute, Theresa reminded Joanie that she’d come to talk about something. She’d enjoyed many of the underage slaves, but she’d never made an advance toward the littlest mistress and Joanie hadn’t suggested anything sexual between them either. Still, she enjoyed watching Joanie for many reasons. There was the almost innocent look in her eyes when she watched a slave perform juxtaposed with the perfect preteen body, the beautiful face, and the powerful look Joanie could muster that commanded a slave’s attention. 

“Yeah,” said Joanie, finally looking up at Theresa’s face. “When does school start?” she asked, catching Theresa by surprise. Sensing something was off, Joanie chuckled. “Yeah, who wants summer vacation to end, but I’d like to get out of here and see my friends.”

The two slaves focused on their task and did their best to ignore the conversation, but their ears perked up as they waited for the answer. “Joanie, school doesn’t start,” said Theresa. “You heard Bubba when we first got down here. Everyone in the car was reported missing, remember? If you show up at school, they’ll know something’s wrong. They’ll ask you where the rest of your family is and Butter and Tease and me, too. They won’t let you back here.” 
“Oh,” said a disappointed Joanie. “I didn’t think it was that permanent, but I guess you’re right.”

“Erin, be a good little college dropout and wash Mistress Joanie,” Theresa told the pony girl. When Erin put her brush to Joanie’s chest, Theresa said, “School starts in about a week. I thought we’d open up a school here so you could continue classes. No sense in leaving you and Paul uneducated.”

“I suppose that would be OK,” Joanie said ruefully. “Kinda hoped I’d get to see my friends, but that can’t happen.”

“Well, you do have your two best friends with you,” smiled Theresa. “And your brother and sister. You just can’t see the rest of your friends.”
Just the mention of her best friends, brother, and sister distracted the young mistress as she thought of the power she held over them. Slaves were fun, but she especially loved the fact that she’d turned on her friends and family, taking those that trusted her into a life of slavery. After a few seconds, she got back to the subject at hand. “Just that I’m getting tired of playing the same games with them. I mean, it’s fun and I like playing with them, but I was hoping to do something else once in a while.” In fact, Joanie had already started setting aside days where her slaves were dressed all day and they played games or read books that didn’t involve sex. Butter and Lori had tried taking advantage of the privileges, but Joanie had set them straight. Being dressed or having free time did not mean they weren’t still slaves. Mommy, Kiki, and Tease liked being her slaves too much to challenge her.  
“If you’re bored with them, I could suggest some different things to do with your slaves,” said Theresa. “Would you like that?” Please say you’re kidding, pleaded Barbara silently. She doesn’t need more ideas. Fuck me, what Mistress Theresa did to me last night? Imagine Mistress Joanie doing it tonight. How I feel when Mistress Joanie does the simple things she does? Imagine how it’ll feel when she makes me lick my own pussy. 
“Really? That would be cool,” said Joanie. “I wasn’t sure what more to do.”

“Remember, that’s how it needs to be, Joanie,” Theresa reminded her apprentice. “You can’t do anything to your slaves unless we talk about it first. So, if you think of more to do, talk to me first.”

“Yeah, I remember,” nodded Joanie. “What are you going to show me?”

“When we’re out of the shower, dear,” said Theresa. “Let’s not talk about how to play with slaves in front of the slaves.”
“Yeah, OK. Mind if I stay and let this bitch wash me?” She was enjoying the shower, but didn’t want to be rude.

“No, I don’t mind. Thanks for asking,” smiled Theresa. It was always fun to watch Joanie with slaves. The 10-year-old didn’t know all the ways to use a slave, but she knew the psychological depths into which she could drag her property. 

“Thanks, I get a kick out of getting washed by a college freshman. Or, sophomore. She finished one year, so she’s a sophomore. High school diploma and a year of college. All the education taught her how to serve a little girl. Wonder which class helped her most about washing her mistress with a cute little sponge and a mouthful of soap. Wonder what goes through her little slave head when she washes my flat chest.” What goes through my little slave head, you bitch? Having you say ‘my little slave head’ is fucking demeaning and I can’t talk back or put you in your place, you little 10-year-old cunt. Having to be naked at your command… wash you like a slave… obey even you without question. It sucks! What class prepared me for this indeed! All those years of school are wasted. Nothing prepared me for licking your pussy or fucking a horse.
“What does go through your little slave head?” asked Joanie, taking the bar of soap from Erin’s mouth. 

“Mistress, all I think about is serving you,” said the submissive older girl. “I love your body, your voice, and your control. I’m so lucky to get to wash you.” She would have gone on, but Joanie stuffed the soap back in her mouth. My God, how galling… how frustrating to have to say that to her.

 “That’s pretty much what I thought,” chuckled Joanie. She understood the conflict in a slave’s mind. She knew Erin wasn’t thinking what she’d just said, but it was cool to have her say it. “Little slave minds think little slave thoughts. Think about washing me, because that’s all you’re here for right now. Later you can think about that big black stallion with a big black cock mounting you while you scream for him to fuck your brains out. Or think about my fave… taking that big cock all the way down your throat. Hell, yeah, that’s what a slave is for.”
Theresa loved the interplay as Joanie taunted the older girl and let the slave say just enough to embarrass herself. Joanie didn’t do it much with her own slaves, but delighted in teasing the other slaves. “I’ve got a college senior washing me,” she said, joining in the fun. “Pretty, smart, and sexy girl whose dream suddenly became serving any master or mistress that wants her. More college than your slave, but she doesn’t wash me any better. Which class helped you the most?”

None of them, thought Barbara. There’s no preparation for doing this… being a slave. It’s a stupid question and you’re just a mean, sick old woman. When Theresa took the soap from her mouth, Barbara said, “Mistress, it was probably first grade where they teach you to follow instructions and behave well.”

Theresa laughed at the unexpected answer and returned the bar of soap to its rightful place. “I think you paid attention in first grade.”  

“I’ll bet she learned more than that in first grade,” said Joanie. “Bet you played doctor with the boys. Lots of boys. You, too, Erin. Maybe you played doctor with your sister and talked about who was going to be the best slave.” Yes, I played doctor. Everybody does. It wasn’t lots of boys. Just two and not at the same time. No, I didn’t play with Barbara. God, her mind is so twisted. And it feels like everything she says becomes true. If that’s what Mistress Joanie thinks, then that’s the way it is. “Hmm, I wonder if it’s better being a slave with your sister or if you’d rather it was just you. You like that your sister knows you’re a sex toy? You like that your sister is a sex toy?” Please don’t go there… I feel safer knowing she’s here and sharing this with me, but I don’t like it. I’ve got somebody to turn to, but it’s embarrassing, too. I don’t want her to know what I have to do, but she does. Hell, I’ve even kissed her, sucked her tits, and licked her pussy and ass. 
As Erin washed between her legs, Joanie said, “That’s it, bitch. Wash my pussy. Of all the places you wash me, I like this the best. I got a grown up washing my bare slit. Wonder what you would have said two month ago if somebody said you’d be washing a 10-year-old’s pussy with a bar of soap stuck in your mouth. Or licking my pussy? Hmm? Something like, that’s sick. I would never do that, let alone to a little girl. I’m not a perv. Now look at you… well, I’ll look at you… you just keep washing. Play with my pussy. Cuz I’m in charge.”
Erin’s heart sank as Joanie talked about two months ago. If only I hadn’t gotten in the car with Lisa that day… if only I hadn’t told anyone about Professor Kimbe… if only I hadn’t wanted revenge on him. But it all happened and yes, I’m a freaking perv washing a little girl’s pussy. I have to, but I’m still sick and twisted like them. They’ve made me this way. 
After the shower and some instruction from Theresa, Joanie returned to her slaves. It was a day to wear clothes and read books, which all of them were doing in her absence. Not know when she’d come back, they didn’t dare take a break. “Butter, come with me,” said Joanie with a look that didn’t belong on dress up day. 

Dutifully, Butter followed her mistress into a room where Mistress Theresa was waiting. “Pull down your panties and bend over,” said Joanie. All her slaves wore skirts or dresses for quick access to their privates. 

After Butter obeyed, Joanie patted the cute ass. “You’ll enjoy this part,” she told her anal slut. She pushed a metal rod up Butter’s ass that wasn’t big enough in diameter to feel all that good. The slave hardly felt it. Then Joanie squeezed a hand pump and Butter looked around it surprise. Four pumps on the hand pump and Joanie said, “There’s an inflatable ball at the end of the butt plug. Right now it’s about the size of a golf ball. I’ll bet you could pull it out if I told you to.” She pumped six more times. “It’s about the size of a baseball now. No matter how hard you try, you can’t pull it out.” 
It wasn’t comfortable, but Butter knew better than to complain. She had a baseball in her ass because Mistress wanted it there. Her mistress removed the hand pump and tube. “Don’t even try to get it out. Keep your hands away.” Unscrewing the valve was easy enough and once the air was out, Butter could remove it. However, she wanted to make it clear that her slave was not allowed to even touch it. 
“Go join the others,” said Joanie. She’d leave it up to Butter to realize that she couldn’t poop with the obstruction in her bowels. The little mistress hadn’t decided how long to leave it there. It all depended on how well Butter begged when she had to poop. 
Cleaned up and then went back to her slaves. “Tease, when was the last time you peed?”

“This morning, Mistress… when you let us,” answered her youngest slave. It seemed like a trick question. Obviously she hadn’t peed without permission. Why would her mistress think that?
“That’s good,” said Joanie. “You may not pee until bedtime.”

“Mistress,” said Tease in surprise. “That’s a long time. I can’t hold it that long. It’s impossible.” She made it clear it wasn’t disobedience, but a fact of life. When Joanie glared at her, she said, “But I’ll try.” Holy shit! Can’t pee until bedtime! I won’t make it that long, but I have to try. Damn, it’ll hurt by the time I let loose and it’ll be a bunch and then I’ll get punished for peeing.
“You better try hard, because I’ll punish you if you don’t make it to bedtime,” said Joanie, confirming her slave’s fears. She had no idea if it was possible, but Theresa had said she’d made Mommy do it on occasion. Back before the whole family knew that Mommy was a slave. “Now go back to reading, everybody.” She picked up a book and settled in the big easy chair in the room where she kept her slaves. The slaves were, of course, all sitting on the floor where they belonged. 
After an hour of reading, Joanie left and took Kiki with her. Ensconced in a room, she told Kiki to pull down her panties and lift up the front of her dress. Pulling down on Kiki’s balls, she tried to get some space between her balls and the rest of her boy part. Just a little separation earned moans of pain from the slave. She wanted to put a ½ inch scrotum stretcher on Kiki, but getting that space looked excessively cruel. “Shut up and hold still, big brother,” she said, trying again to get that ½ inch of space. What the hell is she trying to do? It hurts! Don’t fuck with my balls and then tell me to shut up. Don’t pull me apart. Does she have any idea how sensitive my balls are? Dammit, I know she does. She knows just how hard to squeeze them for effect and now she’s pulling on them, but being gentle. Like I could count this as gentle. 
Glancing up at Kiki’s face, Joanie saw she was bringing tears to the pretty face. She looked back at Theresa. “He can take it,” said the experienced mistress. “Just put it on.”
Encouraged, Joanie reached back in with both hands. She encircled Kiki’s scrotum with the stretcher using it both as a gauge of how far to stretch and the tool to finish stretching her slave. Kiki made a lot of noise, but held still until she locked the scrotum stretcher in place. 
With a look of smug satisfaction, Joanie stood up and gazed into Kiki’s eyes. “That’s a good girl,” she said, stroking Kiki’s long hair. “I know it hurts and it’s supposed to. God, it feels so good to make my big brother hurt while he just stands there and lets me. The look on your face is so precious, sweetie. Who gives you what you need?”
“You do, Mistress Joanie,” said Kiki, her voice strained. 

“Who let you have tits?”

“You, Mistress.”

“Who lets you cum?”
“You, Mistress,” she answered even though she hadn’t been allowed to cum in weeks. She ached just at the thought of how many times she’d made her mistress cum with her tongue or her boy part, how hard she got for her when she was abused or played with the dogs, and Mistress never let her cum anymore. 
“And who can hurt you whenever she wants?”

“Mistress, little sister can hurt big brother whenever she wants,” said Kiki, knowing what her mistress wanted to hear. “Thank you, Mistress.”
“Give me your panties,” said Joanie. 

It was an effort to reach down and pull her pink panties down the rest of the way and step out of them. Every move seemed to make it hurt more. She handed the panties to her mistress who used them to dry her tears. 

“No panties until after lunch,” said the little mistress. “I want them to dangle. Hurts more. Walk pretty for me. No slouching. This isn’t punishment, sweetie. It’s just little sister fucking with you.”
“Thank you, Mistress,” said Kiki. Doing it just because she can. For God’s sake, I’m going to get a hard on now. I love it when she does this. Fucking hurts like hell, but it’s what she wants. My little sister… what would the guys think? It added to her humiliation and arousal to imagine her friends from school seeing what she did for Joanie, friends she’d never see again, but they were useful to hone the keen edge of her humiliation. Me in front of the class in a dress… lifting my dress… telling them I let my little sister do it. Showing off my tits. Damn, I’d be so horny, I’d offer to suck them all off. 
On the way back to join the other slaves, Joanie stopped just outside the door and lifted Kiki’s dress. Her slave blushed just from her gaze. “Yeah, you love me, don’t you? When we go in, you may not sit down. Read standing up while Mommy fixes lunch.”
“Yes, Mistress.” Everything she’s doing is designed to make me hurt. Why does she enjoy doing things like this so much? Why does it turn me on?
Entering the room, Joanie sent Mommy to fix lunch and sat down, but didn’t read. She watched Kiki as her slave suffered for her. With orders to stand, Kiki stood close to Tease. Feeling crowded by her fellow slave, Tease looked up. Her eyes went to the short skirt and lack of panties and then focused on the shiny chrome device that accentuated Kiki’s boy part. Tease’s eyes went back to the book and then slyly looked up at her mistress with a smile. 
Kiki was obviously trying to call attention to her pain by standing so close to Tease and the little tease wasn’t about to let this slide. True to her name, Tease said, “Somebody just got a present from her little sister, didn’t she? You got a hard on for her again.” She rose and stood behind Kiki. Reaching around, she lifted Kiki’s dress to expose the hard cock and shiny bauble. “I’ll bet this hurts and naughty Kiki has a hard on. Such a slut to like when Mistress plays with her. Doesn’t matter how they play, she just likes being owned.” She wrapped her fist around Kiki’s throbbing boy part and stroked. 

“Careful, Tease,” said Joanie. “It won’t keep her from cumming and she does not have permission to cum.” Before Tease could touch Kiki elsewhere, Joanie added, “Don’t touch her balls either. She’s hurting for me. Don’t help.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Tease before turning her attention back to Kiki. “You like being so special. The only girl with a boy part. Mistress knows how to treat you right. And you couldn’t wait to show me, could you? I’m gonna make sure that your sisters all get to see what you think of Mistress. Take a good look, First. You, too, Butter. First, do you know what’s so special about Kiki and her new decoration?”

“Yeah,” smiled First, happy to be invited to tease Kiki. “My little brother is so proud to show off her naughty boy part to her big sister. I mean, jeez, Kiki, you’re probably even harder because we’re staring at you while you show off. Such a sissy for her little sister.” Yeah, that’s me. Nothing but a toy for Joanie and it turns me on so much. Having Tease and First make fun of me is wonderful. Maybe I shouldn’t be so obvious about getting Tease’s attention, but it feels good whether I asked for it or not. 
“You’re one to talk, Tease,” said Butter. “You’re going to hurt for Mistress, too. And you’ll like doing it for her. You’ll hold it as long as you can because you love playing games with Mistress.” Oh, damn, now I get it. I’m playing the same game, but with poop instead of pee… not just not allowed… I can’t poop. The look she gave Joanie told the mistress that she’d figured it out. When did I poop last? After lunch yesterday. Double damn, I’m gonna be in trouble before Tease. 
“What are you doing for me, Butter?” asked Joanie. 

All eyes turned toward the 11-year-old. They knew Butter had left and come back, but there was no sign of what had happened. Unlike the others, Butter preferred not to be put on the spot. “Mistress, I have a baseball up my butt.”
Joanie giggled at the astonished looks on the other slaves. “I’d like to see somebody stick a baseball up your butt. Try again, but don’t make them think I shoved a honking big ball through your tight asshole.”

“Um, I have a butt plug in my butt that expanded. It went in small, but now the end of it is the size of a baseball so it won’t come out.”

“God, Butter,” gasped Tease, getting the idea instantly. “I can’t pee and you can’t poop. She’s in pain,” she looked at Kiki and then looked at First. “What did Mistress do to you?”

“Nothing,” shrugged First. And don’t give her ideas, you little brat. She looked anxiously at her little sister. “Nothing yet.”
“Aww, you look disappointed,” said Joanie. “Too bad. Nothing for you today. Nothing new anyway.”

Joanie took off Kiki’s scrotum stretcher before lunch. “Don’t want to overdo it on the first day.” She cupped his balls. “Want me to kiss it and make it better?”
“Mistress, a slave doesn’t not want anything,” said Kiki. She knew that was one thing she’d never get no matter how much she wanted it. It was a tease that definitely did not turn Kiki on. 

After lunch, Butter, First, Mommy, and Kiki got to pee while Tease could only wish for the chance. Mistress had forced her to drink her glass of water at lunch and she knew she couldn’t even make it to the after dinner pee break, let alone bedtime. First, Mommy, and Kiki also had permission to poop, but only First took advantage of that opportunity. 
It was two hours after lunch when Butter knew she had to poop. She’d held it for two hours, but she couldn’t wait any longer. She knew the rules and realized that she would have to beg to poop. “Mistress Joanie, may a slave use the toilet? Would Mistress please take out my plug?”

“In a little bit,” said her mistress who promptly returned to ignoring her. 
There were rules and then there were unspoken rules, more like guidelines, and Butter didn’t like where this was heading. I know what she wants. I have to beg… really beg. I know what to do. I could beg so good she’d let me poop… except that she’d know I wasn’t really desperate enough to beg like that. Each of the slaves had tried it at least once – begging in earnest when they weren’t desperate – and each had come to the same conclusion. Somehow Mistress knew when desperation had set in. Begging had to be done commensurate with desperation. 
“Mistress, I really gotta go,” said Butter. “I can’t hold it and I can’t do it either.”
“Guess you’ll hold it then,” said Joanie. “Don’t lie to me. You’ll hold it until I take out the plug or until it comes out your lying mouth.”

Butter turned white at that suggestion. Just how would it come out if the plug stayed put? “Yes, Mistress, I’ll hold it until you allow me to poop… or until… it comes out my mouth.” She thought about that for a few seconds and then asked, “Mistress, may I have permission to puke?”
“Certainly not,” said Joanie. “That’s disgusting. You’ll hold it until I take out the plug.”

The plugged slave continued with meager begging. She was laying the groundwork for the real begging. Half an hour passed and Butter doubled over from the cramps. “Please, Mistress, it hurts. Please, may a slave poop now? Would my wonderful Mistress allow a good girl to poop? I love you and I’ll do anything for you. I’d do anything even if I didn’t have to poop. May your special, beautiful, obedient slave poop?” 
Joanie sighed, the sign that she was about to give permission. Other slaves groveled before their mistress and called themselves miserable, worthless slaves, but she didn’t allow her slaves to do that. They were special, beautiful, and obedient and they’d damn well call themselves that when they were desperate. “Bend over and pull down your panties. In fact, take them all the way off.” 
When Butter was ready, Joanie twisted the valve that let the air out. “Now, go into that corner, remove the plug, and poop,” said the mistress. 
“Here, Mistress? Right here?” asked the astonished preteen. 

“You have sixty seconds and then that plug is going back in,” said Joanie, irritated that her slave had questioned her. She looked at her watch. 

It still took Butter a few seconds to react. She wants me to poop in here. With everyone watching. Just freaking squat and poop. It’s gonna smell and it’ll be gross and they’ll all see. She hurried to the appointed corner and squatted down. Immediately she let loose with a loud, embarrassing fart. Turning scarlet, she tried to prevent another fart. Casting glances at her audience, the humiliated slave struggled to poop without farting. She strained, but with everyone watching, it felt like she’d sucked the poop back up inside her. Another fart escaped and she whined in frustration. 
“Time’s up,” said Joanie. “Do not poop now. Hold it until I get the plug back in and we’ll start over. And I don’t want to hear a word out of you. No excuses. Looks like you were lying about needing to poop.”

Distraught, Butter bit her tongue. What the hell happened? I had to poop and then I couldn’t. I couldn’t do it with everyone watching. I wasn’t lying. I’d do it if you let me go to the toilet.  

A couple of minutes later, Butter had a baseball up her butt again. Whether it was the farts or just humiliation, she didn’t have to poop now. Fifteen minutes passed and then she felt the urge building again. Damn it, I have to do it all over. It’s gonna hurt. And what if I can’t do it again? “Mistress, I gotta go,” she said cautiously. 

“Take off your clothes,” said Joanie. “All of you follow me.” 

Butter eagerly stripped and followed her mistress, assuming she was going to get to use the toilet. Audience or not, she was going to poop on the toilet. Halfway there she realized this was too easy. Mistress led them to the slaves’ shower, not the toilet. “Bend over that bench,” said Joanie. 
When she bent over, Butter watched with dismay as Joanie prepared a soapy, warm water enema. Oh no, she’s gonna fill me up and then I’ll flood the shower. Enema, poop, and all. Sure enough, Joanie removed the plug, filled her with a quart of water, and then put in a regular butt plug. 
“Here’s what you’re going to do, Butter. Squat down facing everyone. Back up and give her room,” she motioned to the others. “This is gonna be messy. You will play with yourself. Finger yourself to an orgasm with all that up your butt. When you cum, pull the plug.”
She’s kidding, right? Pull the plug right then? When I’m cumming? God, that’s gross. She started fingering herself, embarrassed just to be doing that for the audience. Normally it wouldn’t bother her, but she knew what was coming with her climax. Like the others, she hadn’t been allowed to cum in weeks. That only meant this would be a good one. My gut is so stretched. Feels like a dozen baseballs in there. I’m supposed to cum with that load in me? God, I’ll lose control of my poop. It’ll be a freaking mess and… damn, I’ll be cumming when I poop.
Despite her pain, embarrassment, and skepticism, Butter worked herself up to an orgasm. She couldn’t believe Joanie was making her do this. She couldn’t even imagine what it would look, feel, or sound like. Just as her orgasm hit her, she pulled the plug out. Brown water and chucks of poop shot out of her ass as she squealed in orgasm. It was so gross that Joanie had to look away. No matter how much they wanted to, the slaves did not. The mixture of farts and squeals of delight were shockingly incongruous. 
At the moment of truth, Butter let herself cum. It was destined to be a little one because this was not arousing at all. She pulled the plug and felt the wonderful release of the contents of her bowels. It felt like it would never end and then she realized she was locked in one of the most spectacular orgasms she’d ever had. It was like an eternal strand of ben-wa balls being pulled from her sensitive butt. She squealed and squirmed even as she fought to maintain some control in front of her fellow slaves. Then she just surrendered to the moment, riding on a glorious wave of pleasure. When she tipped over and her ass literally became a loose cannon, the other slaves cleared out. Joanie looked in while Butter groveled in her own waste and finally came down from the cosmic high. 
“Everybody back to the reading room,” said Joanie. She stripped and walked into the shower with a hose spitting out warm water. Hosing down the floor and her slave, Joanie marveled at the incredible pleasure she’d just given her reluctant slave. It was Theresa’s idea to keep Butter from pooping, but Joanie came up with the idea of the enema. The other slaves would be so jealous that Butter had cum. They’d watched, knowing that was the first orgasm Joanie had granted in quite some time. After the first two weeks had rained orgasms, they only dreamed of them now.  
“Just lie there, Butter,” said Joanie when her slave started to get up. She soaped up her hands and washed Butter with gentle caresses. “Such a perfect slave. So beautiful. So exciting to watch. Mistress is so proud of you. Just relax and let me wash you. So wonderful. Mistress loves her Butter slave so much.” She brought her slave down slowly using up five minutes. 
“Now come and lick me, Butter. So me how much you love me,” said Joanie. She spread her legs and let Butter take her to three orgasms. 
A couple of days later, Joanie felt as if she’d made Butter complete. The slave already liked taking it in the ass. The slave liked playing with other people’s asses. After that full sensory moment, just the smell of poop turned Butter on. There was never a better ass licker than Butter who got turned on by the act, smell, and even pungent tang of an ass. The longer she did it, the more excited she got and the better she licked ass. She longed to penetrate Joanie’s ass as deep as she could force her tongue. She even would have eaten poop if Joanie ever commanded her to do so. “You’re the perfect butt slave, Butter,” she told her contented slave. 
Damn, she means that as a compliment, thought Butter. I get turned on by the smell of poop. I freaking lose control over it. I’ve been trained to be the perfect butt slave. I hate it, but I love Mistress. I don’t want to be a butt slave, but I can’t help it. God, I can’t wait for the next time I get to lick that beautiful butt.
*****
Outside the private prison of two mistresses, one master, and thirteen slaves who had to stay hidden indefinitely, school was about to start. Of all the missing persons, only Lisa was allowed to return to college with the story that she’d never been with the other three missing girls; she’d just been “out of touch”. At the high school, Bubba was once again getting the school cleaned up for another year where he’d keep his eyes open for slaves. Teachers had turned out to be a rich vein because they were held to such high standards. The slightest impropriety in their record or reputation would ruin them. Maggie, Art, Dale, and Jenny were proof of that as they prepared their classrooms for another year. 
With school due to start on Monday, the club held an end of the summer meeting to share the slaves in their hidden underground lair. Of the five financiers of the facility, only Bill Clark was not there since he was off in Saudi Arabia with his slave wife and daughter. The highlight of the evening for the other four – Eddie, Eva, Steve, and Bubba – was not the slaves, but the youngest owner. After talking with Theresa and coming to grips with the permanency of her occupancy in the facility, she asked to speak to the four alone. 

So brash and confident with her slaves, Joanie was nervous as she faced adults she considered her superiors if only because they were adults and had built the lavish, well equipped dungeon. “Umm… I want to… well, first off, thank you for building this really cool place… and… and letting me use it and all. It’s kinda like… ummm… it’s home, I guess and it’s really nice and I appreciate that you let me use one of the big bedrooms.” She and Paul slept in Bill Clark’s designated room, knowing they’d have to give it up if all of the major owners were present. It was a concession the owners had made to make the two feel comfortable. 
“Anyway, I sorta wanted to do something… you know, special for you, so…”

“Mistress Joanie,” Bubba cut her off before she made a faux pas. He was always impressed by what an excellent mistress the little girl had become and didn’t want her embarrassing herself. “As a mistress, you… well, it’s not right… we don’t expect…” He was surprised at his own fumbling as he addressed the little one. “We don’t want to have sex with you.”

Joanie’s brow furrowed. “Gad, I’m 10. Of course not. I just baked you cookies.” She grabbed a basket she’d set to the side. “Chocolate chip.” She blushed as Bubba’s full implication set in. “Me and Paul… we… sort of have sex like… hey, I’m a virgin and he’s gonna be my first.”

“Bravo,” said Eva, clapping her hands. She had a big smile of approval on her face. “You are a true mistress. We, at least I, adore you. You are most welcome to stay in the special bedroom, my dear. It has to be hard for a girl of your stature to be cooped up in here and you’ve done well.” She took an offered cookie and bit into it. “Mmm, fresh baked. Thank you.” For any slave who’d faced Eva’s wrath, her kindness was out of place. In this case, it represented the group’s opinion of the girl. 

With a surprisingly shy smile, Joanie said, “Thank you, Mistress Eva. It is really hard to be cooped up in here with thirteen slaves who’ll do anything I want.” Up until the last three words, she managed to keep a straight face. 

